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Time:

May, 1945. American Headquarters in Fischhausen, Bavaria. High Security cell in the basement.

Set: (based on the set at the Cinnabar Theater designed by Aloysha Klebe)

There is no natural light in the cell. There is a stairway leading down and an entrance. There is a walkway behind a wall with three barred windows eye-level high. The cell (Schneider’s space) is SL, a cell door is UL. DL the cell is open but the bars above are at different lengths, suggesting that they are all the way down into the cell floor. Otherwise the bars the other three walls. The cell is catty-corner on stage. There is room to circumambulate the cell. In the cell is a cot with a sheet and army blanket. DSL is a small shelf, which holds a portable receptacle for urine, basin, metal pitcher for water, a bar of soap and a comb. DSR is a table with drawers. Outside of the cell, (Wallace’s space) the same table with drawers is butted against Schneider’s desk. Otherwise the area is empty with the stairs running down. 

Cast:

Brigadier General Herbert Schneider: director of Foreign Armies East, Branch12 of the German army’s General Staff, controlling intelligence activities on the eastern front before and during the World War II.

Captain Steven Wallace: U.S. Army Counter Intelligence Corps, special unit Psy-Opts.

Spook

Scene 1

Schneider is asleep on a cot. Captain Wallace is watching him outside the cell. He stands there a long time. Schneider wakes up, sees that Wallace is watching him. He gives a startled shout. Wallace doesn’t react. He waits a moment and then begins.

Wallace

Major Schoeller, I’m Captain Steven Wallace. I’m with the CIC, the Counter Intelligence Corps. I’ve been assigned to ask you a few questions. 

Silence. Schneider remains in his supine position. Wallace opens his briefcase and takes out some files. 

Schneider

Können sie Deutch sprechen?

Wallace

Very little.

Schneider

Ich habe gedacht das jemand kommt der zu mindest deutch raden kan.

Wallace

I’m sorry, I’m all they’ve got.

Schneider 

Das ist ja ein Witz.

Wallace 

Then you do understand me?

Schneider

Ich verstehe gar nichts.

Wallace 

You just answered my question. You said, “You understand nothing.”

Schneider

Das ist wahr, ich versehe gar nichts.

Wallace 

I don’t have time for childish games, sir. You are a prisoner of war. You are living in relative comfort here. Things could be a lot more difficult, “General.” 

Schneider sits up on the cot and observes Wallace as if suddenly noticing him for the first time. The lights fade. 

Scene 2

The lights rise to a twilight blue revealing Schneider in silhouette, strapped to a chair in the middle of the cell. Wallace is standing near him.

Wallace 

I’m sorry, sir, but I had no other recourse. I know that you speak fluent English. 

Schneider

Am-o

Am-as

Am-at

Am-amus

Am-atis

Am-ant
Wallace 

What is that, Latin? The conjugation of “to love.” 

Schneider

Ama-bo

Ama-bis

Wallace joins Schneider in the conjugation

Wallace and Schneider 

Ama-bit

Ama-bimus

Ama-bitis

Ama-bunt
Wallace 

That was fun. Why are you speaking Latin? To keep yourself together? Let me help.  How about “monere”, “to warn.”

Mon-eo

Mon-es 

Mon-et

Schneider joins Wallace in the conjugation.

Wallace and Schneider 

Mon-emus

Mon-etis

Mon-ent

Wallace 

Excellent! (He opens his briefcase and pulls out a flashlight and crosses to Schneider.) We’re talking together. It’s rather dark in here, isn’t it? I thought a couple of days of twilight might put you in a more relaxed frame of mind. We need to talk, at least initiate the rudiments of communication. How about it?

Schneider 

Frontalis.

Wallace 

Frontalis?

Schneider

Frontalis.

Wallace 

Sir, I will not continue with these childish antics. I could turn the lights in the cell on and question you properly but I’m sure the lights would hurt your eyes. Why don’t I use a flashlight instead? 

He turns the flashlight on and shines it in Schneider’s eyes. Schneider cries out. 

Wallace 

Oh, how stupid of me. I’m sure that hurts. Here, how about this? (He holds the light over Schneider’s head.) 

Let’s start again. You were saying?

Schneider wrinkles his forehead.

Schneider 

 Frontalis.

Wallace shines the flashlight in Schneider’s eyes. Schneider cries out but continues to hold the face he just made. He drops the expression, then pulls his eyebrows toward each other.


Corrugator Supercili.

Wallace 

Don’t fuck with me, Schneider. Listen to me, we don’t have much time. 

Schneider changes his expression, he purses his lips.

Schneider

Orbicularis oris.

Wallace 

This is stupid. Come on, let’s talk. 

Schneider drops that expression, he parts his lips and smiles.

Schneider 

Zygomaticus major.

Wallace 

You’re trying my patience. 

Schneider pulls down the corners of his lips.

Schneider  

Depressor anguli oris.
Wallace 

Very cute. I know who you are; you’re “The Spook.”

Wallace makes the same face and leans near Schneider’s face. Suddenly Schneider shouts.

Schneider 

BOO!

Wallace gives a startled shout and drops the flashlight. The lights go out.

Scene 3

Schneider is still strapped to the chair. There is a hood over his face. He’s giggling. Wallace is standing over him. His briefcase is open on the table. 

Wallace

I’m so sorry for misunderstanding you. I wrote down the Latin words you spoke and looked them up. They are the names of the muscles that make the five basic expressions of the face. You were trying to communicate. But alas, it was not in English and I know you speak English. I thought that perhaps I might help relax you. We’re not allowed to have alcohol in this facility so I brought a little Latin of my own it’s called Sodium Pentothal cocktail. I hear it’s like a wide-awake drunk. How do you like it?  (He rips the hood away. He sits on Schneider’s cot and leans back against the bars luxuriously.) Don’t you love Bavaria?  Beer, strong beer, dark, lager, white beer. Pork bacon, veal, that neat loaf, but special, what do you call it? Oh, yes, Leeberkeesaw…

Schneider 

(correcting him)

Leberkaes.

Wallace 

Leberkaes, with a big radish, smoked sausage, cheeses, so many cheeses and a real cream-cheese tort, what’s it called? I just can’t remember the name. 

Schneider 

Kaesesahnetorte.

Wallace 

That’s right. And that roast pork in gravy? What’s that called?

Schneider 

Schweinbraten.

Wallace 

Exactly. And that raw meat, Knodel?

Schneider 

Potato dumpling! It’s not meat!

Wallace 

All washed down with a liter of delicious Bavarian beer. Ah, to sit in the sun with my belly full.

Schneider 

Du kannst mir nichts vormachen. Ich bin ein völliger Narr. Oh Christ, I feel really good. You can turn down the lights.

Wallace 

Is that a proposition?

Schneider

Du spinst, du depp, du! Baloney, um Gottes willen, what is that stuff? And that sugarless cake?

Wallace 

It’s called Wonderbread.

Schneider

Wunderbrot. And that yellow sauce?

Wallace 

It’s called mustard. Actually, French’s mustard. But not from the French, the Brothers French, Robert and George, 1904 where mustard met hotdog. 

Schneider 

This baloney is not a hotdog.

Wallace 

It’s called a baloney sandwich.

Schneider 

(singing)

“Baloney sandwich! Baloney sandwich!“ “It’s all baloney.” From “pelones,” Gypsy for “testicles.” (He cackles) Don’t take this personally but you might try varying the cuisine. It is truly food fit for a spy as it has no tangible origin or taste, a true bland excrient for nutrition. You should try white sausage, a combination of pork bacon, veal, lemon, onions, salt, parsley, white pepper and nutmeg. The proportion of these ingredients is a closely guarded secret but with a little persuasion I might reveal it to you. (He begins laughing.) This is droll. 

Wallace 

Good, we don’t have much time, that stuff peaks fast and then you pass out. Let’s do a little business. 

Schneider 

Business, business, always business. I’ll tell you what I really like. I like birds. They are dinosaurs hiding in little bodies that can fly. Wonderful. They move their heads, this way, that way, focusing each eye for you see their eyes are on each side of their head, so they have to look with first one and then the other to make a complete image. Like a bird looking at a worm, he tilts his head this way, then he tilts it the other way and then he pecks it and gobbles it down! Except for birds of prey, owls and hawks and eagles, oh, such eyes. Their eyes are in the front of their heads, like headlights, like you and me, but such eyes a human could not bear.

Wallace 

How should I address you? You don't want to be called "General." 

Schneider

Because I am not. I am a Major.

Wallace 

No, you're not.

Schneider

Yes, I am.

Wallace 

No, you're not.

Schneider

Yes, I am.

Wallace 

No…(stops himself) Listen, there are no guards present, we can talk freely.

Schneider

(confidentially)

Are you sure?

Wallace 

Absolutely.

Schneider

All right, I will talk freely. I love owls the best. If a shadow had eyes it would be an owl. And its hearing; it can hear a tiny little mouse creepy-creeping, then 

Cha! It grabs it with its talons sharp like steel. Or the housecat, huh? “Meow, meow.” 

Wallace 

You son of a bitch, I know what you're doing, you're trying to keep talking until you pass out.

Schneider 

The most wonderful thing about an owl is how silently it flies. I have seen a white owl fly over a twilight battlefield full of dead men under the moon like a ghost. Flew so silently, oh, so silently…

Schneider begins snoring.

 Wallace 

General Schneider? General Schneider? (He realizes Schneider is asleep.) Shit.

Lights out. 

Scene 4

Wallace is standing in the cell by the door with his briefcase. Schneider is by the basin washing his face. 

Wallace 

You asked for me?

Schneider wipes his face with a towel. He straightens his shirt, fixes his collar, combs his hair. All done with a quiet deliberation and dignity. 

Schneider

I wonder if you could get me a tie?

Wallace watches Schneider.

Wallace 

No.

Schneider 

Why won’t the guard talk to me?

Wallace 

He’s not allowed to talk to you?

Schneider

And why is that?

Wallace 

Because I ordered him not to talk to you. 

Schneider

Why don’t you wear a watch?

Wallace

Make’s my wrist sweat.

They stand and watch each other. Finally, Wallace pulls out a chair, puts the briefcase on the table, sits and looks up at Schneider.

Wallace 

How would you like me to address you? 

Schneider

Major Schoeller.

Wallace opens the briefcase, pulls a file out. Schneider begins tidying the cell.

Wallace 

“Major Schoeller,” it says here that you voluntarily surrendered on the afternoon of May 19, 1945 at American Headquarters in Fischhausen, Bavaria.  

Schneider 

Captain Wallace Have you ever been to Bavaria? It leads me to think so, the way you enumerated those quintessential Bavarian delights. Makes you wonder what taste you have. I hate the stuff myself; pig fat and cream.  Definitely not food for thinkers. I do like the mountains though, bracing, clean air. I must admit I have the German penchant for bathos when it comes to the Alps. There are so many beautiful castles in the area. Linderhof Castle, 11 kilometers west of Ettal near Garmisch-Partenkirchen. Then of course there is Neuschwanstein Castle, south of Füssen, built by Mad Ludwig, spent all of the people’s money building fairytale castles until they had to declare him insane, drown several days later: he and his physician in Lake Starnberg, never knew for certain whether there was 

Schneider (CONT.)

foul play. So many castles and palaces. And this village, Miesbach, ah, so charming, nothing has changed in a hundred years.

Wallace has become quite impatient by now.

Wallace 

I’m getting pissed off, sir. 

Schneider pauses, observing Wallace, then…

Schneider 

Are you a Communist, Captain?

Wallace snaps at Schneider.

Wallace 

No, I’m not a Communist!

Schneider

Are you sure, are you sure you’re not a Communist?

Wallace 

I am not a Communist!

Schneider

You’re done with me now. You’re done with me until you can swear you're not a Communist. I don’t care what you do with me, you can turn the lights up, inject drugs, I will have nothing to do with you until you can swear to me that you are not a Communist.

Wallace 

What the hell are you talking about?

Schneider

Roosevelt was a Communist. He palled around with “Uncle Joe.” Think about it. Do you have a conscience?

Wallace rises, losing his patience.

Wallace 

Listen Buster, I’ve had just about as much crap from you as I can take. “Communist?” I don’t know what the hell you’re talking about, but if you don’t start 

Wallace (CONT.) 

talking sense pretty soon, I’m gonna see you in hell and I’m gonna be the Devil!!

Schneider 

(making a mock gesture of terror)

Guard!

The lights bump out.

Scene 5

The lights bump up as Wallace shouts…

Wallace 

It’s code, goddamn it, it’s code! 

Schneider is sitting at the table. Wallace is excited

.

Schneider

Don’t poop your pants.

Wallace 

I could shit my pants, honestly, I’ve heard about you, but you know, I’ve never actually witnessed it. Am I making this up? This is the real deal, isn’t it? 

This whole "Bavaria" thing. Jesus Christ, am I crazy? Tell me I’m not crazy. There are no guards. So you can tell me. This is code, isn’t it?  Brilliant! Brilliant, did you make it up on the spot or did you memorize it? 

Wallace pulls a pencil and paper out of the briefcase and draws a diagram.

Wallace 

This Mad Ludwig spending all his people’s money on castles, like castles in the air, right, that’s Hitler and Germany. The mysterious death of the doctor and mad Ludwig in the lake, that was the attempt on Hitler’s life by members of the General Staff and you’re a member of the General Staff. And this Mad Ludwig guy, he was a patron of Wagner and Wagner was Hitler’s favorite composer and he wrote music and music is written on a score and a score tells musicians how to play. So it’s information, right? All those places you were talking about, those castles and towns, they’re compass coordinates running west to east on an axis that separates the American zone from the Russian zone, 

Wallace (CONT.) 

that’s what you meant by asking, "Are you a communist?" And it all winds up in Miesbach. Miesbach is the center of this universe. What a hairy place. “Hasn’t changed in a hundred years?” I hope so. That place was infested 

with SS officers. Christ, did you pass through there? On your way to where, General Schneider? 

Schneider 

(correcting him)

Major Schoeller. You’re an energetic fellow, Captain Wallace, but that’s a trait of your countrymen, no doubt. I don’t have the slightest idea what you're talking about. I was waxing sir, simply waxing about the treasures of the Fatherland. Miesback infested with SS, how can you say such a thing? Miesbach makes the finest wheat beer in Bavaria. 

Wallace 

Let me level with you “Major Schoeller” we only have so much time together. At this moment you are a member of a handpicked group of war prisoners. My function is to determine the depth of your assets. 

Schneider 

I am a simple soldier, sir, tired of fighting a lost war.

Wallace 

You are not a simple soldier, sir. When you surrendered at American Headquarters in Fischhausen, you gave your name as Major Schoeller and immediately you got lost in the system. What with the collapse of Hitler’s Alpine Fortress we had Nazi generals coming out of our ears, we forgot all about you. You were hiding in our very prisons. You are very resourceful, sir. Then the word got out, “Look for Brigadier General Gehardt Schneider, Director of intelligence activities on the Eastern Front. It was simply a matter of me matching pictures. Who are you hiding from, General?

Schneider 

What are your assets, Captain Wallace?

 Wallace

I can keep you here for awhile from whoever is hunting you. 

Schneider 

And why would you do that, Captain?

Wallace 

You’re hiding something. I want to know what it is. I want to be the first to know.

Schneider

How long have you been in intelligence, a year? Where did you go to college, Captain?

Wallace 

Does it matter?

Schneider

Oh, yes, it most certainly does. There are so many different schools in the U.S. An Ivy League school, yes?

Wallace 

I’m not shittin’ you, Schneider…

Schneider looks at Wallace. They take note of the tongue-twister and break up.

Schneider 

I’m not shittin’ you, “Steve.” 

Wallace 

You remembered my first name. I believe I’ve only told it to you once.

Schneider 

I’ve an amazing memory, Captain. Coca Cola, 1886, Jello, a most curious comestible, 1897, oh, and of course we must not forget you cud-chewing GI’s and your Juicy Fruit Gum, 1893. I’m a glutton for knowledge. Captain Wallace, I suggest you take a break, a day off. Now don’t object, it will be worth your while, it’s a place I love.(He indicates that Wallace should write the following down. Wallace opens the briefcase and begins frantically writing.) Two kilometers south of Miesbach is Maisinger Fluss, a frisky little brook. There’s a church there with candles burning on the floor left by folks in honor of the war dead. I was going to leave one there also, but then I thought, "Why don’t I go to a bucolic place and leave a candle there 

Schneider (CONT.) 

whose little flame might warm the souls of those brave men who sacrificed their lives at the Russian Front. So 

I left that church and traveled south until I came to a little village called Valepp, surrounded by magnificent snow-covered peaks, blue spring sky. I made my way 

southeast a couple of kilometers to a meadow encircled by towering spruce. It was such a contrast, this beautiful place and the sad little candle I planted in the earth to sooth the misery of those tortured dead German boys. 
Wallace 

What am I going to find if I go there?

Schneider 

Inspiration. 

The lights fade.

Scene 6

In the darkness. 

Wallace 

(shouting)

Nothing!

The lights bump up.

Wallace

You son of a bitch!

Wallace is really pissed.

Schneider 

What were you expecting to find?

Wallace 

Oh, I found the place “misery of dead German boys,” “Misery Meadow,” two kilometers southeast of Valepp. 

Schneider

And you found nothing?

Wallace 

No.

Schneider

Wasn’t it beautiful?

Wallace 

I didn’t notice. You didn’t bury it. I had the place combed for fresh dirt. Nothing, you didn’t bury anything at Misery Meadow. Are you trying to shit me, Schneider? And don’t call me Steve. Are you trying to shit me? Cuz, I’m telling you, man, there’s nothing for me to trade on? I know you're valuable, I just don’t know what’cha got. What’cha got? Come on, cough it up, because I can't keep you here. You’ll just have to go back in the cage with the rest of the war criminals.

Schneider

I’m not a war criminal!

Wallace

Why aren’t I surprised you said that? None of you guys are criminals. You were "just doing your duty.” Why did you slaughter all of those Ukrainians? They opened their homes to you, welcomed you as liberators, I may have given you a false impression, that I liked you; I don't. I don’t like any of you Krauts! you’re like some kind of aberrant beetle all shiny and black.

Schneider

You distress me, Captain Wallace, I did indeed get the impression that you liked me. The intention of my organization was never to conquer Russia but to liberate it from communism. 

Wallace 

Oh, for Christ’s sake, do you expect me to believe that?


Schneider

We could have won the Russians over if for no other reason than their hatred of communism in general and Stalinism in particular. But that would mean the Russian nation would remain intact, and Hitler didn’t want that, he wanted lebensraum, living space like you Texans.

Wallace 

How do you know if I’m from Texas?

Schneider

You're all from Texas. Big baby cowboys, on your big buttocks on your big butt horses, and your jingle-jangle spurs, and your baby faces swaggering in your 

ten gallon hats, drinking your watery beer, crying about how your mommies’ left you. Texas, you stole it from the Mexicans, from the Indians, used Chinese to build your railroads, Negro slaves to feed your fat wives. Get off your high horse, Mr. America. I over-estimated you. As soon as you run into a snag you get impatient as a baby. You start moralizing, pointing fingers, like some toddler throwing a tantrum.  Besides, I said that you should go, not a regiment. I suggest to you a wonderful place in the Alps to clear your head. I offer you the regenerating force of my country, the very flesh of my body, my Germany and what 

do you do, you barge in with your jeeps and scare the chickens. Do you think you scare me? I, who had helped to plan the death of that screaming little brat. My comrades were hung by meat hooks and strangled with piano wire for the pleasure of this shit-eating little Austrian. If I had something of value do you think I would give it to just anyone? I thought there was something about you that I could admire. If you want to get something you must do it yourself. I figured that out a long time ago. Send me back to your stupid cage and let the Soviets sleep with your daughters. 


Wallace 

What did you hide up in Misery Meadow?

Schneider 

I didn’t hide a goddamned thing!

Wallace 

You didn’t hide anything?

Schneider

No.

Wallace 

You're not shitting me?

Schneider

I’m not shitting you.

Wallace 

You sent me up on a wild goose chase?

Schneider

Yes, wild geese.

Wallace 

Why?

Schneider

To see if you’d do it. 

Wallace 

You knew I’d do it.

Schneider

(drawls)

Yeah. 

Wallace 

Now what?

Schneider

You tell me. You found me. You put me here in this cell. Why? Because you know you’ve got something. You are an ambitious man, Captain Wallace. What do you think you got? 

Wallace 

I don’t know, but we don’t have much time. 

Schneider 

Then let’s lay our cards on the table, one card at a time. 

Wallace 

Okay, 

Schneider

First of all, I want to know who I’m dealing with. 

Wallace 

Shoot.

Schneider

Shoot?

Wallace 

What do you want to know?

Schneider 

Ah, “shoot.” Okay, are you from Texas?

Wallace 

Oh, for Christ’s sake, yes, I’m from Texas.

Schneider

Ah ha! I thought so! I have a good ear, yes?

Wallace 

So what if I’m from Texas?

Schneider 

All right, you answered a question, now ask me a question?

Wallace 

Did you bury something in Misery Meadow?

Schneider

No. My turn. "Wallace?" What is that name?

Wallace 

What do you mean? Is it German? No, it’s Scottish. My turn.

Schneider

Not quite so fast, the information you give must be accurate. 

Wallace 

It’s Scottish, goddamn it!

Schneider

Actually, it’s Anglo-Saxon.

Wallace 

Everything’s Anglo-Saxon to you.

Schneider

I assure you, that is not the case. “Wal-eis.” 10th century, Anglo-Saxon, probably moved to Britain and became “Walays,” 13th Century. Your mother’s name?

Wallace 

That’s two questions. My turn. 

Schneider

“Shoot.”

Wallace 

Have you buried something important in the area of Misery Meadow?

Schneider

That’s actually two questions.

Wallace 

It is not.

Schneider

Yes, it is. "Have I buried something important?" is one. And nestled into it is the question as to the location, "Misery Meadow."

Wallace 

Alright, have you buried something important?

Schneider

Yes. My turn. What is your mother’s maiden name?

Wallace 

All right, it’s German.

Schneider

What is it?

Wallace 

Boker.

Schneider 

(laughing)

Ah, yes. "Boker," that is hilarious. That is so German. Um Gottes willen! Wirklich Deutch. Let me embrace you, my brother. 

Schneider reaches out for Wallace.

Wallace 

Get away from me!

Schneider

(laughing)

Es tut mir schrecklich Leid. “Boker.” Westphalia.  You asshole, you have a better German lineage than I do. However, this "Wallace’ meliorates the stain, but you do have a number of star studded Germans on your 

Schneider (CONT.)

mother’s side, so I’d watch out if I were you, perhaps a bit of "Kraut" lingers yet in the back of your brain. 

Wallace 

I’m nothing like you.

Schneider 

I think you are. I hope you are. Your turn.

Wallace 

What did you bury that was important?

Schneider 

My father, he died last year.

Wallace 

Goddamn it, I knew you’d say something like that.

Schneider 

(growing serious)

Go ahead, ask me something else, like, "Did you bury something higher up in the mountains above Misery Meadow in a cabin under the floorboards?”

Wallace watches him.

Wallace 

Did you?

Schneider

Yes. My turn. 

Wallace 

Go ahead.

Schneider

Are you working alone?

Wallace 

Yes.

Schneider 

You said you had the meadow combed.

Wallace 

Is that a question?

Schneider

You decide.

Wallace 

I had the meadow combed for mines. What is beneath the floorboards?

Schneider

Information. What do I get out of it?

Wallace 

What do you want?

Schneider

I want to fight communists. 

Schneider and Wallace look at each other. 

Wallace 

So do I.

Schneider 

Then why don’t you go to the mountains and look at some cabins. Adler peak has some nice places. I’d go alone, they’re small.

Wallace 

I will. General, may I ask you another question?

Schneider

Shoot.

Wallace 

Did you really try to kill Hitler?

Schneider 

Not really. Do you think I’m crazy?

Wallace 

But you knew about the plot?

Schneider

Yes.

Wallace 

Of course. 

They smile at each other as the lights fade. 

Scene 7

Wallace and Schneider are facing each other, the table, between them. There is an electrical schematic on the table and a metal tube. 

Wallace 

What is it?

Schneider

What does it look like?

Wallace 

An electrical diagram. 

Schneider

Yes.

Wallace 

What is it an electrical diagram of?

Schneider

Is that a sentence?

Wallace 

Yes.

Schneider

It’s a plan.

Wallace 

A plan? So each one of these things is a symbol? They’re more than symbols, they’re energy routes.

Schneider

Yes.

Wallace 

This one here, it seems to be the center of a lot of things and it’s connected to this one here. And there are coordinates too, degrees south and west. What are they?

Schneider

Places. 

Wallace 

Where? Around here? Obviously. They wouldn’t be over in Berlin?

Schneider

Why not? It could be in Austria. That’s not far from here. It’s also time sensitive. Perhaps this schematic is several months old. It could be anywhere in the Third Reich.

Wallace 

I think it’s around here. 

Schneider

Well, then, there you go.

Wallace 

It’s information, isn’t it?

Schneider

What do you think?

Wallace 

It’s information. That’s what you deal in. that’s what I deal in. So is it?

Schneider

Information?

Wallace 

Yes.

Schneider

Yes. 

Wallace

Is this a map of where the information is hidden or is this the information in a highly condensed form?

Schneider

Yes.

Wallace 

Yes?

Schneider

Yes.

Wallace 

It’s both.

Schneider

Yes. 

Wallace 

You bastard.

Schneider laughs.

Schneider

Do you think I’m just going to give this to you? I want to know what you can give me. You realize that I have something. You must know that what I have is very important. I am also aware that there is only a certain 

amount of time for both of us. You must know that I am aware too of the danger for me if it is discovered that you are hiding me in this cell.

Wallace 

Are you aware of the danger to me if it is found out that I am hiding you in this cell? You’ve become very popular, especially with the Russians. Your Major Schoeller was getting pretty hot, you know so you were transferred yesterday.

Schneider

To where was I transferred?

Wallace 

To Moscow. I don’t think you’ll be coming back too soon.

Schneider

How did you manage that?

Wallace 

People with pencils in important places. 

Schneider

How can you be sure of these people?

Wallace 

I’m in charge of prisoner of war files at Fischhausen. How do you think I discovered you? I must level with 

you, ever since the U.S. 7th Army liberated Dachau, Germans aren’t very popular. The Allies don’t seem to care what happens to them, Major Graeber.

Schneider

Major Graeber?

Wallace 

Gerhardt.

Schneider

So I’m Major Gerhardt Graeber now? Where did you get him? 

Wallace 

He’s missing in action.

Schneider


What if he’s found?

Wallace 

He won’t be.

Schneider

And why is that?

Wallace 

I personally took care of it. 

Schneider

And where is General Schneider?

Wallace 

He’s on the wanted list. I hear he might be in Argentina.

Schneider

I’m impressed. 

Wallace 

Don’t be. I only have so much time. American headquarters at Fishhausen demobilizes in two months. I could get pulled out at any time and I’m the only game in town. 

Schneider

“The only game in town?”

Wallace 

You know what I’m talking about.

Schneider

Actually, I don’t. I don’t know why you're doing this. 

Wallace 

On the dock, when these GI’s were disembarking, there were these pretty, I mean, really pretty Red Cross girls handing out these little bags that had a couple of chocolate bars and a comic book. Most of these guys were kids, you know. So after getting wounded in Normandy and Holland they sent them back and there were these same girls or girls just like them standing on those same docks with those little bags with the chocolate bars and the comic book, not realizing that 

they were handing them to killers. The folks back home don’t really know what’s going on over here. Everything gets cleaned up in the mags and newspapers, in the movies and newsreels. I suppose people back home, maybe some pretty young wife when she’s all alone and frightened might imagine her husband’s head in some puddle in a ditch, but never in her wildest nightmares could she imagine how that head got there, that it had been blown off his neck by his buddy’s body parts, by his Sargent’s head, or a Nazi leg replete with foot in boot, that his eye had been blown out by his captain’s West Point ring. People back home with two fat oceans between them don’t realize that GI’s walk 20 paces between each other so that they won’t be hit by the shrapnel of their buddy’s bodies; flying teeth or the sharp end of a splintered thighbone. It pisses me off that the people back home don’t know about the realities of war but it’s got to be that way, I mean, to keep the morale up. But what does piss me off are the people who knew who better sent those guys out there with arms and equipment worse than the Germans', who knew that our automatic rifles were slower and clumsier than the Germans, who knew the Germans had a much better light machine gun, who knew and denied that the Germans had real smokeless powder for their small arms so that our boys wouldn’t be afraid to run right up to them and get shot in the face, who knew that our tanks were underarmed and underarmored so that they would get blown to bits in any open encounter with German panzers, who knew it and yet bragged about us being the greatest industrial power in the fucking world when we weren’t where it counted. That can never happen again. When we send men out to war we must have 

the best military equipment in the universe! The same thing’s happening with the goddamned Russians! They’re trying to put it over on the American people that Jo

Stalin is our friend and he’s not. FDR and that gang of commies have been running the place and even the military has swallowed that pile of crap but now that 

Wallace (CONT.)

that old cripple’s dead things could change and I think you could help make that happen. Am I right?

Schneider applauds. 

Schneider

Very good, very good. I wonder if I should believe you.

Wallace 

What are you talking about?

Schneider

“What are you talking about?” Maybe you're just duping me to get information you will then simply turn over to the Russians.
Wallace 

How can I prove myself to you?

Schneider

Figure out the first place to go on the diagram, go there and bring back the cylinder.

Wallace 

We don’t have time for that. 

Schneider

Do you think I’m going to give you the location of all of the cylinders at once? This diagram has only one function, to show you the location of the next diagram. Each diagram has a particular key word that unlocks its meaning and only I know those key words. The key word to this diagram is “Lincoln.” 

Wallace 

"Lincoln?" (He looks at the diagram) there’s something in here that has to do with Lincoln?  You think you’re really smart, don’t you? Do you think you could have hidden as a prisoner of war forever? You’d have to surface sometime. How long do you think you could have hidden? 

Schneider

Months, maybe weeks, besides I knew some, how do you call it, "Cracker Jack" would show up sooner or later and take advantage of a good find. 

Wallace 

You mean, me?

Schneider

Are you familiar with a corporal Conner?

Wallace 

I’m familiar.

Schneider 

I asked him “Who’s the most ambitious officer in the unit,” and he said, "Why Captain Steve Wallace, he’s got a hunger.” Said, "He works things. Comes from Texas. Hard and cold as a Colt 45.” I knew I’d like you. You know, we Germans like cowboys. Hitler liked cowboys, "Ole Shatterhand." Are you Ole Shatterhand, Captain Wallace?

Wallace 

I don’t know who he is.

Schneider 

Karl May, a German, wrote about American cowboys. Come on Ole Shatterhand, go find that cylinder.

The lights go out. 

Scene 8

The lights rise on Schneider, seemingly alone in his cell. He is humming to himself and tracing a map in the air with his finger. He goes on this way for awhile. Then…

Schneider

Are you spying on me Captain Wallace? It is the perverted side of a spy’s nature to be a voyeur, is it not? Did you hear the mewing of procreation in the middle of the night, the origin of yourself? Did you spy on your mother and father? Did you listen breathlessly at their bedroom door? Is it the lust to watch what people do when we are absent, the behavior of loved ones, the craving for them to betray us? Or is 

it the curiosity to see the naked vulnerability of someone who thinks he’s alone? What did you expect to 

catch me doing? Surely you have noticed that I require neither books nor writing material. Such items leave traces. I think with maps, they are very musical, the ticks of longitude and latitude of kilometers and altitude, the meandering of roads and paths. I have 

Schneider (CONT.)

hundreds of them in my head. I play music and I travel. So that’s what I’m doing, sitting here alone in my cell. now you know one of my deep dark secrets. Did you figure it out?

Wallace 

No.

Schneider

No? I’m surprised. 

Wallace 

Help me out.

Schneider

Help you out?  My lieber freund, this is war.

Wallace 

Yes, but we’re on the same side. 

Schneider

Are we ever on the same side? 

Wallace 

Why are you doing this? We don't have time to mess around.

Schneider

Do you think that’s what I’m doing, “messing around?” I want to know how smart you are. How resourceful, how patient. What do you do when things get difficult? The primitive overcomes difficulty by violence. He simply surrenders to some animal stimulant released into the bloodstream. When the heart pounds and the sweat breaks and the mind goes blank, do you say, “I give up, what’s the answer?”  Or do you think more quickly when adrenaline burns the blood? That is the mark of a truly evolved barbarian. 

Wallace 

Come on, give me a hint?

Schneider

“Lincoln” is not the 16th president of the United States.

Wallace 

That’s the hint?

Schneider

Goodnight, Captain Wallace.

Wallace’s feet appear in the cell windows on the walk way as he crosses out of the shadows and off stage. Lights fade.

Scene 9

Blue glow where everything is in silhouette. Wallace sings "Life Is Just A Bowl Of Cherries," the 1931 hit by Lew Brown and Ray Henderson. First he starts in the shadows. He dances across the walkway, his feet can be seen. Schneider sits up on his cot. Wallace comes out of the shadows and down the stairs as he sings and dances his way around the cell. He has a fifth of whisky which he has been drinking. 
Wallace  

Life is just a bowl of cherries. 

Don't take it serious; it's too mysterious. 

You work, you save, you worry so, 

But you can't take your dough when you go, go, go. 

So keep repeating it's the berries, 

The strongest oak must fall, 

The sweet things in life, to you were just loaned 

So how can you lose what you've never owned? 

Life is just a bowl of cherries, 

So live and laugh at it all.
I love those old songs. I’ve come to keep you company. I’ve been worrying about you. All alone down here by yourself. It must get lonely, even for a guy like you. People are good for diversion if nothing else. That voice in your head must get pretty loud. You could start becoming your own hallucination. Come on, General, loosen up. I brought some refreshment. Geez, it’s dark in here. (Crosses to a wall switch and dims the lights up to a warm gentle glow) I love doing that, makes ya feel like God. (He pulls a glass from his pocket and puts it on the table and sits and pours 

Schneider a glass) I brought a glass cuz I knew you wouldn’t drink with me from the bottle. But I’m gonna 

drink from the bottle, after all, it’s alcohol, it sterilizes the “lip.” (He pulls a cylinder from his briefcase and puts it on the table.) Clarion, Nebraska. 

Wallace (CONT.)

I mean, goddamn, thanks for the hint. It takes away a little of the glow but still, even then it wasn’t easy.

Like you said “Lincoln is not the 16th president” if you’re talking about geography. Dang! Lincoln is the 

capital of Nebraska. We’re talking about places here, not people. You’ve done this to me before. You’ve created a map by using Miesbach as the center, “Miesbach, nothing has changed in a hundred years.” So, not having an atlas in my head, I pulled out my map of Germany and I got me a map of the U.S. of A. Wasn’t so easy.  (He traces in the air the way Schneider did) Miesbach is to Bavaria as Lincoln is to Nebraska. Next 

big city to Lincoln is Omaha. So starting with Lincoln you go over to Omaha and you get approximately the same distance as Miesbach is to Inchenberg. I knew you wouldn’t be that obvious though. It had to be some place smaller, with fewer inquiring minds. So I looked at your electrical diagram and realized that you were indicating triangulation. Lincoln is to Omaha as Miesbach is to Inchenberg and the apex is a little village called Schaba just as the apex to Omaha and Lincoln is Clarion. 

Schneider 

Schaba? 

Wallace 

Right.

Schneider 

Schaba means cockroach.

Wallace 

It’s a village in Bavaria. In this village is a courthouse called Schaba Courthouse and in Schaba Courthouse is a clerk who has a cylinder and all you have to do is say “Lincoln” and he gives it to you.

Schneider 

You're shitting me.

Wallace

He gave it to me. Come on, drink with me, my friend.

Now I have a little surprise for you. Do you know of a Colonel Felix Braun? He’s turned himself over to the 

Army. Claims he’s the number one expert on Soviet secrets. 

Schneider

He doesn’t know anything.

Wallace 

He seems to know enough to get himself out of jail. He’s in Bad Elster under the personal care of General Sibert. 

Schneider

You’re not just saying this?

Wallace 

Uh-uh. Come on, drink it, General.

Schneider

He worked for me. He doesn’t know anything of importance.

Wallace 

What does he know?

Schneider

He specialized in infiltration and maintenance of radio links behind Soviet lines. 

Wallace 

That’s seems pretty impressive to me. All I have are a couple of electrical diagrams. 

 Schneider

You don’t know what you have.

Wallace 

Exactly. That’s why we can’t play any more games now. 

Schneider

Maybe you just got a name and you’re lying to me.

Wallace 

Goddamn it, Schneider, we don’t have any more time. How long do you think your information will remain 

relevant?  We’ve got to work together. If we don’t we’ll lose everything. 

Schneider

What do you get out of this, Captain Wallace?

Wallace considers the depth of the answer he is about to give, a deep need that issues itself from his very nerves.

Wallace 

I want to go to Yale.

Schneider knows what Wallace has said.

Schneider

Yelp?

Wallace 

Yale.

Schneider

Yell?

Wallace 

Do you know about Yale?

Schneider

Yes, I know about Yale.

Wallace 

What do you know about Yale?

Schneider

I know about Yale.

Wallace 

What do you know about Yale?

Schneider

It’s a university.

Wallace 

I don’t care about the goddamn university. (A dark, bone-deep need.) Skull and Bones. Skull and Bones. Skull and Bones.

Schneider

What are you talking about, pirates?

Wallace 

Skull and Bones. (Sings the Whiffenpoof Song)
“We're poor little lambs who have lost our way

Baa, baa, baa…”

The Unofficial song of the OSS and the official drinking song of the Skull and Bones.

Wallace (CONT.)

“We're little black sheep who have gone astray

Baa, baa, baa”

Rockefeller, Goodyear, Bush, Sloane, Stimson, Phelps, Perkins, Pillsbury, Kellogg, Vanderbilt

“Gentleman songsters off on a spree…”

Yale, the most important men come out of Yale and the most important men in Yale come out of Skull and Bones. 

“Doomed from here to eternity…”

It’s a secret (He puts his finger to his lips) shhh, very secret organization. The aristocracy of America, the best women, the most money and all of the power.

“Lord have mercy on such as we

Baa, baa, baa.”

Skull and Bones, Skull and Bones, I want to be a Bonesman, a member of Skull and Bones. Schneider, let’s rule the world! 

Schneider

(sings)

Deutschland, Deutschland über alles,

Über alles in der Welt,

I am what I am, a faceless man, that is why I can do what I do because I am a faceless man and wish only to be a faceless man.

Wallace 

Yeah, right, a face for many faces, a spy, a spook. 

Schneider

Now I’ll tell you what I want. I want to be the head of the Secret Service of the New Germany. I want to move my entire organization, all 250 of my men into Germany. 

If I can do that we can save Europe from communism. If we can’t Europe is doomed. It is as simple as that. 

Wallace 

That’s all very nice, but what do you get out of it?

Schneider

Every man who wishes to lead the New Germany, politician, military man, capitalist will have to pass through my office for clearance. After all, there are so many Nazis and communists around, you cannot be too careful. I will choose the leaders of the New Germany.

Wallace 

The new rearmed Germany.

Schneider

On the contrary, we won’t need weapons. We’ll leave that up to America. Our weapons will be corporations, big business, big industry. We Germans are an industrious people. In a matter of years we will be what we have been all along, the most powerful country in Europe and I will be the most powerful man. Now, I will show you how to take care of Colonel Felix Braun. 

You play one against the other and get Braun 

in the middle. You tip the Russians off that Army G2 is holding a high ranking member of German Foreign Intelligence Operations, one Colonel Felix Braun and that he is supplying the Americans with critical information about Russian radio links behind Soviet lines. How long do you think it will take for the Russians to contact General Sibert and dig Felix Braun out like a tick? Meanwhile, you send General Sibert important information regarding Russian spies lurking in his own organization. 
Wallace

You know of spies in General Sibert’s organization?

Schneider

Do birdies fly? Of course, I know. It is my job to know. But you do not tell him who is sending this 

information. You suggest that there is more important information to come, that it is coming from someone 

higher up yet. You dangle it in front of his nose like a worm. When the Russians come knocking at Sibert’s 

Schneider (CONT.)

door he will turn Felix Braun over because he will know someone who has even more important secrets. 

Wallace

And so Felix Braun is out?

Schneider

Yes, he can spend winter ice-skating on the Volga.

Wallace

Do you know him will?

Schneider

I spent last Christmas with his family, a superb fellow. Get a pencil and paper. 

Wallace 

You bet.

Wallace pulls some pencils and paper from his briefcase. He sits down grabs Schneider’s drink, downs it and is ready to begin writing. 

Schneider

We’ll start with General Sibert’s organization. “Captain Maurice Halperin, covername HARE. Works in the Photographic Section of the Pictorial Division in Darmstadt, Germany.

Captain Duncan Lee, Chaplin, Bad Elster, Bavaria. Unit 34 Special Operations. Acquiring secrets from officers under stress, covername: COKE.

Lt. Gen Robert “Bob” Simms, covername VICTOR, actually Pavel Midhalouvich, communications liaison between the G-2 and the Soviet Union.”

Wallace 

Holy shit! Slow down.

Schneider

Let’s titillate General Sibert a little with a few names nearer the White House. Something he can stick in 

his pocket and use for leverage when we need him.  “Major Karl Donner, Military Attaché to President 

Roosevelt and now Truman. Covername: ALBERT, actual name, Vladimir Aleksandrovich.”

Wallace 

You got to be jokin!

Schneider

“Larry Tompkins…”

Wallace 

(interrupting him)

Wait a second, you’re not serious. Larry Tompkins was one of Roosevelt’s chief advisors.

Schneider

Yes, I understand that he lived in the White House, large bedroom with a huge four-poster bed, the room where Abraham Lincoln signed the Emancipation Proclamation.”

Wallace 

Lincoln? That’s good, man, that’s good. 

Schneider

“Larry Tompkins: covername #19.” 

Wallace

Tompkins, son of a bitch, that commie bastard was steering Roosevelt toward pro-Soviet positions.

The lights slowly begin to fade.

Schneider

He didn’t take much steering. “Robert Oppenheimer. He’s a pinko with confused loyalties, he is giving nuclear secrets to the Soviets. 

Dean Monroe: covername: MOUSE, Pavel Mikhailov…”

The lights begin to fade.

Wallace 

Wait, wait, wait, slow down…

Schneider

“…Soviet agent working at the University of Chicago, physics department, a close friend of Albert Einstein 

who has rather schizoid political ideas…”

The lights fade then stop. The two freeze, then the lights fade to black. 

ACT TWO

Scene 10

The lights rise on Schneider and Wallace. The cell door is open. Wallace is sitting on Schneider’s desk. Schneider is reading a message from General Sibert. 

Schneider

This is wonderful news, and so prompt. I think I’m going to like working with General Sibert. When did he say we’d begin working together?

Wallace

He didn’t.

Schneider

Of course, of course. How do you say in baseball, “covering his bat?”

Wallace

His “bases.”

Schneider 

Are you sure he wasn’t able to track you?  

Wallace 

I had the courier send the information from France.

Schneider

France? I told you to send it from Holland.

Wallace 

So I sent it from France. That’s how shifty I am. 

Schneider 

How is he going to contact you next?

Wallace 

He didn’t say. 

Schneider

Yes, of course, of course. We must be patient, even though we don’t have much time. Like dancing on a flame. You have to build things in America. God, I feel like one of your “teeming masses yearning to be free.” You have to have ambition in America. Do you know who invented the fire department?

Wallace

Absolutely not.

Schneider

A fellow named Marcus Licineus Crassus. He lived around 70 BC. He bought some slaves and taught them how to fire-fight. It made him rich.

Wallace

How? Did he put out fires for money?

Schneider

There’s a fire. The slaves would race to the burning building. Crassus would come up to the horrified owner and offer to buy it on the spot for a tiny fraction of it's worth. If the owner sold, Crassus' slaves would put out the fire. If the owner refused to sell, he’d let the building burn to the ground. Crassus eventually became the largest single private land holder in Rome.

Wallace

That is amazing. Really fucking smart. 

Schneider crosses to the open cell door and goes into Wallace’s area while Wallace remains sitting, seemingly oblivious of Schneider’s venture outside the cell. Schneider closes the cell door and crosses up the stairs and glances through the door then looks down at Wallace and delivers his lines. 

Schneider

It’s all a question of energy. All we are really born with is the skin on our bones. So we have to make something out of nothing. Even the rich and powerful are born naked. How does one group dominate an entire nation? How do a few people make millions kill and die 

for them? The idea is to terrorize the citizens into paying for protection. You have to create carefully 

crafted illusions of threat until it will appear that they have no other choice but to go to war. You 

convince them they’re being attacked, denounce peacemakers for a lack of patriotism and exposing the country to danger. If you want to gain power you must create the enemies you need. 

Schneider comes down the stairs.

Wallace

You think Roosevelt knew the Japs were coming to Pearl Harbor?

Schneider

I think so. 

Wallace 

And it’s a good thing.

Schneider 

Otherwise we wouldn’t have met.

Wallace 

Hey, I got something for you. I heard this from a G-2 operative in the Pacific Theatre. They were looking for something that would offend Japanese cultural sensibilities. Well, they found out that nothing was so shameful to the Japanese soldier as his bowel movements. So they had some chemists work up a compound which duplicated the odor of diarrhea. It was loaded into collapsible tubes, flown to China, and distributed to children in enemy-occupied cities. When a Japanese officer appeared on a crowded street the kids were encouraged to slip up behind him and squirt the liquid on the seat of his pants. I hear it cost a lot of Jap officers face. Do you know what they called it? "Who Me?” Get it? It even sounds sort of Japanese. “Who-me?”

Wallace laughs. Schneider looks at Wallace from the other side of the bars.

Schneider

Yes, it’s the little things that count and they don’t have to be that expensive. Once we played the recorded sound of tanks and German soldiers gathering. It drove 

you Yanks wild. You stopped your advance just long enough for us to actually do it. 

Wallace

Amazing. Just recorded the sounds and we were dumb enough to believe it.(Musing) All those honest Joes out there thinking God can see a liar. But we all lie, don’t we? And we keep covering it up like a sore that just won’t heal. A nation of liars, nations of liars, creating lies, defending lies, making sport of them as in wars. After all, what is the truth? Maybe death is the truth and life is a lie that consciousness has made of oblivion. If there is something after death, maybe 

Wallace (CONT.)

it’s a place where you find out all the secrets that have been kept from you, all the lies revealed, all the tricks.

Schneider

Would that be heaven or hell?

Wallace

That’s a good question. (Grins) General Schneider it must feel very good to be back in the spy business.

Schneider

I was never out of the spy business.

Wallace

I guess you’re right. You’re always one step ahead of me. It would be an honor to work for you someday.

Schneider

Well, maybe that will happen.

Wallace

Let me ask you something. I know it’s gonna sound pretty silly, you know, like some star-struck kid, but let me ask it.

Schneider

Shoot.

Wallace

You met Hitler, right?

Schneider

I reported to him on a regular basis.

Wallace

What did he look like?

Schneider

His head was too large for his body, his trunk, his arms and legs seemed to hang down from it. His nose 

was ugly, like having a pyramid in the middle of his face, which is why he trimmed his mustache to minimize his broad nostrils. His forehead was too high so he hid it with a shock of hair. It was his eyes, they protruded slightly and were a brilliant blue. Few people could meet his gaze, knowing this he looked people straight in the eye. He had an unhealthy 

Schneider (CONT.)

complexion and his little mustache and his curious hairstyle, it gave him a vaguely bohemian quality. I could imagine him on the street in rags.

Wallace chuckles, exits the cell and approaches Schneider.

Wallace

Your eyes are like that, intense. Sometimes I find it hard to look at you. (Wallace sticks his hand out. At first Schneider doesn’t know what he wants, then he takes Wallace’s hand and shakes it.) We got a lot of work to do.

Wallace fixes Schneider with his eyes as the lights fade. 

Scene 11

The lights rise to a twilight blue. There is the sound of distant pounding sledgehammers breaking down walls. It continues. Schneider sits up in his cot. He listens. Schneider slips out of bed. He listens from the middle of his cell.

Scene 12

In the darkness. 

Wallace 

It just came across my desk.

The lights rise on Wallace handing a memo to Schneider.. 

Schneider

Today?

Schneider reads it.

Wallace

This morning. In four languages. The Russians are looking for you. They want you badly General Schneider. The Americans are looking for you too.

Schneider

Which Americans?

Wallace

The wrong Americans, the careless ones, the ones who could expose us to the Soviets. The Russians are much better at finding trophy prisoners like yourself. There’s a whole Commie network and once the word gets out it will spread like wildfire.

Schneider

And has it gotten out, this word?

Wallace

I’m afraid so, General. And it doesn’t matter if you're in American custody, if the wrong Americans have you the Soviets can get to you. If they can't get you out…

Schneider

They will silence me. 

Wallace 

I’m gonna have to move you. 

Schneider

Where?

Wallace 

How about the United States?

Schneider

You’ve got to be joking? Can you do that?

Wallace 

I can't do that but maybe I can get Sibert to do it.

Schneider

Where would I hide, in some tenement in Chicago with all the undershirts strung between the buildings? 

Wallace 

Probably Fort Hunt, not far from the Pentagon on the Virginian side of the Potomac. Complements of Army Group G-2. All hush-hush until we can break out the big bomb.

Schneider stops short.
Schneider

The big bomb?

Wallace 

(piqued)

The motherlode. 

Schneider

What are you talking about?

Wallace

Why didn’t you tell me about your cache? I thought we were working together. The Russians have raided your headquarters and they found them empty. Nothing is 

left. There were microfilms. Where is the paper? There must have been tons of paper.

Schneider 

I burned it.

Wallace 

The paper?

Schneider 

Yes, everything.


Wallace 

Why don’t I believe you?

Schneider 

That’s your business. 

Wallace 

You must have boxcars full of vital material. 

Schneider

Why don’t you check with the members of my staff. I’m sure you have most of them in custody.

Wallace

I have.

Schneider

And what did you discover?

Wallace

They won’t talk. I think what happened to Felix Braun got back to them.

Schneider

Yes, that’s it, of course. 

Wallace

We should meet with Sibert. We can't keep you hidden forever.

Schneider 

Not yet, not until I can be sure of him. 

Wallace 

They’re coming after us. They’re going to find us sooner or later. Sibert’s our best bet. He wants to work with you. Tell me where your stash is, we can buy your passage out of here. He’s got to know how valuable you are, what kind of a contribution you can make. 

Schneider 

I’m disappointed in you. I thought we were finally beginning to work together but now your natural greed has set in and made you impatient. 

Wallace

Information is time sensitive, it goes out of date very quickly. 

Schneider

Put your own house in order first. Make sure that my person and my men are safe and I will take you to the next step.

Wallace

Is there a next step?

Schneider

That depends on you. 

The lights fade.

Scene 13 

The lights rise to a twilight blue. There is the sound of muted sledgehammers against walls. Schneider sits up in his cot. He listens. Cautiously he crosses to the center of the cell. He listens. He crosses to the cell door. He pushes against it but its locked. He begins shaking the door but it remains closed. He is shaking it as the lights fade. 

Scene 14

Schneider is pacing back and forth in his cell. 

Wallace 

What sound are you talking about? 

Schneider

A pounding.

Wallace

What pounding?

Schneider

The sound of someone knocking down the walls.

Wallace

There was no one down here.

Schneider

It was outside. It was distant. I’ve heard it two nights now and I swear, it’s gotten louder. 

Wallace 

You’ve been down here too long. Why don’t we take a walk?

Schneider 

Right now?

Wallace 

Yes, right now.

Wallace starts to unlock the cell.

Schneider

How did you know that door was locked? It was locked last night. We agreed to leave it unlocked when we made 

our arrangement to work together. And then last night that knocking sound that was intended to frighten me and make me feel cornered so that I would flee my cell, then find the cell door locked. That was intended to cause me panic and now you immediately go for your keys to unlock a cell that was heretofore unlocked with absolutely no surprise. Did you forget to pretend that you thought the cell door was locked or is that just another arrogant gesture to show me that you can ignore even trying to cover it up? “Wink-wink General 
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Schneider, look at me, I’m not even trying to hide the fact that I locked you in this cell.” 

Wallace

Christ Almighty, what’s gotten into you?

Wallace unlocks the door and opens it. 

Schneider 

Lock that door! I feel safer with it locked.

Wallace locks the door. 

Wallace 

Maybe you don’t want to leave here. Maybe that’s why you're dragging your feet about helping me out. You know it can happen. Once you find a hiding place it’s hard to leave it. You’ve been down here for two months. 

Schneider 

It’s been 33 days.

Wallace 

It’s been more than 33 days. 

Schneider 

No. The guard comes three times a day with the meals and once at mid-morning and mid-afternoon. I’ve counted 354 times he’s come to my cell and that is 33 days minus one visit.

Wallace 

Things didn’t happen that neatly. We had a few difficult times when we first met.

Schneider

I counted those times.

Wallace

Did you? I don’t think so. And the lights, god, the lights must have gone up and down 500 times. Up and down, up and down…

He starts dimming the lights up and down.

Schneider

Stop that!

He stops.

Wallace

Besides, you were asleep for several days. 

Schneider

I was not asleep for several days. 

Wallace

How do you know?

Schneider

How do you know?

Wallace 

Because I watched you and you were asleep on your cot. When the guard came you put a notch in that bar of soap.(Wallace points at the washing area) It’s right over there. Maybe the guard was always clean shaven so you couldn’t trace the growth of his beard. And he never talked to you. He wasn’t allowed to talk to you. Maybe the guard didn’t come in at regular periods. Maybe he spaced them out a little longer each time and so the time snuck in. Maybe I planned all that.

Schneider

But you didn’t.

Wallace

How do you know?

Schneider

Because of the growth of my beard.

Wallace

Maybe I had you shaved.

Schneider

I would have woken up.

Wallace

Maybe you didn’t. You see, we can go on this way forever. Why didn’t you ask for a watch?

Schneider

I thought I didn’t need one. Watches can drive you insane. Watching the dial move, sticking it under the 
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pillow, taking it out and discovering that time has moved slower than you thought. And then thinking about 

what you're waiting for. It’s a terrible spiral. What time is it now?

Wallace

It’s evening. And last time I looked it was beautiful. It is summer in Bavaria and no more bombs are dropping. Believe it or not, the birds are coming back. The air is so sweet, fresh mountain air, untouched by mortal flesh, nearer the stars than to men. Nearer the gods. You want a watch? I can get you a watch. I can get you an American watch. I can get you a German watch, a French watch, an English watch, a Russian watch. I never saw so many watches in my life. I’m flying to Munich tonight.

Schneider

And that should interest me?

Wallace

I’m seeing General Sibert.

Schneider

You told him who I was?

Wallace

He knows who you are. He deduced it. Who else would have that level of information? Surely, you anticipated that. Now it’s time for you to bargain.

Schneider

How did he know where to reach you?

Wallace

I told him. He demanded that I meet him. He wants to beat the Russians to you. He wants your stuff. 

Schneider

Just give me a few minutes to wash up.

Schneider crosses to the wash basin, begins dipping his hand in the water and washing his face. It is a helpless and pathetic gesture.

Wallace

He doesn’t want to see you. He’s working at considerable risk himself. If it were to be discovered 
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that he is in contact with a German general on his own he could be court-martialed. We’re all in danger here. You’re the least in danger, in fact, because you’re already in custody.

Schneider

But not in the custody of the Russians.

Wallace

If I can convince Sibert that you're valuable you won’t have to worry about the Russians. 

Schneider

You should have told me you were seeing General Sibert.

Wallace 

Hey, I just found out myself. You know how this spy stuff works. They always take you by surprise. Don’t worry about it, I’ll represent you well. I’m your agent. Just like in Hollywood. You see, you’re already getting a taste of America. Gotta go.

Wallace starts to leave.


Schneider

Wait.

Wallace stops.

Wallace

Gotta go. Do you want me to unlock the cell?

Schneider

You’ll be back tonight?

Wallace

Tonight? What’s tonight? It’s already night. In the morning. 

Schneider

Unlock it when you get back.

Wallace reaches through the cell bars and pats Schneider on the head to comfort him. It is almost maternal.

Wallace

Shall I dim the lights?

Schneider

No

Wallace climbs the stairs. He speaks in a ghostly voice.

Wallace

“The Russians are coming. The Russians are coming.” Just kidding.

The lights fade. 

Scene 15

Silence, then in the darkness there is a distant pounding as if walls were being knocked down. Schneider can be heard as he gets up from his cot. The sounds get louder. Schneider tries to open the cell door, but it is locked. He whispers in the darkness just loud enough for the guard to hear but not the source of the pounding.

Schneider

Schalten Sie das Licht ein. (pause) Turn on the light. (pause) Hello? Hello? (pause) Turn on the light. Turn it on. (pause) Hallo? Schalt es ein. Bitte. Bitte. Bitte…

Scene 16

Lights rise to a twilight blue. Schneider is seen in silhouette. He is in the process of talking to himself. Outside the walls is the distant sound of sledgehammers. 

Schneider

…can never run out of maps. I just slow down and look at the villages. The slower I go the younger I get: until, when standing still, I am but five years old and slightly immortal. My mother and father are near. They are watching me. Everywhere I go they can see me. They 

are interested in everything I do. And the music, it is simple, a polka on an early summer’s day. Light 

streaming down through the thin air of a mountain village. 

The distant sound of a polka joins the hammering. The lights fade to black.

Scene 17

Schneider is asleep on a cot. Captain Wallace is watching him outside the cell. He stands there a long time. Schneider wakes up, sees that Wallace is watching him. He gives a startled shout. Wallace doesn’t react. They look at each other for awhile. 

Wallace

Honey, I’m home.

Schneider rises from the cot and crosses to the wash basin. He puts water on his face. He dries his face, straightens his shirt, fixes his collar, combs his hair. All done with a quiet deliberate dignity. 

Wallace

Miss me?

Schneider

How long have you been gone?

Wallace

Do you really want to know?

Schneider

Yes!

Wallace

A week.

Schneider sinks to the cot and puts his head in his hands. 

Wallace

It is very easy to control someone. It takes only one little dendrite, one little worry, one little 

contradiction, one little thought that won’t resolve, one little seed between your teeth that you just can’t quite get at, that you keep tonguing, that little thing, “yes-perhaps-they’re-right-after-all” kind of thing, “after all-you-don’t-know-everything,”  kind of 

thing, “who-the-hell-do-you-think-you-are” kind of thing that keeps you trying to assuage an insecurity, yes, that speck on the lens that disturbs even the most beautiful of landscapes, troubles family moments, 

dims the gleam in your children’s eyes, “perhaps I’m not seeing it right, perhaps I’m narrow-minded, perhaps I should open my eyes and see what’s really going on, 
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perhaps I’ve been brainwashed” kind of thing that makes you doubt, so to speak, makes you malleable. 

Schneider charges at Wallace.

Schneider

Shut up! Shut up! Enough with this teenage game! Did you see Sibert? 

Wallace sinks to the chair. 

Wallace 

Why are some people chosen and others aren’t?  It’s goddamned wrong! Sibert’s from Yale, he’s a Bonesman. 

Prescot Bush worked with you guys and he was a Bonesman. John Foster Dulles and Herbert Walker, they were Bonesmen and they worked with the Nazis, I know, I study these things like boys study baseball; 150 firms, a bonesman in every one of them, doing Hitler’s business, Union Bank, General Electric, Kodak, DuPont, Shell Oil, General Motors, Ford, Chrysler, Standard Oil, Chase Manhattan Bank, those guys were all Bonesmen and they all worked with Hitler, helped set him up. Where are they now when you need them? I think Sibert got wind of it and he chickened out.

Schneider

He’s not working with us?

The pounding begins. 

Wallace

Wow, listen to that?

He shouts up the stairs.

Wallace

Shut the fuck up!

The pounding stops. 

Wallace

Goddamn it, how can you stand that?

Schneider

You bastard!

Wallace

They’re tearing down the building. You're the last room left.

Schneider

What are you saying?

Wallace

They’re building a memorial. 

Schneider

In the middle of the night?

Wallace

The middle of the night? It’s eleven o’clock in the morning. 

Schneider

A memorial?

Wallace

Yeah, didn’t you know? This place was a torture chamber. (Pause) I found it. (Schneider looks at him.) The Motherlode. Yeah.  I was thinking about you, General Schneider. “He’s a very complicated man but he always comes up with the simplest solutions,” and so I thought, “What’s the simplest solution to the motherlode?” You know what I did? I started thinkin simple. Simple. “Miesbach,” he’s always talking about, Miesbach. I sat there and I sipped my wheat beer, the spittle of the Valkyrie bubbling in my glass, and BINGO! I thought, “wheat beer,” what did General Schneider say?  “Miesbach makes the finest wheat beer in Bavaria.” Code, my god, code. You can't lie, can you, General Schneider?  You can misdirect, you can mislead but you have to tell everything so you can keep 

track of what you said. It is a compulsion, So to compensate you say everything in code. So I asked the buxom blond with the biersteins if I might talk with 

the owner of the brewery. And Karl Kopf himself appeared, a bushy bearded, apple-faced-son-of-Baviaria. I slipped him a buck or two, American money, it goes a long way. He showed me his vats. And I said, “What’s behind that locked door?” “Oh, it’s a part of the brewery we’ve dismantled. It was bombed during the war.” And I said, “I want to take a look at what’s 

behind that door.” You know what I found? I found five big brewing vats, big as boxcars. I thought, “Wow, 
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Herbie Schneider, wow, wow, wow, you sneaky boy. It’s there, everything we need.”

Schneider takes a long pause.

Schneider

Well, was it? 

Wallace takes a long pause.

Wallace

No. (He breaks into laughter) Absolutely not! The vats were empty. (Schneider looks troubled.) What is that, general, a look of concern? Has it been lost? Has 

someone found it? Those vats were empty. You know why? Come on, ask me why. Ask me why!

Schneider

Why?

Wallace

Because all those files, those secret documents, that microfilm, those reconnaissance photos, maps, everything was in storage in a warehouse in Garmish. Ask me how they got there?

Schneider

Why should I ask you?

Wallace

Because every time you do I know I beat you. Ask me how they got there, goddamnit!

Schneider

How did they get there?

Wallace

Interesting you should ask. The Army found them. Ask me how they found them?

Schneider

How’d they find them?

Wallace

You must have had a hellava haul all that way. Bombs dropping around you, fighters buzzing you, SS suicide 
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squads hunting for traitors and you driving a convoy of trucks, going against the tide of refugees fleeing away 

from the Russians. A bold move. One that required a great amount of money. What did you do? Sell penicillin on the black market? Penicillin among sick and dying people is like platinum. Bet you got American dollars. So you bought the Koph Brothers bombed out brewery and stashed it all in those vats in the night. Too bad the GI’s have such a terrible thirst for German beer and the Koph Brothers don’t keep a bargain. They opened part of that brewery up and started serving soldiers and when the soldiers cried for more they knocked down that door and found those vats not full of beer but…what, General Schneider?

Schneider

You tell me.

Wallace

No, you tell me! 

Schneider

You seem to have all the answers.

Wallace throws a absolute tantrum.

Wallace

Come on, tell me!!

Schneider

They didn’t know what they found and so they stored it.

Wallace

How did you figure that out?

Schneider

Because you Yanks store everything that you don’t waste or leave on the side of the road. 

Wallace

I just checked the books in Garmish, security clearance, you know. And there it was, June 12th, a month ago, a shipment from the Kopf Brothers Brewery. 

Schneider

(with longing)

Is it July?

Wallace

It ain’t December.

Schneider

It is July. You notified Sibert about the contents?

Wallace

No, I never contacted Sibert. Sibert doesn’t know anything about it. He never did. We were just working on a new technique. It’s called Psy-Op. Psychological Operations. A lot of shrinks in Yale worked on it, well, Harvard too. 

Schneider

What?

Wallace

You been had. You were testing me. We were testing you. You passed. We need people like you. There’s a whole future out there and it’s wide open. (He crosses to the briefcase, pulls out an envelope.) We knew you had to have a cache somewhere. We hoped you’d tell us but you see I found it myself. I’m glad you didn’t cooperate, it shows that we can trust you. (He lays it on Schneider’s table.) Passage to the United States of America compliments of U.S. Cargo. We’re going home, General. Yeah, I’m flying with you. 

Schneider

It’s not my home.

Wallace

You’ll be coming back, in style. Gotta go. More clients to meet. I’ll tell you about Harry Truman, he’s from Missouri. People from Missouri think in a very different way. They’re independent. Shit, there’s even a city in Missouri called Independence. It’s where 

Harry Truman’s from. Harry Truman was a good soldier (artillery), a farmer, a wary man who worked for powerful men, a man who can transfer money and still 

look clean. That’s the ideal of every American man, work for powerful men, transfer money, get rich and look clean. There’s gonna be some real changes when Harry gets his feet under him. He’ll understand that we won the war and that the Soviet Union is our best 

asset. In the name of the Soviet Union we can wage perpetual wars, hot, cold and tepid. Then all we need to do is whisper, “the Russians are coming, the Russians are coming.” Gotta go. Hey, don’t worry, it’s 
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all over. There’s a festival out there. Don’t know what they’re celebrating, but what the hell, have a party. 

(He calls out to the unseen workers) Okay boys, knock the rest of it down.

Wallace exits.

The sound of the pounding begins again, but this time close.

Light breaks into the cell with each stroke of the hammer. It breaks through the cracks in the walls and blasts down from the light grid. Sunlight, a polka, a festival. The stage if filled with light. Schneider breathes in the fresh air and smiles. He pushes the cell door open. He steps through the door as the lights fade. 

