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                                               Unterwalden

                                       Frank Reinhard             
Characters in the order of their appearance:
Jacob Reinberg 
Otto Müller

Elsbieta Szumanska
Friedrich Langdorf  
Krystyna

All characters are in their twenties.
1947. The scene is a room in the modest hotel “Zum Hirschen” in the small town of Unterwalden, Bavaria.  The room is furnished with a single bed, night table, four chairs and a hotel bar.
                                                A c t    I
                                           Scene 1

Jacob (Jack) is waiting for his school friend Otto. Knock at the door.
Jacob:             Come on in, Otto, the door is open.        Otto enters.
Otto:               Hello, Jacob. That was some classy schussing this morning!

Jacob:              I had no idea you were such a great skier. I wish I were.   
Otto:                 I did a lot of skiing before the war and even more now that I live here in Unterwalden.

Jacob:               You speak terrific English. Where did you learn it? Certainly not at Schiller High!
Otto:                  In the army. I trained as an interpreter. And you?

Jacob:                Well, I started teaching myself during the war years. And then after the war I took an intensive course to prepare myself for America. I’m glad you and I can talk English. It’s good practice for both of us. Call me Jack, by the way. 
Otto:                   So you are really planning to go to the States?

Jack:                  Absolutely. There’s nothing to keep me in Germany. I’m gonna leave as soon as I get my papers.

Otto:                  What does that depend on?

Jack:                  The U.S. Consulate. They’re swamped with applications. There’s a quota of just 50,000 per year for Germans. My family and I are not considered displaced persons because we were never in a concentration camp. Displaced persons can get into the U.S. outside the quota system.
Otto:                    Too bad you didn’t make it before the war.
Jack:                    You’re damn right.             Pause.

Otto:                    When was the last time we saw each other?

Jack:                     Summer of ’38, I think. In school.
Otto:                     That’s about nine years ago.

Jack:                     Yeah. Nine long years. How are we ever gonna catch up? What about the other kids from class? Are you in touch with any of them?
Otto:                    No. I guess many of them are dead. And others have moved away like me. But how about you? How did it go with you and your family?

Jack:                     Did you know my mother was Jewish?  
Otto:                     Yes I did. I think a lot of our classmates did too.
Jack:                      Under the Nazi laws that made me what they called a ‘Mischling’. My dad died before the war. If he had lived things may have turned out different for us.
Otto:                       How did your mother and you manage to….uh…get thru all this?

Jack:                       With luck and determination. We were very lucky, all three of us. That’s mother, my brother Paul, and me. Paul is six years younger.     Pause.
Otto:                       Do you mind talking about this?

Jack:                       No, no, not at all.

Otto:                       So how did you all manage to survive?

Jack:                       It’s a long story. We don’t actually have enough time  right now because I’m expecting someone. But tell me first briefly, if you can, what happened to you during the war.

Otto:                       My story isn’t all that long. I got drafted into the infantry right after the Poland campaign. They thought I had an aptitude for languages – you remember in high school I was good in Latin and French. They put me thru intensive Russian and English courses, and then told me I would be sent wherever language skills were needed. I had it pretty easy up until 1941 when the Russian campaign started, and that was the end of the fun.
Jack:                        I can believe that. Did you see combat?

Otto:                        Some, at Leningrad.

Jack:                        You probably don’t know that at the beginning half-Jewish men like me were drafted into the German army too. But after the Polish campaign they were discharged and never called up again. A good friend of mine was killed in Poland, just before the discharge date. The obituary read “He died for the Fatherland”. How ironic.
Otto:                         I had no idea that half-Jews got called up.

Jack:                         For some reason I never was. But after 1940 troubles of a different kind started for us.

Otto:                         I can imagine.

Jack:                         I don’t think you really can, Otto. You were far removed from those troubles. You probably didn’t know anything about it. 
Otto:                         I guess not. At least not at the beginning.
Jack:                         Were you in the infantry all thru the war? 

Otto:                         Well, yes, though later I was transferred to a….uh…special unit.
Jack:                         You’ll have to tell me more some time.     Pause
Otto:                          Jack, you said you don’t have much time today. How long are you planning to stay in Unterwalden? I hope we’ll see each other again.

Jack:                          Of course we will. I am expecting a visitor at four o’clock. I plan to stay the whole week. I want to take advantage of this beautiful powder snow and the great slopes. We’ll certainly get together again, Otto. By the way, how did you happen to live in this little town?
Otto:                          My father was born here. My parents were both killed in one of the last air raids on Cologne. My dad had an old friend in Unterwalden, so after the war I went to see him. He is in real estate and gave me a job – for old times’ sake, you know. That’s how I happen to be here.

Jack:                          Both your parents killed by the bombs? I am sorry.       
Otto:                          Well, that’s the way it is.    Otto shrugs.     You probably didn’t know that my father was an early member of the Nazi party? He joined way back in 1929. With this kind of background he probably would have had a hard time finding employment now.
Jack:                           Not necessarily. Working at Special Branch I’ve become pretty familiar with that stuff. Just having been a member of the Nazi party would not have automatically excluded him, but it depended on the type of job he was looking for.
Otto:                           Well, he’s gone, it doesn’t matter any more. I will say, though, that he became disenchanted with the Nazis soon after 1933.

Jack:      doubtful        Uh-huh.        Brief pause.

Otto:                           Believe me, Jack, he was never an active member.
Jack:                           Well, of course, but, you know, that’s what they all say. 
Otto:                            In my father’s case it was true. 
Jack:                            Okay, I don’t doubt it. That reminds me of a little story. Before the war I belonged to a string quartet. A private quartet, I mean, not a professional group. I played second violin. The first violin part was played by a very good friend of mine whom I never saw again after the war, who knows, he may be dead. He brought in his girlfriend who played cello. We still needed a violist, so we put an ad in the paper, and a nice fellow – he had a doctorate in physics - answered it. He was a very good violist, we started playing Mozart quartets, and we all enjoyed it. Well, can you imagine my surprise when, after the end of the war, our violist turned up at my office at the Military Government and applied for denazification? We had no idea he had been an early party member, just like your dad. I investigated and determined that he was never active, and so he got clearance. He was immensely grateful, but I never saw him again.
Otto:                            Tell me, how does this ‘denazification’ work. I don’t really know what it means.
Jack:                            Let me tell you about that when we have a little more time, Otto.
Pause.

Otto:                            What a coincidence that we ran into each other on the slopes.
Jack:                             I was really planning to go to Garmisch this winter, but Garmisch is too expensive. My job doesn’t pay all that well.          Looks at his watch.        I wonder what happened to Elsie. It’s already 4:30. Well, so long as she isn’t here yet let’s talk some more.

Otto:                             So what kind of work do you do?

Jack:                             Like I said, I work for the British Military Government in Cologne.
Otto:                             Which department?

Jack:                             It’s called Special Branch.

Otto:                             And what is it?

Jack:                             A division of Public Safety. Our job is to help the military locate former Nazis. Besides that, we do the denazification process. Here’s what that means. When people apply for certain jobs they need to show that they were not active members of the party, the SS, or any other Nazi organization. They have to fill out questionnaires and bring witnesses to support their statements. If we suspect that they are not telling the truth, or could in fact be criminals, we do our own investigating and arrest them, too, if we feel it’s warranted. If they are charged in military court we also have to attend – like arresting policemen, you might say.
Otto:                              I see.
Jack:                              The girl I’m expecting used to work for Special Branch too. That’s where I met her. But now she is with a German government department.

Otto:                             Oh, you’re expecting a girl. Is she local? What’s her name, Jack? Is she pretty?

Jack:                             Her name is Elsbieta. I call her Elsie. She’s from Poland, and, yes, she is very pretty, but don’t get any ideas. We hooked up over a year ago.     Pause.    So what do you do for female company?
Otto:                             Nothing much. I’ve become a bit of a loner.

Jack:                             No kidding? You didn’t used to be. Far from it, from what I remember.

Otto:                             Well, you know, the war has changed everything. Not too many unattached girls here in Unterwalden.
Jack:                             Don’t you go out at all?

Otto:                             I keep pretty much to myself.       Pause.
Jack:                             I’m sorry, Otto, I’m not being hospitable. How about a drink? I have some Vodka around here.

Otto:                             Sure, I never turn that down.      Jack serves.
Jack:                             Let’s drink to peace and pretty girls. How does it go in Swedish?  “Din skal, min skal, alla wackra flikkor skal” ? – or something like that, but I am probably mispronouncing it.
Otto:                             I doubt that real peace will ever come……he tastes the drink.      Mmm. This is good stuff!

Jack:                             I get it at the commissary.    They drink.   Yes, I am doubtful too. The Americans and Soviets don’t see eye-to-eye on anything since the end of the war. But there’s always hope. Here, have some more.       He refills glasses.  To hope.
Otto:       Looks at his watch.     Seems your date is late. I’d love to know how you got thru these difficult times. Do you mind telling me?

Jack:                     Maybe she isn’t coming at all. Something must have come up. You want to know how we got thru? With difficulty, I can tell you that. Like I said before, we were very lucky. The Gestapo didn’t come to arrest us the way they did most other members of mixed marriages. We were living at the time in Lindenthal, on a street called Weyertal. You probably remember that area. Before that we were bombed out of two other apartments. One evening in September– and it happened to be my brother’s birthday  -  a Gestapo man showed up. I recognized him instantly because he had once interrogated me. He said we had to get out next morning and by 5 AM at a place outside the city which he called  ‘Sammellager’  –  I guess ‘staging or collecting camp’ would be the best translation.  For transportation to a concentration camp, of course. Imagine, the guy did arrest us, but simply told us to show up. That was very unusual. They may have been short of personnel. He said Waffen-SS officers returning from the front needed our place and would move in the next day. 
Otto:                     So what did you do? You didn’t show up at that camp?
Jack:                     We sure didn’t. We grabbed a few belongings and got out as fast as we could!
Otto:                     But where to? Where could you go?

Jack:                     Well, here again we were lucky. My mother knew a man in a small village outside the city. She had given him English lessons for a couple of years. Mother spoke fluent English and French. He was a strange sort of a guy. Silent type. I have no idea why he wanted to learn English. Anyway, we had his address. We couldn’t call him because all the phone lines were down, so we took a chance and just walked all the way to that village, hoping he was still there. He was. And he took us in.
Otto:                      What was the name of the village?

Jack:                       Fühlingen. Do you know where it is?
Otto:                       I know where it is. From Lindenthal that’s got to be some 20 kilometers! 

Jack:                       Of course, there was no public transportation. The air  raids had taken care of that. Not that we could have used it anyway, because that would have been much too dangerous. So we walked. The air raids helped a lot because they created chaos in the city. The night we left the British air force came over again, like almost every night. They always bombed the city during the night, and the American bombers came in daytime. Most neighborhoods were more or less destroyed. We were glad about the raids because they helped us get away. As we were walking that night some bombs exploded not far from us. There were bodies in the street. But we kept on walking.
Otto:                     Did you by chance know Terrassenweg? 
Jack:                     I sure did. That’s just where we lived before Weyertal! Did you know anybody there?
Otto:                     My parents were living there?
Jack:                     Oh, God, that’s where they were killed?
Otto:                     Yes. 

                                                        Long pause.

Otto:                     You said the air raids helped you? How?

Jack:                     Conditions became chaotic. It seemed the Gestapo and police stopped looking for fugitives like us. They had more important things to do. They were worried about saving their own skin.

Otto:                    You left your place in the fall when it was getting cold. Were you able to carry warm stuff?
Jack:                   Not enough. But one night in October a friend of mine and I sneaked into the basement of that building with two empty suitcases. We stuffed them with as many clothes as they would hold and got out fast. The SS-men may have been upstairs in our apartment while we were doing this.
Otto:                    How did you exist out there in that village? No income, and I imagine no food, no ration cards, and the worry of getting caught.

Jack:                    Nobody knew who we were. The story we gave out was that our apartment had been destroyed in the raids. It was a believable story because it had happened to thousands. The man we stayed with had no idea either. Maybe he suspected something but he never asked. The only available space in his house was the attic because his spare rooms were taken up by his own family whose homes had been destroyed. We were happy and grateful to have his attic.
Otto:                    He must have wondered why you weren’t in the army.
Jack:                    I’m sure he did, but he never asked. He didn’t talk much anyway. And he never again tried to speak English with my mother. He was probably scared someone might hear.
Otto:                    Did you ever see him again after the war?

Jack:                    No, he ran away with the rest of the people before the Allies came in. Maybe by now he’s back. I never tried to find out.

Otto:                    But what about food? You were illegal, so you didn’t have ration cards.
Jack:                    At night we went thru the fields and dug up potatoes. Sometimes a vegetable. There was a small stove in the attic. And a good friend who lived in a next village helped us out with food once in a while. His name was Helmut and he was a great guy, he was also the one that went into the basement with me for our clothes. He really risked his life for me, and I’ll never forget that.  He breaks off.  Pause.
Otto:                    The chances he took, it is amazing. Where does he live now?
Jack:                    He was killed in one of the last air raids.       Pause.

Otto:                    How sad.      Pause.

Jack:                    I remember one time when we went for potatoes we heard a loud hum above us, then it changed to a roar and we hit the ground. An American plane was strafing anything that moved, leaving small dust clouds where the bullets hit the ground. It was terrifying, but then – you know, our whole existence was pretty scary. 
Otto:                      I know what it’s like to be strafed.

Jack:                      I’m sure you do, but as a soldier you expect that sort of thing.

Otto:                      I guess so, but it still scared the hell out of me.    Pause.
Jack:                      A little episode from that time just comes to mind. My friend Helmut knew a fellow who used to go west into the farming areas near the front and buy cattle cheap from farmers who were abandoning their farms as the front got closer. That guy bought a cow and walked it all the way back home. Can you imagine - some 45 kilometers with a cow in tow! Helmut took me to this man’s place. He lived in a small shack of a house in the middle of potato fields, and when I got there I found the oddest group of people: two escaped Russian prisoners of war, an escaped French POW, and a German Communist organizer. They were all hiding out there in that shack, sheltered by that man. You could say he was a hero. I never knew his last name and didn’t want to ask. Helmut just called him Nick
Otto:                      Amazing! What happened to the cow?

Jack:                      One of the Russian killed it with one shot from his revolver. No one knew how to skin it, but the Russians went at it as if they had done it all their lives, and in no time the skin was off and the meat cut up and distributed among us. Of course, we paid the guy, because we did have some money, but the people who didn’t got their share anyway. And all the time while this was going on one of us kept watch outside the door with a loaded gun in case someone was coming. Black slaughtering – that’s what it was called – was punishable by death, and of course so was sheltering enemies of the state.
Otto:                       I know. It was considered high treason.

Jack:                       Back in Fühlingen mother salted down the meat in a large earthenware jar, and we lived on it for months. We ate just a little bit at a time, and only every second day. We didn’t put on any weight during that time.
Otto:                       You must have been worried all the time about being discovered.

Jack:                       That fear was the worst part of my life. Coming home and seeing a black limousine in front of the house. Finding my mother and brother gone. And all the time we heard that artillery booming from the front lines which were no more than 50 kilometers away. We kept hearing it, but the allied armies weren’t advancing, the front was like frozen, and it drove us crazy with fear and hope.
Otto:                       Was it safe for you to leave the house? Weren’t there road blocks?
Jack:                        I had a false identity card. I found one somebody had lost and pulled off his photo and pasted mine in, and then rubbed an old rubber stamp over it, and it looked pretty genuine. But I recall one scary experience when a German soldier kept checking it for a long time. He kept looking at me and back at the card, and I thought for sure this was it, but then he gave it back to me and waved me on. He was a just a kid, probably no more than fifteen, you know, one of those drafted towards the end of the war.
                                               Pause.
Otto:                      You sure had a rough time, Jack. 

Jack:                      Not as rough as millions of others.

Otto:                      What happened when the Allies arrived?
Jack:                      That day finally came. The morning of the 5th of March, 1945. The Germans were gone the day before, but there was artillery fire all thru the night from both sides with some of the shells exploding nearby. We were the only people left in the house, the others had fled. We were huddled in the cellar. Luckily the house wasn’t hit. In the morning the shelling stopped. That was one of the tensest moments of my life. Had the Germans come back? Where were the Americans? I was listening at the door, and then suddenly I heard this voice:  “Okay, all clear!” An armored division of Patton’s Third Army had taken the village during the night. An American tank was sitting right there in the yard. That was one moment of my life I shall never forget. That American voice, “Okay, all clear”, I’ll never forget that.     He breaks off momentarily unable to continue. Long pause.
Otto:                     You want to go on?

Jack:                      Sure. From that moment on life got pretty good for us. The American soldiers gave us food. We went to see their local commander because we wanted to work for them. He said we would have to go to U.S. military government headquarters in Cologne. So the three of us walked all the way back to Cologne, and the Americans hired mother on the spot as a translator, and my brother too even though he was only sixteen, and he  became the youngest interpreter for the U.S. Army. Because of our racial “credentials” there was no problem in clearing us instantly. And for myself I found a pretty good job in the new city administration.

Otto:                      Did you find a place to live?
Jack:   laughing     Oh, I love telling that part of the story. After that attic in Fühlingen we were ready for something better, and we found a very nice house in a suburb of Cologne which we  - let’s call it – ‘confiscated‘ –   he laughs.     It was empty like thousands of other houses, and we simply moved in. The owner – a minor Nazi official – had fled before the Allies arrived. So we lived in that house  -  rent-free, of course! There was a lovely garden with fruit trees. We had a good time there. Of course, we didn’t own the house. We were just ‘squatters’. In the same street I met a very nice guy who was partly Jewish too, and we became good friends.
Otto:                       Did the owner try to get the house back?

Jack:                       He got it back, eventually, after we left for the U.S. 

Otto:                       If he was only a minor Nazi and committed no crimes he really had no reason to run away.

Jack:                       That’s true, but those people were simply afraid of the occupation. This reminds me of a funny story. One of the well-known Nazis 

had also run away and his house stood empty. My friend and I were curious and as the door was open we went in. In the attic we came upon hundreds of old Latin books. Seemed like a real treasure. We thought it would be a great idea to have an expert look at them, so we took some samples to the Department of Ancient Languages of the Cologne University. The professor leafed through one of them, turned to us, smiled and said. Gentlemen, they are  - forgeries!  We were so disappointed! In view of what we had gone thru during the Nazi time we would have felt justified in taking these books, but I guess there’s something to the old saying “Unrecht Gut gedeiet nicht” – I think in English it’s something like “Ill-begotten gains”, or whatever.   He looks at his watch.     Well, Elsie is still not here. I wonder what happened to her.

Otto:                       Can you contact her?

Jack:                       I don’t know how. But while we are waiting, tell me about your wartime experiences.

Otto:                       They are really not much compared to yours. My unit saw combat at Leningrad. As you know, the city resisted fiercely and was never taken. There were thousands of Russian prisoners of war in camps all over Poland. I was assigned to these camps because of my knowledge of Russian, but now I can’t even remember the names of those camps. Some of them weren’t so bad. Sometimes we had fun with the kitchen help. Polish girls. Easy lays. Real easy in exchange for a few cigarettes. 
Jack:                        Sounds like you had yourself some fun.
Otto:                        You bet. Officially, we were not to touch the girls, but war’s war, you know. I remember one real well. Ah, when I think of her!  I never knew her name. We always snuck in when it was dark. I never even saw her face clearly. But I tell you, I didn’t really care about the face that much……
Jack:                        Okay, Otto, I can do without the sex details. What happened towards the end?

Otto.                        Well, the German army kept falling back. My buddies and I saw the end coming, and when we got to Posen we threw away our guns and ran.
Jack:                        Where did you go?

Otto:                        West. We walked and walked all the way to Berlin, and then I went on by myself. There were tens of thousands of German soldiers like us. In Poland we just about starved. Back in Germany we begged food from farmers and sometimes got some. I had no family left back home in Cologne so I headed for Bavaria and went to Unterwalden. I was hoping that my father’s old friend was still there. Luckily he was.      Pause.     I tell you, Jack, it was a very sad experience walking thru this destroyed and dishonored land of ours.
Long pause.

Jack:                         Yes. War. And there will always be another one. That’s the way of the world.

Otto:                         I was very lucky that my father’s friend was still around. He welcomed me, put me up, and gave me a job in his office. Unterwalden was hardly affected by the war.
Jack:                         Is there any real estate business here at all?

Otto:                         Some. People rent a place for the winter for skiing. Not much money in it though. The summers are practically dead. My father’s friend pays me just what he can afford and a very small commission, Beyond that I am left to my own devices. But I’m making some money in the market.
Jack:                          You mean the black market?

Otto:    laughing        We should really call it the white market.

Jack:                           Meaning?

Otto:                           Oh, forget it.     He laughs
Jack:                           Come on, tell me, old friend, what is it you sell?

Otto:                           Well, it’s, but keep this to yourself … . it’s……..  um……………….drugs.

Jack:                            Drugs? What kind of drugs?

Otto:                            Let’s talk about something else.

Jack:                            Listen, whatever it is I hope you won’t get into any trouble.

Otto:                            Don’t worry, I’m very careful.     Pause.   To change the subject, tell me, was our school destroyed in the air raids?

Jack:                            Half of it. But they have started classes again in what’s left. Not much reconstruction as yet for lack of material.
Otto:                            I wonder what happened to Professor Schneider. Remember him? I enjoyed Latin with him. I remember him making us read and recite Julius Caesar’s  “De Bello Gallico”.

Jack:    Laughing.       Sure I remember, but I would never have thought of that again! Wait, how did it go?   “Gallia est omnis divisa in partes tres……” 

Otto:                            “……..quarum unam incolunt Belgae”……..
Both laugh out loud.

Jack:                            Yeah, that’s it. I guess we’ll never forget that, the way Schneider drummed it into us. I have no idea what happened to him, nor do I  care. He gave me a ‘C-minus’!

Otto:                            He liked me because he knew I enjoyed Latin and I was pretty good at it. I got an ‘A’ from him! 
Jack:                            You deserved it. Your Latin was very good. Just like your English is now. I never saw much use in studying a dead language with  innumerable grammatical rules. I always thought it surprising that the Romans spoke it fluently, and even their kids did!    They both laugh.
He looks at his watc     I really wonder what’s keeping Elsbieta. It’s past five on my watch. I am getting a little worried. I would have liked for you to meet her.
Otto:                             Did you two travel here together?

Jack:                             No, we had to leave at different hours, but then we met here. Good to get out of Cologne. It’s miserably damp there at this time of year, as you may remember. And hardly anything has been rebuilt.
Otto:                             How did you ever hear of Unterwalden?

Jack:                             It’s not that unknown. Of course, not as well known as Garmisch.
Otto:                             I’d like to meet your girlfriend. You said you’re staying a week? I am sure we’ll have a chance to get together again. I’ll call you here at the hotel. Or you can call me at the real estate agency. You have the number?       He gets up to leave.
Jack:                             Yes, I do.  It’s been great seeing you again, Otto. See you again real soon.     They shake hands
Otto:                             Bye for now, Jack.          He leaves. 
Jack:    to himself.        I can’t understand what happened to Elsie.

                                             Lights dim.
                                               Scene 2
There is a knock at door. Jack opens. Elsbieta enters.
Jack:                           Na, wo kommst du denn her? Do you know what time it is?
Elsbieta:                     Darf ich hereinkommen? Am I still welcome?
Jack:                           Of course, of course, come on in. But you have to promise to speak English. No German and certainly no Polish! What happened, Elsie? I was getting worried.

Elsbieta:                     I phoned the hotel. Didn’t they give you the message?

Jack:                           No, they didn’t. The service in this place is lousy.
Elsbieta:                     Someone told me that some time in the everybody will have his own personal telephone. So small you can put it in a lady’s purse.
Jack:                           Sounds great. I hope it’ll be in our life time. Why are you so late?

Elsbieta:     Bubbling     Imagine I ran into a girl from my home town. I was looking in a shop window, and suddenly somebody says ‘Dzien dobry’. I turned and there was Krystyna. You can imagine my surprise.

Jack:                           Is she here for skiing?

Elsbieta:                     Yes, but she is leaving tomorrow. Would you like to meet her?

Jack:                           Sure, bring her here. But please don’t talk in Polish with her here. I don’t understand a word of that ugly language! 
Elsbieta:                     Polish is ugly? See, there’s that German superiority complex in you, Jack.

Jack:                           Sorry, Elsie, I take it back. I didn’t mean to offend.

Elsbieta:                     Any language is ugly when it’s being shouted by concentration camp guards. And especially in your charming German! I’ve heard it all too often.
Jack:                           Okay, okay. By the way, an old friend from school was here a few minutes ago. He speaks very good English, I was quite surprised.
Elsbieta:                      I saw a man leave the hotel. That may have been him. I had the feeling I had seen him before.

Jack:                           That was probably Otto. He was here for almost two hours. We both went to Schiller High in Cologne, we were in the same class. Nice guy and a great skier. We did the slopes this morning. That’s where we ran into each other. 
Elsbieta:                      Isn’t in just as amazing a coincidence, too, that I ran into Krystyna? I could hardly believe it when I saw her.      A beat     Is your friend coming back?

Jack:                            Not today. He works at a real estate office. We exchanged war time experiences. Of course, his were very different from mine.

Elsbieta:                       I do have a feeling that I have seen him before.
Jack:                             Hardly likely. Anyway, I’ll be seeing him on the slopes again tomorrow.  Why don’t you come too, Elsie?

Elsbieta:   laughing      My skiing is not good enough for those slopes. But  I’ll come and ski with the beginners.
Jack:                              Talking about beginners, we didn’t have a chance to talk about your new job. How do you like it?  
Elsbieta:                         A lot. I feel that I am doing something important. 
Jack:                               Tell me about it. What exactly do you do?
Elsbieta:                         Well, I now have my own office with a secretary, and I have been appointed assistant……  Knock at the door. Are you expecting someone?

Jack:                               No.    Calling      Who is it?

Otto:   offstage               Otto.   Jack lets him in.
Jack:                                Hey, Otto, nice to see you again so soon.

Otto:                                I left my cigarettes.
Jack:                                I gave up that habit long ago.
Otto:                                I see your friend has arrived. Won’t you introduce us?

Jack:                                Elsbieta, this is Otto Müller. I told you, we went to high school together. Otto, this is Elsbieta Shumanska.

Otto: bowing                   Otchen priyatna.

Elsbieta:                          Priyatna. But for your information, that’s Russian, not Polish.

Otto:                                Oh, you’re Polish? Oh, yes, Jack told me. And how do you say it in Polish?

Elsbieta:                          Bardzo milo.
Otto:                                I’ll try to remember that. 
Elsbieta:                          Were you ever in Poland?
Otto:                                Yes, during the war.

Jack:                                Imagine, Elsie, Otto and I haven’t seen each other since high school.

Elsbieta:                          You went to the same school?

Jack:                                Yes, but during the war we lost sight of each other, and here we ran into each other on the ski slopes! 

Elsbieta:   to Otto            Were you in the Wehrmacht?

Otto:                                Yes.

Elsbieta:                           Eastern or Western front?

Otto:                                 Eastern.       Jack fills three glasses.

Jack:                                 Now let’s again drink to peace. I hope you like Vodka, Elsie.

Elsbieta:                           I sure do. I was practically brought up on Polish Vodka.

Otto:                                Where are you from?

Elsbieta:                           I was born in Poznan. Posen, as you Germans call it. I lived there until the German invasion and then I moved East.
Jack:                                 Posen? Otto, didn’t you mention Posen before?

Otto:                                 I did. Our unit fell back on Posen and that’s where we threw away our guns.

Elsbieta:                           Have you ever been in Bialystok?

Otto:                                 I don’t remember that town. My unit went all over  Poland. Where is it?
Elsbieta:                           Much further east. Close to the Russian border.

Jack:  to Elsbieta             What about that town, Elsie?

Elsbieta:                          There was a Russian prisoner -of-war camp in Bialystok. I worked there for a while in 1944.
Jack:  Getting up             Hey, I almost forgot. I was gonna get movie tickets. They are showing ‘Casablanca’ with Humphrey Bogart. That’s supposed to be a great movie. Made in ’42. I had better run before it’s sold out. Have you seen it, Otto?

Otto:                               No, but I’d like to.

Jack:                               Are you free tonight?

Otto:                              Sure. I am free most every night.

Jack:     to Elsbieta        Okay with you if Otto joins us, Elsie? 
Elsbieta:   hesitant         Well, sure.

Jack:        leaving           I’m going right now. I hope there isn’t a long line. 

You two will have to entertain each other while I’m gone.      He rushes out.   

                                                   End of Act I  
                                            A c t     II
                                              Scene  1
(In the ensuing dialog Elsbieta is becoming more and more agitated).

Elsbieta:                         You say you don’t remember Bialystok? 1944?
Otto:                                No, I don’t. Should I?
Elsbieta:                          You should. I remember I saw you there.
Otto:                                How’s that possible? We never met before today to my knowledge, and I don’t think I was ever in that town. But who can remember all the names of those places anyway?
Elsbieta:                          If you can’t remember the names of “those places”, as you call them, then you can’t say for sure that you have not been there, can you? And I know I saw you. In the POW camp at Bialystok. I saw you even though it was always dark. Yes, dark -  like the German soul.

Otto:                                 I don’t know what you are talking about. 
Elsbieta:                           You came silently. Always under cover of darkness. Sometimes alone. Sometimes with others. But we saw your faces.

I’ll never forget yours. That lecherous grin.
Otto:                                 That wasn’t me. How can you say that?!
Elsbieta:                           Oh yes, it was. And I remember the others too.

Otto:                                 What others?

Elsbieta:                            Men in grey uniforms. With SS insignia. They came and took us. Night after night. Me and the two other girls. Again and again. When a girl gets raped and raped like that for months on end, that’s worse than death. That’ll be with her till the end of her life.
Otto:                                    I’m telling you, it wasn’t me! You confuse me with someone else.

Elsbieta:                               No, I don’t. 

Otto:                                     I don’t know the place you are talking about.

Elsbieta:                                Didn’t you belong to an SS Sonderkommando?

Otto:                                      Look, I was in the army. In the infantry. I was drafted.

Elsbieta:                                Drafted? Sure. But you weren’t ‘drafted’ into the SS Sonderkommando. You volunteered.

Otto:                                      I repeat I was never in that kind of special unit, and I was never in that town. You say it was dark. When it’s dark all faces look alike. Must have been someone who looked like me.
Elsbieta:                                Maybe so. But I tell you something else. I  know the man who raped me had a mark in the middle of his chest. A scar about four centimeters long. Maybe he got that in a fight. I saw it many times. Do you have such a scar on your chest?

Otto:                                     What scar? I don’t have a scar.
Elsbieta:                                Then you won’t mind opening your shirt?

Otto:   angry                          I do mind! I have no reason to do that, and you have no damn right whatsoever to demand it! All this is preposterous!
Elsbieta:                                 If you have nothing to worry about you can show me! Or are you shy?    She laughs.
Otto:                                       Shy? No, that I’m not! You are simply wrong. And you have no right to ask this of me.                            

Elsbieta:  firmly                      Violating defenseless women is a crime, even a war crime. Maybe at the moment I can’t prove that you did this, but……the time will come……
Jack returns.

Jack:                                        I was lucky. The line wasn’t too long. I’ve got three tickets for the late show. That gives us time to have a bite before.      He looks from one to the other.       What’s going on?

Elsbieta:                                  Nothing, Jack. We were just talking.  
            Knock at door

Jack:                                        Wer ist da?

Fritz:   offstage                        Fritz.

Otto:                                        I forgot to tell you, Jack, Fritz is a friend of mine. He is coming to pick me up in his car.  
Jack:                                        Fine. Have him come in.

Otto:    opens door                  Come on in, Fritz.     Friedrich enters.

Fritz:                                       Schön guten Tag.

Otto:                                        Speak English, Fritz. We are speaking only English today. 
Fritz:                                        Okay, I’ll try, but I’m not very good at it. I didn’t have your intensive training, you know.
Otto:   introducing Fritz          This is my friend Friedrich Langdorf, Fritz for short….Jack Reinberg, my friend from high school…..and this is Elsbieta.

Fritz:                                        Pleased to meet you all. Your name is Elsbieta? Isn’t that Polish?

Elsbieta:                                  Any objections?
Fritz:                                    It’s a pretty name. Jak sie masz?
Elsbieta:  sarcastic               Dziekuje. I am glad you approve of my name.    Brief embarrassed silence. She sits down away from the others and reads a newspaper.
Jack:                                     What did you say to Elsbieta?

Fritz:                                     I said:  How are you in Polish.
Elsbieta:                                You speak Polish?

Fritz:                                      Just a few words.

Elsbieta:                                 Where did you pick that up?

Fritz:                                       During the war. Otto and I served together in Poland and Russia. We went thru Warschau, Posen, Krakau, and we spent a year in a town called…….uh………what was that name again?
Otto interrupts him.
Otto:                                 …..Fritz and I do a lot of business together.

Elsbieta:  to Fritz                   You didn’t finish what you were going to say. In which town did you spend a year? And please do me a favor and don’t use those German names. These are Polish cities. The names are Warszáwa, Póznan, Krákow. 
Otto:  breaks in                      As I was saying, Fritz and I are in business together, so to speak.
Jack:                                       Oh?

Otto:                                       I told you I can’t make enough in real estate.

Jack:                                       What kind of business?

Otto:                                       Fritz is my supplier.

Jack:                                     Supplier? Of what?

Otto:                                     This is very confidential, Jack.
Jack:                                      Of course.    
Fritz:                                      Otto, I’d rather you didn’t….

Otto:                                      Jack’s all right, believe me.     To Jack
You know what “coke” is?

Jack:                                      Coke? You’re talking about Coca-Cola?
Fritz:  laughing                      No, no – I’m not talking about something to drink!
Otto:   bragging a little.         Jack, “coke” is a popular American term. For once I know more English than you! It is short for cocaine.
Jack:                                       Cocaine? Of course I know what that is. But I’ve actually never seen it.
Otto:  cautious                       But you do know that it isn’t exactly legal?
Jack:                                       Of course I know that. Everybody does.

Otto:                                       You’ll keep this conversation strictly confidential?

Jack:                                       Don’t worry. Mum’s the word.

Fritz:  to Otto, suspicious       Mum? What does ‘mum’ mean??

Otto:                                       That’s just an expression. It means he won’t breathe a word. 
Fritz:                                       How well do you know him?

Otto:                                       We go way back, Fritz. We are old friends from high school. Don’t worry. Jack is safe.

Fritz:  to Jack                          Are you sure the room isn’t bugged?

Jack:                                        Why on earth would it be? We’re here to ski. Why would the police be interested in us?

Otto:                                         Fritz just wants to be certain. We can’t be too careful.
Fritz:   pointing to Elsbieta who is reading        What about her?

Otto:                                         She’s Jack’s girlfriend. She’s okay. Stop worrying.        Elsbieta is getting interested in the conversation. 

Jack:                                         I’m kind of curious. I’d like to see the stuff. I don’t even know what it looks like.

Otto:     to Fritz                        Would you show him some?

Fritz:                                         Yeah, I suppose. Is it really safe here?

Otto:                                          I vouch for it.

Fritz:                                         All right then. It’s in the car. I’ll go get some.
Fritz leaves.  .
Otto:                                          I didn’t think this would interest you.
Jack:                                          You mean coke? It doesn’t. Not really, I’m just curious because I’ve never seen the stuff. How do you know Fritz?

Otto:                                           From the army.

Jack:                                           Same outfit?

Otto:                                           He was my superior. We both fought on the Eastern front.

Elsbieta:    Gets up. Loud.      I thought so. I knew I had seen him before too. He too was in that SS Sonderkommando. I knew it! I knew it!
Jack:                                       Sonderkommando? I don’t understand. What are you talking about?
Fritz comes back carrying a box.          
Elsbieta:    to Fritz                  Were you ever in Bialystok?

Fritz:                                        Bialy..what? …..uh…….Not that I recall. Where is it? We were in so many places. They all looked the same to me. The names are hard to remember. Why are you asking?

Elsbieta:                                  It’s not a small town. It’s one of the larger cities in Eastern Poland.

Jack:                                       What’s this again about Bialystok, Elsie? You mentioned it once before.
Elsbieta:  turning away           Forget it, Jack. It’s not important. 
Jack:   to Fritz                         Okay. May I see the stuff?
Fritz:  opens box                     This is it. This quantity is worth a lot of money. 
Otto:                                        Yeah, you can believe that.   
Jack:     to Fritz                        So who do you sell to?

Fritz:                                        My dealers. Like Otto here. He is one of my best.
Jack:      to Fritz                       Who do you get it from?

Fritz:    smiling                         Sorry, that I can’t tell you, that’s classified information. But I will say this much:  I don’t import it myself. I buy from  importers.

Otto:   to Jack                          You see, Jack, it goes from importer, to distributor, to dealer. Fritz is a distributor, and I am one of his dealers.
Jack:   to Otto                           Do you mean to say you actually go out in the street and try to find customers?
Otto:                                         Oh no, that would be risky. I have to be very careful who I sell to. I only sell to established customers and their friends. I can’t risk selling or offering the stuff to someone who may turn out to be an under-cover police agent.  
Jack:                                         So how do you find new customers?

Otto:                                         By word of mouth. Men who already buy from me tell their friends.
Jack:                                         I see.  Do women buy from you too?
Otto:                                         Sure. Some of my best customers are women. And sometimes I am their customer!       He laughs loud.
Jack:                                         I thought you told me you weren’t seeing anybody.

Otto:                                         Well, I have to take care of my lady customers, don’t I?
Jack:                                         I’m wondering, Unterwalden is such a small town. What’s the population?  Seems to me it can’t be much of a market.
Otto:                                        That’s true. But I sell in neighboring towns too. Überwalden, for example, which is only some ten kilometers from here, then there is Gosslingen, Schwerbach, Markwalden. The sales add up. The problem is transportation. I drive a1936 Opel and it breaks down every so often. Then I have to use a bicycle. Some day I’ll be able to buy a motorcycle.
Fritz:                                        Sometimes Otto and I go out together in my car.
Otto:                                      This has been a great month for us. And it’s getting better and better. 

Fritz:                                      Of course, there’s competition. Not only from other cocaine dealers, but there are other drugs, like heroin. But I am getting into that too.
Jack:                                       Heroin? Do you handle that too? That’s supposed to be horrible stuff.
Fritz:                                       I’m just starting. Fewer customers but real good money in it. ‘Horrible’ you say?   He shrugs    Not horrible for us, they ask for it, we sell it. The customer dictates the market. 
      Pause.
Jack:                                       I have an idea. Why don’t we all go out together and get a bite to eat at the “Krone”. I don’t mean right now, around six so we can make the movie.
Otto:                                       Sounds good to me. My refrigerator is empty anyhow. Will you join us, Fritz?

Fritz:                                       Sorry, I can’t. Business before pleasure.

Telephone rings. Jack answers.

Jack:                                       Ja, einen Moment, bitte, sie ist hier.   He hands Elsbieta the receiver.

Elsbieta:       into phone             Ja?..............niè…….....tak………....tak……..…dobrze………. dzienkujê.      Hangs up.
Jack:                                      How come you were speaking Polish?  Who were you talking to?
Elsbieta:   laughs                 I spoke Polish so you guys shouldn’t  understand. Can’t a girl have little secrets? That was my friend Krystyna. I told you about her.
Jack:                                     Krystyna? What did she want?
Fritz:                                     A friend of yours from Poland? Is she as good-looking as you are?

Elsbieta:  angry                    Cut out the bull!
Fritz:                                     Bull? What’s that?

Otto:                                     Colloquial again. It means ‘flattery’, or ‘nonsense’.
Jack:                                     So, shall we go to the “Krone” around six? Everybody okay with that? Sorry you can’t make it, Fritz.

Jack:  to Fritz                       How about a drink?

Fritz:                                    Thank you, not for me.

Otto:                                     I could use a refill.   Jack serves him.

Elsbieta:  to Jack                  Jack, where’s the john.

Jack:                                     Three doors down the hall on the left.        Elsbieta goes out.

Fritz:    suspicious                Who is this John?

Otto:   laughs                        American slang, Fritz. What the Brits call the loo. The washroom.
Jack:  to Fritz                       Where did you spend the war years?

Fritz:                                     Oh, here and there. Otto and I were in the same….uh…… how do you say? ….uh…... 

Otto:                                   The American expression is ‘outfit’.

Fritz:                                   Right. The same outfit. We went all over Poland and Western Russia. I guess Otto told you.
Jack:                                    You were at Leningrad too?

Fritz:                                    Oh yes. Otto was with me there too.

Jack:                                    Tough going, it must have been.

Fritz:                                    It was, but not always. At times the front was quiet. Then suddenly all hell broke loose. But, then, there were certain amenities…. he laughs……you know what I mean……….
Jack:                                    Yeah, I think I know what you mean. 

                                        Lights dim briefly
                                                Scene 2

Elsbieta comes back and sits down.
Jack:   to Elsbieta               Are you OK, Elsie?
Elsbieta:                              I’m fine.
Otto:   to Fritz                     Do you have any more business to take care of before we go out?
Fritz:                                    Yes. One of my good customers lives right around the corner. But maybe I can see him tomorrow.

Jack:        to Fritz                 I wonder how you developed this business.
Fritz:                                    I got into it thru a friend of mine who has connections in Bolivia. That’s where the stuff comes from. Cocaine is made coca leaves. They grow a lot of them there. The leaf itself is just a mild stimulant, not a strong drug. The Bolivian government even issues coca leaves to its soldiers in times of war. Like, during the war with Paraguay the soldiers chewed coca leaves and that kept them going.  But…….when coca is made into cocaine it’s an altogether different thing. Well, I suppose you know that.

Jack:                                      Interesting. I didn’t know the origin. How did you find the importer?

Fritz:                                      He’s an old buddy of mine. Traveled a lot all over the world, and has connections everywhere. And he got me into the distribution end of it. He handles hash too, and I want to get into that too. Maybe even heroin. Got to keep expanding.
Jack:                                      Hash? What’s that?
Fritz:                                     Hashish.

Jack:                                      Oh, yeah, hashish. That’s been around a long time. 
Otto:                                      Marihuana is getting very popular. It’s very mild, but you know what – whatever it is - all of that stuff makes money for us! 

Elsbieta has been listening attentively.

Elsbieta:   to Fritz                  Tell me more about the distribution. How do you get your dealers? I would have no idea how to go about that.

Fritz:                                      That’s not too difficult. Now, Otto here is an old army buddy of mine from the war, as he told you. Others are school friends, colleagues. Nowadays everybody is anxious to make extra money. Some people who can’t find work go full-time into it.  Even some women. It’s really easy. And the profit is good.

Elsbieta:                                  But what about the law? After all, this is illegal.

Otto:                                        I’ll answer for him because I take a greater risk as I sell to consumers. Fritz only sells to his dealers, like me, in other words people he knows real well.

Elsbieta:   to Fritz                    Sometimes I’ve played with the idea of going into this myself. It does seem like easy money. Could I become one of your dealers and buy from you for resale?

Fritz:                                        Well, now, look, miss, uh….what was your name again?
Elsbieta:                                   You can call me Elsie.

Fritz:                                         Okay, Elsie. Look, I just met you. I really don’t know you well enough. You are not from here. But maybe we can talk about it.
Elsbieta:                                    I know a lot of people in Cologne, and I am sure I could build up quite a clientele. 
Fritz:                                          You’re really serious about that?       
Elsbieta:       urging                   Sure, I am. And I’m sure I could be one of your best dealers. I know many people in Cologne in all walks of life. And they are loaded.
Fritz:                                           Let me think about it.

Elsbieta:                                      I hope you’ll let me know before I have to go back to Cologne.

Fritz:                                           When are you leaving?

Elsbieta:                                      In a couple of days, with Jack.

Otto and Fritz look at each other. Jack looks at Elsbieta.
Jack:                                            Elsie, why do you want to become involved in something like this? As you said yourself – it’s strictly illegal.
Elsbieta:                                       I can use the money.

Jack:                                             But, my God, don’t you have a very good position now?
Elsbieta:                                       Yes, but they are cutting down on their staff and letting people go. It might be my turn soon. Last hired – first fired, you know. I want to be prepared.

Jack:                                             Well, I really don’t know. I don’t like it. There are a lot of other things you could do. This is dangerous.
Elsbieta:                                        Come on, Jack, have a little more courage. You can use the money too. This is easy. And what’s happening at my office may happen at the Military Government too, the British may have to reduce their staff too. You may be out sooner than you think.

Jack:                                              You could be right. I guess I should think about it. But I sure don’t like this business. That’s not for me. And not for you either.
Pause. 
Fritz:                                              I should be leaving.

Otto:                                              Business is business.

Jack:                                              I thought you were going to the movies with us.

Otto:                                              Some other time.

Elsbieta:    to Fritz and Otto         Wait, before you go, give me an idea of how much business can be done. I mean, how much can I make, say, in a month?

Otto:                                            Well, I make at least 4000 mark a month. And remember I sell just in a few small towns. In a city the size of Cologne you can make much more. Of course, the first few months the going will be rough, and you’ll have to cope with competition too, but once you’ve made your first sales it’ll get easier and easier. You may even want your own sub-dealers because of the size of the city.
Fritz:          to Jack                       I can tell you, this business is growing all the time. My only problem is to get my hands on enough merchandise.
Elsbieta:     to Fritz                      If we get together how would you get the stuff to me in Cologne?

Fritz:     cautiously                       If we get together on this I might take it to Cologne personally. That would be the safest way. We’d agree on a monthly quota.
Elsbieta:                                        Really, I’m very interested. I definitely want to get into that. But, say, doesn’t it bother you that people may get ill, very ill, and might even die, from the drugs you sell them? Not from hashish, of course, but from cocaine, and especially heroin.
Otto:                                             Yeah, I for one am real sorry when one of them dies, especially if he was a good customer.        He laughs cynically
Elsbieta:                                       That’s all that bothers you?
Otto:                                             Sure. Why should I feel sorry for them?  It’s their choice.

Elsbieta:                                       You don’t have any – what’s that English expression? - pangs of conscience?

Otto:                                             For God sakes, no! Why the hell should I?
Elsbieta:                                       I was just wondering. Maybe I wouldn’t feel bad either.
Fritz:   to Elsbieta                        If you have any problems with this I am not so sure I want you as a dealer.
Elsbieta:                                       You two don’t get nightmares?

Otto:                                             This is really a silly question.
Elsbieta:   very strong                   Not at all that silly, dear Otto. I would like you to meet someone. She’s involved in this too, in a special way.       She knocks at the wall.  After a moment Krystyna enters.
Krystyna:                                     Dzien dobry.

Elsbieta:                                       This is my friend Krystyna.    To Krystyna.          Speak English, Krystyna. I want everybody to understand. Where were you?

Krystyna:                                     Next door. Room 203.
Elsbieta:                                       What were you doing there?

Krystyna:        Gives Elsbieta a tape.        This.
Elsbieta:       Triumphantly holds up the tape. To Jack and Fritz.          This magnetic tape, my friends, contains all the evidence needed to put you two in prison for a long time. My friend had her recorder in the adjacent room, and a microphone attached to the wall. Too bad for you, the walls in this hotel are very thin. Every word of our conversation has been recorded on this tape.      To Krystyna.      Thank you, Krystyna, I’ll see you later.
Krystyna leaves quickly..
Otto:   yells                                  Give me that tape.

Elsbieta:                                       Not on your life. It goes to the police. And you and your friend go to jail.
Fritz:                                            Elsbieta, listen, don’t be stupid. I can set you up in this business. I’ll even let you have half a kilo free. Calling the police would be stupid. Think of all the money you can make!

Otto:          yells                           Give me that tape, you bitch!

Elsbieta:                                      No, I wont. I’m calling the police.
Fritz:                                            Look, you can have this for free, all of it, right now. It’s worth thousands. It’ll get you started.
Elsbieta:     seems to consider this    How much is in that box?

Fritz:                                            One kilo.

Elsbieta:                                       That’s wouldn’t be enough. You are not getting away that cheap. How much more are you willing to give me?

Jack:                                             Elsie, for God’s sake, stop it! You can’t be serious! Negotiating with that scum?!

Fritz:                                            Just give us the tape.

Elsbieta:                                       I repeat:  How much? And how quickly can you get it to me?
Fritz:  urgent                                Two kilo, maybe more, just let me have the tape. I can get the stuff in two days, maybe sooner.

Elsbieta:                                        And I should trust you? You must have stocks right here in town. I’m sure you can get it today. And two kilo is not enough.
Fritz:                                              Okay, okay, I’ll get you three kilo today. 
Elsbieta:                                         Make it four.

Jack:                                               Elsie, this is insane, will you stop that! 

Elsbieta:                                         Stay out of it, Jack.

Fritz:                                              Yes, all right, all right, four kilo. Tomorrow before noon. Just let me have the tape now.
Pause.
Elsbieta:   She looks from Fritz to Otto and then again at Fritz, then laughs out loud.                    So you two really think you can buy me off? You are a couple of stupid, miserable bastards, and you are going to prison, both of you.           Otto pulls a gun and points it at Elsbieta.
Otto:   shouts             Give me that tape right now, or else…..           
Jack:   shouts             Drop that gun!      Otto doesn’t. Jack pulls his own gun, shouting again.     DROP IT, NOW!!       Otto swings round pointing his gun at Jack. Jack fires, killing Otto with one shot.
Fritz tries to escape.
Jack:     to Fritz         Stay right where you are, or you’re dead too!       Fritz stops and Jack keeps him covered.    Pause. For a moment Elsbieta and Jack  look at each other. Jack feels Otto’s pulse.         I guess he‘s dead, Elsie. 
Elsbieta:                      He was a criminal, Jack. And I’m not even talking about the drugs.

Jack:                             What else.

Elsbieta:                        It goes back to 1944.  Bialystok. Some day I’ll tell you. 
Picks up telephone.      Polizei? Verstehen Sie Englisch?......Good. This is Elsbieta Szumanska………Assistant State’s Attorney Szumanska. Please send armed officers immediately to Hotel “Hirschen” on Schumann-Strasse 14, room 201. I am holding a major drug dealer. And there has been a shooting. One man is dead.   

                                                  END
