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Act One – The Capture.

Lights up – stage lit by a pool of natural light from front/above, periphery is in darkness. We can hear the echoey dripping of water.
Franz is centre stage, facing stage front. He’s only wearing his pants, vest and socks. He is in a wheelchair. His head is forwards, his chin against his chest.
We hear someone off stage, descending a metal ladder. Cristian enters the light and stands behind Franz. He removes a backpack from the back of the wheelchair. Removes a claw hammer from the pack and places it on the floor next to the wheelchair. He lifts Franz’s head by what’s left of his hair and pulls gaffer tape off his mouth before walking out of the light. Franz regains consciousness. He looks confused, he is squinting, obviously in some discomfort. He shakes his head, trying to clear it.
Cristian enters stage but stays just on the periphery of the light.


Franz: 
Hello? Hello? I can hear you. Where are you?

Cristian: 
You smell old man. I can smell you from here. You stink of piss.

Franz: 
What do you want with me?

Cristian:
Why do you smell so bad? Even down here, where the rats don't come by choice, even down here you smell bad
Cristian enters the scene and stands in front of Franz for a few seconds and then throws a white powder over him. He walks away to the periphery.

Franz: 
It stings. What is it?

Cristian: 
Delousing powder

Franz:
Get it off me

Cristian: 
Patience

Franz: 
Fuck patience

Cristian: 
It’s a virtue you know

Franz: 
You can stick your virtue up your…

Cristian walks back into the light, stands in front of Franz and throws a bucket of water over him and moves to stand behind him

Cristian: 
Better?

Franz:
It’s cold!

Cristian: 
There’s no pleasing some people

(pause)

Franz: 
Where am I?

Cristian: 
Not far from where I found you

Franz: 
I'm still in Düsseldorf?

Cristian:
Yes, of course you are. That awful place, the old people’s home, it’s about 400 metres in – (Cristian grips Franz by the hair and yanks his head 45 degrees) 
that direction

Franz: 
What is this place?

Cristian: 
It's the city's main storm drain

Franz: 
How the hell did you get me down here?

Cristian: 
Enough with the questions

Franz: 
How did you get me down here?

Cristian: 
I carried you

Franz: 
In a fucking wheelchair!

Cristian: 
I said, enough!

Franz: 
Why are you doing this to me?

Cristian:
Doing what? What am I doing? How can you ask what I'm doing when you don't even know what this is?

Franz:
Why am I tied to a chair in a fucking sewer?

Cristian: 
To stop you getting away! What a ridiculous question. I hope all your questions aren't going to be that stupid.

Franz: 
Why did you bring me here?

Cristian: 
That's better. The answer to that very pertinent question is – for later on


Franz: 
Who are you?

Cristian: 
Now that's Almost a good question

Franz: 
What do you mean?

Cristian: 
What I mean, is that the question shouldn't be who I am, but who I used to be

Franz: 
I don't understand. Am I supposed to know who you are?

Cristian: 
No, but we had mutual acquaintances

Franz: 
In Düsseldorf? Do you live here?

Cristian:
No. I haven’t lived in Europe for over 20 years but I was born here. I moved to Leipzig with my mother when I was young.

Franz: 
No father?

Cristian: 
I did have a father, but someone killed him in the war

Franz: 
So many young men died in that dreadful conflict. I myself fought in Africa and...


Cristian: 
(shouting) Did I say he died?

Franz: 
What? I don't...

Cristian: 
I didn't say he had died. I said someone killed him

Franz: 
Is there a difference?

Cristian: 
Of course – to die suggests that he was a casualty of war
(pause)
My father did not die, he was killed

Franz: 
I'm sorry to hear this. How did he die - I mean how was he killed?

Cristian:
You should know

Franz: 
What?

Cristian: 
I said you should know

Franz: 
How?


Cristian: 
Because you were there

Franz: 
I beg your pardon?

Cristian: 
Are you hard of hearing?

Franz: 
No, I mean, I don't understand

Cristian: 
(Sighs) ‘Oh what a deadly web we weave, when first we practice to deceive’

Franz: 
What’s that? Shakespeare?

Cristian: 
No – Sir Walter Scott

Franz: 
[bookmark: _Hlk171109878]Good, I can’t stand Shakespeare – pretentious shit for effete snobs to regurgitate at parties to try and impress stupid girls that they want to fuck

Cristian:
Well, that’s an interesting take on it. I’d probably have to counter with - greatest writer in the English language?

Franz: 
Bollocks!


Cristian: 
‘The game was never so fair and I am done’ – now that is Shakespeare

Franz: 
What game?

Cristian: 
Romeo and Juliet, act 1, scene 4

Franz: 
What fucking game?

Cristian: 
The one where you pretend not to know what I’m talking about. Please, do yourself a favour – I know everything there is to know about you so don't bother wasting my time. I know who you are and what you've done. North Africa, Italy. The Russian front. I know all about that. I've read it all

Franz: 
So you do know?

Cristian: 
I know what I've read. And I know what I've read isn't true. So, here is what we are going to do
(pause)
For every time you lie, you pay. One lie – one payment

Franz:
Pay with what?



Cristian picks up a claw hammer from beside the wheelchair and hits Franz hard on the hand.

Franz: 
(he cries out in pain) For the love of God!

Cristian: 
So, we have established the rules

Franz:
I think you've broken my fucking finger

Cristian: 
That will tend to happen

Franz: 
You fucking lunatic. Oh Jesus fuck! Fuck! What sort of mad man kidnaps a disabled pensioner from a retirement home, drags him into a sewer, ties him up and hits him with a fucking hammer?

Cristian: 
That is for me to know and for you to find out

Franz: 
So? Who the fuck are you?

Cristian: 
My name is - my name used to be Cristian Buckholt

Franz: 
Buckholt? Buckholt? It’s not a name I know

Cristian:
I'm not a Buckholt now. My name was changed when I moved to Leipzig – well, shortly afterwards. But changing names – that is something you know all about. Don't you?

Franz: 
Why did you change your name in Leipzig?

Cristian: 
It wasn't through choice

Franz: 
So – why?

Cristian: 
It was in 1944, me and mum had moved in with my grandfather in Leipzig

Franz: 
I didn’t ask for your fucking life story

Cristian: 
Tough. Leipzig. 1944. I was out with our neighbour's son, Anton. We'd heard that there was someone in the next neighbourhood that was still making fresh bread, proper bread, not the disgusting black shit they were feeding us. It wasn’t legal but we heard that if you were prepared to queue and to pay, then it would be worth it. I’d imagined the surprise on my mother and grandfather’s faces when I arrived home with something edible for once. My mother kept a pot full of money on the sideboard…

Franz: 
How did she earn her money? Was she a whore?
Cristian:
I’m not going to even…

Franz: 
Did she let soldiers cum in her mouth for money?

Cristian:
Do you want to hear this or not?

Franz: 
If I must

Cristian: 
We waited until everyone else was asleep before we set off. There were already people in the queue before us, but thankfully not many. We'd been there an hour or so when we heard the low drone of the bombers and then the air raid siren sounded. We found shelter in a nearby cellar, we were down there for what felt like hours, terrified as the walls shook.

Franz: 
Did you wet yourself?

Cristian: 
I can’t remember, probably. We were just little kids! Anyway, when it was over, there was no queue, no people and no baker’s shop. The whole neighbourhood was on fire

Franz: 
Incendiaries

Cristian: 
Of course, stop interrupting
Franz:
Just checking

Cristian:
 We had to get home, we knew our families would be worried so we ran all the way. But - when we got home – it wasn't there. The apartment block was just rubble. My mother was dead, my grandfather was dead. The neighbours were dead. Everyone was dead. Buried. They pulled the bodies out one by one. They told us not to look but…

Franz: 
You can’t help yourself. There’s a morbid fascination with death…

Cristian:
We were children! We weren’t fascinated, we were terrified. We’d been sat there for hours, waiting for something to happen. People brought us food, scraps of food, bacon rinds, stale crusts of bread, stuff their dogs wouldn't eat, we may have been eating their dogs for all I know. They brought blankets, anything to help keep us warm. Some toys even. And then, eventually, the soldiers came. We climbed into a truck, it was full of children who had lost their families, just like us. Some of them just babies.
Everyone was scared, and hungry, crying, we didn't know where we were going. About a week later me and Anton moved in with a family near Cologne. We stayed with them all through the rest of the war and when the war was over, we stayed for good. They became family to us – like a proper mother and a father

Franz: 
I love a happy ending!


Cristian: 
That's when I changed my name – I took their name - that's when I became Cristian Shmoekel.

Franz:
(amused) Shmoekel? The high German for small?

Cristian: 
Also, the high German for Invisible. Which brings me on to you - the invisible man - Franz Schechter. That is your name isn't it?

Franz: 
It is

He hits Franz's injured hand with the hammer

Franz screams in pain

Franz:
I swear it’s my name! Please, no more!

Cristian:
I thought I'd made this point very clear – you lie, you pay

Franz: 
What do you want me to say?

Cristian: 
The truth. I've already told you, I know everything about you. If I ask you a question you tell me the truth. That way I don't have to hurt you. I don't like hurting you
(pause)

Franz: 
But you are going to kill me

Cristian:
Of course I am

Franz: 
Then why don't you just get on with it

Cristian: 
Because you don’t get off that easy

Franz: 
Okay, okay, what do you want to know?

Cristian: 
Let’s start with my last question - your name – your real name

Franz: 
I really am Franz Schechter – legally - at least I have been for the last 30 years. But my former name was Martin Schulman

Cristian:
So – the truth. That wasn't difficult, was it?

Franz:
But you knew that any way

Cristian: 
I did


Cristian produces a small notebook from his back pocket and reads from it
Martin Schulman. 
Born in Munich in 1902. Mother and father, Andrea and Leopold Schulman

Franz:
Fuck me!

Cristian: 
You were an only child. Your father was a professor of applied mathematics at the local University, he came from old money and a lot of it. He invested successfully in the stock market, survived the crash of 29 and your mother taught dance to the clumsy offspring of wealthy German bankers and industrialists

Franz: 
Have you got my whole life story in there?

Cristian: 
The bits that matter. In 1934 you joined the National Socialist party. By the outbreak of war you’d been in the Waffen SS for several years, serving under SS Lieutenant Theodor Eicke. His particular speciality was the design and construction of concentration camps. He oversaw the opening of Dachau – the blueprint for camps to follow – Sachenhausen in 36, Buchenwald and Bruckenstadt in 37, Flossenburg and Mauthausen in 1938 and finally Ravensbruck in 1939. I believe you were there to welcome the first female prisoners to Ravensbruck

Franz:
Yes, yes I was. How do you know this?


Cristian:
Because I am thorough. Because I know who to ask and I know the right questions to ask. Which was made substantially easier by the fact that you have a big mouth, because you are a show off, boastful, proud of your achievements. Because you couldn't help but tell anyone who would listen - and for that matter even people who didn't want to listen. People remember. And believe me, I've spoken to them all. Going on about your achievements and how much you admired your mentor, SS Lieutenant Theodore Eicke and how you were his trusted right-hand man

Franz:
That is true. I was proud of my achievements. I admired Eicke for his vision, his planning, his attention to detail. He was a brilliant man

Cristian: 
Right up until his untimely death in 1943

Franz: 
Yes

Cristian: 
At which time you were...?

Franz: 
[bookmark: _Hlk171348120]Posted to Bruckenstadt

Cristian: 
Where you…?

Franz: 
I helped keep order

Cristian: 
I’ve never heard it called that before

Franz: 
It’s what I did

Cristian:
Where you stayed until the end of the war. Hiding away. Avoiding the dirty work?

Franz: 
I was never a combat soldier if that's what you mean. My talents lay elsewhere. I was an organiser

Cristian: 
Like your mentor, Theodor Eicke?

Franz: 
Yes

Cristian: 
It seems to me that you’d carved out a pretty cosy life for yourself

Franz: 
If you say so. But you have the luxury of making that statement as one who has never had to take control of thousands of prisoners? You've never had to dispose of thousands of dead bodies?  You've never had to live with the constant smell of death, the smell of human excrement, the smell of rotting corpses. Bodies crawling with maggots. The air thick with flies. And the disease - typhus, tuberculosis, Malaria, meningitis, pemphigus, dysentery. Have you seen someone die from starvation sickness? If you call that a cosy life, then yes, I had it easy

Cristian:
It doesn't sound like you did a very good job - of keeping order

Franz: 
I did what I had to do with limited resources. With the fucking Gestapo breathing down my neck. I followed orders and I kept order

Cristian: 
Ah yes, that old chestnut, I was only following orders

Franz:
No! Never! I wasn't just following orders. I enjoyed following orders. I took pride in following orders

Cristian:
You enjoyed following orders?

Franz: 
Of course

Cristian: 
How could you?

Franz: 
I had a job to do

Cristian: 
A Job? Is that how you saw it?

Franz: 
Yes


Cristian:
Fucking unbelievable

Franz: 
Is it?

Cristian: 
Of course it is! 
(pause) 
You know, I’ve often wondered to myself, how does someone like you, the son of a highly respected intellectual and a former prima ballerina become a mass murderer for the Waffen SS? 

Franz:
What can I say? I liked the uniforms. Women go mad for a man in uniform

Cristian:
I really hope you aren’t being serious

Franz:
A little. But seriously, is it so surprising? The tide turns and you don’t want to be left floundering. I could see how things were going and I always back a winner

Cristian: 
It just doesn’t make sense. You lived a very comfortable existence; it was all you ever knew. A live-in nanny, a governess, the best schools, top of your class at University in Heidelberg, a successful career in law. Germany was on its knees but still, you and your family prospered. It sounds like an ideal existence but for whatever reason, you just weren't satisfied. I was told that you didn't become political until '33, and then, well, you went all in
Franz:
It made sense to me, politically

Cristian: 
The politics of hate?

Franz: 
No, the politics of order. Are you not political? You sound like an idealist to me, most of you so called Nazi hunters are

Cristian: 
(laughing) I'm not a Nazi-hunter! Why do you think I'm a Nazi hunter? If I was what you think I am then you would be in prison, not in a filthy sewer. No, I've not been hunting Nazis 
(pause)
I've been hunting you

LFX - To Black
















Act Two – The Betrayal.

LFX - lights up

Franz: 
You said I was there when your father died. Is that what all of this is about?

Cristian: 
Yes

Franz: 
Do you think I had something to do with his death?

Cristian: 
No, I don't think you had something to do with his death

Franz: 
So why are you…?

Cristian: 
Because, you didn’t just have something to do with his death, you had everything to do with his death

Franz: 
What makes you so sure?

Cristian: 
I don't want to talk about that. Not yet. What I am curious about, is your parents

Franz: 
And I don’t want to talk about that

Cristian: 
But still, you will indulge me, or I will have to use the hammer again

Franz:
That wasn't in the rules, you said if I lie I get the hammer. You can't change the rules

Cristian: 
Because you never changed the rules? In Bruckenstadt? You always played fair?

Franz: 
We didn't change the rules, we adapted them to meet the circumstances

Cristian: 
Then so am I. From now on you do what I ask or I’ll change the circumstances.

Franz: 
Meaning?

Cristian: 
I’ll smack you round the head with my hammer

Franz: 
But I don’t...

Cristian: 
I will crack your fucking skull open like an egg

Franz: 
Who the fuck do you think you…?

Cristian: 
No discussion Martin. I'm in charge here, is that understood?
(Franz nods)
Good. So, your mother and your father. Why did you have them killed?

Franz:
I didn’t have them killed

Cristian: 
As good as. Okay, why did you have them detained?

Franz: 
Because they were weak, because they pandered to the bourgeois and the Jewish elite, because they were idealists, because they didn't believe in National Socialism, because they were communists. Shall I go on?

Cristian: 
Yes, because I haven’t heard a single good reason so far

Franz: 
Because it was the right thing to do!

Cristian: 
But they were your parents

Franz: 
So?

Cristian: 
Where were they taken?

Franz: 
Esterwegen

Cristian: 
Did you know they would die?

Franz: 
No. Of course not. They had their chance, like everyone else. The purpose of the camp was re-education, not death 


Cristian:
Oh yes, the Volksgemeinschaft. The Fuhrer’s dream of a perfect, compliant Germanic society

Franz: 
Something like that

Cristian: 
What about when they were moved to Dachau? You must have known that would be the end of them

Franz: 
I had no idea

Cristian: 
But you knew they had been moved

Franz: 
I was informed

Cristian: 
By who?

Franz: 
Who do you think? The Gestapo of course

Cristian: 
Ah yes, the Gestapo. I hear that You became quite pally with them. I also heard that you actually shit yourself when they came to take you away. Tell me, how long did they question you before you gave up your parents?

Franz: 
Not long. I was warned, by my superior that they were coming for me. As you have already alluded to, I like to talk. I must have mentioned my parents in passing whilst in the wrong company. They had their informants everywhere. Cafes, social clubs, sporting events even the whorehouses. So, they asked, and I told them - my father’s political perversions were none of my business. I didn't agree with him, I wasn't even sure he believed most of the rubbish he spouted. He was a social idealist - but a bloody rich one. Not the sort you'd expect to be a fervent supporter of Marxism, but it was terribly fashionable at the time, especially in the face of the rise and popularity of Nationalism. I think maybe he just enjoyed playing the contraryist in front of his clever friends. Either way, I had my career to think about. Truth is, I didn't really care what he believed in but I wasn't going to let him drag me down with his communist bullshit

Cristian: 
How big of you?

Franz: 
Fuck off! You'd have done the same in my position.

Cristian: 
‘Those that are betrayed do feel the treason sharply. Yet the traitor stands in worse case of woe’

Franz: 
You didn't know these people like I did. The Gestapo, they didn't care, they weren't looking for right or wrong. They enjoyed making you squirm, twisting everything you said. They enjoyed the torture, especially torturing their own. It kept people in order, more compliant. It definitely worked with me

Cristian: 
Made you into a good little Nazi?

Franz: 
I was scared. They didn't like me – said I was arrogant – a fucking cheek coming from them, but I played along, I gave them up to the sadistic fuckers

Cristian:
So it was them or you?

Franz: 
It was never that simple?

Cristian:
But it was them or you

(Pause)

Franz:
 I suppose

(Pause)
Cristian:
And your mother?

Franz: 
What of her?

Cristian: 
Did she share your father's political leanings?

Franz: 
Yes, of course

Cristian slaps Franz around the face

Cristian: 
That is a lie! Did she share your fathers’ beliefs or not?

Franz: 
(shouts) I don't fucking know

Cristian slaps Franz around the face again

No, no, she wasn’t a communist. Okay? I don't know what she believed in. It didn’t matter, communism, socialism, fucking fairies at the end of the garden for all I know. You want the truth? The truth is I hardly knew her. She hated me. She wasn't a good mother, not like a real mother should be. She nearly died when I was born, did you know that? There were complications. She lost a lot of blood. She had to have a hysterectomy, emergency surgery and several blood transfusions. If we hadn't been wealthy, if we couldn't have afforded the best doctors, then she would have died the day I was born. We both survived but she couldn't have any more children
Cristian: 
And this is why she hated you?

Franz: 
Oh God no! She didn't want children in the first place. She certainly didn't want me. I was an accident. An inconvenience. No, the reason she hated me was because of what happened after I was born. Before me she was a dancer. Ballet. She was the prima-ballerina with The Stuttgart Ballet, amongst others. She'd danced all over Europe, sometimes for royalty. My father's fortune allowed her to pursue her dreams.
And she was good – so I'm told but, well, after me, after they plucked out her womb, the bitch got fat. And I mean really fat. And then all she had was a fading reputation and paying students. I hardly ever saw her. My nanny and my governess were the nearest I got to having a mother. She loved her students more than she loved me.
So, yes, I told the Gestapo that she was a communist. And that I despised her. And they believed me, because it was true, in part at least, I really did despise her

Cristian: 
That is so cold

Franz: 
So what? You should try…

Cristian: 
No, I meant that she was cold. It wasn't right what you did, handing her over to the Gestapo, but – looking at it objectively - I guess I can understand it



Franz: 
You know what she called me? When she lowered herself to talk to me, she called me Kinde Damon. Demon Child. The demon child that was ripped from her body

Cristian:
She sounds like a real charmer

Franz: 
You have no idea

(pause)

Cristian: 
Hate makes us do things that we shouldn’t

Franz: 
It does. Look at you, here with me

Cristian: 
I guess so. And you?

Franz:
What about me?

Cristian:
 At Bruckenstadt, surely…

Franz: 
(He laughs) I never hated them. I didn’t care enough to hate anyone. I was indifferent 

Cristian: 
Indifferent, to the murder of innocent people?
Franz:
I didn't discriminate. Jews, Gypsies, Intellectuals, Homosexuals, Communists, Russians, Poles, Germans, old, young, men, women, children – I didn't care. It made no difference to me because it wasn't personal. I did what I was asked to do and I did it well

Cristian: 
You make it sound like a regular job

Franz:
What can I say?

Cristian:
You could say you were sorry

Franz:
But I can't? Because I'm not

Cristian:
How can you not be?

Franz:
It's just – not who I am.

Cristian: 
That isn’t an excuse

Franz: 
Oh, I agree, totally. You see, you think you know everything about me but there is something you don't know – You don’t know why I am how I am. What makes me tick. And it's not an excuse, it’s a reason


Cristian: 
What is?

Franz: 
I have a - condition. I’m not right in the head

Cristian: 
I’d worked that out for myself

Franz: 
I am a what is commonly referred to by the medical profession these days - as a Sociopath


Cristian:
I don't understand – you mean like a psycho?

Franz: 
Something like that. They are interchangeable terms – but with me, I took no pleasure from violence, the killing, so, I'm happier with sociopath. That's the diagnoses I received

Cristian:
When?

Franz:
Early on. I was an unusual child. My parents – well – my father, was worried about me. My behaviour was not normal. I was controlling, with everyone. I used violence to get my own way. My Nanny and my Governess put up with me for the money – which increased with every incident. They were the best paid help in the city but Christ did they earn it. 
Franz Cont: I hurt them if I couldn't get my own way and I hurt other children. And when I hurt them I laughed. I had no shame, I didn't care

Cristian: 
I thought you said you didn’t enjoy violence

Franz: 
I didn't, I enjoyed getting my own way. It was a means to an end. I was taken to see many, many top psychologists in Munich and Berlin – you've heard of Kurt Koffka? 

Cristian:
Of course

Franz:
He was a friend of my Father. He saw me for free. Happy to use me as a guinea pig. He told my father that I was unwell. I wasn't bad, I was just a fucking fruit cake. He just had to accept it. But I fucking loved it because it was my free pass. I did what I wanted, when I wanted, with whoever I wanted. If I got into trouble then Daddy just threw money at it and the trouble went away. School, The Police, The Courts. (He laughs) You know, I once bit off a woman’s nipple

Cristian:
Why would you do that?

Franz: 
I was fucking her; I was bored and I wanted to know what would happen

Cristian: 
And what did happen?
Franz: 
She bled, a lot. She made a right fucking mess and she didn’t stop fucking moaning. She wasn’t happy

Cristian:
What did you expect?

Franz: 
I don’t know, I didn’t care. The police were called but daddy made it all go away. As I got older, I calmed down. I took control of my condition. I did well at University, I was popular, I had friends who loved me, women who slept with me. I was rich and everyone else was there for my pleasure. I didn't care for them, but I had learnt to pretend. You become a brilliant mimic. You pretend you are a normal functioning person. On the outside you are charming, funny, charismatic but inside – well – I really didn't give a shit if they all dropped dead. As long as I was happy and others made me happy then – well, I tolerated them

Cristian: 
You are a fucking freak!

Franz: 
Maybe, but it made me into a survivor. And that is what I am. I do what I have to do, say what I have to say and be who I have to. That is all I did in Bruckenstadt. I was surrounded by lunatics – rabid dogs who bought in to the cultural cleansing - me, I didn't care either way. As long as I was okay, as long as I survived

Cristian: 
Shit. You really didn't care did you?


Franz:
I cared for myself. I didn't enjoy living amongst all that filth, all that human detritus. It was inconvenient. So I talked the talk – came up with suggestions - ways of getting rid of the things that repulsed me, things that threatened my comfort. But not with enthusiasm, not with a sense of national fervour – simply out of necessity. My necessity

Cristian: 
And by things – you mean people

Franz: 
Of course

Cristian: 
That is astonishing

Franz: 
Trying living it – it's fucking exhausting

Cristian: 
I believe you

Franz: 
Thank you

(pause)

Cristian: 
Does that mean you didn't agree with what happened? With what you were doing?




Franz: 
It’s not really a case of agreeing or disagreeing. It happened. I didn't start it but it happened. I adapted, did what I had to do to survive. My mother, my father, and the tens of thousands who died in Bruckenstadt – better them than me
(pause)
Oh, don't look so shocked. Would I rather it hadn't happened? Of course. I enjoyed my life before the war. I enjoyed my career in law. Obviously, it was considerably better once the Jewish firms were closed down - more work, more money for me – but I wouldn't have cared if they'd stayed, carried on being my competitors, we got on well and I was doing fine

Cristian: 
I don't know what to say

Franz: 
Then don't say anything. I don't expect you to understand – just do what I had to do – accept it

(pause)

Cristian:
So how about now? Sat here with me, in this shit hole, tied to a wheelchair? Knowing you are going to die?

Franz:
Well, I'm not overjoyed about it. But I don't see I have many options. I understand that society demands justice, you demand justice. Is this justice? I guess so, but I'd rather you just let me go. I could say sorry, pretend to be sorry, I could probably convince you but I'm not going to
Cristian:
Why not?

Franz: 
Because I’m tired – I'm old – God knows I'm in fucking pain and, as you so kindly pointed out – I stink of piss. I have no life. Stuck in this bloody chair in that insufferable shithole of a retirement home. Day after day, the same fucking routine. I have no one and I have nothing.
So please – it's your turn to stop playing games. Just get on with it – (shouts) and put me out of my fucking misery!

LFX – to black






















Act Three – The Escape.

LFX – Lights up

SFX – heavy rain/running water
 
Cristian: 
I thought it would be easier

Franz: 
To kill me?

Cristian: 
No, this. To talk to you – to find out the truth, from your own mouth. I thought it would just - fuel the fire but...

Franz: 
You aren't warming to me are you?

Cristian: 
No. Actually, I think, I feel sorry for you

Franz: 
I don't need your pity

Cristian: 
Oh it's not pity. Pity is for the pathetic. I can't pity someone who has done what you’ve done. But I genuinely feel sorry for you 

Franz:
Explain


Cristian:
You were a sick child who grew into a sick man. You knew what you were doing, but you didn't have the capacity to care that it was wrong. You didn't stand a chance

Franz:
Something like that

(pause)

Cristian:
There is something else I don’t know about you

Franz: 
I thought you said you were thorough

Cristian: 
I am. I know most of what you did after the war, when you moved here, your career, the accident but how you managed to stay alive in 45 is a mystery to me. It took a lot more than instinct to escape the hangman’s noose

Franz: 
That was thanks to good old Uncle Sam

Cristian: 
The Americans?

Franz: 
Yes, of course the Americans. I don’t actually have an Uncle Sam. Keep up Cristian

Cristian: 
Sorry
Franz: 
They liberated Bruckenstadt. I was wearing a dead man’s clothes. His body was still warm when I stripped him. You think I stink now! It was unbearable. But that wasn’t enough. I tried spinning a yarn of course. Tried telling them I was a political prisoner. Problem was we didn't do a very good job of disposing of witnesses. Not very German. Given more time but - still. Anyway, the fucking prisoners lined up to identify me, spit on me, hit me, strip me naked – even the ones so close to death that they couldn't drag themselves up off the floor had the strength to lift a finger and point. Once they’d found the SS blood group tattoo on my arm then the game was up. I would have died there and then if it wasn't for their commanding officer. The Americans had shot about 50 or so guards and SS by the time they found me. Some had put up a fight and been shot, others were summarily executed. Hiding had bought me time

Cristian:
Where did you hide?

Franz: 
It wasn’t a big place, Bruckenstadt. But there were plenty of places to conceal yourself. I stayed hidden just long enough to let the initial madness pass. I knew they would be looking for me but I also knew there were others that they were desperate to find. People far more important than me. I told them I could give them names – Adolf Eichmann, Rudolf Hoss, Hans Steinbrenner, Ernst Kaltenbrunner, Albert Speir – they were much bigger fish than me and I'd met them all, worked with them, overheard conversations. I knew what they’d done

Cristian: 
You met Albert Speir?
Franz:
Yes. Odious man. Preening fucking peacock. Creeping round the Fuhrer like a child waiting for a handout of candy

Cristian: 
Wait, you met Hitler?

Franz: 
Of course I met Hitler. How could I not have met him? The things I had done for The Reich. They were important, I guess I was important. Wherever there was success you’d find Hitler, basking in the glory, making fucking speeches, taking the credit. With Speir scurrying around after him like a pathetic lacky

Cristian: 
What was he like?

Franz: 
Speir? 

Cristian:
No Hitler

Franz:
Little. I didn’t like him much. I wondered if he had something wrong with him, you know, like me

Cristian: 
And?

Franz: 
I don’t know. I didn’t really care about him that much. Although, once, I did wonder what would happen if I shot him
Cristian: 
Fuck off did you!

Franz: 
Seriously. I was summonsed to Berlin twice to see him. Second time, he was really twitchy. I was stood listening to him drone on about something – probably the Jews – and all I could think was – I’m bored, how do I make this stop? And the thought popped into my head – is everyone else as bored as I am? Should I just shoot him?

Cristian:  
Why didn’t you?

Franz:  
Well, you know, on the balance of probability, I thought better of it. Anyway, he’s boring, I’d rather tell you about that pig Spear so…
 
Cristian:  
Carry on

Franz: 
He was pathetic. Crying his eyes out at his trial, pretending that the atrocities that we took part in were nothing to do with him, distancing himself from it all. Apologising for what he claims he didn't know had happened. Spineless fucker. Prisoner number Five! They should have hanged that cunt twice

Cristian:
But they let him go

Franz:
Eventually. We couldn’t believe it
Cristian: 
Who is we?

Franz: 
Me and my boss. He was furious. I thought he was going to shit a kidney or have a stroke or something!

Cristian: 
What do you mean ‘your boss’?

Franz: 
Ah, so, Mr Clever Clogs, you really aren’t as thorough as you claim to be

Cristian: 
Like I said - there were a few years that I couldn’t account for

Franz: 
Then I shall enlighten you. How did I stay alive in 1945? It’s simple - I proved useful to them. The Yanks. From 45 to 47 I helped identify and implicate a dozen or so faces that had passed through Bruckenstadt in my time. Not all big names but dedicated Nazis, murderers that would have got away without my intervention. Of course there were others – other faces at other camps – I’d met them, I put names to photos. I did well. My background in law helped, I knew how to gather relevant evidence. I wanted to live in Germany, after all the madness was over. I wanted to return home and live a quiet life. I didn't want to sour things, so I had to play both sides. I co-operated and I continued to co-operate. The more I helped the more they rewarded me. It helped to wipe my slate clean. Eventually I was no longer of use. They offered me a chance to move to America under a false identity, like so many before me but all I wanted was to go home. 
Franz cont: They provided me with my false papers and a pension and that was that. I decided on Düsseldorf – no one knew me here. I could start again. I was just another man returning from the war. A war I didn't start, a war I didn't believe in but a war that I survived

Cristian: 
You got lucky

Franz:
It was nothing to do with luck. I was offered an opportunity, and I took it. I saw an angle and I played it. It’s what I’ve always done. It’s how I survive

(Pause)

Cristian: 
Not for much longer

(Pause)

Franz: 
What about you Cristian? Am I allowed to ask?

Cristian: 
About what?

Franz: 
How you survived. Things couldn't have been easy for you – losing your mother and your father by the time you were..?

Cristian: 
Eight. Eight years old

Franz: 
Sounds ideal!

Cristian: 
Don't...

Franz:
So, how did you survive

Cristian: 
It wasn't so bad. I mean, it wasn't great but it was hard for everyone. Everyone had lost someone. Me and Anton, well we had a family, a new one. They really were lovely people and they took care of us. We lived an almost idyllic, rural existence. Even then, somehow, I was always waiting for something to happen, like there was something more. Something that had begun but hadn't been resolved. Me and Anton talked about it, what had happened to us, but each year we talked about it a little less. Eventually we made new memories and - well, the past was left in the past. Mostly. I still think about it, at least I try to think about it but I'm not even sure It's my life I'm remembering. I can't remember her voice you know, my mother, I've forgotten what she sounded like

Franz: 
Me neither. I had almost half a lifetime with mine and still. So don't feel bad about it

Cristian: 
I don't feel bad. Frustrated sometimes. After a while I had to give her a voice. So, I could hear her talk to me. For a long time, she had the voice of...


Franz: 
Go on

Cristian: 
No, you'll laugh

Franz: 
I won’t – go on

Cristian: 
I gave her the voice of – Greta Garbo

Franz:
(laughing) The actress?

Cristian:
No, the Greta Garbo who walks my mother in laws dog for her on a Thursday!

Franz:
(he laughs) Sorry. That was rude of me Cristian. It’s just, that voice, it was always so…

Cristian: 
Dramatic?

Franz: 
No, stupid!

Cristian: 
I know

Franz: 
(impersonating Garbo) I want to be alone!

Cristian: 
Anyway, that's what I did. You were right to laugh. I guess it was just a way to try and hold on to something. It's silly. I know.

Franz: 
Not at all. We do what we have to do – to survive

Cristian: 
So then, eventually, me and Anton went our separate ways. When he was 18 he went looking for his family. His real family. He built a life. He pieced it all together, patched it up and papered over the cracks, just like everyone else. We stay in touch, Christmas, Birthdays, you know

Franz: 
Not really

Cristian:
Well, we did. We still do. I went on to university, studied journalism. I loved it and I left with a good degree. In '58 I signed up as a UN Peace-keeper. I did my bit to try and help alleviate the shared sense of national shame

Franz:
How horribly middle class of you

Cristian: 
Maybe. They sent me to the middle east, after the Suez crisis. It was nothing like the post war I remembered back home. It was exciting, something completely different and exotic. I learnt new things, new languages, new food, new people, met women, caught the clap for the first time
Franz: 
A proud moment in any young man’s life

Cristian: 
It inspired me to write

Franz: 
The clap?

Cristian:  
No, stupid! Short stories at first but eventually I worked up a novel

Franz: 
Anything I would have heard of?

Cristian: 
No. It wasn't published. I toyed with the idea but...

Franz: 
Go on

Cristian:
It – wasn't very good

Franz:
Really? That doesn't always stop writers. Sometimes the critics mistake garbage for genius. Have you read Virginia Woolf? Absolute horse shit! And don’t get me started on Jane Austen

Cristian: 
There was no mistaking what I'd written. It was absolutely awful! I stuck with the journalism

Franz: 
Did that work out for you?

Cristian: 
Yes, very well in fact. Once I'd done with the UN I travelled. All over the Middle East and Africa. I lived with natives, nomadic tribes, I saw stuff that only a handful of Europeans had seen, I threw myself in to everything I encountered. I was accepted. I met my girlfriend, an American, now my wife, on my travels

Franz: 
Is that who gave you the clap?

Cristian: 
I’m not going to dignify that with a response

Franz: 
Suit yourself

Cristian: 
She encouraged me to write about my travels and unbeknown to me she submitted my articles to a local paper and they were published and picked up by some northeast regional publications. Some were syndicated nationally and eventually a series of my articles were published in the New York Times. That’s when it took off. Offers of book deals came flooding in – travelogues, not fiction, obviously. It all happened so quickly but before I knew it - well, my last book was my sixth

Franz:
Sixth!


Cristian:
All best sellers

Franz:
I don’t understand. I’m fairly well read but I haven't heard the name Shmoekel

Cristian: 
I wrote under an assumed name – my former name – C.M. Buckholt

Franz: 
C.M Buckholt? Why do I know that name. C.M Buckholt, C.M… No! You are C.M. Buckholt the travel writer?

Cristian: 
I just told you that

Franz: 
I know your work. I’ve read your book. I read the book you wrote about the middle east

Cristian: 
Iraq

Franz: 
Yes – what was it called?

Cristian: 
The Empire's Tribes

Franz: 
Yes. My God! That was good, really good


Cristian: 
Thank you

Franz:
There was a great quote that I remember - it really caught my imagination. Something about borders and sheep?

Cristian:
“A peasant farmer has about as much need for a new line on an old map as the League of Nations canteen needs a new goat and a bag of seed”

Franz: 
That’s it. Very good.

Cristian: 
I know – I wrote it

(pause)

Franz: 
C.M. Buckholt! Well I never. I imagined you to be older

Cristian: 
I imagined you to be taller!

Franz: 
You know what I mean

Cristian: 
Yes, I get that a lot. I don't do publicity so...

SFX: Rolling Thunder

Franz: 
Wow! You're famous. If I'm going to be bumped off then at least I'm going to be bumped off by someone of note. That's the way to go

Cristian:
It's more than you deserve

Franz: 
That's not the way my brain works Cristian

Cristian:
Of course it doesn't. Anyway, I'm not planning on bumping you off as you so delicately put it. I couldn’t kill in cold blood

Franz: 
Then how will you murder me?

Cristian: 
I'm just going to leave you here. This sewer will flood in no time, you can see the tide mark from last time it flooded, up there. You'll sit here, tied to your chair and watch the waters rise and then you'll drown. And that will be that. You could end up in the North Sea, they may never find your body.

Franz: 
Drowning, there's worse ways to go – or so I hear

Cristian: 
‘But if the water come to him and drown him, he drowns not himself’

(pause)
Franz: 
You were right. No one will miss me

Cristian: 
Your parents would have missed you

Franz: 
They'd have been dead by now, of natural causes. My father would be over 100 years old! My mother, she was ten years younger than him but still. Fat bitch would have died of a heart attack years ago. I'd like to have been there for that!

Cristian: 
You are starting to sound sentimental

Franz: 
Rubbish. Everyone dies. They died. Sometimes people have to die so others can live

(Pause)

Cristian: 
Do you know how they died?

Franz: 
No. Do you? Of course you fucking do

Cristian: 
Would you like to know?

Franz: 
I have a feeling you are going to tell me whether I want to or not


Cristian: 
Your father died in Dachau concentration camp, November 15th, 1935. He died of Malnutrition and exhaustion. Starved and worked to death. He was buried in a mass grave

Franz:
 And my mother? How did she die?

Cristian: 
You wouldn't believe me if I told you

Franz: 
How did she die?

(pause)

Cristian:
You know, I think I might just deny you that pleasure

Franz:
Please

Cristian:
You hated her. Why would you want to know?

Franz: 
Because I hated her

Cristian: 
Okay – but then again, should I?

Franz: 
Come on - don’t be a cunt about it

Cristian: 
No, I don’t think I will

Franz: 
(in a rage) Fuck you! Fuck you! You don’t know what it was like! You'll tell me how she died and you'll tell me now. I want to know that she died in pain. I need to know that she followed my father – and yours - and your fucking mother - in to the cold ground or in ashes up a fucking chimney! I deserve that!

Cristian grabs Franz by the throat

Cristian: 
You deserve nothing. You deserve what is going to happen to you here – and that is all you are going to get

Cristian pushes Franz and wheelchair over
LFX – Lights Out
















Act four – The Offer.

LFX – lights up

SFX: Rolling Thunder/heavy rain/running water continues

Franz and wheelchair are still on the floor. Franz is propped up against the wheelchair. One arm is still taped to the wheelchair.

Franz: 
You don’t have to do this

Cristian: 
I never had to do this – I wanted to

Franz: 
I know – and I understand – what I mean is that - well, I have something I can give you. Something to bargain with

Cristian: 
For your life?

Franz: 
Yes

Cristian: 
What?

Franz: 
There is a safety deposit box

Cristian: 
So?
Franz:
The contents are worth a fortune

Cristian:
I don’t need money

Franz: 
A real fortune – enough for you and your wife and your children and your children’s children to live comfortably for the rest of your lives

(pause)

Cristian: 
What’s in it?

Franz: 
So – I have your attention

Cristian: 
It depends

Franz: 
On what?

Cristian: 
On what’s in the box

Franz: 
I’ll tell you but you must promise to keep an open mind

Cristian: 
I’ll try


Franz: 
Okay – here goes – the safety deposit box is in Switzerland – I go there – used to go there when I needed something to sell

Cristian: 
I thought your family were loaded

Franz: 
My father’s fortune was gone

Cristian:
Where did it go?

Franz: 
It’s not relevant

Cristian:  
Where did it go?

Franz: 
The State of course. They would have confiscated it all, the house, the contents, the money. They were enemies of the state, it’s what happened

Cristian: 
But that was your inheritance. Surely you could have said something?

Franz: 
Are you kidding? I’d had my run in with the Gestapo by then. I wasn’t pushing my luck

Cristian: 
You are such a fucking coward

Franz: 
I don’t care. There was nothing in that house that had any sentimental attachment for me. It was full of bad memories. Plus, staying alive meant more to me than money, still does

Cristian: 
Okay. So you were saying

Franz: 
Switzerland. I would visit, maybe three times a year. Select what I needed and then go visit a man who would turn it into money

Cristian:
What man?

Franz:
It doesn’t matter. Just a man. You won’t need to meet him

Cristian: 
What was he? A pawnbroker?

Franz: 
Something like that. He called himself a middleman

Cristian: 
What does that mean?

Franz: 
Use your fucking imagination. Look, do you want to hear about the safety deposit box or not?


Cristian: 
Not really

Franz: 
We’ll I’m telling you any way

Cristian: 
Where did you get it?

Franz: 
My swag? I acquired it

Cristian: 
Acquired from where?

Franz: 
Where do you think?

Cristian:
I don’t know

Franz: 
Oh for fuck – what did I do during the war?

Cristian: 
I’m not following you

Franz: 
Honestly Cristian. Think man. They arrived with suitcases and pillowcases stuffed with it. And they couldn’t take it with them, not where they were going

(Pause)


Cristian: 
No – no, fuck off. How can you...? I don’t want anything to do with that

Franz: 
Don’t be such a baby

Cristian: 
Do you honestly think I’d accept Nazi plunder?

Franz: 
You said you would keep an open mind

Cristian: 
I said I’d try but - but I’m not going to swap your wretched life for stolen gold or…

Franz: 
It’s jewellery

Cristian: 
Whatever

Franz: 
Although a lot of it is gold jewellery so you were kind of right. All small items – stuff I could take without being noticed. Stuff I could hide easily

Cristian:
I have no words





Franz: 
Oh come on. The silly fuckers were stupid enough to bring it with them. What did they think was going to happen? Why should Berlin reap all the rewards? We were doing all the hard work. I took risks to hide it, I risked my life - and now I want you to have it

Cristian: 
No, no fucking way. It’s not yours to give away

Franz: 
It won’t be anyone’s if you don’t take it. The bank will take it eventually

Cristian: 
Let them have it

Franz: 
Fuck that. They’ve got enough. You could use it. Give it away if you like. You strike me as the sort of person who supports good causes

Cristian: 
And what sort of person is that?

Franz: 
You know – a bleeding heart, a fucking do-gooder

Cristian: 
Oh thanks!

Franz:
It’s true though isn’t it?

Cristian:
Well…

Franz:
I knew it

Cristian: 
And I’m proud of it. I help support…

Franz: 
I don’t care, spare me the detail. Give it to whoever you want to

(Pause)

Cristian: 
I couldn’t, knowing where it’s come from – it’s just not right

Franz:
You could really make a difference

Cristian:
I don’t want it

Franz:
Then let me go. I’ll give it away – to whoever you want. I promise

Cristian:
As if. You’d go back on your word as soon as you got out of here

(pause)



Franz: 
You’ve got me there.
(pause)
Look, Cristian. I’m going to level with you. I knew you wouldn’t take the money - but I had to try, not for my sake - but yours

Cristian:
Give over

Franz: 
Seriously. Face it. This isn’t you, is it? Killing someone. Committing murder. I know I deserve it so hand me over to the authorities. Let them punish me

Cristian: 
Why should I do that?

Franz: 
Because good men shouldn’t have to do bad things
(Pause)
You’re not a killer Cristian. I’ve seen the real thing and you are not it. It will live with you and eat you up. Trust me

Cristian: 
I have to. It’s all I can think about. I’ve dedicated so much of my life to this moment, being here, with you

(pause)

Franz: 
‘Vengeance is in my heart, death in my hand, blood and revenge are hammering in my head’
Cristian:
Is that…?

Franz:
 Unfortunately, yes. Titus Andronicus

Cristian:
You sly old bastard

Franz: 
I said I didn’t like him, I didn’t say I didn’t know him

Cristian: 
“Pretentious shit for effete snobs to regurgitate at parties to try and impress stupid girls that they want to fuck” – that’s what you said

Franz: 
Did I?

Cristian: 
You know you did. Is that what you did? Quote Shakespeare to get women to bed?

Franz: 
Maybe

Cristian: 
You did! You sneaky fucker

Franz: 
What can I say – I’m not a nice person - means to an end and all that


Cristian: 
Really?

Franz:
Of course. Not all women are impressed with money – some take a little more – persuading

Cristian:
My God, what a charmer

Franz: 
So what! It worked for me. A bit of fanny is a bit of fanny, it didn’t bother me how I got it

(Pause)

Cristian: 
Is that what you’re trying to do with me?

Franz: 
What?

Cristian: 
Offering me money – quoting Shakespeare

Franz: 
Don’t be disgusting

Cristian: 
I’m flattered Franz but you’re not my type

Franz: 
Shut up


Cristian: 
I hear the train station is the place to go if you want to meet men who like men

Franz: 
What’s wrong with you?

Cristian: 
How would this work? You have no feeling from the waist down so I guess I’d have to do most of the work

Franz:
You sicken me

Cristian: 
I’m just having a bit of fun

Franz: 
Well, it’s not my idea of fun. It’s filthy. It’s – it’s - An abomination in the eyes of God

Cristian: 
Says the Nazi murderer

Franz: 
That’s different

Cristian: 
Is it?

Franz: 
Yes. Please - just drop it. Makes me feel sick


Cristian:
Okay – calm down
(pause)
I’m going to lift you into your chair. I don’t want you to take it as a come on

Franz: 
Just get on with it

Cristian lifts the wheelchair to upright and lifts Franz into it

Cristian:
Well Franz, after careful consideration. I’ve decided not to take you up on your offer

Franz:
It’s your loss

Cristian: 
I’ll live with it

(pause)

Franz: 
Look – Cristian - if you change your mind – the key is hanging up behind the Otto Dix painting in my room. That’s an original by the way – it’s worth a lot of money – you should take it

Cristian: 
Stolen?

Franz: 
Of course

Cristian:
 I’ll pass

Franz: 
The address of the bank is on the inside cover of the Kleist on the second shelf down of my bookcase – that’s a first edition. The password is ‘memento’

Cristian: 
Thanks, but I won’t be needing any of that. I need – in the absence of a less cliched word - to have my revenge

Franz: 
You know there is another very famous quote about revenge

Cristian: 
Shakespeare?

Franz: 
No, Confucius – he said “Before you embark on a journey of revenge, dig two graves”

Cristian: 
I know, and I’m willing to accept the consequences

Franz:
Then so be it

(pause)





Cristian: 
You of all people must understand my situation. I’m in a bind. I know if I do the right thing, hand you over to the Police, I’ll regret it for the rest of my life

Franz: 
And if you do the wrong thing?

Cristian: 
There’s no ‘if’ about it. If I don’t, then I won’t be able to rest. Knowing that you are still alive – that’s what will eat me up. Yes, I know I will be damned but - You have to be dealt with. Not just for me, or my parents, or for your parents but for the thousands that died on your watch. Their names will live on – all of them. Spoken about with love, every day, forever. 
When you are dead, I will never speak your name again. No one will.
“You see me here, you gods, a poor old man, as full of grief as age; wretched in both”
You will not be remembered

LFX – To black











Act Five – The Truth.

LFX – Lights up

SFX: Rolling thunder/lightning/rain/gushing water

Cristian: 
(Shouts) ‘Blow, winds, and crack your cheeks! rage! blow!’

Franz: 
Please. Stop with this horseshit. Just finish this, say what you have to say and let me die. I didn't mean to say what I said about your father and your mother. I was angry

Cristian: 
Why haven’t you asked me about my father?

Franz: 
What?

Cristian: 
I tell you that you were there when he died but you ask me nothing

Franz: 
I was there – when a lot of people’s fathers died

Franz: 
And which do you think my father was? A Jew maybe? Roma? He certainly wasn't an intellectual, or political, like yours


Franz: 
I have to say, right at this moment I'm torn between overwhelming curiosity and not giving a flying fuck. But, in the interest of retaining the rest of my faculties for the brief time I have left on earth – I'll humour you. You say you lived in Düsseldorf until 1944, am I correct?

Cristian: 
Yes

Franz:
The year your father died?

Cristian: 
He died late 43 – but yes

Franz: 
So, I am guessing that if he was a Jew or a Gypsy then you and your mother would have shared his fate long before then. You say he wasn't an intellectual?

Cristian: 
He could barely read or write. He was good with his hands though. He was a carpenter

Franz: 
Like Jesus? But not quite so - Jewy
(pause)
He wasn't political?

Cristian: 
No more or less than anyone else who wanted to stay alive after 1933. He made the right noises, from what I've been told. I was too young to really know him

Franz:
That's a shame. A man should know his father

Cristian: 
You knew your father

Franz: 
Yes, and I loved my father

Cristian: 
But you killed your father

Franz:
But I still loved him
(pause)
You said I was there when your father was killed?

Cristian: 
Yes?

Franz: 
Would I have known him by name?

Cristian: 
Oh Yes

Franz: 
What was it?

Cristian: 
You know my father’s name. It’s a name that is very familiar to you


Franz: 
Stop talking in fucking riddles

Cristian: 
My father's name – was your name – your name for the last 30 years

Franz: 
What?

Cristian: 
Which part of that don't you understand?

Franz: 
My name? Your father - was Franz Schechter

Cristian: 
Yes, the name you stole from my father. The name you used when you ran and hid from the Americans in 1945. The name the Americans let you keep when you left their service

Franz: 
But you said your name was Buckholt. You are CM Buckholt the writer

Cristian: 
That was my mother’s maiden name. Sorry, I didn't want to let the cat out of the bag too early

Franz: 
Shit! Then yes, I did know your father. We - served - in the same camp

Cristian: 
I know
Franz: 
He was a cripple

Cristian: 
Yes, I know that too. My father was sent to Bruckenstadt as a guard when he could no longer fight on the frontline. The glorious war record you've claimed for yourself. That was his as well. He did fight with Rommel in North Africa, he fought the Americans in Italy, he survived the hell on earth that was Kursk. Shrapnel removed two fingers on his left hand and he was sent to Bruckenstadt for guard duty. With everything my father had seen, the blood, the dismemberment, friends blown apart in front of his eyes, you'd have thought he'd seen it all. But Bruckenstadt. That didn't make sense to anyone but the most committed Nazis. Nothing prepared him for what you and your friends had concocted. But, despite, or maybe in spite of everything he'd seen, my father still had a heart. And that was what got him killed. It wasn't the British, it wasn't the Americans, it wasn't the Russians. They all tried and failed. It wasn't the guns, the tanks, the bombs, the gas or the mines. It was you.
You remember, don't you?
Don't you!

Franz: 
Yes, of course I do

Cristian: 
So?

Franz:
So What?

Cristian: 
I'd like to hear it from you
Franz:
Do I have to?

Cristian: 
I would have to insist

Franz: 
But you already know

Cristian:
I only know what I've been told. I'm certain you can tell it better

Franz: 
My memory isn't so good

Cristian: 
Nonsense! You don't forget things like that. Let me help. It was December 1943, you were SS Obersturmbannfuhrer at Bruckenstadt concentration camp

Franz: 
Okay, okay – It was December 1943. Your father had been transferred to guard duty at Bruckenstadt, where, as you say, I was employed to keep order. I did not know your father to talk to. Guards came and went - the able bodied were sent to the Russian front and the old and beleaguered were sent home or sent to me. Like knackered out cart horses, just about ready for the glue factory. One day I was approached by one of the Kapos, a vile little man called – what was his name? I told you, my memory isn't so good

Cristian: 
That would be Johann Brugel

Franz:
Yes! How did you know that? Never mind. Anyway, this Brugel, he was a political prisoner but a trustee, a Kapo. He hated the Jews, a vicious little shit, ideal for our purposes. It helped keep order. One day he comes to my office and tells me about a guard, one of the new ones, a cripple he says, who had been sharing his rations with the Jews, with the weak ones, the ones close to death. He had also been passing notes between the men and the women. Husbands and wives, brothers and sisters. I asked him to bring me proof but of course he couldn't. I didn't believe him and I didn't want to waste my time with this crippled guard. I didn't care and I had bigger problems to deal with. I dismissed him out of hand, sent him on his way. He wasn't happy but still. 
A week or so later, just before Christmas, I received a visit from the camp political officer - the Gestapo. Same story. Said they had proof and asked what I was going to do about it. They said an example had to be made. There was descent in the camp. Not just amongst the prisoners. So, that's when we did what we had to do

Cristian: 
Which was?

Franz:
I had the cripple detained, along with some of the Jews who he had tried to help. Two dozen or so

Cristian: 
And?

Franz:
We went to the crematorium


Cristian:
Which is?

Franz:
You know

Cristian: 
Which is?

Franz: 
Where we disposed of the dead bodies

Cristian: 
Where you burnt the bodies of the Jews that you’d murdered

Franz: 
Neutralised. Yes

Cristian: 
Then what happened?

Franz: 
And I ordered the Kapos to beat the cripple with their wooden clubs. I needed him alive but they got carried away, he was barely conscious

Cristian: 
My father was beaten senseless

Franz: 
What? I just said that didn’t I?

Cristian: 
So he didn’t know what was happening to him?
Franz:
Oh he knew. You could see it in the eyes, the fear, as they stripped him naked

Cristian:
Carry on

Franz:
They stripped him naked…

Cristian: 
You’ve already said that

Franz: 
The door to the furnace was opened, I can still remember the heat, it was almost unbearable and two of the Kapos dragged his bloodied body over, picked him up by his arms and legs and – there was this device – like a metal gurney - it slid in and out, easier to put the bodies in to the… they threw him on it and - and pushed him into the flames

Cristian: 
On your order?

Franz: 
Yes

Cristian: 
He was alive?

Franz: 
Barely but yes, he was alive

Cristian:
And you watched the cripple die?
Franz: 
Yes

Cristian:
You watched him burn 

Franz:
Yes I did

Cristian:  
And the cripple. He was my father?

Franz:
So you say

Cristian:
What was his name?

Franz: 
You know his name

Cristian: 
(Shouts) Say his fucking name!

Franz: 
(Shouts) Franz Schechter! His name was Franz Schechter
(Pause)
It gave me no pleasure Cristian. I promise you that. It had been done before. Not by me, not in Bruckenstadt, but it had been done before. It wasn’t even my idea, The Gestapo told me to do it. I was just…

Cristian: 
Following orders

Franz: 
Keeping order - amongst the guards. The prisoners. The Kapos, they told others what had happened. There was no more descent. Order was maintained. The Gestapo were happy. I survived

Cristian: 
Coward!

Franz: 
Maybe. But I survived

(Pause)

Cristian: 
Well, fuck me. I've heard this story. I've replayed it in my mind. But - it was only ever a story. About a man I hardly knew, who was married to a woman who I'd almost forgotten, murdered by a monster, a ghoul, a human manifestation of everything that is evil. In my mind you were a fucking cliche. Like a baddy from a horror movie. All three of you were just characters in a horror story but the only one I actually get to make real – to see in the flesh - you – well…

Franz: 
Not a monster?

Cristian: 
No, you’re still a monster, just a different kind of monster

LFX – lights down



Act six – The Release.

LFX – lights up

SFX: Rolling Thunder/heavy rain/running water/lightning continues

Cristian: 
Have you ever wondered what would have happened, if things had been different

Franz: 
You mean if the war hadn’t happened?

Cristian: 
Yes

Franz: 
Often. You?

Cristian: 
Of course. I also wonder what would have happened if my father had come home from the war. Would we have been happy? What kind of man would have come back? Would he have talked about what he'd seen?

Franz: 
So many don’t

Cristian: 
Would my mother have died if we'd stayed in Düsseldorf, if we hadn't had to move? I'll never know these things. You denied me that future, those possibilities. I've had a good life. I've made something of myself and I can't complain but I've never felt – well – I've never felt real. Present. Connected 
Franz:
What do you mean?

Cristian:
It’s like there is another version of me, who has lived another life, gone off at a tangent, took a different path - and I've been desperate to reach out and touch him – to talk with him. It’s hard to explain

(pause)

Franz: Go on

Cristian:
I don’t know why I’m telling you this. You wouldn’t understand anyway

(pause)

Franz: 
It's like watching a boat from the shore, it’s not far out but just too far to see who's pulling the oars. You have a sense that you should know them. You wave but they don't look at you and as hard and as loud as you call out to them, you can't get their attention. You should be able to, but you can't. They keep on rowing, and you keep on waving. On and on – shouting, waving, shouting, waving but nothing, their head doesn’t turn, they don’t slow down

Cristian: 
Yes. Exactly like that. How did you...?

Franz: 
Because, I've had that dream. So many times, but I've never known what it meant

Cristian: 
Really?

Franz: 
The honest truth

Cristian: 
And now?

Franz: 
Now, I'm not sure. But maybe, maybe you're right. It's about another life. What if, what if - what if?

(Pause)

Cristian: 
What if?

(Pause)

Franz: 
I'm so sorry Cristian. In my own way. I really am. I have no excuses, there is no excuse. I took your future away from you. Your real future

Cristian: 
You did and I can't forgive you – you know that – but I do believe you

Franz: 
Good. This may be a first for me

Cristian: 
What is?

Franz: 
I’m told that my condition is such that I don’t, can’t accept the consequences of my actions. I’ve never had to. Somehow, I’ve always known that I’d be ok but now - well, now I accept the consequences of my actions. I’m going to die, for what I did to your father, your mother. To you

Cristian: 
And the thousands of other fathers, mothers, sons and daughters whose lives you ended? Destroyed? Do you accept the consequences of that?

Franz: 
No. They aren’t here, now. They can’t hurt me

Cristian: 
So?

Franz:
So I don’t give a shit about them – not a single one of them
(pause)
You'd better go. The storm is overhead. You'll catch your death if you're caught out in it

Cristian: 
Thank you Martin. This isn't what I expected but I'm glad, I'm glad that – well - that we met. I think maybe my rowing boat is closer to the shore than it has been before
So…

Cristian walks away


Franz: 
You forgot to tell me how my mother died? 

Cristian stops at the edge of the light, pauses and returned to Franz's side

Cristian:
Does it matter? It won’t change anything?

Franz:
Please tell me

(Pause)

Cristian: 
I can't

Franz: 
You mean you won't. Your last little victory

Cristian: 
No, I wouldn’t be that cruel. I really do mean that I can't

Franz: 
Why?

Cristian: 
Because - she isn't dead

(pause)

Franz:
 What?

Cristian: 
Alive and well

(pause)

Franz: But she can’t be

Cristian: 
But she is. A fit and healthy 94-year-old, save her creaky old knees, but then, that's what you'd expect of a former dancer

Franz: 
You’re lying!

Cristian: 
No I’m not. I've met her

Franz: 
No you haven’t

Cristian: 
I have a polaroid of us together. Here in my pocket. Do you want to see it?

Franz doesn’t respond but Cristian removes the photo from his pocket and holds it in front of Franz. Franz looks at it and Cristian drops it on the floor

Franz: 
She looks well. She looks happy
(pause)
Where did you meet her?



Cristian:
In Austria. She lives with her stepson, the eldest of four boys, and his wife. She remarried. Lost her second husband about ten years ago but has a loving family around her

Franz: 
I don't understand. How did she survive?


Cristian: 
Are you sure you want to know? You aren’t going to like it

Franz: 
Go on

Cristian:
Funny story. Incredible really. You could say Ironic – at least where you’re concerned

Franz: 
What is?

Cristian: 
She was saved by ballet

Franz:
How?

Cristian:
 The camp commandants’ daughters wanted dance lessons

Franz: 
You are fucking kidding me!
Cristian:
No I’m not. You see, word got back to the camp commandant that former prima ballerina Andrea Schulman was on hand. It was too good an opportunity to pass up. It was easy for the commandant to take her out of the camp system. Just one of thousands. Crossed off a list. They realised a mistake had been made. She clearly wasn’t what you’d said she was. The Nazi's could live with taking thousands of prisoners out into the woods and shooting them but an error like this! That was a serious offence. Anyway, the girls loved her and when the commandant moved on to another job she went with them. She became their governess as well as their dance teacher. The girls grew up and eventually she became a companion to the commandant's wife. She was a good woman, the wife. Her husband was a professional soldier. Maybe not a good man but he wasn’t a Nazi. He didn’t believe in Hitler’s future for Germany and was happy to be moved to a desk job in Berlin

Franz: 
Why wasn’t I informed?

Cristian: 
She asked not to and he obliged. I guess he thought it was easier for everyone that way. Like I said, he wasn’t that bad a man

Franz: 
What happened to him?

Cristian:
He shot himself in 1944. The guilt I guess

Franz: 
And the wife?

Cristian: 
He shot her as well – and the girls

Franz: 
And my mother?

Cristian: 
Your mother returned to Munich. Quietly slipped back into polite society. Oh yes – I meant to tell you - your inheritance. It was intact. As soon as your mother was taken out of the camp system they restored all her property to her. The house, the money, everything. It’s the least they could do. She returned to the house just long enough to sell it. By then she’d already met her second husband, a widower with a large family. He worked for a Christian aid organisation and between them they worked tirelessly to help displaced Jews find what was left of their families. That was the premise I used to meet her – told her a little white lie – said I was researching a book about the work her husband did after the war. After he retired they settled down. Kept chickens and goats and looked after the grandchildren. I'm not sure I've met a more contented lady

Franz: 
Did she – did she mention me?

Cristian: 
No, not once. 

Franz:
Did you tell her about…




Cristian: 
 No. I could have done. I'd found you by then, knew nearly everything about you but I decided that she didn't need to know. It was bad enough that you gave her up like you did without her having to know about the rest of your grubby little career in the service of the Third Reich

Franz:
Okay. That's fair enough. Only right you should spare her

Cristian: 
It wasn't that. I wasn't trying to protect her from you. I just didn't think it was right to mention you. You were – of no consequence

Franz: 
Thank you!

Cristian: 
But it’s true. There was nothing about her and her life that needed you. She told me that she wakes up before Six every morning and takes her first cup of coffee of the day out on her veranda. She breaths in the clean Tyrolean air and thanks God for another day. Once a year, on his birthday, she says she thinks about your father. But that is as much as she looks back on her old life. She found happiness and I didn't want to ruin that. I didn't want to tarnish something perfect by mentioning you
You were – are - insignificant. She moved on.
Talking of which, probably best if I do the same. As much as I'd love to watch you draw your last breath, I don't want to join you.

Cristian cont: So, Martin Schulman, born in Munich in 1902 and soon to die in this stinking sewer – as you are such a big fan of the Bard, I will leave you with this –
‘Fare you well, your suit is cold. Cold indeed, and labour lost, then farewell, heat, and welcome, frost’ (he bows) - Auf Wiedersehen

Cristian walks away

Franz: 
I pawned your father’s locket

Cristian: 
What?

Franz:
Your father, he wore a locket around his neck with a photo of a woman and a child. I’m guessing you and your mother, unless he was fucking someone else behind her back

Cristian:
How did you...?

Franz: 
I took it from him, along with his dog tags…

Cristian: 
You’re lying

Franz: 
Why would I?

Cristian:
Spite
Franz:
Believe it or not, that isn’t in my nature

(pause)

Cristian: 
How can you possibly remember one piece of jewellery?

Franz: 
I’d never had a man thrown in an oven before – those things tend to stay with you

Cristian: 
You said you pawned it?

Franz:
Yes. Sometime later. I found it in the safety deposit box on one of my trips to Switzerland. I knew what it was as soon as I saw it. I remembered where I’d got it. Of course, I only took the good stuff to my middleman. It was small, the locket, of no significance, a cheap piece of tat really but it was silver and enough to get me drunk and buy a whore

Cristian:
The photos – of me and my mother

Franz: 
No idea. Pawnbroker probably threw them away. He was a nasty little man – a Jew – you know what they’re like? No sentiment
(Pause)
Nothing to say?


Cristian: 
No. You are trying to get a rise out of me

Franz:
Oh come on Cristian. You’re no fun. I’ve seen the bulge in the back of your jacket. You’ve got a gun in your belt. Why don’t you just blow my head off and have done with it?

Cristian: 
You’re not getting off that easy

Franz: 
Then why bring it?

Cristian: 
For compliance. In case you didn’t come quietly. Seems laughable now

Franz: 
(sarcastic) Ha – ha - ha

(pause)

Cristian: 
Goodbye Franz – I hope you rot in hell

Cristian leaves the stage – you hear feet on the ladder

(pause)

Franz:
He called for you


Cristian pauses on the ladder for a long time – and then climbs back down the ladder, returns to centre stage and stands a few paces behind Franz

Cristian: 
What did you say?

Franz: 
I said – he called for you. As he burned. Your father. As his hair caught fire and his skin started to bubble. The sad old cripple. He called out your name - and your mother's

Cristian: 
Shut up!

Franz: 
It’s true

Cristian: 
Why should I believe a single word...?

Franz: 
Freda – that was her name wasn't it?

Cristian: 
Yes

Franz: 
He called for her like an infant calling for his mummy

Cristian: 
Don’t you fucking dare talk about my mother…

Franz: 
His last thoughts were for your whore of a mother

Cristian:
I’m warning you

Franz: 
He called out her name - as they threw him in to the oven. Whimpering like…

Cristian: 
Shut your fucking mouth or…

Franz: 
It was pathetic. 
(mocking) 'I'm sorry Freda, I'm sorry, please forgive me'

Cristian: 
I’ll fucking kill you

Cristian removes a gun from the back of his trousers and moves directly behind Franz – he hold the gun to Franz’s head

Franz: 
Do it! Or are you weak? Like your father? The great war hero died a fucking coward

Cristian hits Franz round the head with his pistol

Franz:
And I enjoyed watching him die. I lied. I fucking loved it


Cristian gives a long guttural scream and pushes the pistol into the side of Franz’s head, almost tipping him out of his chair

Franz: Do it! Be a man - do it now!

FX: Gun cocks

Stage lights cut to black. Silence

THE END.

