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Act I Scene I 

 
The Interior of Cologne Railway Station: late evening. We can hear the sounds of 
trains arriving and departing. A newspaper poster proclaims that President Kennedy 
has just been assassinated. PETERSEN, a man in his mid fifties, dressed in an 
expensive rain coat and trilby hat, carrying a small suitcase looks at the railway 
timetable pinned to the wall.  A figure, seated at a nearby table, wearing a long coat 
and flat cap half hidden in the darkness, lights a cigarette. PETERSEN turns to look 
at him, for a moment PETERSEN is startled.  
 
PETERSEN: Schultz? 
 
RAINER: Yes. 
 
PETERSEN: You startled me! I don't mind admitting it. I  

wasn't expecting anybody else, but then again it 
makes sense. 

 
RAINER: Does it? 
 
PETERSEN: You're older. 
 
RAINER: So are you. 
 
PETERSEN: Somehow, I never thought of you being older,  

I remembered you as you were, not as, well not… 
 
RAINER: I was a long time ago. 
 
PETERSEN: Are you here for? 
 
The man nods. He takes off his cap and we can see he's in his mid 30s, with a 
moustache. 
 
PETERSEN: I thought you must be; I don't know why I was  

startled. 
 
RAINER: Waiting for the train? 
 
PETERSEN: I'm going home. 
 
RAINER: The suitcase? 
 
PETERSEN: Well, it always pays to be prepared. You? 

 
RAINER: They haven't told me yet. 
 
PETERSEN: I don't know why it's taking so long? 
 
RAINER: There's probably a lot to do, Lieutenant. 
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PETERSEN: There aren't any Lieutenants here, no privates  

either, no ranks at all, not our kind anyway: 
civilian life's like that, no certainty.  

 
RAINER: You look prosperous? 
 
PETERSEN: The print! There's always a living in print.  
 
RAINER: A good business then? 
 
PETERSEN: As long as people need to read, the print's a  

good trade to be in. My old man said it, years ago, 
before….!  I never needed to worry about afterwards, 
I always knew that time was temporary for me. 

 
RAINER: That's not what I asked. 
 
PETERSEN: A good business, yea, it's good, I send my days  

tramping up and down touting for trade, but it pays 
the bills.  

 
RAINER: I'm wondering how important this is? 
 
PETERSEN: What, my place in the Fatherland's economic  

miracle or the other thing. 
 
RAINER: Which do you think? 
 
PETERSEN: Still the same private, always trying to be a  

smartarse. 
 
RAINER: No, Lieutenant, I asked how important we are? 
 
PETERSEN: Why do you want to know? 
 
RAINER: Because it's significant, significant enough for  

both of us to come here. 
 
PETERSEN: Important, significant, who knows? Kennedy, now  

he's important; that's big news. Shoot a President 
and everybody knows, but us, we're small fry, page 6 
on a good day. We're not even under arrest, not yet 
anyway. But I'm not sure I care. That's why I 
brought the suitcase. 

 
Petersen shrugs his shoulders. 
 
PETERSEN: What did they want from you? 
 
RAINER: They asked me why I joined up! 
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PETERSEN: I never knew either. 
 
RAINER: It's no secret. My father warned me, if there was  

trouble the police was the safest place to be. I 
didn't see any reason to disagree with him, not then 
at any rate. 

 
PETERSEN: What became of you. 
 
RAINER: I survived. 
 
PETERSEN: I meant afterwards? 
 
RAINER: My old man was dead, doing what he wanted didn't  

seem to matter anymore. I never needed to be a  
policemen; I work in a hospice. 

 
PETERSEN: Nurse? 
 
RAINER: Paramedic. 
 
PETERSEN: Why you, you weren't in the woods? 
 
RAINER: Neither were you, sir, not that day. 
 
PETERSEN: I told you there aren't any ranks anymore. 
 
RAINER: I still need to know.  
 
PETERSEN: Perhaps, it's because what happened there was  

significant. 
 
RAINER: To who, history? 
 
PETERSEN: No, to us, to Germany. We were there, we were  

witnesses, we saw. 
 
RAINER: We did too. 
 
PETERSEN: Just my point, we can't ignore the fact of what  

happened, any more than the nation can now. 
 
RAINER: We appealed to Germany then as well. 
 
PETERSEN: Because the Nazis did it twenty years ago  

doesn't mean that it isn't necessary now. Hitler 
debased our souls, yours and mine. 

 
RAINER: That's what I'm trying to find out.  
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PETERSEN: They asked me today if I approved of the  
regime, not of the camps of course, but of Hitler, 
himself, did I think what he did was right? Like 
most people we didn't think too much; we took what 
he offered and didn't care. 

 
RAINER: Why, for us it was easy, we knew nothing else but  

you….. 
 
PETERSEN: We all thought Hitler had done good things for  

the country, ended unemployment, got Germany new 
respect. 

 
RAINER: If you thought like that, then why did….? 
 
PETERSEN: The woods, I was wondering when you'd come out  

with it.  
 
RAINER: That's why we're here, it's what they want to  

know about, that's why the others were arrested. But 
why are these few special, a lot of people died 
then, so why these few?  

 
PETERSEN: They were people too, they mattered to each  

other, they mattered to themselves 
 
RAINER: In twenty years I never made sense of it. I keep  

asking my self why us, why not somebody else? 
 
PETERSEN: Because we were there! Existence is arbitrary,  

I'm not sure it's worth asking for more answers than 
that. 

 
RAINER: It's like there was this big secret that nobody's  

supposed to talk about, and we haven't not for 
eighteen years, but we need to know, because it 
didn't make sense to me then, it's doesn't now. 

 
PETERSEN: After it was over, the war I mean, there wasn't  

anything left; year Zero. To start again you need a 
kind of amnesia, an ability to forget. 

 
RAINER: We can't forget, ever. I still have nightmares  

about that day. 
 
PETERSEN: Me too. Talking to the investigators was like  

trying to speak to myself all those years ago. I 
didn't know what to say, then or now. Poland changed 
everything, before that I could lie to myself and 
say I wasn't involved, but afterwards there was no 
going back. 
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RAINER: It was easy for you. Officers had a choice, none  

of the rest of us did. 
 
PETERSEN: We were guilty because we did nothing, that's  

the truth. 
 
RAINER: But we…. 
 
PETERSEN: What happened that day was our epiphany of  

terror; we'd eaten Eve's apple and nothing was ever 
the same again. But whose to judge? Who is anyone to 
judge what happened if they haven't had to stand at 
the edge of the abyss themselves? Does anybody 
really know who wasn't there? 

 
Blackout. 

*** 
 

Act I Scene II 
Late evening spring 1942. 
 
Josephstown, Southern Poland, near the old Soviet border.  A school class room is 
serving as a temporary police barrack. In the foreground is a table and a couple of 
chairs while at the back is another table and more chairs stacked against the wall, the 
light comes from a single un-shaded bulb in the centre of the room.  To the right there 
is a door leading to a makeshift dormitory and in the corner there is an old pot-
bellied stove. The only decoration in the room is a big Nazi flag on the wall.  
 
Two soldiers enter carrying a heavy load wrapped in a blanket. WEIZ is 43, an ex 
mechanic, tough but genial looking, a seasoned private soldier, he's seen and done 
everything. FALK is a council road sweeper in civilian life; he's about 41, not as 
much street savvy as WEIZ, but well able to look after himself.  
 
Weiz and Falk are a team united against the vicissitudes of the military mind, if there 
is easy duty they’ll find it, if there’s a fiddle they’re running it, if there is a scam they 
know about it; system 'd' could have been invented for them alone. Every army has 
men like these; natural square pegs steadfastly refusing to fit any hole. 
 
They stagger toward the centre of the room. 
 
FALK: We have to say something. 
 
WEIZ: No we don’t, he’s dead, you can’t get more dead  

than him. 
 

FALK: But we.... 
 
WEIZ: But nothing, the silly sod’s dead, tough!  
 
FLAK: Willi, we were standing next to him. 
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WEIZ: Don’t mean we know jack all: three brass monkeys!  

It’s the only way we’ll get out of this: keep stumm! 
We don’t know anything; that’s it, end of story. 
 

FALK: What are we going to do now then? 
 
WEIZ: How should I know, dump the bugger someplace. 
 
FALK: I hate to be pedantic, but he's not going on the  

table where we eat, filet of corpse ain't my idea of 
a good breakfast. 

 
WEIZ: Ok, ok, over there (points to the table at the back of the room) he  

isn't going to complain? 
 
FALK and WEIZ heave the body on to the table at the back and cover it with a 
camouflage blanket. WEIZ shuts the door and switches on more light. 
 
FALK: He was a big bloke, but I never knew he was that  

big until I had to carry him. 
 

WEIZ:  He's bigger now with half his guts full of  
shrapnel. 
 

FALK: Are we going to leave him here all night? 
 
WEIZ: I damn well hope not, this crap hole stinks bad  

enough as it is. 
 

FALK: Typical, get to a new billet and what happens. 
 
WEIZ: That's the army for you, everywhere you go, up to  

your eyes in it. 
 

FALK, I wish I was back in France. 
 
WEIZ: Me too, but we ain't; the question is what to we  

do…? 
 
Lt. PETERSEN enters in a hurry. PETERSEN is a tall man in his middle thirties, like 
the two private soldiers he's not a career policeman, just a civilian drafted in for the 
war. PETERSEN is a man wanting to do a good job, but is slightly unsure of himself, 
sometimes it makes him abrupt with other people. 
 
PETERSEN: Do! You do what I tell you, that's what you do!  
 
PETERSEN pulls back the sheet from the corpse. 
 
PETERSEN: Christ, what a mess, a two hundred percent   

mess, with brass knobs on. What happened out there?  
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FALK: We don't know. 
 
PERERSEN: We don't know, sir. 
 
WEIZ: We don't know anything, sir, we just said that. 
 
PETERSEN: Don't get smart with me private. You were  

digging ditches together all day; you have to know 
something. 
 

FALK: Look, Lt. PETERSEN, we were at the trench just like  
you ordered and suddenly there's this explosion; 
smoke everywhere, and then, he's like that. 
 

WEIZ: Dead! 
 
FALK: Deader than a doornail, 200 per cent kaput, you  

can't get more dead. 
 

WEIZ: It happened so fast. We were digging then we heard  
him explode. It could have been an old grenade or a 
shell maybe: from the last war. 
 

PETERSEN: Last war, that's before we learned to give them  
numbers: come-on you can do better than that. 
 

WEIZ: I don't know if it was an Ivan grenade or one of  
ours, or an old shell, or what. All I know is that 
one minute a man's alive, next he's screaming in 
agony right by my face. It happens sir, happens all 
the time. 
  

PETERSEN: And you did nothing. 
 
WEIZ: There wasn't anything to do, he was dead. 
 
PETERSEN: You said he was screaming. 
 
WEIZ: Well he screamed and then he died. 
 
FALK: Shame really! He wasn't a bad bloke, sir. 

 
PETERSEN: We aren't even in action yet and already we've 

got a casualty. 
 

WEIZ: Like I said, sir, we were digging and bang Gunther  
there is dead. 
 

PETERSEN: Anybody else find anything. 
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FALK: It was all a bit hairy for a while, what with 
the lads getting spooked, thinking they’re in the 
middle of an Ivan minefield, but that was it, we 
didn't find anything else. 
 

PETERSEN: Is the trench ready? 
 
WEIZ: We finished the digging all right, sir. OK, so it's  

not as deep as it might be but what Papa wants a 
trench for out in the woods I don't know.  
 

PETERSEN: What Maj. Neuman wants is what he want's, we're  
here to follow orders, that's all. I've got to make 
a report about this; there'll be hell to pay that's 
for sure. There's going to be an inquiry so you two 
are witnesses, do I make myself clear. 
 

WEIZ: Sir. 
 
FALK: Beg pardon sir, but what are we going to do about  

him. (points his thumb at the corpse on the table.) 
 

PETERSEN: We'll get him underground soon enough, there  
isn't any time left, we'll be in action tomorrow or 
the day after. I'm on my way to Division to square 
more petrol. 
 

WEIZ: Is that why Papa had us digging a trench, he thinks  
we're going to have casualties. 
 

FALK: You mean we've just dug out own grave. 
 
PETERSEN: Ivans or not there won't be any casualties,  

anybody gets killed and I'll have you all on a 
charge. (He draws the sheet over the body.) You look after 
Gunther there and don't loose him it's a court-
martial offence. 
 

Lt. PETERSEN leaves, while WEIZ and FRANZ draw too chairs up next to the table. 
FALK opens up the pot-bellied stove and lights it with a match from inside his pocket.  
 
FALK: A court-martial offence.  
 
WEIZ: He's right, contrary to army regulations, officers  

look bad if they can't count the number of dead men 
on their roll. 
 

FALK: We should just bury the stupid sod in that trench,  
we should have done it there and then, best damn 
place for him. 
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WEIZ: Maybe we should at that, but PETERSEN would bitch 
to NEUMAN, Papa's ok but you never know with the 
brass. 
 

FALK: He's not an officer. 
 
WEIZ: Who? 
 
FALK: Papa's a cop, a real one, he was a captain back  

home. 
 
WEIZ: I suppose we're not real cops either. 
 
FALK: Petersen's not a proper officer he's just another  

guy like us with a couple of bars, that doesn't make 
him special.  
 

WEIZ: What's he wearing combat medals for?  
 
FALK: How should I know, probably bought em as a job lot?  

I heard he was an ink-monkey in civy-street. 
 

WEIZ: It don't matter what he is, printer, bank clerk or  
ex mechanic. There's a ton of nobodies who got to be 
somebody because of this war.  
  

FALK: That’s what war is all about, scum coming to the  
surface. 

 
WEIZ: He isn’t the worst. Officers give orders and that's  

that. We don't have any juice, but then we never 
wanted it, not us. Let every other arsehole get 
stripes and all that bollocks, we stay down at the 
bottom and if there's any chance of getting out of 
the deal then we take it.  

 
FALK: Yea! 
 
WEIZ: There's no yea about it. It's what we agreed back  

home and it ain't worked too bad for either of us. 
 
WEIZ takes out a well-worn pack of cards and shuffles them. 
 
FALK: I know, I know. 
 
WEIZ: There’s nothing else to know; keep our heads down,  

it's the only way to come out of this thing alive. 
 

FALK:(looking down at the corpse.) It's not as if we even liked him  
that much. (FALK covers the corpse's face with the camouflage net.) 
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WEIZ: Lutz that's real life! Guys come and go all the  
time: sometimes they get dead. You can't get to like 
everybody; they might not be around too long. 
 

FALK: Deal the cards. 
 
WEIZ: PETERSEN will get a couple of the lads to move him  

tonight, he might even put him in that trench. 
 

FALK: See I told you: ghouls, making us dig our own  
graves. 
 

WEIZ: It don't make too much sense digging a grave when  
we don't know how many guys are dead. 
 

FALK: Like you say that's the army, always planning  
ahead. But if it ain't for us then who's it for? 

 
Blackout. 

*** 

Act I, Scene III 

Same time. 
 
Another schoolroom is serving as command centre. Centre stage is a desk with two 
chairs; on it are a lamp, a telephone and an old fashioned big typewriter. By a wall 
next to an old cupboard is a portable teleprinter. Major Neuman, a harassed, un-
military looking man of about 55, dressed in an untidy Wehrmacht Police uniform, is 
standing at the table shouting into the telephone. Known affectionately to his men as 
Papa, Neuman he holds a glass is in his hand and on the table is a nearly empty 
schnapps bottle.  
 
NEUMAN: I need more, more, more: men, weapons, ammunition 

everything. Goddamnit, my battalion's just been 
formed; the poor buggers haven't had breakfast and 
you want us out on the street……  well that's just 
perfect for Berlin… we're Ordnungspolizei, the order 
police, we keep order, how do I do that if I've got 
no bullets…… what do you suggest I use, hoes, 
pitchforks, bicycle pumps?.... Get on with it then. 
 

Neuman puts down the telephone and angrily throws down a shot of schnapps. Sgt. 
STOSS, 45 tough and competent looking-men like STOSS make the army run-enters 
carrying a sheaf of papers, he hands a document to Neuman. 
  
STOSS: H.Q. Sir? 
 
NEUMAN: Good God, are they serious? Five hundred gross of 
 prophylactics ready for delivery tomorrow? Who do  
 they think we're going to use them on, each other?  
 Amazing, I ask for more bullets and they send me  
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 rubber Johnnies. 
 
STOSS: Maybe H.Q is planning ahead, sir? 
 
NEUMAN: The day Brigade thinks about R&R for the likes of  
 us, you can call me Meier, like Reichsmarshall  
 Georing! 
 
Captain Jens strides in. JENS is thirty something, smart and sinister looking in grey  
SS uniform with its twin lightening symbols on the collar and silver piping on his  
cuffs. Jens is a man determined to make his mark, he exudes efficiency and  
ruthlessness. 
 
JENS: Our orders Major? 
 
NEUMAN: No Captain, see this: straight from Brigade HQ. 
 
JENS takes the paper and reads, then laughs. 
 
JENS: Is this somebody's idea of a joke? 
 
NEUMAN: Clearly not, whether our men catch the clap from  

a bunch of local whores seems to be more important 
to HQ than running my battalion up.  

 
JENS: And we've heard nothing else. 
 
NEUMAN: Not since the first directive arrived yesterday. 
 
JENS: Berlin's being very cagey about this one. 
 
NEUMAN: God knows why, it's not as if it’s the first  
 time. 
 
JENS: We're a new battalion, sir, half our companies are  
 made up of reservists, just in from Germany. 
 
NEUMAN: You think I don't know that. 
 
JENS: Berlin might be thinking that our lads aren't  
 ready. 
 
NEUMAN: They aren't wrong, it takes time to get men to do  
 it right. 
 
STOSS: I've another raft of new guys arriving tonight,  
 sir. Replacements for No. 3 company.  
 
NEUMAN: Just as well, I've had PETERSEN'S men digging  
 ditches all day. 
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The telephone rings and STOSS picks it up. 
 
STOSS: Major NEUMAN'S office. 
 
NEUMAN: (Neuman selects a  paper from his desk.) I quote, clear this  

area of dangerous elements before our advance. We 
were informed about this directive at the commanders 
conference two weeks ago. I know what we've got to 
do, even if Berlin won't make up its mind. 

 
STOSS: There's been a fatality sir. 
 
NEUMAN: Fatality? 
 
STOSS: Lt. PETERSEN says one of his men was killed by an  
 old grenade. 
 
NEUMAN: Grenade? 
 
STOSS: Left behind by the Ivans. 
 
JENS: Where's the body? 
 
STOSS: Lt. PETERSEN says it's in the barracks. 
 
NEUMAN: What's it doing there?  
 
STOSS: The Lieutenant says,   
 
NEUMAN: Give me the phone. 
 
STOSS hands NEUMAN the telephone. 
 
NEUMAN: PETERSEN, What's it doing in the barrack?…I know  

you couldn't leave it in the trench…..ok, I'll have 
STOSS attend to it. (He puts the phone down) Sgt, you'd 
better deal with this, quietly mind, it looks bad 
for the unit. I'll convene an inquiry after the 
action. 

 
STOSS: Sir! 
 
JENS: Berlin's cutting it fine, the first part of our  
 orders said tomorrow. 
 
NEUMAN: HQ never let you just do the job. They tell you 

they want it done yesterday and then they sit on 
their arses leaving us dangling, what a way to run a 
war! 

 
JENS: It’s a way of blooding the new guys. 
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NEUMAN: The men aren't trained; three quarters of them 
 haven't even been in action before. 
 
JENS: These are orders, serious orders. 
 
NEUMAN: New men! You don’t know them; I don’t know them. 
 
STOSS: I can rustle up enough ammunition for tomorrow,  
 we’ve got trucks, if Lt. PETERSEN can get more  
 petrol out of base. 
 
NEUMAN: It takes time to get men to do it right; most  
 guys are only good for a few hours. After that  
 you've got to drink just to keep going. (Neuman  
 uncaps the bottle and pours more schnapps into a glass.) Five hundred  
 gross of French letters, what damn use is that; five  
 hundred crates of vodka is more like. Sometimes,  
 Johan I wonder if it's ever occurred to Berlin,  
 whoever has the most of this will win the war. 
 
JENS: Sir? 
 
NEUMAN: I'm serious, If we had no booze could we go on,  

would we be able to go on day in day out. 
 
JENS: We do our duty Major. 
 
NEUMAN: Just in case make sure there's an extra ration of  

beverage for the men, by the afternoon they'll need 
it. 

 
STOSS: Yes sir. 
 
STOSS salutes and exits. 
 
JENS: We can spread the old hands among the new guys so  

there is stiffening: they aren't green these new 
lads; reservists, mostly over 35, steady men,  
they'll do what they have to.  

 
NEUMAN: Reservists? I thought we were slated for  

draftees? 
 
JENS: Normally we would but this is a unit from the same  

place: Stutgart.  
 

NEUMAN: Schwabians, clever sods, probably all enlisted to  
avoid being called up, not that I blame them. Still  
it didn't work in the long run, cause they're here. 
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JENS: They'll get used to it; people get used to  
 anything.  
 
The teleprinter crackles into life. 
 
NEUMAN: Our orders. 
 
Blackout.  

*** 
 

Act I Scene IV 
Later that night. 
 
WEIZ is feeding a log into the ancient boiler at the back of the room. In the 
background we can hear is the sound of men and equipment disgorging from the back 
of a truck of some kind. 
 
FALK: And I thought that we were going to have a quiet  

bloody night. 
 

WEIZ: Like hell, we're just lucky we got here first,  
besides we nabbed the best bunks next door. 
 

FALK: Well tough on the rest of the bastards! 
 
(Offstage we can hear the sound of voices) 
 
STOSS: You men, this is your billet, reveille is at 6.30, 

inspection at 7, company, dismiss.  
 

The door opens and two young Whermacht soldiers come in each carrying weapons 
and heavy kit. KARL SCHMIDT, a carpenter by trade, is about 20. RAINER 
SCHULTZ is 18 and has just finished his school certificate. WEIZ is still feeding 
wood to the stove while FALK is at the table sneaking a peek at WEIZ's cards.. 
RAINER and KARL remain standing, uncertain what to do next. 
 
WEIZ: Close the door like good lads, you're making a  

draught. 
 

The two soldiers shut the door. 
 
FALK: Bunk's through there, and don't muck our beds up,  

otherwise Baron Munchausen here is going to get  
upset and when he's upset he snores half the night,  
which means nobody gets any bloody sleep. 

 
WEIZ: Me snore? I'm as quiet as a baby. 
 
FALK: A baby elephant more like! Your wife, poor cow, she  

must be on her knees thanking Adolph every night 
that you're gone, at least she can get some sleep.  
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WEIZ: You leave my old woman out of it. 
 
FALK: If I had a phenig, for every time you wake me up  

I'd be earning as much as the Fuehrer does out of 
Mein Kampf. 

 
WEIZ: Don't mind him he's just a sour-puss. We don't know  

how long we'll be here and it's odds on we won't be  
alone for long so get yourself sorted quick, before  
some other bugger comes and cops everything. First  
rule of the army, whoever's there first, has it all,  
right. 

 
FALK: Right. 
 
KARL dumps his kit by the body on the table, while RAINER goes into the next room. 
 
KARL: Mind if I join in. 
  
FALK: Only if you keep your mouth shut. 
 
WEIZ: Pontoon! 
 
FALK: You're a crook and no mistake. I don't know why I  

play with you? 
 
WEIZ: Because no one else will. 
 
FALK: What's the hit now then? 
 
WEIZ: By my reckoning, about two years pay. 
 
FALK: How much? 
 
WEIZ: You're a rotten gambler! 
 
RAINER comes back into the room. 
 
KARL: Where are we anyway? 
 
FALK: No idea! 
 
KARL: I saw a sign on the way in, Josephenina. 
 
FALK: Some god-forsaken hole anyhow. 
 
RAINER: We must be in Galicia, Austrian Poland, it means  

Josephtown. 
 
WEIZ: Sod all good ever came out of Austria. 
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KARL: The Fuehrer’s Austrian. 
 
WEIZ: See what I mean. 
 
KARL: Jokes like that aren’t funny. 
 
WEIZ: Who said I was joking. 
 
RAINER: I'm Rainer Schultz  
 
KARL: Karl Kruger. 
 
FALK: Lutz Falk and Happy Jack here is Willi Weiz.  
 
KARL: When do we see some action? 
 
FLAK: I might have known, you look like a keen type? 
 
KARL: I thought we were going to do some fighting. 
 
FALK: Is he crazy or what? 
 
WEIZ: We're a long way from the front line, son. 
 
RAINER: Then who put that up? (Points to the flag.) 
 
WEIZ: Probably them SS lads....  
 
(KARL and RAINER are confused)  
 
FALK: Farm boys, real morons, all brawn and no brain,  

need a flag to tell them where to have a piss before  
breakfast. 

 
RAINER: What are we supposed to be doing here? 

 
WEIZ: Rule number one in this game, don't ask questions?  

 
KARL: That makes two number one rules. 
 
FALK: God, you're green! There's two thousand number one  

rules, and you'd better pay attention to them all if  
you don't want to go someplace nasty with Ivan's  
bayonet up your backside. 
 

RAINER: What are they like, the russ, Ivans? I've never  
been in any action before. 

 
WEIZ: No good asking him or me. Neither one of us has so 

much as stood down wind of the red horde: security  
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duty, in France, is what we've come from. 
 
KARL: Ivans don't frighten me. 
 
WEIZ: Hark on him, are you a hero or something! 

  
FALK: Heroes are a right disaster, always trying to get  

people killed.  
 
WEIZ: Which is why we're in the police: not much scope  

for heroes here. 
 
FALK: We joined Battalion 96! Bugger all to do in Poland,  

bugger all to do in Holland, bugger all to do in  
France. A lot of bugger all basically. Course when  
we invaded Russia, experienced police personnel were  
at a premium, half our men got transferred as  
cadres' for new units.  

 
KARL: Whose in charge then? 
 
FALK: In charge, as far as I can see nobody. 
 
WEIZ: We've got officers, like everybody else, but as to  

whose actually in charge, that's a big question. 
 
FALK: Papa, Major NEUMAN, he's the big boss, but we don't  

see him much, thank god. 
 
WEIZ: Captain JENS and Lt. PETERSEN are our officers,  

PETERSEN tries too hard, but otherwise he's ok. 
 
FALK: Not a proper officer, just some jumped up civiy  

with bars. Jens though, watch him, he's tough: SS 
 
WEIZ: Oh he's tough all right, but he's fair, Captain  

Jens, very fair which is more than can be said for 
some, but he's bucking for a career, that makes him 
dangerous.  

 
FALK: The guy who really runs this outfit is Sgt. STOSS,  

don't get on the wrong side of him or…  
 
KARL: Or? 
 
FALK: Or you'll get to be a real hero against the Ivans  

sooner than you think  
 
WEIZ: Heroes! We had a good deal in France until some  

stupid turd ordered us to this hole. 
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KARL: You get to see Paris? 
 
FALK: No. 
 
RAINER: I was in Paris, in 1938, it was a school trip. 
 
WEIZ: We've got ourselves an educated man, well educate  

that fire so we can brew up. 
 
KARL: You’ve got brew! 
 
FALK: Nobody looks after you in this man's army, so you  

look after yourself. I nicked it from the cook van,  
after breakfast. 

 
WEIZ: This is a man in a million. 
 
KARL: I'll do it! 
 
KARL stokes the pot-bellied stove in the corner, while FALK: pours water into a 
small billy-can. 
 
RAINER: Back at base, there's talk of a big push soon. 
 
FALK: That'll make private hero here happy. 
 
RAINER: It doesn't tell us what all this is about though? 
 
FALK: We're here cause we're here, just us, nobody else. 

It could be worse, as far as I can tell there aren't  
any Ivans within five hundred klicks.  
 

KARL: Then why….? 
 
WEIZ: Lord you ask a lot of questions, are you educated  

like him? 
 
RAINER: If it isn't Ivans, then who's the push against. 
 
WEIZ: Who cares what the push is? We're a police company,  

that means we secure things, barracks, railways, HQ,  
store houses, stuff like that. The Fuehrer, god  
bless him, can win the war without me having to get  
shot at by Ivans, Tommies or even Poles. 

 
RAINER: It's not enough reason to be here. 
 
WEIZ: You want reasons! Lutz, that's what education does  

for you, makes you stupid: am I right, or am I  
right? 
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KARL: Well, I want to fight. 
 
WEIZ: I don't. 
 
FALK: That's why we joined the police, so as not to get  

our heads blown off by some inconsiderate berk armed  
with a heavy machinegun. 

 
KARL: I got drafted. 
 
WEIZ: Bully for you. You daft buggers don't know how 

lucky you are. Being drafted to the Order-police  
is like being sent to a rest home for the duration. 
We don't fight! Least-ways not any real enemy! Of 
course you get the odd partisan sticking his stupid 
nose into things, but mostly we do guard duty or  
searches, and generally we get to sleep in a bed at  
night, not in some god-forsaken trench eyeball to  
eyeball with Ivan.  

 
The kettle begins to whistle. 
 
KARL: Kettle's boiled. 
 
FALK takes it from him and pours the tea. 
  
FALK: Police see seen action all right, but mostly it's  

mopping up. 
 
RAINER: Mopping up? 
 
WEIZ: Even when you've won, I mean really beaten the 

bugger to pulp he's still got some forces that won't  
chuck it, usually out of cussedness. So the police  
get the job of mopping up, bringing them in,  
flushing them out if necessary. 

 
KARL: You make us sound like public Karzi cleaners. 
 
The door is pushed open and SGT. STOSS enters, the four men snap to attention. 
 
STOSS: Karzi, I'll give you Karzi in a minute. At ease  

(the men relax) I might have known you pair would be  
here. If I find that this tea has been stolen you'll  
all be on a charge. 

 
WEIZ: No, sarge!  
 
STOSS: No what? 
 
WEIZ: No, sir! 
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STOSS: Where is he? 
 
FALK: Laughing Charlie, over there. 
 
SGT. STOSS goes over to the corpse and pulls back the covers. The two young 
privates look on aghast. 
 
RAINER: Christ that’s a body! 
 
STOSS: 10 out of 10 for observation! 
 
KARL:  I left my kit on… oh my god. 
 
Karl gasps and turns to the door, he's sick outside. 
 
STOSS: Typical, I can't leave you alone for five minutes.  

(STOSS unbuckles his holster and lays it on the table.) Petersen 
telephoned Papa about a corpse, so the whole 
battalion will know. What the hell happened? 

 
FALK: We were digging, and then he exploded. 
 
STOSS: Don't come the cunt with me! 
 
WEIZ: God’s honest truth, I don’t know what happened. It  

could have been a mine; it could have been an old 
shell, anything-it could even have been one of ours. 

 
STOSS: I’ve got to make out a report. 
 
WEIZ: You can’t take a crap in the field without a piece  

paper says so. 
 
FALK: This damn army runs on crap reports. 
 
STOSS: Everything in triplicate, one for us and two for  

Berlin; that’s the drill, by the book. 
 
FALK: He's dead there's nothing more to know. 
 
STOSS: Especially if somebody’s dead. Now, you had better  

come up with a story I can tell Papa. 
 
WEIZ: FRANZ, there’s no story. Gunther got himself dead, 

that’s it: put it in the record, killed himself with 
ancient ordnance, from the last damn war. 

 
STOSS: You haven't been listening, dead bodies are heavy 

shit. Imagine how much grief I get from HQ if one  
of you gets killed without permission. 
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WEIZ: I'll say the same to any inquiry. 
 
STOSS: Ok, ok, ok. I’ll write it out, you sign it. The  

battalion hasn’t got the time to waste on this, nor  
do I. 
 

STOSS looks around searching for Karl. 
 
STOSS: Where’s that other idiot? 
 
FALK: Blubbing-he’s a sensitive soul. 
 
KARL: I'm sorry sir, it was a bit of a shock. 
 
FALK: You'll have to do something about that, boy; hero  

type like you. 
 
WEIZ: What are we going to do with Gunther? 
 
FALK: Put him in the bloody trench. 
 
STOSS: Can’t do that! It wouldn't……you two (points to KARL and  

Rainer) pick him up and take him the coal scuttle. It’s 
cool enough and Gunther there won’t mind. 
 

RAINER and KARL snap to attention,  
 
KARL: Sir? 
 
STOSS: One word and it's a charge. 
 
KARL: Sir! 
 
STOSS: I said… 
 
RAINER: Where's the coal-scuttle, Sergeant? 
 
STOSS: Christ, greenhorns, it's the hut next to the  

kitchen. 
 
RAINER and KARL manhandle the corpse out of the room. 
 
WEIZ: Good to be shot of old Gunther though, he was  

making the place untidy. 
 
STOSS: Tidy us some tea, before that pair of wet behind  

the ears ninnies get back. 
 
FALK: That Karl kid’s a pussy, a Jonah, they screw it  

up for everybody else. 
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WEIZ: Give the lad a break! 
 
STOSS: New guys, draftee’s, what do you expect? 
 
WEIZ: I thought we were all volunteers! 
 
FALK: Bugger volunteers, are we going to get a furlough?  
 
STOSS: No leave until further notice.  
 
WEIZ: Your joking.   
 
FALK: We're bounced out of France faster than an 88 shell  

and for what; guarding trains going west, weeks of 
it; you could get 10 year old Hitler Youth to do 
that job. 

 
STOSS: We haven't got our final orders; and I couldn't  
     tell you even if we had. 
 
WEIZ: Then why has HQ sent us to this godforsaken hole.  
     The kid's right, something's definitely up? 
 
Blackout. 

*** 
 

Act I Scene V. 
Same time. 
 
Neuman is waiting by the telex machine, while in the background martial music is 
Playing, he picks up a sheaf of papers and give them to Jens.  
 
NEUMAN: Special duty, special treatment, special  
 handling, a whole damn string of speciality: (he pours  
 more schnapps) we did the same job last year after the  
 invasion. It was a mess, a bloody mess. 
 
Neuman upends the schnapps bottle, it's empty; he shakes his head and drops the  
empty bottle into a wastebasket. 
 
JENS: Orders are orders Papa we can't chose whether we  

obey them or not, lestways not in this man's army. 
 
Suddenly the station switches and Goebbles voice is heard. 
 
NEUMAN: Christ not that again, (Neuman turns back to the radio and   

switches it off) Mahatma Propaghandi there has been making  
that same damn speech all day. 
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JENS: Herr Dr. Goebbles isn't my idea of easy listening  
either.  

 
Jens switches the radio off. 
 
NEUMAN: These are untried, unready men, good lads  

probably, but it's hard work especially for a unit  
 straight from home. 
 
JENS: That telex came direct from Berlin, RSHA General  
 Hyedrich’s office: his personal secretariat. 
 
NEUMAN: I joined up to be a copper, just that, coppering. 
 
JENS: What’s coppering these days, sir? I worked on the  

'morality desk' in Breslau, checking up on Poleacks 
screwing local women. Not supposed to happen, good 
German girls getting poked by sub-humans! Thing is 
these nice little Hausefrau liked it, they liked 
being screwed rigid by Polish vermin: we always 
found out! Denunciations! Sisters, brothers, 
neighbours anybody you like: doctors are best coz 
they have to do the pregnancy test, then the girl 
will usually tell them who the father is. Mostly 
their men are away at the front, so it stands to 
reason hubby can’t have done it. It has to be 
somebody else. Like I say, a Polish POW, working on 
the land or in a factory. He gets it in the neck and 
she goes to a camp, it's the way it is. 

 
NEUMAN: That's the law, besides out here it's different,  
 there aren't any rules. 
 
Neuman searches for another bottle in the cupboard. 
 
JENS: You make them up as you go along. What I'm saying  

is, it's all gone to pot, back home, here, 
everywhere.  

 
NEUMAN: This is it for me. Twenty years in the force and  

still only a captain. When the offered me this slot 
I took it, but it gets to you after a while, it 
really does. Too much blood, too much shit and the 
smell, you can’t imagine the smell: not before, 
never before.  

 
JENS: Berlin sends us out to do this job, but the brass  

won’t come themselves. Even Hyedrich never soils his 
hands with what we do. He’d rather spend time with 
the fly-boys, shooting reds out of the sky. 
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NEUMAN: I got my promotion: a hell of a way to look after  
ones pension don’t you think, up to my neck in blood 
and death.  

 
JENS: Nothing’s what it was,  Major, (Jens looks out of the window)  
 looking out for your pension isn’t the worst thing.  
 
NEUMAN: It's not the same for you. I'm at the end of 

the tree. I can't go any higher, besides I don't 
want to. I’m not SS material-they wouldn’t let me 
join in 33 so now my copybook’s blotted, good and 
proper. You’re different! A Captain already, a slot 
in the KRIPO, you’ve done a stint in Berlin, you've 
got a career left. 
 

Neuman gives a grunt of triumph and pulls a schnapps bottle from the bottom of the 
cupboard. 
  
NEUMAN: Schnapps, from home. I can’t stand vodka: not a 

proper drink, only good for Poles or Ivans and they  
don’t know better. 

 
JENS: Look, sir, I know that lanky, long nosed bastard, 

he pisses ice! If he's giving the orders' that's it, 
end of story. Heydrich might be in the stratosphere 
but that doesn't mean his finger isn't on every 
pulse, and if he's say’s jump, jump, it isn’t worth 
arguing. 

 
PETERSEN enters, he salutes 
 
PETERSEN: .Major, I found some petrol, it was a hell of a 

job getting it out of HQ though. 
 
NEUMAN: Excellent! Have you dealt with that other 

business? 
 
PETERSEN: The body's in the coal house, we'll move him in 

the morning. 
 
NEUMAN: There won't be time, our orders have come 

through. 
 
PETERSEN: We're in action then sir? 
 
NEUMAN: One could call it that, if one enjoyed cutting  
 through bureaucratic doublespeak: something HQ’s  
 good at. 
 
JENS: It’s a way of blooding the new guys, Major.  
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NEUMAN: The men aren't trained; three quarters of them  
 haven't even been in action before. 
 
PETERSEN: What exactly are our orders, sir? 
 
NEUMAN as PETERSEN  a piece of paper from his desk. 
 
PETERSEN: To protect our rear from partisan activity. 

Papa, there isn't a partisan within fifty kicks of  
here. (Petersen reads out the rest of the order) Separate out the  
healthy young male Jews, ship them out to Sobibor  
and liquidate the rest.  
 

NEUMAN: That little gem comes with the backing of Berlin,  
Hyedrich's personal secretariat; executing dangerous  
elements in the Army Group rear area, a preventive  
measure. 
 

PETERSEN: What dangerous elements? Old women, children,  
teenage girls, Christ, there's more danger in a  
brothel. 

 
JENS: It doesn't take a genius to work out what’s  

happening, we either push forward or retreat and I  
can't see the Fuehrer pulling back, can you?  

 
PETERSEN: How does butchering harmless old men and women  

help our glorious Wehrmacht tell me that? 
 
NEUMAN: For God's sake, what we have been doing since we  

got here? There hasn't been a train west in three  
weeks, things are seizing up, you know that. 
  

PETERSEN: That's our job, police work. 
 
JENS: Guarding cattle trucks full of Jews in the freezing  

cold, you call that just police work. Haven't you 
heard? Hans Frank, Governor General of Poland, 
want's to make it Jew Free. How do you think he's 
going to do that? 

 
PETERSEN: That's not my concern. 
 
JENS: Oh it's your conscience that concerns you is it?  
 
NEUMAN: We're policemen, we do what we're told in war,  

sometimes what we're told to do isn't palatable. 
 
PETERSEN: Where in the rule book does it say we have to  

go and shoot unarmed civilians 
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JENS: This is the real world. The Reich is at war, a war 
to the death. The Jew is our enemy, a biological  
enemy, a parasite like lice or typhus; it’s our duty  
to de-louse Europe; it’s our fate because no-one  
else will. We have to do it, if we don’t Germany  
will die.  

 
PETERSEN: Can't you see these orders are criminal? 
 
NEUMAN: Back in the real world, things are civilised, you 

can worry about law and justice. Here there's 
nothing, nothing except us, our discipline, our 
order. If we don't carry out our orders then there's 
only chaos.  

 
PETERSEN: So civilisation only belongs to Germans in  

Germany! 
 
JENS: Do you really think it matters what happens to a  

few worthless Jews in this Godforsaken piece of  
Poland?  

 
NEUAMN: We're the front line! War’s dirty; it makes us  

all unclean. If our orders say this is a military 
necessity, then it is. We don’t need to know any 
more. 

 
PETERSEN: I don't think this is any kind of necessity,  

military or otherwise.  
 
NEUMAN: Lieutenant, this sounds like mutiny! 
 
PETERSEN shakes his head. 
 
PERERSEN: Mutiny or not. I'll take my chance with a  

court martial. 
 
NEUMAN: Court martial, do you think anybody cares about  

this? Stop being naive Nicolai. A court martial 
won't help you and it'll hurt the battalion. 

 
PETERSEN: I’ll appeal to Berlin, there must be somebody  

there who’ll listen. 
 
NEUMAN: Nothing's going to happen, except you'll draw  

attention to the rest of us! Do you want Berlin 
saying I can't command my troops?  

 
PETERSEN: You can't make me do this. 
 
NEUMAN: We don’t have time to waste, we have orders: we  
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follow them, to the letter! That's our duty as 
German officers. We took an oath; all of us in this 
uniform took an oath to the Fuehrer. That matters 
for something and I'll be dammed if I break mine.  

 
PETERSEN: Is our oath worth so much death. 
 
NEUMAN: Lieutenant, consider yourself under arrest, now! 
 
PETERSEN salutes and leaves. 
 
JENS: You'll have to watch him, he's a crusader. 
 
Blackout. 

*** 
 

ACT I Scene VI. 
Same time. 

 
STOSS, FALK and WEIZ are drinking tea and playing cards. 
  
FALK: How comes I always lose? 
 
STOSS: Coz you’re a crap gambler. 
 
WEIZ: I keep saying this but will he listen to me. 
 
KARL and RAINER enter through the front door; STOSS puts his cards down and g 
ets up from the table. 
 
STOSS: Where is he? 
 
RAINER: Safe and snug in the coal-house. 
 
WEIZ: Just as long as nobody wants to get a shovel full  

of coal for the stove. 
 

FALK: They can burn him and good riddens.  
 
STOSS: The Party doesn’t approve of cremation.  
 
FALK: Why not, save us the trouble of moving him  

Tomorrow! 
 
STOSS: The Fuehrer doesn't think it's is Germanic enough. 
 
WEIZ: Bully for Adolph, we still don't know what we're  

going to do with him. 
 
STOSS: Papa will have to decide. 
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FALK: What about our leave? 
 
STOSS: Is that all you ever think about?   
 
FALK gins maniacally. 
 
WEIZ: Lutz here is straining at the leash. He was going  

to do it with old Gunther there, until I told him 
homosexual necrophilia is a double court martial, 
one for the buggery and one for screwing the dead.  

 
FALK: Getaway, they don't court martial you for that. 
 
STOSS: They sure do. 
 
WEIZ: You might beat one but two-no way   
 
STOSS: I've lists of brothels in HQ, keep your pants  
     buttoned up and I'll see about leave when it's over.  
 
RAINER: So, we are going into action tomorrow, sir? 
 
STOSS: I don’t know yet, our orders haven’t come through,  
     it'll be a rat hunt most like. 
 
KARL: Rat hunt? 
 
STOSS: Just a few Jews and Poles hiding out, nothing too  

hard or heavy. Like you said Willi, flushing out. 
It’s not a bad description. Partisans come in all 
shapes and sizes, don't believe everything you hear. 
The enemy isn't finished, not by a long chalk. Just 
remember this; partisans kill! They kill any German 
they can find, even in a nice secure barracks like 
this. 
 

RAINER: You’re joking! 
 
STOSS: Am I? Last year four of our guys went missing  

about thirty klicks up country; we found them a week 
later. I won't tell you what happened, but it took 
two days to bury all the bits. 
 

WEIZ: Come on sarge spill the beans. We're all grown up,   
     (he looks at FLAK) well some of us are. 
 
STOSS: Ok, since you're such big tough men: partisans  

cut off their dicks;  stuck them in their mouths 
then they chopped them up with axes: they were still 
alive at the time. 
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The four men look at each other nervously; they can't believe their ears. 
 
KARL: Jesus! How'd they get grabbed, four guys with guns? 
 
STOSS: Women! A pair of polish sluts got’em by the cock,    

thought it was going to be an orgy, shagging sexy 
subhuman pussy. Well they got their orgy all right, 
except it wasn't the one they intended.  From what 
we could tell it was the girls who cut their dicks 
off, with butcher knives. We caught one of the women 
later. 

 
RAINER: She confessed. 
 
STOSS: Oh yea, took half the night but she confessed all  

right. The moral of this story is, no quick shufty 
with a bit of Polish skirt, because you never know 
what's she's got on her mind, being fucked or 
fucking you out the bloody door. 

 
KARL: No stupid partisan's going to frighten me. 
 
FALK: I forgot, we've got ourselves a bona fide hero. 
 
STOSS: There's nothing to it. If partisans attack us, we  

arrest 10 Poles for every one of ours that's killed 
or injured: then they get the chop. 
 

RAINER: Christ. 
 
STOSS: Why are you so shocked? We did it in France,  

we all did, here's no different, except maybe it's 
more naked. Those four pratts who got chopped up, 
they're just the tip of the iceberg. Everybody in 
this bloody country's helping the Ivans' or the 
Tommies or who ever the hell's giving the orders to 
keep fighting: Winston Churchill probably. What 
counts is that you'd better watch yourself because 
this thing isn't over, no matter what they think at 
Fuehrer HQ. It's going to go on and on, until…. 

 
RAINER: Until? 
 
STOSS: Until doomsday, which will be tomorrow if you lot  

don’t get bedded down soon. We've got a commander's 
call at 7.30 am. So 6 a.m. comes very early out 
here. I'll have another mug of that tea before I go. 
 

FALK proffers a mug of tea, STOSS takes it and starts to drink. 
 
STOSS: Tomorrow isn't going to be any different from 
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stuff we've done before. 
 

WEIZ: Speak for you self, I never did anything like this. 
 
STOSS: It’s no sweat, rat hunts never are, there'll just  

be a few more Jewish beards to singe, that's all. 
 
KARL: It ain't a big deal. 
 
STOSS: With the big push against the Ivans ready to  
     start, we've got to stabilise the rear areas. 
 
WEIZ: How do we stabilise the rear area with half an army  
     of pissed off Polacks gunning for us? 
 
RAINER: How do you tell who's a partisan? 
 
STOSS: You can't! But it's a safe bet that they're  
     all sympathisers. 
 
KARL: Jesus that's hard. 
 
STOSS: Too bloody right it's hard, but then they fight  
     hard. 
 
RAINER: Surely it's not legal, shooting civilians? 
 
STOSS: Don't matter what the law is. We don't have rules  

here,  it's kill them or they'll  kill us. You'll 
get used to it.  

 
WEIZ: Jesus, we'd better turn in, nothing like a good  
     night’s sleep to get up the  bloodlust. 
 
FALK: I can live with the bloodlust as long as you don't  
     snore. 
 
WEIZ ignores him and goes into the dorm room. FALK and KARL follow. STOSS puts 
his empty mug on the table and hefts up his machine gun; he turns to RAINER. 
 
STOSS: You RAINER SCHULTZ? 
 
RAINER: Yes. 
 
STOSS: Drafted? 
 
RAINER: Not exactly, I'm only here because my dad got me  
     into the police force instead of  the Army.  
 
STOSS: I know your old man, he was my desk sergeant when  
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I joined up, it's guy's like him that run the police 
force, not the brass in Berlin, no matter what they 
think. This is good duty, not as good as home, but 
good duty. 

 
RAINER: Yes, sir, but I wasn't expecting… 
 
STOSS: What happens out here is bad, I'll not deny it but 

we don't have much choice, our orders are simple: 
bandits and Jews, clear the lot out.  
 

STOSS. goes toward the door. 
 
RAINER: What happened to the girl? 
 
STOSS: Girl what girl? 
 
RAINER: The Polish girl, the one... with the...  
 
STOSS: Resistance, oh, her! She got hung, just like  
     the others.  
 
STOSS slams the door behind him. RAINER stares after him. 
 
Blackout. 

*** 
 

Act 1 Scene VII 
 
NEUMAN is fiddling with the radio; suddenly it blares out the Merry Widow, 
NEUMAN snorts in disgust.. 
 
NEUMAN: Christ, not again, every day the same damn stuff. 
 
Sgt. STOSS enters and salutes. 
 
NEUMAN: You'd think that the propaganda ministry would  

give us decent music; Beethoven, keep up our morale! 
What do we get? Ta,ra,ra, bloody boombeday.  

 
The telephone rings, NEUMAN reaches out for it. 
 
NEUMAN: NEUMAN, here…. What am I supposed to do with 500  

boxes of French letters?.…Poland doesn't have enough 
brothels…I know the men will be grateful if they 
don't catch the pox, but….it's my radio, well it's 
better than Dr. Goebbles, ….Can you do something 
about my ammunition situation, it's to late for 
tomorrow, but at least…no, sir, we're ready, I've 
just had confirmation from Berlin, by telex.  
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NEUMAN hangs up the telephone and switches the radio off. 
 
NEUMAN: Sergeant, go get Lt. PETERSEN, and tell him to  

report to me immediately. 
 
STOSS: Sir! 
 
NEUMAN: That man who died. 
 
STOSS: Private Gunther, sir. 
 
NEUMAN: I'll want a full investigation after the action  

tomorrow. 
 
STOSS salutes again and exits. 
 
NEUMAN sits at his desk and picks up a telex. 
 
NEUMAN: French letters! What am I going to do with them?  

I haven’t had an erection since last summer! That’s 
what this work does, kills your sex drive. Impotence 
that’s a death too; I even went to a brothel, an old 
house in Lodz, all red plush and velvet. I haven’t 
done that for twenty years.  The whore was a little 
girl: could have been my grand daughter. I never saw 
anybody drop their knickers so quick, but that’s a 
whore all over. For a moment I was raging myself, 
then, nothing, not a peep, big disappointment. She 
was upset poor kid; said her pimp would beat her if 
I wouldn’t pay the money: not much I could do after 
that, except give her the cash and get out. 

500 cases…. 
 
PETERSEN enters and salutes.  
 
NEUMAN: At ease Lieutenant. 
 
PETERSEN: I'd rather stand, sir. 
 
NEUMAN: Don't be stupid Nicolai, sit down. 
 
PETERSEN sits down. 
 
NEUMAN: It was unwise to do that in front of JENS. He's  

a good man, reliable, but he's also in the SS. We 
have enough trouble out here without the Gestapo 
interfering. 

 
PETERSEN: My court martial. 
 
NEUMAN: Are you really that much of a fool as to think a  
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court martial would be the end of it? 
 
PETERSEN: I don't know what I think now. 
 
NEUMAN: You can't stop what's going to happen anymore  

than I can. 
 
PETERSEN: This is a criminal order, there isn't a soviet  
 soldier within 500 klicks.  
 
NEUMAN: The war reaches even here Lieutenant, over 30 of  
 our men were murdered by partisans last month alone. 
 
PETERSEN: These aren't partisans. 
 
NEUNAN: They're sympathisers, everybody in this damn  
 country is a sympathiser. We hung partisans and  
 hostages, it was bad but we did it, because those  
 were our orders. 
 
PETERSEN: Hostages! I got seconded to Riga! A bunch of  

Latvians were beating Jews to death in the streets  
with sticks, and a whole load of guys from the SS  
were standing around doing nothing, just laughing.  
Now we're supposed to do the same thing here, kill  
Jews just for the hell of it.  

 
NEUMAN: We can't argue with the state. 
  
PETERSEN: What happens if the state is evil? 
 
NEUMAN: The state is the nations will, the Fuehrer is its  
 embodiment. There can be no higher law. 
 
PETERSEN: Call it what it is; murder, papa, plain and  
 simple. 
 
NEUMAN: Murder, justice, good and evil they're just words  

all that matters here is survival. Look who's 
against us: Stalin, the Tommies, Yanks, the whole 
world: if we don't beat them it's all finished for 
Germany. Remember 1919, the revolution! The reds 
shot anybody in their way; well, it's just the same 
here.  

 
PETERSEN: Will killing old women make us better able to  

fight the Ivans? 
 

NEUMAN: This war's to the finish and if we don't win God  
help us. You want it all again: defeat, occupation, 
poverty? Good German women, selling themselves for a 
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packet of cigarettes or a loaf of bread! Whatever 
else, Hitler brought us out of that and gave us 
pride. 
 

PETERSEN: What pride is there in killing those who can't  
fight back? 

 
NEUMAN: It's our job, because Himmler says it, Hyedrich  
 say's it, and for all I know the Fuehrer says it  
 too. 
 
PETERSEN: It's a hell of a job, Major, ring master in an  

abattoir. 
 
NEUMAN: This is the most bitter struggle; it's already  

cost a million dead before Moscow and now the terror 
flyers are bombing our homes, we can’t be weak.  

 
PETERSEN: I'm not a coward, but this business turns my  
 stomach. 
 
NEUMAN: Cowardice is a relative term Lieutenant. 
 
PETERSEN: Sir! 
 
NEUMAN: If you won't take part in this thing, then guard  
 the trucks in the motor park, somebody has to, it  
 may as well be you. 
 
PETERSEN salutes and leaves. NEUMAN picks up a piece of paper from is desk. 
 
NEUMAN: Bloody French letters! 
 
Blackout. 

*** 
Act I, Scene VIII 

 
In front of the schoolhouse is a makeshift parade ground. To one side is an upturned 
wooden vodka case used a stand. In the background is a trestle table with a tea urn. 
FALK, WEIZ and Rainer stand by it. CAPTAIN JENS enters from the back  carrying a 
case of vodka on his shoulder, STOSS enters from the side, they ignore the three 
soldiers in the background. 
 
JENS: Sergeant, take a detail and get the rest of this  

vodka stowed so we can issue it to the men when the 
time comes. 

 
JENS puts the case down. 
 
STOSS: Sir! 
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JENS: That snotty clerk at HQ tried to argue with me,  
with me; cough up I said or you'll be in a KZ before 
breakfast, I won't tell you what he said. (laughing, Jens 
points at the SS symbols on his tunic) It's the uniform, does it 
every time. Probably thought I was going to nick him 
for flogging black market meat.  

 
STOSS: Every two-bit division Quartermaster's at it. 
 
JENS: I've a good mind to go back there and turn the SOB  

over just for the hell of it, but it's not our 
problem at the moment.  

 
STOSS: I'm worried about the men's morale. 
 
JENS: This business is difficult for everybody, I know  

one bloke who got religion; kept praying as he 
pulled the trigger; our father, bang, who art in 
heaven, bang, used to piss us all off.  

 
STOSS: The men are nervous, sir, there's too many rumours 

floating around.  
 
JENS  checks his watch. 
 
JENS: Papa will make his address soon. 
 
STOSS: It would be better if they were told straight.  
 
They exit off. 
 
The lights come up on the three soldiers eating breakfast. 
 
WEIZ: The greater German Reich conquered half the world  

and it can't make decent coffee, we're bound to lose  
the war. 

 
FALK: The war ain't worth wining, because there isn't  

anything to win.  
 

RAINER: There must be something, this can't be for  
nothing? 

 
FALK: Can't it. There's sod all here except mud, Polacks'  

and yids: worth zilch as far as I can see. France,  
that's the only place to fight for, good soldiers,  
nice country, decent wine, women.  

 
KARL rushes in, very excited, carrying a mug of coffee. 
 
KARL: Hey, I got this from a corporal in No. 2 company,  
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we'll be shooting Jews, orders direct from Berlin. 
 
FALK: If a corporal said it, it must be true, there are  

more rumours here than flies around a piece of dog  
shit. 

 
STOSS enters with the crate of Vodka. 
 
STOSS: You two slinging the lead again. 
 
FALK: Us Sarge, would we do something like that? 
 
STOSS: Too damn right, get this in the trucks, and don't 
  nick any of it. 
 
KARL: I heard a rumour Sergeant! 
 
STOSS: Never pay attention to army gossip son; it's  

always wrong. 
 
KARL: They say we're going to be in action against Jews. 
 
STOSS: Jews, communists, partisans, they're all the same. 
 
WEIZ: Let me beg to differ there mate, they're not all  

the same.  
 
STOSS: We've had this conversation. 
 
WEIZ: None of us here are Nazis. We all knew socialists  

or communists, even you, Franz, and everybody knew 
Jews. Shoot partisans as much as you can, but don't 
tell me there ain't any damn difference, because 
there is. 

 
STOSS: These people have no future, here or anyplace else  

for that matter. Look lively now, Papa's making a  
unit address. 
 

STOSS leaves. 
 
WEIZ: What did this fucking corporal say? 
 
KARL: We’d be out shooting Jews today. 
 
WEIZ: Did he know that for a fact? 
 
KARL: What are you getting at me for? 
 
FALK: Coz you’re a pussy. 
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WEIZ: Forget it Lutz. 
 
RAINER: How did he hear it? 
 
KARL: I don’t know, maybe it was just a rumour. 
 
WEIZ: So it’s only a rumour now, five minutes ago it was  

fact. 
 
KARL: Well maybe it was. I don’t know. 
 
FALK: The Jew don't like us, didn't like us in Germany,  

he don't like us here.  
 
WEIZ: I'd better stop drinking this stuff or I'll be  

running to the bog's all day. 
 
FALK: A yid department store put my old man out of  

business in 24, don't say that weren't deliberate 
 
In another part of the assembly yard CAPTAIN JENS, SERGEANT STOSS and Lt. 
PETERSEN enter together looking worried. 
 
JENS: Ah, Lieutenant, the Major told me you'd come round.  
 
PETERSEN: Papa was still drinking when I saw him at  

midnight. 
 
JENS: I'm amazed he can stand, still, the state of his  

liver isn't my concern. We're all nervous; I'll be  
the first to admit it, this is hard duty. 

 
STOSS: Sir, the sooner the MAJOR makes his speech the  

better. Then we can get the men into the trucks and 
off. 

 
They can hear the sound of motor engines being turned over in the distance. 
 
JENS: That should be our transport.   
 
STOSS: Did you ever meet the Reichsfuehrer sir? 
 
JENS: Himmler, not face to face, thank god. I'd be hard  

put not to laugh after being out in the field.  
 

PETERSEN: God captain, I thought the SS had abolished  
God. 

 
JENS: Believers can't be in the service! 
 
PETERSEN: Not my problem, I'm not in the SS either. 



The Road From Babi Yar, . COPYRIGHT©DECLAN O’REILLY 

 38 

 
JENS: You should join. That medal will get you a look in.  

The brass in Berlin cream themselves over guys  
who've been in combat.  

 
PETERSEN: Combat is an occupational hazard of war. 
 
JENS: When this is over only men with front line  

experience are going to count.  
 
KARL comes up and salutes. 
 
KARL: Can I have a word with you, sir? 
 
Jens nods his head and moves away from STOSS and PETERSEN. 
 
KARL: I'm not sure how to say this, sir. 
 
JENS: Get on with it man we don't have time to waste. 
 
KARL: Are we killing Jews? 
 
JENS: Who told you that? 
 
KARL: It's all over the Battalion, sir. 
 
JENS: So you listen to common gossip? 
 
KARL: Is it true? 
 
JENS: Is what true, private? 
 
KARL: That we're ordered to kill unarmed Jews? 
 
JENS: If we’re ordered to kill Jews, Ivans, or Germans,  

armed or not, we'll do it, those are orders, do you  
have a problem with that? 
 

KARL: I…. 
 
JENS: Do you have a problem, private?  
 
KARL: No, sir. 
 
JENS: Good, now get out of my sight, before I decide that 

you're guilty of a military crime. 
 
JENS turns back to PETERSEN and STOSS. 
 
WEIZ: That was damn stupid, they’ll be watching us now. 
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RAINER: Watching us? 
 
FALK: Thanks to pussy here, JENS has our number.  
 
RAINER: Didn't you hear what he said? 
 
WEIZ: He didn't say anything. 
 
RAINER: He said that we had to kill civilians. 
 
FALK: No idiot, he said we have to obey orders, and we  

will because if we don't, they'll know it's us. 
 
WEIZ: What he means son, is because of you we can't skive  

off if we don't like the deal. JENS will keep us  
under his thumb. 

 
KARL: I'm sorry! 
 
FALK: Sorry's too bloody late, I ought to skewer you  

right now. 
 
WEIZ: Come on he wasn't to know, the lad's only been in a 

couple or three months. 
 
There is the sound of a car screeching to a halt and the men start to straighten 
themselves. 
 
STOSS: Sir, the MAJOR's here. 

 
MAJOR NEUMAN enters from the opposite side of the stage he strides purposefully 
toward JENS, STOSS and PETERSEN. As he gets closer we can see a hip flask in his 
hand, which he puts away in his pocket. 
 
NEUMAN: Good morning gentlemen I trust you slept well. 
 
JENS: Sir!  
 
NEUMAN: I'm glad you had a good night because I didn't. I  

had Berlin on the phone again after you left,  
they've upped the ante, we're to clear the district  
completely today. 

 
PETERSEN: Everybody? 
 
NEUMAN: You heard what I said; now I'm going to tell the  

men what's happening. It's better coming from me 
 
PETERSEN: Jesus, papa. 
 
NEUMAN: I won't have profanity, Lieutenant. 
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PETERSEN: But! 
 
NEUMAN: Don't worry, I'm not going to renege on my  

promise. 
 
JENS: Promise, what promise? 
 
NEUMAN: Our Lieutenant hero here doesn't feel up to the  

job, mind you I can't say I'm feeling up to it  
either. Heroism doesn't guarantee a strong stomach  
in these matters, does it?  

 
STOSS: Attention! (The seven soldiers snap to attention) All present  

and correct sir. 
 
NEUMAN: Men! (He pauses) Men!  
 
NEUMAN looks at the case and then climbs on top of it, he almost slips, but recovers 
and climbs up again. 
 
NEUMAN: That's better! Men, I have some difficult news to  

convey to you. We have a new duty, a special order  
direct from Berlin. I'll read it to you. (He takes a  
piece of paper out of his pocket) Commanding officer reserve 
Police Battalion 501, Lublin, Poland. In view of   
our rapidly deteriorating security situation in 
the above area, you are ordered to liquidate  
undesirable or resistant elements in this region.  
This liquidation covers persons in the following  
categories, partisans, Commissars, resistants and 
Jews. Jews are to be liquidated on the spot without  
exception. Liquidation is to be by shooting and  
disposal of remains is to take place immediately.  
Germanification of this area is to begin forthwith. 

 
KARL: My god! 
 
NEUMAN: Did anybody speak? I gave no-one permission to  

speak. (He picks up the paper again) No mercy is to be shown  
to these sworn enemies of the Reich. Globocnick  
Police Leader Lublin District. This isn't a pleasant  
task. Some of you will find it distasteful. I know I  
find it distasteful, however, orders are orders and  
we are ordered to do this duty. Having said that I  
also know that many of you have only just arrived  
from Germany and are not fully integrated into the  
battalion or the army yet. In war we have to do hard  
things, we must do this for the sake of our German  
blood. If we fail in this task then Germany may be  
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extinguished by a plague worse than the Golden Horde  
of the khans. Bolshevism is a new Mongol horde and  
Jews are also carriers of this disease. You older  
men may find it hard to do this duty, since I have  
made an exception for some officers I will make an  
exception for you men. Those who feel they cannot  
participate in today's action can step forward and  
be assigned to light duties. (There is silence) Good god  
almighty, did you hear what I said? Anybody who  
doesn't think they're up to shooting a bunch of Jews  
step forward. Light duties, you can guard the barns  
where we'll park our trucks. No vodka though,  
vodka's only for real men. (pause) Well, come on then,  
this offer won't last, going once, going twice! 

 
There is a tense silence; LIEUTENANT PETERSEN steps forward and after a 
moment's hesitation so do WEIZ and RAINER.  
 
FALK: Willi. 
  
NEUMAN: Silence there, I said anybody and I mean what I  

say. Right that's it! No more! Sergeant, move the  
men out. These can stay behind. 
  

He steps down from the case and exits, the CAPTAIN looks hard at LIEUTENANT 
PETERSEN, then follows MAJOR NUMAN. 
 
FALK: What are you doing this for you stupid prick?  
 
WEIZ doesn't answer. 
 
FALK: Together, it was always us together against them,  

you taught me that.(pointing at RAINER) Him I can  
understand but you?  

 
WEIZ: I don’t want to kill anybody.  
 
FALK: You won't stop it! You can't stop it!  
 
WEIZ: I can’t do it Lutz, I can’t do it anymore, not  

this.  
 
FALK: We can get through it, we always have before, we  

can even deal with this. You know how it works, kill  
one or two and then go back to the rear, that’s how  
it always works. Leave the dirty rotten garbage to  
those that want to do it, that’s what you said. We  
can still make it happen! Please, WILLI come back. 

 
STOSS: In the trucks. 
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WEIZ shakes his head and the sergeant hustles the others off. There is the sound of 
truck engines. We can hear sounds of men clambering into trucks; the sergeant and 
the two soldiers go  
 
FALK: You lousy yellow bastard. 
 
The truck engines start up. 
 
WEIZ: What happens now, Sir? 
 
Blackout! 

*** 
 

End of Act I 
      
     ******* 
 

ACT II 
 

Act II, Scene IX. 
 
PETERSEN is sitting at Major NEUMAN's desk, a half-empty bottle of vodka beside 
him. JENS  storms into the room. 
 
JENS: What is this garbage, light duties? 
 
PETERSEN: Just as Papa said, routine police work.  
 
JENS: Herding Jews in cattle trucks doesn't sound like  

routine police duty to me. 
 

PETERSEN: Neither does killing them. 
 
JENS: Shooting now or dying of starvation in a KZ, what's  

the damn difference? 
 
PETERSEN: I'm not a butcher that's the difference to me!  
 
JENS:(snorts) The Tommies are butchers for pouring bombs on  

our cities, the Reds are butchers because the kill  
our men without compunction, but us, we are just  
cleaners, mucking out the garbage dump of Europe.  
That’s what this is, a cess-pit for sub-human  
refuse.  

 
PETERSEN: We were just the police cordon. 
 
JENS: Police Cordon! Where did you think they were going  

to, a holiday camp? Sobibor's a funny kind rest  
home, they gas people, in trucks, thirty at a time.  
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Don't tell me you didn't know because we all did.  
 

PETERSEN: I didn't. 
 
JENS: It wasn't hard to find out, those guys were  

desperate to talk. All this secret bullshit! You  
could see the gas vans lined up, the windows blacked  
out, what's more the Jews knew too. They just stood  
there with a sort of resigned look, like sheep.  
Shooting's a favour; at least it's quick.  

  
PETERSEN: I didn't think killing innocent people was part 

of the job. 
 
CAPTAIN JENS: There aren't any innocents anymore, only  

enemies.  
 
PETERSEN: They're not my enemies. 
 
JENS: It's our job, fighting Germany's foes, tooth and  

nail. Jews or communists, it doesn't matter they  
have to be destroyed.(JENS points to the combat medal on  
PETERSEN'S chest ) What did you get that for, if not  
fighting for the Fatherland? 

 
PETERSEN: That was different, they were trying to kill 

me. 
 
JENS: The Jew is trying to kill Germany. 
 
PETERSEN: No! Tell me which Jew is trying to kill you or 

me: which one? I'd like to know, I really would. 
Show me the man in that village whose got a gun or a 
bomb and is ready to use it. Those people aren't 
helping partisans, because there aren't any here. 
Goddammit they don't even have enough food to keep 
them strong enough to be fight us. And we're just 
going to walk in there and kill them. 

 
JENS: Yes, because we're ordered to, it's that simple. 
 
PETERSEN: I wish it was! 
 
JENS: It is! These people are sworn enemies of the Reich:  
 the state says so. We don't need any other reason.  
 The rest is just sentimentality. Or is it that  
 you're a Jew lover?  
 
PETERSEN: Jew lover, what the hell’s that supposed to  
 mean. 
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JENS: It's a sickness. Catches you unawares and then you  
 start to do stupid things. Eighty million Germans  
 and everyone of them knows one good Jew, one that  
 should be saved. That's more Jews than there are in  
 the whole damn world.  
 
PETERSEN: I don't love Jews or Germans or anyone now. 
 
JENS: These people are finished, that isn't just Jew hate  

talking, it's policy! You can still join us; the  
 car's outside, you can get in with me. It's easy,  
 that's all it takes, getting in the car. You don't  
 even have to pull the trigger, just be there with  
 the rest of us.  
 
PETERSEN: You'll get by without my help. 
 
JENS: If you don't believe it's for Germany, then do it  

for us: your comrades. You owe it to us to be there,  
 because if we can do it then so can you. 
 
PETERSEN: I fought soldiers, but I never just stood and  

shot people for nothing. 
 
JENS: Think about how you're betraying us, your friends,  
 your men. 
 
PETERSEN: It's worse betraying me. I can't do it. 
 
JENS: Can't is a word for women. 
 
Stoss enters and salutes. 
 
STOSS: Sir, the men are ready to go. 
 
JENS:  I'm not going to let any lily-livered son-of-a-bitch  

ruin my career, you think about that. If you're not 
with us then..(pause) it's bad luck for you, but also 
bad luck for us. It won't look good when this comes 
out. Papa might think he can get away clean, but he 
can't, Berlin won't let him. NEUMAN’S finished and 
he doesn’t even know it yet.  

 
Blackout. 
 

*** 
 

Act II, Scene X 
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Falk and Karl are fetching crates of Vodka at the edge of the wood. Their weapons, a 
rifle and a submachine gun, along with their packs are propped against a tree. There 
is no background noise and it makes the woods eerily quiet. 
 
FALK: Christ, this is a joke. 
 
FALK  uncorks a bottle and takes a long swig. 
 
KARL: Stoss said we can't drink…. 
 
FALK takes another swig, ignoring KARL. 
 
KARL: I'll be in trouble too. 
 
FALK sits down on one of the crates and continues drinking. 
 
KARL: Please! 
 
FALK: Don’t think you’re getting any, vodka’s for men,  

real men, not pussys like you. 
 
KARL: I don’t think that's funny. 
 
FALK: What you think doesn’t matter.  
 
STOSS enters harassed. 
 
STOSS: Damn, it’s 8.30 and were already behind schedule. 
 
FLAK: It won’t make much difference to those poor buggers  

out there. 
 
STOSS: I said not to touch the vodka until we're ready! 
 
KARL: I told him sir. 
 
STOSS: Shut the fuck up, who asked you anyway. Give it 

here. (FALK passes the bottle, and STOSS takes a long swig)  
 

STOSS: Two company hasn’t even moved them out of the  
village. 

 
FALK: They’re a useless bunch Two company and no mistake. 
 
STOSS: Stupid berk! Why did he do it? 
 
FALK: (taking the bottle back) How should I know? 
 
STOSS: Comon Lutz, this isn’t some wanker like him  
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talking (points his thumb at KARL) or even one of the 
officers, it’s me, we go back a long time. 

 
FALK: Yea, we go back, but you went and got some stripes!  

Willi had your number right from the start, said you 
was a conniving bastard who’d arse-lick to officers 
just so he could be one himself; well he was right. 

 
STOSS: Maybe, but you two were like that! (STOSS holds up two  

crossed fingers)  
 
FALK: He helped bury my wife, no one else, just him, dug  

Regina’s grave with his own hands, even you weren’t 
there Franz. 

 
STOSS: I’m sorry. 
 
FALK:  She was like a ghost because of the cancer, Willi  

still came round to give her flowers. So why did he 
run out on me now? 

 
STOSS: Don’t ask me, I don’t know why. 
 
KARL: I don’t know why either. 
 
FALK: Who needs your opinion, who even asked you to be  

here?  
 
STOSS: None of us want this duty. 
 
FALK: Duty, you call this duty. This whole war’s garbage,  

all we can do is stay alive. Never draw attention to 
yourself and maybe you'll make it, because officers 
are too busy trying to win medals and promotions to 
care what we do. We never raised our heads, not 
once, for three years, even here in this godforsaken 
hole.  And then this idiot opens his big mouth and 
JENS is down on us like a ton of bricks. Now we have 
to be out front where everybody can see us. And 
you’re asking me why? 

 
STOSS: Willi never did any damn thing without a reason. 
 
FALK: Well the son-of-a-bitch didn’t tell me, and if he  

had I wouldn’t have agreed with him.  
 
KARL: Maybe he didn’t want to do this? 
 
STOSS: Who the hell does. 
 
KARL: But I thought? 
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STOSS: Thought what?  
 
KARL: That you… 
 
FALK: I never even shot a hostage. I can't see that it  

makes much sense. Now Stalin, he's got the right 
idea. Make them work, make em work hard, building 
canals or whatever crap he needs. 

 
STOSS: Shooting is better; it's more merciful. 
 
KARL: Merciful? 
 
STOSS: Quick. You'll die in a KZ all right but it takes a  

long time. I got shifted up to Sachanhausen in 40,  
special training. You should see the poor bastards,  
line after line: ghosts. Young men look seventy. Up  
at dawn, 12 hours in the quarry, three hours on the  
parade ground, inspections in the middle of the  
night. Six weeks of that and you’re a living corpse. 

 
KARL: Jesus, you two are fucking morbid.  
 
FALK: You’ve got a big mouth, pussys always do. 
 
KARL: Get of my back will you. 
 
STOSS: Lutz, why did he do it? I need to know. 
 
FALK: Why does anybody do anything here? Why did Gotfried  

pull the cord on his own grenade! 
 
STOSS: So he killed himself. 
 
FALK: He was at Sobibor with Captain JENS, he wouldn't 

talk to anybody after that. Next thing, me and Willi 
are digging him out of the side of a bloody trench.  

 
STOSS: Sobibor! 
 
FALK: We watched him! Took the damn grenade out, real  

slow, and just unscrewed it, cool as cucumber, we 
thought it was a joke and then it blew up, and he 
was dead.  

 
STOSS: He said nothing? 
 
FALK: No, but afterward he cried and muttered, I’m sorry.  

What good is that to us? 
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STOSS: You should have told me. 
 
FALK: What for, so you could take away his pension. He  

was there from the start, just an ordinary guy, 
nothing special with a wife and two kids back home, 
so why did he do it, you tell me Franz, why? 

 
STOSS: (drinking heavily) Maybe he just got tired. We’re all  

tired out here, maybe Willi got tired too. 
 
FALK: He had no business running out on us. Not after  

everything we’ve done. 
 
KARL: Maybe, we don’t have to do it! 
 
STOSS: Will you shut up. 
 
FALK: JENS is out for blood, ours or theirs, it don’t  

matter and because of that pussy there’s no way out. 
 
KARL: Leave off calling me that. 
 
FALK: What are you going to do about it? 
 
STOSS: Clam down both of you! JENS will have you in the  

front line all day. 
 
FALK: He’s a right bastard. 
 
STOSS: He’s better than the others are, at least he tries  

to look after us.  
 
KARL: Look after himself more like. 
 
STOSS: I said us. Our billets, this vodka, Jens organised  

that, not papa, not PETERSEN, JENS. (He holds up the 
bottle) The Captain put the screws on some clerk in 
the quartermaster’s office; he didn’t need to do 
that. 

 
FALK: Bully for him, I hate all officers. 
 
STOSS: Well maybe you’ve got a point there, but the thing  

is Jens is a bad guy to cross, but my point is he 
isn’t a bad guy. 
 

KARL tries to take the vodka bottle from Falk’s hands. 
 
FALK: Keep your hands off my drink. 
 
KARL: Comon Lutz, let me have some, I need it. 
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FALK: (Sotto Voice mimicking KARL) Let me have some, I need it.  

Pussy’s like you don’t need booze, only men need it. 
Real men kill people, but then you’re not a real 
man, you’re just a travesty. A stupid joke sent here 
to make my life hell. I take it back you’re not even 
a pussy, at least a genuine one would have some use 
out here, but not you, you’re no good for anything. 

 
KARL: You bastard. 
 
Karl lunges at FALK and they struggle, the bottle falls to the ground as they fight. 
FALK easily gets the upper hand. 
 
FALK: You want to fight, fight like a man, not a chicken  

shit….. 
 
KARL starts to whimper. 
 
KARL: Please. 
 
FALK: You’re not a man, you’re worse than a woman! Get  

on your knees and be one. 
 
KARL: Please. 
 
FALK: You want to take it like a slut, a big guy like  

you, suck it you piece of shit, or I’ll kill you 
now. 

 
FALK drags KARL to his knees and fumbles with his trouser buttons. STOSS pulls 
FALK off the kneeling KARL, who falls to weeping to the ground. 
 
STOSS: Jesus Christ man! 
 
FALK: You should have let me finish. 
 
STOSS: Leave him alone or we’ll all be finished. 
 
FALK: It’s only just started, this place will be an  

abattoir in an hour and you’re worrying about him. 
 
STOSS: He’s one of us, in case you hadn’t noticed. 
 
There is the sound of a distant shot. 
 
FALK: Yea one of us. 
 
Blackout 
. 

*** 
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Act II, Scene XI 
 
Interior barn: A bale of hay is lying in the corner and a couple of big rusty scythes 
are by the door. RAINER is sitting alone smoking. Outside there is the sound of trucks 
in the distance.  

  
WEIZ enters carrying a heavy box. RAINER gets up of the bale and helps him set it 
down. 
 
WEIZ: A hell of a way to start the day. 
 
RAINER: We didn't even get to finish eating. 
 
WEIZ: I don't feel much like food, not here!  
 
RAINER: Talking takes my mind off, everything. 
 
WEIZ: I used to like breakfast in a café by the railway  

in  Lyon, back in the world: the real civilised  
world, not some carbuncle at the arse end of the  
universe.  

 
RAINER: I thought they hated our guts, for beating them. 

 
WEIZ: Na, the French understand you can't be too  

fanatical, everybody's got to give a little.  
 
WEIZ opens the box, inside are bottles of vodka, he opens one and takes a swig then 
he hands it to RAINER. 
 
RAINER: That's theirs, out there. 
 
WEIZ: So. 
 
RAINER: It's killer's vodka. 
 
WEIZ: Did this poor bottle ask to be a witness to mass  

murder? 
 
RAINER: No. 
 
WEIZ: Then why are you complaining? Better us than them,  
     at least this isn't sullied by blood. 
 
RAINER: No, I suppose not. 
 
WEIZ: This café is a working men's place. It don't matter 

who you are, nobody gives a toss where you come 
from; you're just trying to have breakfast on a cold 
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morning. And if you know the right person, so that 
you can help the patron out, with a little extra, 
well it only makes sense. Live and let live, the 
Frogs understand that. 

 
RAINER: Some place that, France. 
 
WEIZ: Better than here any-day. 
 
RAINER: In a way this doesn't seem real. 
 
WEIZ: It's real enough to those poor sods. 
 
RAINER: I mean it doesn't feel like this is happening to  

us, but to somebody else. There's a strange quality  
of the absurd! 

 
WEIZ: There's nothing absurd about our situation, it's a  

total disaster. 
 
RAINER: I meant, how we're trying to make this normal,  

talking about breakfast, France, when… 
 
PETERSEN enters. 
 
PETERSEN: Papa's split the battalion up, No. 1 Company is  

deployed in the woods, No. 3 is on perimeter duty,  
that leaves No. 2 rounding  up Jews. 

 
RAINER: We’ve no weapons sir. 
 
PETERSEN: I don't suppose we'll need them now. I have  

mine of course, but then it's bad form to disarm  
officers in front of their men. 

 
RAINER: Sir. 
 
He nudges the crate with his foot. 
 
PETERSEN: You and Private Falk were good mates? 
 
WEIZ: We were, sir. Now, I’m not so sure. 
 
PETERSEN reaches for the bottle and takes a long swig of vodka. 
 
PETERSEN: NEUMAN's right, whoever has the most of this  

will win the war.  
 
RAINER: I don't understand. 

 
PETERSEN: Its simple, whoever can keep their men in a  
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state of stupefaction long enough not to question 
orders will win, Pyrric perhaps, but victory 
nonetheless! 

 
PETERSEN sets the bottle down. 
 
PETERSEN: Maybe you can get over this. 
 
WEIZ: I don’t know, perhaps I don’t want to.  
 
RAINER: If you were friends before you’ll still be  

friends, my mother says that. 
 
WEIZ: Your mother, don’t know Lutz Falk!  
 
PETERSEN: His mother? 
 
WEIZ: No woman’s safe from him! Mother, sister's or girl  

friends, young or old, if it’s wearing a skirt he’ll  
screw it. 

 
RAINER: (defensive) My girl, Ingrid, wouldn't… she's going to  

be a school-teacher. 
 
WEIZ: Pretty? 
 
RAINER: I think so, she's got her hair done up like Carol  

Lombard. 
 
WEIZ: I thought we weren't supposed to go around apeing  

negrified yanks. 
 
PETERSEN: Private, stop baiting the boy.  
 
WEIZ: He wasn't like that before Regina died. 
 
PETERSEN: Who? 
 
WEIZ: His wife, I knew them a long time.  
 
RAINER: We want to get married. 
 
WEIZ: What a disaster! I've had two, wives that is. I  

left the first ten years ago, well good riddens! Now  
I've left the second: or as near as damn-it. 

 
RAINER: Two wives? 
 
WEIZ: I got a farmer's daughter pregnant, we were young  

and didn't know any better. Her old man came and  
paid me a visit: shotgun and priest at the ready.  
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Marry my daughter or else. I didn't like the or else  
bit so we got married. Afterwards I found out how  
much of a mistake I'd made. She was a shrew and her  
old man a slave driver.  

 
RAINER: What happened? 
  
WEIZ: I'd have stuck it out for the sake of a kid, but he  

died, 5 years old. I made it through another year  
and then, I couldn't take the  rows, so I left. I  
found a place to live with a nice youngish widow. My  
other mistake was in marrying her.  

 
PETERSEN: That's all our mistake, once they get a ring  

they think they own you. 
 
WEIZ: You married sir? 
 
PETERSEN: Seven years, her father is a Pastor. They both  

believe, I mean really believe in the Fuehrer, they 
were proud of me for joining up. God help them if 
they knew what's really happening out here. 

 
WEIZ: Will you tell them. 
 
PETERSEN: I'm not sure I know how. 
 
RAINER: (looking out the door) How many are there? 
 
PETERSEN: Jews, I don't know, maybe fourteen or fifteen  

hundred. 
 
RAINER: No, I meant, how many of us?  
 
PETERSEN: Twelve. 
 
WEIZ: Out of five hundred. 
 
RAINER: Christ. 
 
PETERSEN: A dozen, our own twelve apostles. 
 
RAINER: Maybe we should do…! 
 
PETERSEN: Do what? 
 
RAINER: Something, stop it perhaps. 
 
WEIZ: What good do you think that’ll do? Save one, save a  

thousand, save the lot of them, save all the Poles  
and the Ivans too while we're at it, but it ain't  
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going to happen; not in this shitty war. 
 
PETERSEN: Major Neuman gave us this chance: they were his  

orders, clear instructions, we only followed them. 
 

WEIZ: Will that help us. 
 
PETERSEN: I asked to be assigned to other duty. Papa can  

do that so Berlin can't complain. The worst we'll  
get is a note in our records. 

 
WEIZ: All I wanted to do was stay in France. 
 
PETERSEN: Do you think I wanted to be here? I've got a  

business back home: a family too just like everybody  
else! I don't think I could look my wife in the face 
if she knew that I'd be out there. I'm glad that 
we're in this barn and not in the square, herding 
those poor bastards out to the wood, and I know I'd 
prefer that anytime to pulling triggers all day. 

 
WEIZ: What are we going to do sir? 
 
PETERSEN: Wait here until it's over. 
 
WEIZ: No, I mean afterwards, when it's finished?  There  

are 500 guys in the battalion, 12 of us stood out.  
It don’t take a genius to work out something's  
bound to happen when they get back.  

 
RAINER: Christ yes, they'll crucify us because we didn't 

join them. 
 
PETERSEN: Nobody is going to be crucified. 
 
RAINER: How do you know that sir? There are hundreds of  

them and only a few of us. Those guys aren't going  
to be in a good mood. 

 
RAINER: This is like a bad dream. 
 
WEIZ: It's a fucking nightmare, and I don't think we're  

going to wake up from it.  
 
RAINER: Christ, but…. 
 
PETERSEN: But what? 
 
RAINER: I don't know. Maybe it's because this is my first 

time away, my first real time out of Stutgart, out  
of Germany. It's just not what I expected. 
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WEIZ: It's not what any of us expected either. We thought  

the police was a safe billet.  
 
PETERSEN: All of us had the same illusion. I joined in  

38. The Fuehrer had just got the better of Herr 
Chamberlain at Munich, and while everybody was 
wetting themselves with joy at 'Peace In Our Time', 
I volunteered for the Reserve Police. Unlucky for me 
one or two others had the same idea. The recruiting 
office was swamped. You see it wasn't such a clever 
idea after all. 

 
RAINER: Did you think there'd be a war, sir? 
 
PETERSEN: (nods his head) I didn't bank on this war though. 
 
WEIZ: I don't think any of us did. 
 
RAINER: I'm here now because my old man's a copper in  

Lubeck. Put in for the police he said because it  
means you won't get sent to one of the infantry  
units out in Russia, they took me like a shot.  

 
WEIZ: He was right. We were all right, joining the police  

is better than fighting with the army.  
 
PETERSEN: Combat's not so difficult. If the enemy is  

fighting you, then it's easy to fight back. 
 
WEIZ: Germany's not worth fighting for anymore. It's all 

shot to crap and National Socialism is the biggest 
crap of all.  

 
RAINER: That’s treason! 
 
PETERSEN: Perhaps, but have you ever thought that Hitler  

is committing treason against us, the people, by 
dragging Germany into an insane war against enemies 
we can't beat. Enemies so strong, we won't defeat 
them not if the war lasts a thousand years. 

 
WEIZ: You're right there Lieutenant, Stalin's lads scared 

the crap out of our whole damn army before Moscow. 
Ivan don't take anybody's shit lying down, certainly 
not ours. Ivan dishes it out just as good as he 
gets. 
 

PETERSEN: Gas trucks in Sobibor, shooting Jews here,  
Germany's so warped and sick it'll die even if we 
win. 
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RAINER: We aren't part of it, sir, we haven't done  

anything wrong. 
 
PETERSEN: Nazism's a cancer that's killing our soul, it's 

everywhere, but mostly it's in us, the police, the 
people's friend and helper. I used to believe in  
what we do, but now..  

 
WEIZ: Bad luck’s what it's all about. Bad luck on the  

yids for being Jewish, bad luck on the Polacks for 
being in the way, bad luck on us for being here! 

 
PETERSEN: Bad Luck! We caught a Jew and his cleaning  

woman having sexual relations, heavy stuff under the 
race laws. She was maybe 40. Nice looking, but 
nothing you’d stop on the street for: a little plump 
for my taste, but nice looking. A plain ordinary 
widow cleaning for a Jew. I asked her why she did 
it. She couldn’t answer at first- but I really 
wanted to know- she said, he was kind to me, he was 
nice. I remember laughing, then for no reason I was 
shouting at her, you betrayed your blood, your 
fatherland, your people and for what: because he was 
nice. They hanged the Jew in the square. 

 
RAINER: Oh, God. 
  
PETERSEN: The local Kreisleiter wanted to do her as  
 well. We put a stop to that, but he wouldn’t give  
 up. Next day there was a pillory in front of the 
 town hall. She looked tired and frightened as we  
 strapped her in.  But first, the Kreisleiter had  
 some SS girl shave her head. The crowd went wild.  
 They’d waited three hours in the cold, jeering and  
 shouting, faces slack with contempt. It was insane.   
 A big sign tied to the front of the pillory said,  
 I’m a traitor to Germany; I defiled my blood by  
 having relations with a Jew. The whole town saw it.  
 Our Kreisleiter said popular justice had a moral  
 effect.  

 
WEIZ: You weren't to blame, that scum brought us to where  

we are. 
 
PETERSEN: We're fighting for a corrupt and evil cause,  

there's no telling where it will end. 
 
RAINER: What can we do? 
 
PETERSEN: Nothing. Germany’s been gone to perdition these  
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ten years, there's nothing, except maybe hope our 
the enemy wins this war. (Pause) There, I've finally 
said it. Treason it's an ugly word, but it doesn't 
make it less true.  

 
WEIZ: What about them, out there? 
 
PETERSEN: I'll see Papa, he can get us moved to the 

perimeter tonight. 
 
Blackout. 
 

*** 
 

Act II Scene XII 
 

Jens is kneeling talking into the battalion radio. NEUMAN enters in a hurry, followed 
by STOSS. 
 
NEUMAN: Did you hear that shooting? 
 
JENS: Yes! 
 
NEUMAN: Partisans? 
 
JENS: Stragglers, I told two company not to waste time  

and gee it up a bit.  You can only go at the pace of 
the slowest; things got a bit out of hand and some 
old geezer collapsed. I said if it happens again 
shoot him on the spot. 

 
NEUMAN: I suppose there isn’t much else you can do. 
 
STOSS: Sir we still need an order! 
 
JENS: Yes, we need the green light, Major, we have to  

have this thing done right for Berlin. 
 
NEUMAN: Berlin, yes, make sure you get a proper tally. I  

want no sloppy paperwork. 
 
JENS: That’s all the brass care about, getting paperwork 
     right.  
 
STOSS: Sir, we still need an order. 
 
NEUMAN: The Reichsfuehrer! 
  
JENS: Himmler doesn't have the balls to do it face to 

face: the gutless swine puked, so don't worry if you  
don't think you've the guts for it sir, neither do  
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half the top  brass.  
 

NEUMAN: I won't debate the Reichsfuehrer's morality or  
the state of his stomach.  

 
JENS: That's all Berlin are, lily-livered bureaucrats who  

get others to do the dirty work, the stuff that  
makes your stomach turn and your flesh crawl.  

 
NEUMAN: Ok, Ok, do it, do it and leave me in peace. 
 
There are sounds of motor engines mixed with those of birds singing and people 
shuffling about. All eight men are standing in a inverted 'v' JENS, NEUMAN, STOSS, 
KARL and FALK are all clearly visible while the other three are shrouded in 
darkness.  
 
The light picks out JENS, cool and businesslike. 
 
JENS: This is hard duty, I'm the first to admit it, but  

it's necessary-what we do now lays the foundations 
for a new Germany, proud and strong. If there's 
casualties along the way, well so be it. 
  

The light brings up Falk. 
 
FALK: We shunted them down from the trucks like cattle,  

we used our guns to prod them along; they were 
docile, like lambs really, there wasn't much noise 
Old men, women, children, girls, the Fatherland's 
racial enemy, they sat quietly, not complaining, 
waiting, silently. They knew, there was no way they 
didn't know yet, they did nothing, nothing at all, 
except wait. 

 
The lights illuminate the whole killing party as if it were daylight.  
 
STOSS: There is only one way to do this, the right way.  

Aim for the neck, one on one, it's not too  
difficult. They get to the pits and you shoot down,  
when its done another load will be brought up and  
you do it again. That's all there is to it:  
understand. 

 
JENS: One more thing; you will note: our orders are to  

expend the minimum resources on this liquidation,  
these enemies are scum and are not worth a single  
bullet more than is necessary. That means one bullet  
each, no more, so make it count. 

 
FALK: Goddammit, why is it taking so bloody long? (FALK  

nervously lifts his weapon) Can't those stupid bastards there  
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get on with it; it's incredible, those berks in no 2  
company couldn't find their way around a karzi  
without help.  

 
KARL: Why didn't I say no? I could have, just like the  

others. Why me, why bloody me? I never shot  
anybody before.  

 
JENS: Steady lads (JENS shouts across to other soldiers) Get them  

moving you stupid idiots, in a straight line. How do  
you expect us to shoot right if you can't get them  
in a straight line! 

 
STOSS: In rows, in rows, I said get them in rows. Don't  

stand too close, or you'll be covered in blood,  
stand straight up to them. (Shouts) That's it, keep  
em still, still I tell you; they're nothing, just  
scum: ready! 

 
We can hear the loud crack of weapons being cocked. More sounds of engines and 
people being moved forward. 
 
STOSS: Aim. 
 
There is a terrible sigh. 
 
STOSS: Fire. 
 
Blackout. 
 

*** 
 

Act II: Scene XIII 
 
It's late evening and Weiz enters the field kitchen carrying a tin mug, which he 
proceeds to fill from an urn on the bench, there is only a trickle of coffee.  
 
WEIZ: Shit! 
 
He pours more of the liquid into his mug. Rainer rushes in excited. 
 
RAINER: It’s finished, the battalion is on its way back. 
 
WEIZ: Bully for them, what wouldn't I give for real  

coffee. (Tentatively he tastes the ersatz  coffee)  
 
WEIZ: Everything here is shit. It smells like shit; it  

tastes like shit, it is shit. 
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Suddenly he pours the coffee onto the ground. SEARGENT STOSS enters, his uniform 
collar is undone, and he looks tired. Without a word he lays his machine gun on the 
table. He takes out a flask of vodka and starts to drink. 
 
WEIZ: You look like shit too. 
 
STOSS: Willi, you still here, I thought you'd be long  

gone. 
 
WEIZ: Where to, Berlin? 
 
STOSS: I never figured you for gutless, a skiver maybe  

but not gutless. I never thought you didn't have  
what it took to stick with us? 
 

WEIZ: Stick! 
 
STOSS: Yes stick with us, your mates, we're all you've  

got. 
 
WEIZ: I've got myself. 
 
STOSS: That ain’t worth much, you've got no guts.  You’re  

a natural leader, but you never had what it takes to  
assume responsibility. 
 

WEIZ: Responsibility, not me: never! Leave that to guys  
who want it! 
 

STOSS: Like me? 
 
WEIZ: Yea, you Franz? You need to be in charge, back  

home you were political. 
 

STOSS: You're right Willi, we aren’t nazis, it was hard  
to find a real nazi where we came from: a nazi was 
some smug bastard in a brown-shirt who'd better run 
faster than the rest of us, if he didn't want to get 
a kicking on a Friday night.  

 
WEIZ: You wouldn’t lick anybody’s boots, then. 
 
STOSS: I voted socialist, my father voted socialist and  

his father would have if he could, but things have 
changed. We've changed and it had to happen. 
 

WEIZ: Murdering innocent people: that’s a hell of a  
change. 

 
STOSS: I don't know if they're innocent, I don't really  

care, caring got all burned out of me.  
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WEIZ: Franz, what do you want, absolution? I thought  

you’d chucked the Pope along with Stalin. You don’t 
need me to salve your conscience. 

 
STOSS: I want to get through this war alive that's  

all. 
 
WEIZ: Stinking of death every day; that's not much of a  

life. 
 
STOSS: It's our orders. 
 
WEIZ: What fucking orders say we have to give women and 

children the chop. What orders say that we can? 
Because we've got guns and they haven't?   

 
STOSS: I'm not paid to like it. 
 
WEIZ: Can't you tell it's plain wrong, no matter what  

they tell us?  
 

STOSS: Right or wrong don't come into it anymore; it's  
war. 
 

WEIZ: This shitty war! Tell me that somehow we’re all  
going to pull through, because we aren’t. Tell me  
damn-it.  

 
STOSS: What's there to tell, we have to win. 

 
WEIZ: Germany's already lost! The reds are against us,  

the Tommies and the Yanks, are we going to beat them  
all? Hell no, already their planes are dropping  
bombs by the shit load; the enemy, the real enemy,  
are grinding us down until there's nothing left  
except our pride and our hearts.  

 
STOSS: I don't know anymore Willi,  

 
WEIZ: Who can we explain it to, so when the world finds  

out about what happened here, what will we say, we 
were only following orders? 

 
STOSS: I wised up, now I do what I have to. 
 
WEIZ: Have to, that’s a big word, we shouldn’t have had  

to do this. 
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Falk and Karl come in carrying rifles, FALK is drunk, but doesn't show it, Karl's face 
and uniform and badly stained with blood. KARL stares at himself in a piece of 
shaving mirror, tacked up on a plank by the bench.  
 
KARL: I'm fucking covered in it.  
 
He tries to wash it of with water from a bowel. 
 
STOSS: Calm down.  
 
FALK: What's there to be calm about, after what we've  

just done? 
 

KARL: Christ, it won't come off.  
 
FLAK: It's the bloody brains: sticks to you like glue  

brains does. 
 

KARL: It won't come off (KARL frantically tires to wipe his face and  
uniform) I'm going to be sick. 
 

FALK: For god's sake puke someplace else. You stink bad  
enough as it is. 
 

WEIZ: Whose fault is that. 
 
FALK: Who asked you to join this conversation? 
 
STOSS: Leave it off Lutz, the kid's gota learn. 
 
RAINER: Comes back into the kitchen. 
 
RAINER: What's up with him? 
 
FALK: The other gutless bastard! This one don't feel too  

good, but he's a sort of vague excuse for a man, not  
like some. 

 
STOSS: Get off his case. 
 
FALK: His case, that's a joke, he's a nutter who can't 

take the heat: that's why he's blubbering.  
 

KARL: A girl walked naked down into the trench, she  
looked right in my eye and said twenty-three years  
old, just that nothing else, my wife's twenty-three:  
I wanted to be sick. 
 

FALK: You're sick now, just don't puke up over me. Look 
at him, he loved it, he wouldn't bloody stop. He  
couldn't just shoot one and go back to the rear,  
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anybody with two peas for a brain knows that's how  
you do it in this mans army.  

 
KARL: (sobbing) I didn't want…. 

 
FALK: He fucking had to go back for more: nobody goes  

back for more!  
 
WEIZ: Leave the guy alone. 
 
FALK: Leave him alone! You son of a bitch! What right 

have you to tell me anything?  
 

WEIZ: RIGHT! I'll tell you about right! 
 
FALK: You had to be out there with us, with me Willi, but  

you welched.  
 
WEIZ: We did a practise sweep for stragglers out in the  

country last month.   
 
FALK: And found jack all, why am I surprised in this  

godamn country! 
 
WEIZ: Yea and afterwards we were in that bar. 
 
FALK: I found that pretty Ukranian girl, the one with  

black hair. 
 
WEIZ: There was a big geezer, SS, Einzatsgruppen, real  

concentration camp special, totally rat arsed, 
drinking like there’s no tomorrow. 

 
FALK: She wouldn't come across, the bitch. 
 
STOSS: Who gives a damn about your sex life.  
 
WEIZ: First he wants to talk about his mother, god knows  

why? Then he’s yaking on about Babi Yar. Babi what I 
thought? He looks me right in the eye, stone cold 
sober and said, we blasted them all to hell.  
 

STOSS: Willi it's war. 
 
WEIZ: They took the whole population out of the town and  

shot them all: 30, 000 Jews in two days.  
 
RAINER: Christ!  
 
WEIZ: It's a crock of shit Lutz, and now you're part of  

it.  
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RAINER: Papa, gave us a chance, we took it, end of story. 
 
FALK: Who gives a damn about Papa? Where the hell was he? 

Nowhere, getting pissed and crying like a baby:  
'it's not in my spirit'. Officers are all the same,  
leaving us to do the dirty work. We're all that  
counts, not the fucking army, not the Fuehrer, just  
us otherwise what's all this been for. 

 
KARL pulls out some money from his pocket and waves it about. 
 
KARL: (still sobbing-half incoherent) Look I'm rich. Thirty marks!  

Thirty marks! Thirty pieces of silver! The guys  
had a book going on how long it would take to find  
runaways, the bet was 5 marks and five minutes, we  
got a pool going and I won. One bitch ran off  
carrying her baby, she kept saying please, please, I  
laughed and shot her in the back of the head.  
 

FLAK: If you don't want the damn money I'll have it. 
  
KARL: I kept shooting all through the day. 

 
STOSS: There wasn't any need son, you did your bit. 
 
KARL: Line after line after line then we rolled sand over  

the bodies.  
 
FALK: Shut it, you idiot. 
  
KARL: There was a hand, ragged and filthy reached up  

through the sand.  
 

STOSS: It’s rigour mortis, sometimes whole corpses sit up  
after they've been dead a few hours; it just means  
that you haven't put enough dirt on the bloody  
grave.  
 

KARL: We used it as a target and I  heard a voice say  
'shoot'. I looked around, nobody said anything and  
then it came again, clear as a bell, we all heard  
it; 'shoot faster you bastards'; it was one of them,  
still alive.  

 
FALK: So what do you want a medal?  Maybe Franz here'll  

recommend you, or Papa, if you can find him. They  
give medals to killers like you.  

 
KARL: No…. please…. 
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FALK: Bullet after bullet. 
 

WEIZ: Lutz, give it up! He's just green, everybody's  
green once.  

 
FALK: It was this stupid prick that got us in the firing  

line in the first place. 
 
JENS hurries in. 
 
JENS: Sergeant we need to move the men…. 
 
STOSS: Attention! 
 
The men stand to attention except for KARL who is still crying. 
 
JENS: What's up with him? 
 
FALK: On you feet, you stupid piece of shit. 
 
STOSS: It's getting to him sir. 
 
JENS: Getting to him, it's getting to us all!  
 
KARL continues to whimper, JENS hauls him  to his feet.  
 
JENS: Stand to attention when I'm talking to you. This  

business isn't finished, not by a long way. We  
parade tomorrow and this time there won't be any  
exceptions. Do I make myself clear?  

 
The men are silent. 

 
JENS: Sergeant, send a section to the perimeter.(JENS  points  

at KARL) You, you're on a charge, insubordination, get  
yourself tidy, I won't have slovenly soldiers in my  
unit.  

 
JENS exits. 

 
STOSS: I'd better find the Major. Get him cleaned up and  

maybe I can contain this thing. 
 
FALK: You're wasting your time, JENS's got it in for us. 

 
WEIZ: Where the hell is Papa anyway? 
 
STOSS: I don't know, nobody saw him at the trench. 
 
FALK: He had the right idea. 
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RAINER: But what's Captain Jens going to do? 
 
STOSS: Nothing if I can help it. 
 
WEIZ: Christ what a mess. 
 
FLAK: Bully for you, now nobody gets out clean. 
 
WEIZ turns on KARL. 
 
WEIZ: You stupid idiot, couldn't you keep your damn mouth  

shut. 
 
KARL: I…. 
 
RAINER: What do we do now? 
 
WEIZ: Desert. 
 
FALK: (sobering up) You can't desert Willi, they'd find you,  

they always find deserters and then we'd have to  
shoot you. 

 
RAINER: My father got me this damn post. Good duty he  

said, I'll bet he didn't work this one out. 
 
WEIZ: Take it easy son, maybe Lt. PETERSEN can do  

something for us. 
 
KARL: Why me, why is it always me? 
 
FALK: Because you're an idiot! You were born an idiot and  

you'll die one and In between you make our lives  
hell. 

 
KARL: (mumbling) I'm sorry, I'm sorry. 
 
FLAK: Fucking go and be sorry someplace else. 
 
STOSS: Keep calm, I'll make Jens see reason, but I can't  

do anything about tomorrow. If he say's parade, then  
we do it. 

 
RAINER: Christ Karl.  
 
KARL is standing with his rifle pointed at FALK. 
 
FALK: That pussy, he doesn’t have the balls! 
 
There is a loud crack as Karl slips the bolt.  
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Blackout. 
 

*** 
 

ACT II Scene XIV 
 
It's late in the afternoon and the light is fading. MAJOR NEUMAN is sitting at his 
desk typing a letter by his side is more vodka. Neuman reaches over to switch on a 
desk lamp. Lt. PETERSEN comes in looking worried. 
 
PETERSEN: Thank Christ you’re here, Papa. 
 
NEUMAN: I wasn't hard to find. 
 
PETERSEN: My men are worried about what kind of reception  
       they’ll get in the battalion tonight! 
 
NEUMAN: I'm aware of that Lieutenant. 
 
NEUMAN pulls out the sheet of paper from the typewriter 
and pushes it towards PETERSEN. 
 
NEUMAN: My report. 
 
PETERSEN: Report? 
 
NEUMAN: Berlin want's to be fully informed on these  
      activities here. I've said nothing about our  
      arrangement and if you’ve got any sense you won’t  
      either. I commend the men for undertaking a  
      difficult job, a hard job, and given the  
      circumstances, carried out with exemplary  
      discipline.  
 
PETERSEN: Discipline, papa, discipline's something that  
      soldiers have in war. There wasn't any war  
      in what happened today, just murder. 
 
NEUMAN: I gave you your chance and you took it. Well,   
     your conscience is clear, if it means so much to  
     you. 
 
CAPTAIN JENS has entered.   
 
NEUMAN: Captain, I'm just making out my report. 1126,  

Jews liquidated. 
 
JENS: 1126 dead Jews! Tell me sir, isn’t it difficult to  

make a report when you weren't even there?  
 
NEUMAN: I didn't need to be. 
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JENS: I‘d have thought there was plenty of need, but then 

I’m not in command.  
 
NEUMAN: I'm recommending you for a decoration. 
 
PETERSEN: We've come so far, giving medals for massacre? 
 
JENS: Petersen, I thought you were smart, that you knew  

the score, combat; decorated and all that garbage, 
but you’re stupid…. 

 
NEUMAN: Gentlemen behave like German, officers. 

 
JENS: Papa, you're like the rest of them, getting other  

men to do the hard things because you can't.  
 
NEUMAN: Captain this is insubordination. 
 
JENS: Tell me something, Major. Do you ever wonder what's 

Going through their minds standing there, waiting  
for a bullet? I do! Is it hope, hope that even at  
the last it's not going to happen, that just maybe  
it was all some macabre joke? Christ it's a joke all  
right, knowing you're going to die because Himmler  
want's history to call him the Fuehrer's new Loyola?  

 
NEUMAN: I'm not interested in the Reichsfuehrer's place  

in history. 
 
JENS: Don't talk to me about your report, Major, make it  

up, like everything else out here.  
 
NEUMAN: We’ve heard quite enough! 
 
JENS: This is a war for Germany's life. If we don't do 
    this now then we haven't got a future; this is our  
    one chance to settle with the Jew forever. The Jews  
    and the Reds are our people's mortal enemy; history  
    will justify what we do here; and if it doesn't…  
 
NEUMAN: (blustering) Keep cpntrol of yourself Captain. 
 
JENS: You still don't get it, this is small beer. 
 
PETERSEN: Murdering a thousand souls is small… 
 
JENS: I've a friend called Lange, Sturmbannfuehrer, Herr  
    Dr Lange, a major in the Einzatzgruppe, he's about  
    the only one of those overeducated idiots in HQ I can  
    stand. He was shooting Jews all last summer.  
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NEUMAN: We were all shooting Jews in the summer of 41.  
 
JENS: After Christmas he gets ordered to Berlin. They  
    drive him to a villa by the lake and there are maybe  
    15 guys having a slap-up lunch, big wigs, civil  
    servants: you name it these guys are there, foreign  
    office, the party, the ministry of the interior, the  
    guy who wrote the Nuremberg laws for God's sake. But  
    the big one is Heydrich; flew in by private plane,  
    all spruce and deadly; what are they talking about,  
    Jews! How to get rid of the Jews: eleven million of  
    them. 
 
PETERSEN: Jesus Christ! 
 
JENS: You're shocked, so the hell am I; 11 mil, in one  
    go: that's what makes history, having the courage to  
    do what's necessary. So go back and tell HQ the  
    truth! We killed a thousand racial enemies today and  
    we should be proud of it. 
 
NEUMAN: Dismiss Captain! I'll make note of your comments. 
 
Jens Exits. 
 
NEUMAN: Jens is exaggerating. 
 
PETERSEN: Is he? 
 
NEUMAN: Of course he is; something like that it, staggers 
    the imagination. 
 
PETERSEN: Something like this staggers the imagination. 
 
NEUMAN: We couldn’t contemplate... 
 
PETERSEN: Couldn’t we! We've been shipping Jews back to  
     Camps for weeks, train after train, thousands of  
     people daily. 
 
NEUMAN: Re-settlement, they're being resettled. 
 
PETERSEN: Yea they're being resettled all right; last  

night Jens asked me what did I know; I know more 
than   I want to now. They've got gas vans in 
Sobibor that kill fifty at a time. It's a crime Papa 
that's all it is, a terrible crime and you and I are 
part of it.  

 
NEUMAN: What do you want Nicolai? 
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PETERSEN: We're supposed to uphold the law, not make it a  
    charnel house. 
 
NEUMAN: I asked you what you want? 
 
PETERSEN: Out Papa, out of all this, out of the police. 
 
NEUMAN: Where can you go, where can any of us go? 
 
PETERSEN: Transfer me to a combat unit, anywhere, just  
     away from here. 
 
NEUMAN: Combat? 
 
PETERSEN: Fighting the reds is betting than murdering 
     civilians. 
 
NEUMAN: It wasn't murder, it was orders. 
 
PETERSEN: Orders Papa, will orders make it any easier to 
     sleep at night. Will orders stop my dreams? Will  
     orders make it the way it was before? I don't think  
     so. I could never touch my wife again after this, I  
     feel unclean! This thing has made us all dirty, all  
     of Germany. Are my children going to understand I  
     was only doing my duty to a sick and evil state; if  
     I can ever bear to tell them. At least in combat  
     there's somebody who fights back. 
 
NEUMAN: (sighs) I'll sign you papers.  
 
PETERSEN: I don't want to be part of any action tomorrow. 
 
NEUMAN: I don't suppose you do. 
 
PETERSEN: No I don't and neither do any of others who  
     were with me. 
 
NEUMAN: That's beyond my power now. You heard Jens, he'll  
    make a complaint to Berlin and he has friends, make  
    no mistake. You can be relieved but nobody else. 
 
There is the sound of a shot. 
 
NEUMAN: Christ what's that? 
 
Blackout. 

 
*** 
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Act II Scene XV. 
 
The field kitchen is the same as before except that FALK is lying flat on the floor. 
 
RAINER: Jesus you killed him. 
 
KARL  slumps to his knees.  
 
STOSS kneels down beside FALK. FALK sits up. 
 
FALK: I’m not dead, he fucking missed. 
 
JENS has rushed back at the sound of the shot. 
 
JENS: What the hell’s going on? 
 
STOSS: KRUGER shot FALK. 
 
JENS: KRUGER, that blubbering fool.  
 
STOSS: Sir. 

  
NEUMAN and Petersen arrive, the men snap to attention. 
 
NEUMAN: Captain I heard a shot. 
 
STOSS: KRUGER tried to shoot private FALK  
 
NEUMAN: Shoot FALK? 
 
STOSS: There was a disagreement. 
 
JENS: A big disagreement if he tried to shoot you. 
 
NEUMAN: What about. 
 
FALK: He was a stupid pussy, with no balls. 
 
NEUAMN: Private! 
 
STOSS: He couldn't take it sir, what happened out in the  

woods; he was at the trench all day. 
 

NEUMAN: All day, nobody relieved him. 
 
STOSS: No sir. 
 
PETERSEN: Good god why? 
 
STOSS: Most guys can't take too much of it sir, Kruger  

just kept shooting. 
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NEUMAN: Why wasn't he relieved? 
 
FALK: He liked it too much. 

 
NEUMAN: Christ this is all we need! If Berlin gets to 
      hear about it! Put him under arrest.  
 
RAINER: Kruger's in some kind of fugue. 
 
JENS: Put them both under arrest. 
 
NEUMAN: I won't have in-discipline. 
 
PETERSEN: What were you fighting about?  
 
FALK: He's a fool, he didn't have to keep killing. All he 

had to do was relieve himself, go back to the rear, 
but he wouldn't. He just kept on shooting and 
shooting the whole day. 

 
NEUMAN: The whole day, what? 
 
FALK: The whole day, sir.  
 
NEUMAN: Why didn't anybody notice this? 
 
STOSS: Because we were all tired, the action was hard. It 

was my company that had to do it. My company, not 2 
or 3 but mine, on our own, sir. 

 
JENS: We had no orders to the contrary, Major. 
 
STOSS: Nobody could find you, sir. 
 
PETERSEN: Jesus, what a mess! 
 
JENS: That's rich coming from you. 
 
PETERSEN: How much killing adds up to murder, not special  
      handling, not anti-partisan sweeps, just murder. 
 
JENS: What I can't stand about you Petersen, is that  
      you're a crusader, but you don't have the balls for  
      the real thing. 
 
PETERSEN: What courage does it take to kill unarmed 

people Jens, one or a million it's murder and that's 
all you are, a stinking murderer. 

 
NEUMAN: Shut up or I'll put you all under arrest. 
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Karl has woken up and heard the word murderer, he struggles to his knees. 
 
RAINER: (kneeling beside him). He's awake Major. 
 
JENS: Arrest this fool now. 
 
KARL: I'm sorry  
 
FALK: Sorry, you're always sorry you pratt, send him to a  

blasted KZ. 
 

JENS: Shut it. 
 
KARL lunges towards JENS, they struggle and KARL  grabs JENS' pistol.  
 
JENS: Put the gun down private. 
 
WEIZ: Put it down, you'll hurt somebody. 
 
NEUMAN: This is a direct order. 
 
KARL: It was him, he made me do it. 
 
FALK: Nobody made you do anything, you like it, you  

prick. 
 
KARL: She was only 23. 
 
Karl turns the gun on himself and pulls the trigger. 
 
RAINER: He's dead. 
 
JENS: Good-riddens, 501 doesn't need weak kneed idiots  

like him. 
 
PETERSEN: You saw what happened.  
 
JENS: Suicide-balance of his mind disturbed-it happens  

all the time. 
 
PETERSEN: Captain Jens drove him to it. 
 
NEUMAN shrugs. 
 
NEUMAN: I saw no such thing, it was suicide brought on  

by the stress of battle.   
 
PETERSEN: You have to stop this, call a court of inquiry.  
 
NEUMAN: An inquiry. 
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JENS: What's there to inquire about, we all saw what  
happened. He killed himself after doing too much.  
Who needs it to go further, sir?  
 

NEUMAN: I don't want this kind of unpleasantness  
affecting the battalion. 
 

JENS: No sir, get the men back into action, tomorrow and  
finish our job here. 

 
PETERSEN: Berlin should be informed. 

 
NEUMAN: Yes Captain, finish the job; that's what's  

important. 
 
JENS: We go into action again, no exceptions. 
 
NEUMAN: No exceptions. 
 
PETERSEN: Major, but! 
 
NEUMAN: Everybody, without fail, Lieutenant, I mean  

everybody. After that I'll see about your transfer. 
 
NEUMAN salutes, JENS returns the salute and Neuman leaves.   
 
RAINER: Christ no! 
 
FALK: That’s an end to it Willi, you’re with us and it’ll  

be like today never happened. 
 

JENS: We're in the field again tomorrow killing yids,  
this time none of you get away with it. 
 

WEIZ: Killing yids, they're people, you nazi prick, just  
like us.  
 

STOSS: Willi please! 
 
JENS: Private are you refusing to follow orders? 
 
WEIZ: I'm not killing unarmed people to satisfy some  

murderous maniac. 
 
PETERSEN: Shut up WEIZ, don't say another word. 

 
JENS: Who are you calling a maniac, private? 
 
PETERSEN: WEIZ! 
 
WEIZ: You and all the rest of the nazi scum. 



The Road From Babi Yar, . COPYRIGHT©DECLAN O’REILLY 

 75 

 
JENS: Put this man under arrest. 
 
STOSS:(about to protest) Sir! 
 
JENS: Do it now! That's an order! 
 
STOSS puts handcuffs on WEIZ's wrists and leads him away. 
 
STOSS: I'm sorry Willi. 
 
JENS: (looking at Petersen) Anybody else want to question my  

authority.  
 
There is no answer. 
 
JENS: Battalion parade at 7.30. We've 500 more to kill  

and however many more after that, as long as we're  
told to do it, we will. 

 
JENS turns to leave. Falk collapses into a chair, Rainer is still standing, literally  
unable to comprehend what's happened. 
 
FALK: Willi, Jesus Willi. 
 
RAINER: Oh Christ, Christ, Christ! 
 
Blackout. 
 

*** 
 

Act II, Scene XV 
 
PETERSEN and RAINER are still seated at the table in the railway station. In the 
background there is the sound of trains moving off.  
 
PETERSEN: Does anybody really know who wasn't there? 
 
RAINER: It was easy for you, you could say no: officers  

could always say no! Guys like us, ordinary guys, 
Weiz, Falk, even Kruger there wasn't any choice for 
us. 

 
PETERSEN: Why did you take the chance, 500 men and only  

twelve stood forward. 
 
RAINER: I never wanted to be a soldier. I didn't want to  

kill anybody, ever. I'd never even held a gun before 
I joined up. I wanted to be a doctor, but with the 
war I knew I wouldn't have much choice except... My 
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old man got me a billet with the police and the 
rest, we'll were here aren't we! 
 

PETERSEN: In 45 I thought about just leaving Germany,  
Europe, maybe to South America, but in the end I 
went back home, not that there was much of it left 
by then! The RAF… the family needed me, my father 
was too ill after the war to work; there wasn't 
anybody else. So I stayed. Oh things got better, 
much better I employ eight men now, full time. But! 

 
RAINER: What happened after? 
 
PETERSEN: How do you mean, after? 
 
RAINER: After the woods, we got transferred and I never  

saw anybody again, not until today. 
 
PETERSEN: So many of the others are dead. Neuman managed  

to keep it quiet, even Jens was made to see reason. 
Poor Papa, he tried hard but it didn't work. He 
never got to collect his pension. The Poles gave him 
the chop after the war, chalk another one up to the 
woods. I got transferred to an infantry unit along 
with Weiz and that was it. He died when the reds 
broke our centre in summer 44 and chased us all the 
way to Berlin. Stoss too, defending the Reichs-
chancellery, I was there, only time I ever saw the 
capital, a stinking charnel house, I never could go 
back afterwards.  

 
RAINER: I fought with an infantry unit, till 44 when I  

was wounded. They made me an orderly in a hospital 
it felt as if I'd come home. After the war I did the 
same job in Hamburg. Now I'm a senior orderly in a 
hospice. 

 
PETERSEN: Jens, well Jen's is here, so's FALK that's why  

this is happening. A strange fit of national 
conscience, as if there wasn't enough death to 
remember. 

 
RAINER: But why them, it seems so long ago. 
 
PETERSEN: A man dies and the whole world want's to know,  

but for how long. Why is some damn American more 
important than a thousand corpses in Josephstown or 
the millions of others? Because he was powerful, 
because we know who he is and nobody knows anything 
about those people that day?  
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RAINER: We know. 
 
PETERSEN: Isn't that what all this is about, why we  

wouldn't shoot a load of civilians…. Final 
solution!…. I knew nothing about that until Jens 
told me the night before, but even Papa didn't 
believe him. It really did beggar the imagination, 
but he was right, Jens was right. I'll give him this 
he was no fool. He had more contempt for the 
bastards who ordered us to kill without compunction 
than anybody else, why? Because he believed, he 
really believed in Hitler. I think he hated them 
because they were too gutless to stand on the sharp 
end like the rest of us. And me, me I couldn't live 
with myself, that's all, there wasn't anything else. 
It wasn't history that made me refuse, just myself. 

 
RAINER: But we killed too, in the end we did, same as  

the others. 
 
PETERSEN: We didn't have a choice. 
 
RAINER: Maybe not, but when my turn came I stood face to  

face with one of them, those Polish Jews and pulled 
the trigger just like JENS or FALK or poor KRUGER. 

 
PETERSEN: I never heard of any soldier, then or now,  

being Court-martialed or sent to a concentration 
 camp for refusing to obey a criminal order. 
 
RAINER: Is that supposed to make me feel any better, that   

I was too cowardly to say no. 
 
PETERSEN: It was all for nothing, so much terror and  

death just to make us all complicit. 
 
RAINER: I shot a few, then I went to the rear just like  

FALK said, and drank vodka all day. There were 
others like me, grim face men, tired beyond belief 
not saying anything, just drinking. You could just 
not do it, if you didn't want, but guys like me, we 
had no choice. 

 
PETERSEN: I'm sorry. 
 
RAINER: What good is being sorry. I couldn't sleep  

properly for a long time, so I used to work nights. 
I found I couldn't take the daylight, for years 
afterward, but in the end, in the hospital I found a 
sort of clam, just helping people to die peacefully. 
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PETERSEN: All I can say is I'm sorry, truly sorry for  
what happened. Sorry for you, sorry for me and sorry  
too for Germany, for her lost innocence, because 
there hasn't been a day these last twenty years when 
I didn't think about it. Every place I go to I look 
at faces and wonder, were you there too, did you 
pull the trigger because you had to or was it 
because you wanted to. In 45 they made us watch 
those films, the British did. All these long lines 
of people, standing outside the cinema with shocked 
and angry faces, saying; it's all made up and why do 
we have to see this, we didn't know! All I could do 
was weep because it did happen, I knew it happened 
and that it was all true. 

 
RAINER: But? 
 
PETERSEN: I couldn't ever explain, there wasn't anyone to  

explain to. 
 
RAINER: We all felt like that. Defeat, hunger, the horror  

of what happened to us and to Germany. Everybody I 
ever knew as a child was dead. My father, my mother 
my neighbours, all gone in the fire-storm of 43. 
There was nothing else to do except remake yourself 
in any way you could. 

 
PETERSEN: We're walking a tightrope, al we can hope for  

is a chance to put our side of things, tell our 
story and make sure the balance is right.  

 
RAINER: How? 
 
PETERSEN: By telling the truth now. 
 
RAINER: What good will it do? 
 
PETERSEN: None maybe, but something will happen. So  

body will listen and stand up for what's right. 
 
RAINER: Aren't you afraid of prison. 
  
PETERSEN: Why should I be afraid of their jails, I've  

been in my own for longer than I can remember. 
 
RAINER: Perhaps you're right. 
 
PETERSEN: Truth is the only hope we have. If our  

generation, not yours, you were too young, but mine, 
had only had more honesty and courage we might have 
stood against Nazism and all it meant, but we 
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didn't. All we can do now is tell the truth and 
suffer the pain, if we do that, then it's just 
possible that our children might come to understand 
that Germany is a better place. 

 
RAINER: Yes. 
 
From outside there is a train whistle, Rainer gets up to go, he offers his hand to 
Petersen, they shake. 
 
RAINER: Good luck, sir! 
 
He leaves. Petersen is alone centre stage as the lights dim to a single spotlight. 

  
PETERSEN: Killing people is easy, nothing to it: all it  

takes is a gun, a bullet and the balls. I won medals 
for killing men, but the woods were different, that 
was just plain murder and I stood amazed that nobody 
understood that. Had the war brought us so low, so 
low that we couldn't see right from wrong anymore! 
That's why the army is so easy, there is a chain of 
command and that's it. All anyone has to do is 
agree, not even to stand up and volunteer, but just 
agree to follow orders. That's what we do in the 
army follow orders-it's a hard thing to be the man 
who say's not me, I won't do it because it's wrong, 
or I don't have the guts for it. Nobody wants to be 
the one to stand out, nobody, not me, not you, but 
that's the point, if you don't say no, who will? 

 
Through this last speech the lights have come up far enough to illuminate a line of  
figures along the back of the stage; JENS, STOSS, FALK and KARL are armed.  
RAINER and WEIZ are unarmed, while NEUMAN is holding a hip flask. PETERSEN  
takes of the overcoat; underneath is his uniform, he steps back into the line: he puts 
his cap squarely on his head and stands to attention. 
 
JENS: If the next generation in the new Germany is so  

damn mealy mouthed as not to know why we had to do  
this, what we won for them in blood and death, then  
they don't deserve to be called National Socialists. 

 
STOSS: In line, in line, I said get in line now. Don't  

stand too close, or you'll be covered in blood,  
stand straight up to them. (Shouts) That's it, keep  
em still, still I tell you; they're nothing, just  
scum: ready! 

 
We can hear the loud crack of weapons being cocked. More sounds of engines and 
people being moved forward. 
 
FALK: Get on with it then. 
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STOSS: Not too close. 
 
KARL: Oh Christ, that girl, she's looking at me, she  

looking at me now. 
 
NEUMAN: (Drinking straight from a hip flask) I know this duty isn't in  

your spirit men, It's isn't in mine either, but…(he  
fumbles with his words) If this jew business is ever  
avenged on earth, then god help the Germans. 

 
RAINER: My country right or wrong?  
 
JENS: Do they even think, I wonder? 
 
STOSS: Aim! 
 
WEIZ: You're a witness, just watch, don't do anything,  

just watch. 
 
PETERSEN: What hope is there for Germany now? 
 
The lights change to red as if bathing the scene in blood.  
 
STOSS: Fire! 
 
Blackout. 
 
We can hear the guns rattle and roar.  

*** 
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