Description:


{This film follows the story of Ilya Kropantsev, a truck owner-driver from Russia. It gives viewers an insight into what motivates him in his life on the road. It shows his passion for trucking and how hard he works to support his family.}

{Real Destinations – Ilya Kropantsev from Russia} Transcript
{Visuals}

{It is early morning. Ilya sits on the edge of his bed in the dimly lit room, looking out through the netted curtains. He rubs his face to wake himself up.}


[Background music plays]

{Emotional music – mainly slow piano with string accompaniment – sets the moving, thoughtful tone of the piece. This music plays throughout.}


{Text}
Ilya Kropantsev was born on the island of Sakhalin in December 1978.
(Ilya Kropantsev)

I moved to Moscow 2 years ago.

{Visuals}

{Ilya, now fully dressed and carrying a small backpack, closes the door to his flat and walks out.}
{Background sound}

{sound of door closing}
(Ilya Kropantsev)
I’ve worked as a trucker for almost 20 years now.

As a child, I dreamt of following in my father’s footsteps.

{Visuals}

{It is dark outside. Ilya’s back is silhouetted against the yellow streetlight he is walking towards. Snow swirls about him.}
{Background sound}

{The wind faintly howls and footsteps crunch in the snow.}
(Ilya Kropantsev)
My father always told me that one can’t be born a trucker, he should be born with it;
It’s in your blood.

{Visuals}

{Camera faces the front of the truck and Ilya jumps in}
{Background sound}

{llya’s bunch of keys jangle and his clothes rustle as he sits down}
(Ilya Kropantsev)
It’s an interesting profession…
{Scenebreak}
{Visuals}

{There is snow on the ground and the truck is driving towards the camera. It is very dark and the headlights show the way. Behind the truck there is the first slither of a sunrise.}
(Ilya Kropantsev)
…although it can be dangerous and difficult. 

{Visuals}

{The truck drives down an open road towards the expanding sunrise. It’s beautiful blend of red, yellow and blue. Drifted snow can be seen at either side of the road.}
(Ilya Kropantsev)

The truck can break down.
{Visuals}

{Looking from the driver’s point of view driving on the open road moving towards the sunrise, which is gradually getting lighter. In the distance there are hills.}
(Ilya Kropantsev)

Anything can happen.

{Visuals}

{The sun has risen but the sky is now a dull grey as the truck drives on into the distance.}
{Visuals}

{From the truck’s cab we see the snow-clad road and the powerlines that Ilya is driving past.}
{Visuals}

{We see Ilya driving}
{Scenebreak}

{Visuals} 
{Ilya and his wife are lying on the bed together playing with their baby girl.}
(Ilya Kropantsev)

I’ve promised that I won’t work as trucker as long as our baby is small.
{Visuals}

{Ilya is at home sitting on a chair beside a small table with a mug and a lamp on it. He smiles as he speaks.}
(Ilya Kropantsev)

I did have a regular job in Moscow for 6 months

But I realised it wasn’t for me.

So now I’m working as a truck driver again.

{Scenebreak}

{Visuals}

{ Ilya climbs into his truck and closes the door behind him}
{Background sound}

{Sound of door closing}
(Ilya Kropantsev)

My father taught me to be passionate about my work,

To love what you do

{Visuals}

{His truck drives into the sunset down a long straight road that cuts through the white countryside.} 
(Ilya Kropantsev)

I
 used to play the guitar and the harmonica

And I have written a few songs of my own

My own lyrics, my own music…
{Scenebreak}

{Visuals}

{We see Ilya’s profile in the snowy darkness}
(Ilya Kropantsev)

…about family, Sakhalin and life on the road.

I’m telling people about life through music…  

{Visuals}

{Ilya trudges through the snow and blows on his cupped hands to keep warm.}
{Background sound}

{His footsteps make an icy crunching sound.}
{Visuals}

{Ilya’s wife pulls back a curtain and peers out into the cold from behind the window. Her face is distorted by the wet, patterned glass.}
(Ilya Kropantsev)

a person’s life expressed in a song.

But I don’t have my guitar anymore, 

{Visuals}

{Ilya and his wife embrace, her head on his shoulder.}
(Ilya Kropantsev)

because I gave it to my son.

He’s at music school learning the guitar and the piano.

{Scenebreak}

{Visuals}

{The truck drives down on the road.}
(Ilya Kropantsev)

My youngest daughter is 9 months old.

{Visuals}

{The camera pans across a bitter cold landscape of snow and hills.}
(Ilya Kropantsev)

My eldest son is 12 and my middle daughter is 6 years old.

{Visuals}

{Birds-eye view of Ilya’s truck on the road}
(Ilya Kropantsev)

The oldest two live with their grandmother and their aunt,

But they really want to live here with me.
{Scenebreak}

{Visuals}

{Ilya is sitting beside the table at home.}
(Ilya Kropantsev)

And I miss them a lot too.

{Scenebreak}

{Visuals}

{Ilya, his wife and their baby are walking down a tree-lined city street. Ilya carries his baby in both arms – his wife clutches onto one of them.}
{Scenebreak}

{Visuals}

{Ilya is at home bottle-feeding his baby as he stands in front of the window. He is looking devotedly down at her. She returns his gaze.}  

{Visuals}

{Ilya is sitting beside the table at home.}

(Ilya Kropantsev)

I only save money to provide for them,

So that they can accomplish their dreams.

{Visuals}

{Ilya, his wife and baby are playing on the bed. Ilya lifts his baby up to his face and kisses her forehead.}
{Visuals}

{Ilya is sitting beside the table at home.}

(Ilya Kropantsev)

I hope they can, I’ll help them however I can.

(Supers)

Shell Rimula was so moved by Iya Kropancev’s dedication to his children…

…We gave him a ticket to fly out to see them.

And to help him stay motivated on the road…

{Scenebreak}

{Visuals}

{Ilya climbs into his truck.}

{Visuals}

{Inside the cabin of the truck there is a guitar tied up with a big red bow. Smiling, Ilya picks it up.}

(Supers)

We gave him a guitar with his children’s names on it.

{Visuals}

{Close up of Ilya’s guitar with his children’s names painted in gold on the wooden body.}

{Visuals}

{Ilya stands in front of his truck with a huge smile.}

(Supers)

Whatever your Real Destination may be, we can help you get there.
{Scenebreak}

{Visuals}

{Ilya’s truck drives off into a distant snowy landscape. The sun is setting.}

(Logo/supers)

Shell Rimula, The Engine Oil That Works As Hard As You

(End frame supers)

Share your real destination and we’ll help you get there. Visit www.rimula.ru
For more product information on Shell Rimula, visit www.shell.com.ru/rimula-product 

�It said ‘he’ but it must be ‘I’ unless this line should be marked up as text. I don’t know which because the film is in Russian. Please check.





