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1. 
 EXT. RAILWAY STATION PLATFORM. DUSK.


 1.
The year is 1945.A few months after the end of the War. It is a dark and bitterly cold night on Katoomba railway station platform in the Upper Blue Mountains west of Sydney.  A MAN is standing on the platform, waiting for a train.  He takes a silver cigarette case from his pocket, withdraws a cigarette and places it in his mouth. He stamps his feet against the cold, mutters a curse as he pulls his scarf and overcoat tighter around himself.  He drops the cigarette case and a STRANGER walking past picks it up, smiles and hands it to him. He nods in thanks. The Stranger is in his mid forties and his ascetic features are in marked contrast to the Man’s pugnacious bearing and appearance.  The Man lights his cigarette and the flame from the match reveals to us the face of a man in his mid thirties – an uncompromising face, lean and hungry, not particularly intelligent, but then not stupid. The two men wear similar coats and hats.
Nearby a newspaper banner on the platform announces:

HORROR OF NAZI

DEATH CAMPS REVEALED`
The Man looks down at a beetle crawling near his feet.  He watches it for a moment and then reaches out with his shoe and crushes the creature very slowly and deliberately with his foot.  Suddenly, a passenger train powered by a steam engine screeches into the platform. The Man snaps a startled look at it and is enveloped in steam and smoke.

CUT to his brief POV of a Nazi death train – a compartment only, a brief gaunt image of a face stares from a barred window.  The Man’s eyes track to the side.  He sees the outline of a NAZI SS OFFICER approaching through the smoke and steam. The Nazi Officer’s cap reveals a death’s head. 

A sudden blast of a train whistle snaps the MAN back to reality as the Nazi SS Officer metamorphoses into a STATION MASTER.





  STATION MASTER




We’re in for a cold night.




  MAN




 (a little dazed)




Yeah, bloody oath.
The Man picks up a small brown suitcase and moves towards the carriage. 

The Stranger, carrying an IDENTICAL suitcase rises from a platform seat and moves toward the carriage. He opens the 
door and offers the Man entry.  The Man throws his cigarette onto the platform sending up a shower of sparks. 
CUT to a quick CLOSE SHOT of the sparks as they metamorphose into the interior of the steam engine’s firebox full of burning coals, the firebox door closing on them, then to the train door slamming shut. 





  STATION MASTER (VO)




Next stop Medlow Bath, 




then all stations to Orange

2.  EXT/INT.  TRAIN COMPARTMENT – DUSK.

2.

   .
The compartment is small, of the box car variety with doors and windows on either side.  The two are alone.

The Man and the Stranger place their respective suitcases on the only overhead luggage rack as the train gives a jolt and starts to move off. There is a water bottle and glass attached to the wall above the window. They sit opposite each other. The Man takes a half empty bottle of vodka from his coat pocket, takes a long swig, noticing a look of surprise on the Stranger’s face.





  MAN




What’s the matter?
The Stranger replies with a soft Central European accent




  STRANGER




Nothing.  Nothing at all. 




It’s unusual to see an



Australian ex-serviceman 



drinking vodka. Beer or



rum is generally the 



accepted drink.

The Man frowns and takes another long slug of the vodka, looks back at the Stranger.


  MAN

What made you sure I’m an
ex-serviceman?

STRANGER

Your whole bearing suggests 
it. Your suit is the kind 
issued to recently discharged
men. But the deciding factor 
was the RAAF cigarette case 
you dropped on the station.
There is a beat of uncertainty then the Man grins.
  MAN



You’re a regular Sherlock



aren’t you? 
He offers the Stranger the bottle)



Here, have a slug of this,



it’ll warm you up. It’s 



bloody freezing out there.
The Stranger accepts the bottle, takes a polite sip and hands it back.





 MAN




You’re not German are you?




      STRANGER



No, I’m not German, but



you’re close – geographically



speaking.

Waiting for an explanation, but none forthcoming, the Man takes another shot of the vodka and looks out the window into the darkness.  They travel for a moment in silence, the Man looks back at the Stranger, drinks, offers him the bottle again. The Stranger shakes his head in polite refusal.





 MAN




I got the taste for it from 



the Russians when they



liberated me from the Nazis.



They drank it like a bunch



of bloody shearers at a pub 



after a clip. Word was they 



used to run their tanks on it.



    
 STRANGER




You had contact with Russian



troops?




    `
 MAN




More than contact mate. Those



buggers saved me bloody life.  



I thought they were Yank tanks 



until I saw the Russian flags



flying from the turrets. I was



in Treblinka, Poland… last 



stop before Hell mate. Place




stunk like an old dead ‘roo.
The Stranger’s eyes have taken on a new turn of interest.  
He takes off his glasses, wipes them with his handkerchief, holds them up to the light, puts them back on and looks back a the Man.





 STRANGER




Treblinka?  One of Poland’s 



worst death camps. You were



lucky to survive. However,




Treblinka was not liberated by


     the Russians.  





The Man settles back, the drink makes him talkative.




 MAN




I’ll start at the beginning.




We were attached to the 



RAF – 467 Squadron, Lancaster 



bombers. My plane was shot 



down on the big raid on Dresden.



I was a tail gunner, and as



far as I know, the only survivor. 



The skipper kept her flying 



as long as he could, but the



rudder was damaged and we 



could only fly east.  We got



hit again and I bailed out,



but I didn’t see any other



chutes.




 STRANGER




So, you were on your own?





 MAN




Yeah, but luckily I landed near 



a forest so I hid out for a few



days. I didn’t want to get caught, so

I started traveling at night and slept

under cover during daylight. 
 STRANGER




Remarkable. It would have been



difficult to evade capture so 



deep in enemy territory.





 MAN




Bloody oath!  But I was bought



up in the bush mate - around 



Moree. It wasn’t that hard. 



I raided farmer’s gardens, stole




some eggs and vegies when they



weren’t looking,that sort of 



thing. Until I was woken up by



some German soldiers one night




It seems I’d strayed nearly



as far as Poland. They took 



me to a Gestapo camp for a few 



days and the next thing I know



I’m  with a train load of Jews



heading for Treblinka.

The Stranger seems puzzled – he doesn’t get it.




 STRANGER




But why would they send you 



there? You were British Air 



Force? You should have been 



sent to a camp run by the 



Luftwaffe. Your treatment would



have been at least less severe.





 MAN




  (chuckling)




That’s what I thought. 





 STRANGER




Well?





 MAN




It seems the camp Commandant 



had lost all his family on



our raid on Dresden When he 



found out I was a bomber crewman



who’d taken part in it…..well, 



he wasn’t about to shout me a



round! Come to think of it, I’m 



lucky he didn’t shoot me on 



the spot.

The Man reveals a numbered tattoo on his wrist.





 MAN (CONT”D)





He marked me as a Jew… and 




next stop - Treblinka!




 STRANGER




It’s a wonder you’re here at 



all. Not many escaped from 



that hell with their lives.



How did you avoid the gas 



chambers, the executions?




 MAN




They needed someone to run the



abattoir for the German troops’



mess. I’d worked on one back 



home so I volunteered. Seeing 



how I was a British prisoner 



they gave me the job. I kept me



nose clean and ended up quite



well off - compared to the rest.




 STRANGER




How do you determine well off?





 MAN




Stuff me dead, you’d have done



anything to separate yourself 



from the Jews. Poor bastards…



thinking they were in for a



nice hot shower, but the next 




minute…..they’re choking to



death on their
 own vomit. Yeh,



I did what ever I could to miss 



out on that little adventure. 




 STRANGER




   (shocked)




You…you collaborated?





 MAN




   (suddenly threatening)



I did what anyone would do to



save themselves mate…



You weren’t there, so don’t 



put yourself in my place and 



judge me. I tell you what I 



did matey, what any bloody 




bastard would have done in my




MAN (Continued)

place… I survived… That’s what 
 


matters when you think each 



MAN (CONT’D)

day is your  last on this 




shitty earth… survive!

They look at each other for a long moment, then the Man takes another shot of the vodka, burps and wipes his mouth with the back of his hand.  





  MAN




I did what I had to do, no 



more, no less. 
The Stranger, now disgusted, reads a newspaper lying on the seat. The Man looks out the window at the silvery bushland flashing by under a moonlit sky. The Man dozes briefly and is agitated as if having a nightmare. 
3. 
EXT.  BUSH.  DAY.





3.






   .
FLASH TO a shot of the terrified face of an Aborigine with a noose tightening around his neck.

4. 
INT.  TRAIN COMPARTMENT.  NIGHT.


4.


   
CUT BACK TO the Man snapping back to reality obviously terrified. He wipes his face and stares out the window.

The Stranger’s voice seems to divine his thoughts -






 STRANGER 




You must have witnessed some 



terrible atrocities.

The Man shrugs, smiles back at him, wipes his sweating brow, drinks, says nothing. The train pulls into a railway station. A couple of doors open and close in other cars. A whistle blows and they move off again.





 STRANGER




   (a beat)




Do you mind if I smoke my pipe?

The Man shakes his head.  The Stranger fills his pipe, lights it, gets up and opens the window a little.  He sits again, watching the Man who is trying to still his shaking hand around the vodka bottle. The Stranger fires his pipe and sits back in reflection 




STRANGER



There lives a philosopher named 



Martin Heidegger who believes 



Stranger(CONT’D)

that in order to enjoy one’s 



life to the full we must live 



as if we were balancing on the



edge of a precipice. We must 



sometimes place ourselves




in danger in order to fully 



appreciate our lives.  To 




justify one’s existence we must



live with the constant and 



frightening realization that one



wrong step could plunge us over 



the edge to our death. We should



never allow ourselves to become 



complacent or unwilling to take



risks. Only by chancing our 



lives can we truly appreciate 



life. It gives us a charge of 




energy which spurs us on to



greater things. Would you agree



with this concept?
MAN




  (shrugs)




This Heidegger, is he a German?





 STRANGER




Yes, he is. Some say he is a 



Nazi sympathizer. But German or



Nazi, there is a difference. I 



only admire his philosophy. It 



never bores me.





 MAN




  (laughs)




You know what? That’s what’s



wrong with me. I’m bloody bored,



bored with the whole shitty mess.





 STRANGER




  (confused)




Mess?





 MAN




Peacetime! The fact is I haven’t



felt alive since the war – except



last night when I broke a bloke’s



jaw in a pub. I was staying with 



me sister and her husband. We had




a few beers and I got into a 



fight. Actually I started it. 




MAN (CONT’D)

Reckoned I half killed the bludger.



Lucky the coppers never locked me 



up. He was eying off me sister’s



legs. Bloody Aborigine, shouldn’t



have been in the bar. I wore out



me welcome so I’m going to stay 



at a place out at Orange.

He lights up a cigarette from his case and takes a long drag.





 MAN




Only a few months and I miss it.  



Can you believe that? I miss



being in a bloody Nazi 



concentration camp.

The Stranger shifts uneasily in his seat.





 STRANGER




You sit there and tell me you 



miss the stench of death and 



evil? I can understand how 



someone who lived through it 
could never forget it. But to 



miss it? Surely the vodka has 



clouded your memory?




 MAN



  (unmoved) 



I lived on a farm so I was used 



to death. I wasn’t squeamish 



about killing anything. Me father



let me use the axe on the chooks



for the table when I was eight.



I skinned me sister’s pet rabbit 



once when the traps were empty.
The Stranger winces at this.





 MAN




Well, we had to eat didn’t we?  



There was a bloody Depression on.

The Stranger shrugs in agreement.





  MAN




Exactly, now you’re getting it.
STRANGER




Certainly, life must go on. But



not at any cost. I hope you told 



your sister her rabbit was not 



the dinner meal?




 MAN




Nah, but the little bitch knew.




One mouthful and she knew. Then 



Dad beat the shit out of me – 



drunken prick! - and her 




laughin’ her arse off!

There is a sudden shriek of the whistle as the train enters a cutting.  The two men fall silent until a passing train startles them back into reality.

The Man drinks from the bottle again and offers it to the Stranger who this time refuses it with conviction.





  MAN




When I was ten me old man and 



his mates strung up an old Abo 



that stole some of our sheep.



He reckoned he never did it, but



everyone knows they’re thieves 




and liars so… (GRINNING)



Dad threw a rope over a tree
and put him on the packhorse 



with his hands tied and the



rope around his neck. They



yelled at him to admit he’d 



done it, but the silly bastard 



still said he didn’t do it. His




mate was whining and shivering



a like a wet tomcat.




 STRANGER




   (shocked) 




But of course he wasn’t hung?





 MAN




   (refelectively) 



Well he wasn’t supposed to.







But things happen… They jump 



you like a bushfire you 



thought you had under control…




and then your stuffed!

5.  EXT.  BUSH. DAY.





5.
 FLASH to the Aborigine’s head - finishing the drop.
6. 
  INT.  TRAIN COMPARTMENT.  NIGHT.


6.


   
The window drops into its door slot and both men jump.

Smoke enters the compartment and the Stranger closes

the window. He then waits for the climax of the story. 

The Man stares out the window for a beat and resumes.





 MAN




They only wanted to scare him 



off from coming near the farm. 



Dad told me to wait back with




the other horses and the dog.

 



 STRANGER




But you were young and curious?



 

 MAN 




Too right! I snuck up to look.




Bloody Bob our cattle dog saw 



the Abo’s dingo and next thing



there’s a blue. Bob’s getting



butchered so I took Dad’s rifle



off his horse and let the 



bugger have it. Trouble is the



pack horse bolts and you could 



hear that poor bugger’s neck
snap for a mile. I started 



laughing, don’t ask me why, and 



next thing Dad half killed me.



I took off, and when I came back



I never heard anything in the 



news about it. FROWNS



Dunno why the Abo’s mate didn’t 



tell the cops.

The Stranger is obviously distressed by the Man’s story. He refills his empty pipe and this offers him a distraction. He drops his matches and tobacco tin and picks them up. His hand shakes as he lights his pipe. 




 MAN 




I reckon that day I felt the



rush your Heidegger mate was



talking about. It was the same



when I was hiding out near




Poland. I picked off a few 



Germans before they caught me, 




but I can’t say I felt one way 



or the other about them. I just 



bushwhacked the buggers.





 STRANGER




Sure, but that was war and you



had to survive. You can’t be 



held accountable for that.




 MAN




  (pointedly)  




If you had to pick off someone




to avoid being captured you’d 




do it too. How could you trust



anyone in the field? Then when 



you’re caught, it’s survival in



the camp too, mate.

The Man takes another long swig of the vodka and burps.





 STRANGER




Were these Germans soldiers?




 MAN




One was. The other was a farmer.




He caught me sleeping in his 



barn and I hit him with a shovel.



I cracked his dog’s skull too. 



It’s funny, you know…  (WISTFUL)




Taking their lives made me feel
important, like I was finally 




being useful – not dropping



bombs then running off home.



I always wanted to be a sniper.

Noticing the Stranger’s alarm he laughs. 





 MAN




Don’t get me wrong. I wouldn’t 



just kill anyone.  I’m not a 



murderer. But this was war and 



as you said – you had to survive.

He glances at his diminishing bottle of vodka





 STRANGER




May I be honest with you?





 MAN




Bloody oath mate!




 STRANGER




You may have been affected by



the lynching of the black man 



in your youth.

  MAN




  (sneering)




You mean the Abo?




 STRANGER




I don’t like the word Abo.  



I’m told it is used by white



people to denigrate Aborigines.



It’s highly offensive to them,




and to me for that matter.
The Stranger pauses in the hope this will sink in, but the Man takes a drink and obviously has missed the point.





 STRANGER



At the age of ten you shouldn’t



have witnessed such a shameful 



event, you’ve evidently been



deeply affected by it.

The Man stares at him for a moment, then laughs. In a B.C.U of his eyes we hear the laughter of a BOY and the BARKING OF A DOG. The Boy’s FATHER is angry.





 FATHER (V.O) 




You stupid little bastard! What



the hell have you done?
Boy (VO) is screaming. There is the SOUND of him being slapped with a belt. 
RESUME on the Man





 MAN




But I enjoyed it, that’s what 



you don’t understand. My old



man whipped the arse off me,



but, like I said, I felt alive



for the first time in years.  



And the next time I had that



feeling was in Treblinka.  



I mean there I was with hundreds



of people dying every day….. 





 STRANGER




   (with disdain)




You must have been in your glory!





 MAN




Well, they were only Jews, 



weren’t they? They were like



animals – they stank!

The Stranger’s’s eyes flash with rage, but this only seems to spur the Man on.





 MAN




Most of them were nearly dead 



from starvation and the cold. 



I looked on it like it was sort



of a mercy killing. Just like



putting down sheep that’s been



burnt in a bushfire. Anyhow, 



they had no future to speak of



so I reckon we did them a favour. 

The Man suddenly he realizes he’s gone too far. He looks away, draining the last of the contents of his bottle. The Stranger stares at him with undisguised loathing.





 STRANGER




The gassings, the cremations…



did you assist in these too?

The Man licks his lips, his face twists into a sick grin.





 MAN




I had to, otherwise I would



have ended up like the rest




of the poor bastards. Rotting




in a lime bath.





 STRANGER





  (appalled)




Had to?

The Man doesn’t answer. For once he has nothing to say. He drinks from the bottle and the Stranger’s contempt is palpable.





 STRANGER




And what of the Russians and




your taste for vodka? They did




not liberate Treblinka?





 MAN




The Germans closed Treblinka




in late ’43, so they shipped me




to Auschwitz. They offered me




a job at the crematorium with a 



uniform and better food so I 




took it.  Better than dying mate.




I was there until January ‘45




when the Russians showed up.





 STRANGER 




You poor sick man. I feel sorry



for you. Maybe you should get a 



job in a slaughterhouse again. 



Perhaps it may make you feel 



alive until you get some help 



from someone.  I know of a



place that could offer you an



escape from your troubled mind.




 MAN




   (angrily)




You mean a psycho farm? I’m not 



a bloody nutcase mate! I admit



I might have a bit of shell 



Shock after the War. But then



Everyone has their demons.
The Man holds up the now empty bottle of vodka
        




 MAN (CONT’D)



   (laughs)




And I’ve just drunk mine!





  STRANGER




Yes, but your other demon is 



that you appear to enjoy the



pain and anguish that comes



from the death of living things.



This is not normal.
  MAN




Well it just doesn’t worry me




when I see something being 



killed. So what?




 STRANGER




No - you enjoy it. But what 



is more regrettable is that



you appear to relish it.

The Man does not respond. There is a brief, tense silence.





 STRANGER




Do the authorities know about this?





 MAN




   (with a jolt )




Authorities?





 STRANGER




Yes. I only mention it because 



you could be in serious trouble



if they find out what you have




told me. How an Australian 




serviceman took part in the 




murder of innocent people during




the war. This would constitute




a war crime.





 MAN




  (with menace)




But then some dobbing mongrel



would have to do that, wouldn’t 



they? I don’t think any of me 



mates would. And I can’t think



of anyone else stupid enough




to want to deal with me if they



did - Can you?





 STRANGER




  (shrugs)




It’s not who tells… there are 



investigations under way at 



Nuremburg. People talk, and




then…

The two of them eye each other for a long moment, then the Man reaches for the bottle again. Realising it is empty he flings it down on the seat, gets up, stumbles to the window and throws it open. Smoke filters inside the compartment and we can hear the SOUND of the STEAM ENGINE working up the grade. The Man pulls his head back in as a cloud of smoke enters the compartment and the SOUND of the train increases as it enters a tunnel. The Man’s face is lit by the lights from the forward carriages, and he gives a malevolent laugh. He turns and faces the Stranger and there is a hint of the psychotic in his tone.





 MAN




We’ve being going through the 




Lithgow tunnels. You know



there’s ten  of them. No 10’s



the longest, about a third of 



a mile. If anyone fell out of 



the train the last place they’d 



want to end up would be in the



middle of No 10…black as coal.



It’d be bloody hard to find your



way out.  (LAUGHS)




That’s if you’re lucky enough 




 MAN (CONT’D)

to have anything left to walk 



out with.
The Stranger is silent. The Man closes the window and sits down. He picks up the empty bottle and toys with it, holding it by the neck.





 MAN




  (indifferently)






Saw a Yank sailor break one 



of these across the bar in a




George St pub once…(CHUCKLES)  




Gave a bloke an extra mouth



under his chin.

The Stranger is calm - he cleans his glasses with a hanky.




 STRANGER




You act as if you want to harm 



me at the moment. That might 



ease your frustration for a 



short time. But that would be 



like swatting an annoying



mosquito. Soon his companions 



would arrive to seek out your 



blood… (SMILES)



Perhaps as retribution for



their friend’s demise? 

The Man stares fixedly at the Stranger. The Stranger gazes steadily and calmly back at him. The Man stands and shakily reaches for the water bottle which is above the window. He pours a glass and drinks it quickly while still holding the bottle. He notices the change in sound as the train enters another tunnel. The SOUND of the train whistle is magnified from within the confines of the tunnel.

 MAN



Nine (GRINS)




 STRANGER




Nine what?





 MAN




We’ve just passed through 



tunnel number nine.
Still holding onto the water bottle, the Man drops the window again down into the door and peers out into the darkness. Smoke pours into the compartment and the SOUND of the engine and wheels rises as the train enters the final No 10 tunnel. Suddenly the Man turns and raises the water bottle above his head and lunges at the Stranger.  There is the SOUND of a struggle and broken glass then a SCREAM accompanied with the WHISTLE of the locomotive.  

The door of the compartment is opened and a body is thrown onto the tracks. The door slams back and forth when we see a hand pulling it shut. A moment later a hand reaches up to the rack and takes down one of the IDENTICAL small brown suitcases and throws it out after the body.

CUT TO BLACK

HOLD as the clickety-clack of the train’s wheels on the track slowly fade to silence.

7. 
INT. TRAIN COMPARTMENT.  DAY.



7.
FADE UP a STATION PORTER’S voice –  





 STATION PORTER’S VOICE (OS)



Come on mate…wake up, it’s 



Eight o’clock.
CUT to a blurry image of the compartment as bright morning sunlight streams in. We see the images of the compartment, doors, windows, lights from the POV of a man 
awoken from a deep sleep.





 STATION PORTER’S VOICE (CONT’D, OS) 




This is Orange - You must of 



slept here all night. Struth,




you made a mess for me to clean



up mate. Did you cut yourself…?




Are you OK?

There is no reply as we see a MAN’s hand reach for a small brown suitcase from the luggage rack. We follow it in his

hand out the compartment door onto the platform in a TRACKING SHOT along the platform where he joins a taxi.

8. 
EXT. HOSPITAL. DAY.






  
ESTABLISHING SHOT of a large gothic building set in an imposing garden. A sign over the entrance reads:

BLOOMFIELD MENTAL HOSPITAL

A 1940s taxi noses into the driveway and continues on up to the front door.

9. 
INT. FOYER/HOSPITAL. DAY.



9.




 
A HIGH WIDE SHOT from the front door, looking down across palms, brass pots, ratty winged chairs – Victoriana gone to seed. A Man dressed in an overcoat and hat enters from beneath carrying a small brown suitcase. He walks to the administration desk as the DUTY SISTER greets him





 DUTY SISTER




It’s good to see you again.  



Your room is ready for you. 



I’m sure cook could manage




a late breakfast? Did you



have a nice holiday?

The Man says something to her in a muffled reply and continues in A HIGH WIDE SHOT up the staircase passing a NURSE on her way down. 
10. 
INT. UPSTAIRS ROOM/HOSPITAL. DAY.


10.


  
CLOSE SHOT of a Man’s hand winding the handle of a Victrola type record player. He places a beautiful

Chopin Nocturne on the player and gently places the needle onto the record.

PULL BACK to reveal the room.  It is dark, save for a soft light illuminating the window and a fire crackling in the hearth.  The walls are lined with books. A large desk stands by the window overlooking the courtyard.  Next to it we see the shadowy figure of a Man (minus hat and coat now), looking out.

11. 
INT.  OFFICE/HOSPITAL. DAY
.


11.


   

The Duty Sister finishes writing in a book. She glances to the clock which displays 9.03am, and turns on a wireless beside her desk. The 9 o’clock news is being broadcast and the RADIO ANNOUNCER’s voice is of the 1940s Australian ABC tone. The Nurse is typing a shift report on a typewriter.




RADIO ANNOUNCER (VO)




…Meanwhile, near Lithgow in the 




Blue Mountains, the mutilated 



body of a man has been found 



in a railway tunnel. It is 



believed he may have fallen 



from a  train, but police are 
also investigating foul play...




RADIO ANN’ (CONT’D)




in other news, coal rationing 




has been extended…

The Duty Sister turns off the wireless as the Nurse places her finished documents on the desk.





 DUTY SISTER




They just said on the news 



a man fell from a train in the 




Lithgow tunnels last night. I 



must ask Dr Warszawski about it.





 NURSE




Dr Warszawski - I haven’t met



him yet, have I?

12. 
INT.  UPSTAIRS/RESIDENCE. DAY.


12.




  
Chopin music playing

CLOSE SHOT of a Man’s hands opening a bottle of vodka and pouring himself a stiff drink.

13. 
INT. OFFICE / HOSPITAL. DAY.



13.



  
The DUTY SISTER and NURSE as before.





DUTY SISTER




Yes, he passed you on the 




stairs about five minutes




ago.  Looked a little under




the weather. Probably couldn’t




sleep on the train




 NURSE




He looked a bit odd to me.




I thought he was one of the




patients.





 DUTY SISTER




   (laughs)




Doctor Warszawski? No – he’s 



a dear. He’s our resident




psychiatrist. He’s been on



leave for a few days. He drinks



a bit, vodka mainly, but he’s 



got good reason.
14. 
INT.  UPSTAIRS/ RESIDENCE.  DAY.

    

14.
Music still playing the Chopin Nocturne.
A Man’s flickering shadow moves across the wall, 
bringing us to the small brown suitcase laying on
the bed. His hands open the lid. Inside, lying on
top of men’s clothing is a copy of Hitler’s Mein 
Kamf, RAAF war medals, various photos, including an 
RAAF crew in front of a Lancaster bomber, and a RAAF discharge card with a photograph of the ex-servicman,
Who is the Man on the train.
15. INT. OFFICE / HOSPITAL. DAY.




15.




 DUTY SISTER




He emigrated from Poland in 



1939. His family was supposed



to follow him out when his 



practice was set up, but just



as they were due to leave, 



Hitler invaded Poland and that



was that. They ended up in that




concentration camp – Treblinka 



I think it was called. Then he 



received a photograph and a 




letter, but that was the last 



he heard from them.




 NURSE




Poor man – no wonder he drinks.

16. 
INT.  UPSTAIRS/ RESIDENCE.  DAY.



   

RESUME to the open suitcase. PAN UP now to reveal 
the Stranger – Doctor Warszawski.. He gazes at the contents of the bag for a long moment as the last 
few bars of the music start to repeat themselves.

CUT to the record turning in the groove – spinning 
round and round.
CUT BACK to the Stranger. He looks up with a 
thoughtful worried expression.  After a moment he 
picks up the book, Mein Kamf, the discharge card 
and photos and crosses to the fire and throws them
in.  He watches them burn, takes the stylus off 
the record, goes to the desk and sits. Silence.  
His eyes fall on a photograph of his family – his 
wife, son and daughter.  He picks it up and looks at it.  PAN to the window and we see a police car pull into the courtyard. Two policemen alight from the car. They 
are carrying Dr Warszawski’s brown bag.
FADE OUT





CREDITS

