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FADE IN

TITLE SEQUENCE
EXT. AN AIRFIELD IN SOUTHERN ENGLAND. NIGHT. 1943
The Commanding Officer and several other officers are standing on the raised balcony of the control tower at an RAF base.  They are looking out into the night sky.  It is quiet and the air is full of tension.

A few moments later, they HEAR the splutter of engines in the distance.

A voice from inside the tower shouts out of the window...

air traffic controller (ATC)

Sir, I’ve just had radio contact with her.  Badly shot up and no undercarriage.  Coming in for crash landing.

co

Alert fire and ambulances!  Can they make it to base?

atc

Skipper thinks not.  He’s bringing her down in the fields.

The CO peers through a pair of binoculars and sees the dim lights of the aircraft – a Lancaster bomber - several miles away. 

Below him, the ambulances and station fire engine, bells clanging, head for the likely crash spot.

The plane gets nearer, its engines cutting in and out.

co

My God, he’s too low.  He’ll never make it.  (To officer standing next to him) Alert the civil authorities! 

INT. COCKPIT OF THE LANCASTER. 

The Captain and Co-pilot are fighting to keep the plane flying.  The co-pilot is injured and his face is covered in blood from an injury to his head.  

The Captain looks out of the side windows and sees that two of the four engines are dead.  The other two splutter and they keep cutting in and out.
Large jagged holes are seen in the fuselage and the wind is howling through the aircraft.  Several members of the crew are already dead; others are wounded but functioning.  The noise inside is deafening – a combination of engine roar and the intense rattling of the whole aircraft.
captain

(through intercom to crew)

Crash positions!  I’m putting her down in the fields left of the runway.

radio officer

I’ve lost contact with base, Skipper! Radio’s had it.

captain

Rear gunner!  Can you hear me?  Come in, Jack!

Jack (OC)

Here, Skip.

captain

Come forward, Jack.  Brace for crash landing.

jack (OC)

I don’t think I can make it, Skip.  I’ll be all right.

                                CUT TO:

EXT. THE CONTROL TOWER

The CO and other officers stand watching as the plane approaches.  Nobody speaks.  The engine noise gets louder and louder.  The plane is at tree height now.  It hits the top of a tall tree.  The left wing sheers off.  The plane swerves in mid air and hits the ground sideways on. We HEAR the terrible sounds of grinding metal and explosions as the plane hits the ground. It eventually comes to a halt. 
CU on the CO as the flames from the crash reflects on his face giving it a ghostly red hue.  He closes his eyes in horror at what he has witnessed.  All is silent for a moment, then all hell breaks loose as fire engines and ambulances rush to the scene, bells clanging and men shouting to each other.

The CO rushes down the stairs of the control tower balcony and runs towards a waiting car that speeds off to the crash site.

                                                        CUT TO:

INT. THE BASE HOSPITAL. SEVERAL DAYS LATER

The CO and the Medical Officer (MO) stand looking through a glass partition at the Captain, JIMMY CROFT, and Rear Gunner JACK DOYLE, aged 21, lying in bed.  Croft has bandages over his face and arms; his legs are obscured by a large frame under the bedclothes to keep them off his body.

In the next bed, Jack is encased in a full body plaster cast with just his head showing.  

Nurses are attending to both of them.

Mo

Jimmy’s pretty bad, sir.  Three broken ribs, sixty percent burns. We had to amputate his left leg as well.

co

And the others?

mo

I’m afraid the others didn’t make it, sir.  Only the rear gunner. He has some fairly superficial contusions, but his spinal cord is severed.  Complete paralysis from waist downwards.  He’ll never walk again...if he survives. 
co

Will they...I mean...what are their chances?

mo

The next 48 hours will be crucial for Jimmy.  I’m not hopeful.  Jack...well...we’ll make him comfortable but I give him a couple of months.  A year if he’s lucky.  We just don’t have the facilities, sir.  There’s not much we can do.
END OF TITLE SEQUENCE
EXT/INT. STOKE MANDEVILLE HOSPITAL. EVENING. FEBRUARY 1944

A cold, wet night.  In the distance we SEE the tiny slits of wartime headlights from a ‘sit up and beg’ Ford Anglia.  The car pulls up and the driver asks directions from a passing air raid warden.  It proceeds along the road until...

...it pulls up at the gates of a hospital. The headlights illuminate the sign on the gate.  It READS ‘Stoke Mandeville Hospital.  Ministry of Pensions.’

In front of the driver is a long driveway leading down to a single story brick-built admin. block.  To his right and left, a series of long, wooden prefabricated huts at right angles to the drive.  Between the drive and the end of the huts is a wide lawn area.  The whole scene is reminiscent of army barracks or prisoner of war camps.

The car proceeds down the driveway until it reaches the end. It pulls up outside the admin. block.

He gets out and is greeted by GEORGE RIDDOCH, a man in his fifties, wearing the uniform of a Brigadier-General.  They go inside.  
The driver is LUDWIG GUTTMANN, in his mid-forties, small, sporting a moustache, wearing glasses and with a long scar visible on the left side of his face.  He has a strong German accent.
RIDDOCH

Ludwig, you got here.  Filthy night. Good trip? 

They shake hands.  Ludwig looks around.  He is instantly disheartened by the lack of facilities and the bareness of the place. Riddoch is determined to remain upbeat about everything.
riddoch (cont)
So, here we are, Ludwig.  Your new home.  Not much of a place at the moment, is it?  I’m sure you’ll soon knock it into shape.

ludwig

It’s not quite what I expected, George.  There’s obviously a lot to do.

riddoch

Yes. Anyway, let me show you around. This area is the admin. side.  Reception, almoner’s office, benefits’ offices, patients’ records and so on.  The wards are along that corridor over there.  Your staff should be up there, waiting for us.

They walk along a straight corridor, turn right into another long, straight corridor, about a third of a mile long, each side of which are the prefabricated wards.  It is dark and dismal, with no-one around.  Their footsteps echo in the night.
They reach the first one and go inside.  It is a long hut, practically bare apart from beds either side, and a few pieces of equipment here and there.  

A notice on the door reads: ‘WARD X’.
Standing waiting for them are the staff – two nurses and eight medical orderlies.  They are lounging around, annoyed at working late.  Some of the orderlies are slouching on the unoccupied beds. Two of them – Joe and Frank – are typical cocky army grunts. They remain slouching as Ludwig and George Riddoch enter.

riddoch

Well, here they are.

joe

(to Frank)

‘Ello, officers around.  Stand by yer beds.

ludwig

Good evening.  

riddoch

Let me introduce you.

Before he has a chance...
Ludwig 

I don’t know if you’ve been told, but my name is Dr. Ludwig Guttmann and I’m the new director of this unit.

Joe

(whispers to Frank sitting next to him)

That’s all we bleedin’ need.  We’re working for a bloody Nazi now.

Frank

(whispers)

Ah, he won’t last long.  You mark my words.

One of the nurses steps forward.  She is MISS MERCHANT, a young, eager Scottish nurse who has been commandeered to take on the job of ward sister.  Next to her is another nurse.

miss merchant

Good evening, Dr. Guttmann.  I’m Miss Merchant, the ward sister.  This is Miss Buller, our auxiliary nurse.

They shake hands.  Ludwig goes over to the orderlies.  They remain slouched on beds.

ludwig

Good evening.  I understand that you have come from the army medical corps.

What did you do there?

Joe and Frank look at each other.  

Joe

Shovelled coal, sir.

The others laugh.

ludwig

I see.  Any medical experience?

Frank

Emptying bedpans!  Does that count?

ludwig

Yes.  Believe me, it’s very necessary.  I, too, remember doing that when I worked as an orderly.

He smiles at them, but they remain unimpressed.

LUDWIG (CONT)

Well, let’s have a look round and see what we’ve got.  We’ll start with this room, shall we, Sister?
He goes into a small storeroom. The others follow. On a shelf, arranged like soldiers on parade, is a row of thirty metal bedpans.

He looks at them and turns to Sister Merchant.
ludwig (cont)

What are these?

Miss merchant

Bedpans, sir.  

Ludwig

(angry)

Yes, Sister, I can see.  Metal?

miss merchant

Yes sir.  

ludwig

Get rid of them.  We want to cure bed sores, not produce them!

miss merchant

But...we have no others, sir.

ludwig

(turning briskly to her) 

Sister, tomorrow morning, first thing, you will get on the phone and order thirty rubber bed pans.  Is that clear?

miss merchant

Yes, sir. 

Ludwig

(to all)

At eight o’clock tomorrow morning I want everyone here for a staff meeting at which I will tell you how this unit will be run.  Please be on time.  Thank you for attending tonight.  If you work for me it will be the first of many late nights.
They leave.  Grumbles can he heard from the orderlies as they exit the ward.  

riddoch

Don’t be too hard on them, Ludwig.  They’ll shape up, I’m sure.

ludwig

These are the people I’m to work with, George?  This is worse than I thought.

                               CUT TO:

INT. WARD X. NEXT DAY

Ludwig paces the Ward by himself, looking around.  He is agitated and keeps looking at his watch.  

A few moments later the rest of the staff arrive in dribs and drabs.  CU on his watch. It is five minutes past eight.  

ludwig

Please be seated.  

They sit. They watch him as he collects his thoughts.

ludwig (cont)

Ladies and gentlemen, I realise this is new to you all.  Starting a new unit like this will not be easy.  In a few days we will be receiving our first patient.  His name is Henry Collier.  I want to tell you how we will...

He looks up at the staff.  Some are shuffling about. Others look vacantly out of the window. They are not impressed.

ludwig (cont)

The treatment will be...

Joe

Sir, what’s the point?  They’re all going to die anyway. There’s nothin’ we can do for these poor bastards, begging your pardon, ladies.

ludwig

What’s your name?

Joe

Joe...sir.

ludwig

Joe.  Your attitude is very common.  It is the attitude that I saw when I was an orderly in a miner’s accident hospital in Germany in 1918. I believed it was wrong then and is still wrong today.  In this unit we will not push them into a corner to die.  We will give them total care.  We will make it our mission to get every one of our patients to lead a useful and productive life again.  

He paces for a moment.  All eyes are on him now.  Some grunts of disbelief.

ludwig (cont)

There are two major threats to a paraplegic’s life.  One is pressure sores; the other, urinary tract infections which can lead to kidney failure.  We can deal with these. We can cure them. What we cannot cure is a severed spinal cord, but we can teach people how to live with it, how to cope, how to survive. If a patient is brought in here in a body cast, it will be removed immediately.  Is that clear?

miss Merchant

What are we supposed to do, sir?  How can we keep them immobilised?

ludwig

They will be put on pillows and sorbo pads and turned from prone to supine and back again every two hours...day and night, awake or asleep.

The staff gasp.  

Frank

What!

miss merchant

But sir, think of the extra work load.  It’s not possible...

ludwig

Sister, it is both possible and necessary.  Urine bottles will also be emptied at the same time.  It is through this simple and systematic approach that we can both save and rehabilitate our patients.  

miss merchant

Of course, sir.  We will do our best, but...

ludwig

I know you are sceptical about these procedures.  In time I will prove to you that they work. Joe, come here.  Follow me please.

Joe thinks he’s ‘for it’. He leads the team into the main ward.

ludwig

Joe, I want you lie on the bed, flat on your back.  Let’s imagine Joe has a lesion at L3.  On the bed, Joe!
Joe looks round at the others, unsure. He climbs up on a bed.

ludwig (cont)

(to the others, now ranged around the bed)

Now, remember, a paralysed patient is essentially dead weight.  To turn him, we need four orderlies, two each side.  It is vital that the patient is turned with a smooth movement, supported by pillows and sorbo pads.  Sister, you or one of your nurses will always supervise the turning of a patient.  A nurse will always support the head.  This is most important to remember.

miss merchant

Yes, sir.

ludwig

Now then, let’s try turning Joe.

He directs the procedure.  Two orderlies are on one side, the other two ready to receive the patient on the other.  The nurse at the head of the ‘patient’.

They lift too briskly. Joe almost falls on the floor. The Sister removes any pillows and places them in position.  The other two orderlies try to receive the Joe, but only succeed in nearly dropping him.  They stand looking disconsolate at Ludwig.  There is the hint of a smile on his face.

ludwig

Well, you’ve probably killed him by now.  Let’s try again.

They have another go.  They are getting tired. This time the pillows are in the wrong position and Joe lies with his back arched uncomfortably and at an awkward angle.

ludwig

No, no.  The pillows must be placed under the point of fracture and the patient must be kept level as far as possible.  Nurse, you must support the head more firmly. Let’s go again.

The third attempt.  This time they succeed, despite extreme fatigue.  He pats them heartily on the back.

ludwig

Excellent!  Now, you have to do that every two hours, day and night.

FRank

We’re going to be bleedin’ knackered by the time we’re finished. We need more staff, sir.  We can’t do this by ourselves.

ludwig

You’re right, Frank.  We will have more staff.  But for now, we will have to do it ourselves. You need to practise this until you can do it automatically.  Sister, I want you to come with me.  I need to find out what we’re faced with here.  Get a notepad and pencil.
TIME LAPSE. 
It is night.  Ludwig is alone in the ward.  The hospital is now deserted.  He walks around the empty ward, goes out into the corridor, looks right and left.  No-one is around.

He saunters down the long corridor and stops at a door.  The notice on it READS: ‘Plaster Room’.  He hesitates, then goes inside.

He looks around at the bags of plaster of Paris stacked in a corner of the room.

He settles in a chair and puts his feet on the bags of plaster.  From outside we HEAR the wail of air raid sirens in the distance.  He rests in the chair for a while then gradually he falls asleep.  The air raid sirens continue in the distance.
FLASHBACK SEQUENCE 
                                                        CUT TO:
INT. THE MINER’S ACCIDENT HOSPITAL, KÖNIGSHÜTTE, GERMANY. 1918
Ludwig, aged 18, dressed in an orderly’s uniform, is emptying a bedpan in the sluice room.  He hears SIRENS/CLAXONS in the distance and the bell of an ambulance.  He looks up, knowing what it signifies – a mining accident.  He quickly finishes what he’s doing.  The nurses ready themselves for action.

A few minutes later a strapping young coalminer, his face and arms blackened by coal dust, his work clothes ragged and ripped, is brought to the ward. He is still wearing his helmet.  A nurse gingerly removes it.  He looks up at her, fear and confusion etched on his face.  She holds his hand for a second and smoothes back his hair.  She takes a wet cloth and carefully washes away some of the coal dust from his face.

The doctor takes charge.

doctor

(to patient)

Can you tell me if you have any pain?

The miner shakes his head; he’s barely conscious.

doctor

Can you move your legs?  

miner

(whispering)

I can’t feel my legs, doctor.  I can’t feel my legs.

doctor

(to staff)

I want four orderlies.  Guttmann, get me two big towels as well.

The doctor examines the miner, pricking his legs and feet to establish feeling.  He feels under his back and gently feels the spinal column.  The orderlies are standing by waiting for instruction from the doctor.  Ludwig holds the two towels ready.

doctor

(to the orderlies and nurses)

His back is broken.  First of all, I must realign the bone and then he’ll be put in a body cast.  We will lift him carefully, with the towels under his armpits and holding his legs.  He must be held straight in the supine position.  Do you understand?

The two towels are carefully wrapped under the patient’s armpits and pulled tight.  Ludwig and another orderly are assigned to each one.  The other two grab hold of the patient’s feet.

doctor

Lift!

They carefully lift the patient until he is several feet above the ground.  The doctor waits until the patient is completely supine and then forcibly, with his right fist, realigns the bone.  He does this again until he is satisfied that no more can be done.  

The patient, unable to feel any pain, is clearly terrified at this seeming barbaric method of treatment.  He is on the point of passing out.  He is lowered onto the trolley once more.  The nurse wipes his face with a wet flannel and gives him a drink of water.  He moans quietly. 

doctor

Clean him up and take him to the plaster room.  Full body cast!  I’ll X-Ray him tomorrow.
Ludwig stands aghast, horrified at the treatment.  The doctor, seeing his concern, turns to him.

doctor

It’s all we can do. People like him can’t be helped.

ludwig

What will happen to him, sir?

doctor

Oh, he’ll probably be dead in six weeks.

ludwig

Can’t you operate...?

doctor

No!  Just watch him – you‘ll see and learn.

He walks away leaving Ludwig shocked at the callousness of his remark.  He walks over to a window and looks out across the city.

CUT TO:

EXT. MARKET. DAY 1918
Ludwig’s mother, DOROTHEA, is doing her weekly shopping.  The stalls are half-empty, some have only a few items left.  People are frantically going from one to another to find food.  

In the background there is a lengthy queue at a butcher’s shop.  There is a scuffle and the police intervene.  They then turn their attention to a demonstration which is approaching the market area.  Miners and their wives are on strike for higher pay and more food.  They march along the street with banners demanding better conditions and pay.

The police intervene again and try to break up the demonstration with batons.  The women are a soft target and they are being hauled out of the line and dragged away.  The men, provoked beyond endurance, set upon the police.  A full blown riot ensues.  

Mounted police charge the crowd and the demonstration spills over into the market area. Stalls are destroyed and people run for their lives.  It is chaos and many innocent bystanders as well as the demonstrators lie injured and bloodied on the ground. 

Dorothea cowers behind an upturned stall until the situation calms down.  She is terrified and at the first opportunity, tries to escape for home.  Police are everywhere, rounding up the miners and their wives and taking them away in open topped trucks.  

                                                      CUT TO:

INT. THE GUTTMANN HOME. LATER THAT DAY

Dorothea is sitting by a meagre fire in the living room, shocked and bemused at the events she has witnessed.  Ludwig charges through the front door.

ludwig

Momma, are you all right?  I heard about the riot.  Were you there?

dorothea

Yes.  I’m all right, dear.  You mustn’t worry so.  Look, there’s a letter from your father and one for you.

ludwig

We had some of the injured brought in.  They’re in a terrible state.  One died right in front of me.  What’s happening, mother?  

dorothea

There’s no food, no bread or meat.  I saw some soldiers selling their bread rations to civilians.  We’re living like animals, Ludwig.  This war has destroyed everything we hold dear. Germany’s finished.

ludwig

Trust in God.  We’ll get by.  At least we still have the chickens and the goat. 

(beat)

Do you remember I told you about that young miner who came in a few weeks ago?  I didn’t recognise him when I saw him today. So thin, and the smell... He won’t last long now.  I can’t get his face out of my mind.  He’s like a skeleton.  They put him in a side room out of the way so no-one would see him die.  He’s just left there, day after day. Nobody cares what happens to him. There has to be a better way to treat these people!  

He reaches for the letter from his father and reads it.

ludwig

Father seems well.  I wish he were home with us.  This war can’t go on much longer, can it, mother?

He then opens the other one and reads.

CU on letter.  It reads: ‘Dear Mr Guttmann, we are pleased to be able to offer you a place in the School of Medicine...’

                                                     CUT TO:

Title:      UNIVERSITY OF BRESLAU, SPRING 1918

In a series of rapid dissolves we see the young Ludwig in his early days at university. 

ludwig (VO)

I began my medical studies as the war ended, never achieving my ambition to fight for my country.  

He is seen arriving on his first day, looking up at the imposing edifice of the university medical school.

- Ludwig and several hundred students sitting in a lecture theatre, with large anatomical drawings on blackboard.

- Ludwig studying by himself in the university library.

- Ludwig writing essays in his room late into the night by candle light.

- Ludwig and fellow students dissecting a cadaver, identifying bones from a skeleton, looking down microscopes.

- Students accompanying a doctor on ward rounds in the hospital.

                                                        CUT TO: 

INT. A MEETING HALL. NIGHT. SOME WEEKS LATER

LUDWIG (vo)

Like all students I joined a fraternity.  It was where I learned to fence and became friends with Johann.  It was also where I began to realise how much hatred there was towards Jews after the war. 

The hall is filling up with students.  A large banner is hanging over the stage at one end of the room.  It reads ‘Thuringia Fraternity 1918’.
At the front of the room are students who are ex-servicemen: some decorated; others severely disfigured or wounded. 

The hall fills and the assembled students await the speaker.  Ludwig is there with JOHANN.  They look around and seeing others they know, nod or wave to them.  There’s a lot of chatter and laughter as they wait. Mutterings are heard from some students about Jews and who is to blame for the defeat of Germany.

                                                   DISSOLVE TO:

LATER THAT EVENING

A young man, a student, is standing on the stage.  Behind him, are several tough-looking characters, obviously not students, acting as security.

SPEAKER

(rising to a crescendo as the speech progresses)

Fellow students, our nation has been brought to its knees and nearly destroyed in this senseless war. So many of our friends have lost their lives. But let me tell you this.  It is not England and its Empire and Allies that is defeating us.  Oh no, fellow students.  The enemy is within.  In this very hall even. We must look to those who claim to be true German citizens for the cause of our problems – the Democrats and the Jews!

There is loud cheering from some of the crowd. Others are appalled at the accusation.  One of the war wounded who lost an arm stands to speak.

student

How can you say that?  I am a Jew and I gave everything to defend the Fatherland.  Look at me!

speaker

(shouting)

Sit down!  You have no right to speak.  It is you and your kind that have brought us to the brink of collapse.  You survived.  Perhaps you didn’t fight hard enough for the Fatherland!

A mixture of boos and cheers resound round the hall.

The unrest increases and students at the back of the hall try to push forward.  The meeting becomes chaotic. The speaker, sensing danger, disappears and leaves the small army of thugs to sort out the dissenters.  

Ludwig signals to Johann to get out and they force their way through what by now is almost a riot.  

                                                         CUT TO:

EXT. A STREET NEAR THE HALL. SAME NIGHT

Ludwig and Johann are walking back to their rooms.  In the distance we HEAR shouts of anti-Semitic slogans.  Groups of young men assemble menacingly on street corners.

Across the road is a large furniture shop.  The sign above the shop reads: SAMUEL’S QUALITY FURNITURE.  A swastika has been daubed on the window.

johann

We need to get indoors quickly, Ludwig.  It’s not safe to be outside.  Have you seen the papers?  They’re full of anti-Jewish propaganda.  

ludwig

I know, I saw it in today’s paper.  How can they accuse us of losing the war?  It’s absurd.

johann

What can we do?  Look at the way they treated those ex-servicemen just now.  They’re our friends ...or at least that’s what I thought.  If they can say that about them, where does it end?  I tell you, I’m beginning to think it’s not such a good idea being a Jew in Germany right now.

ludwig

If we give in to that sort of behaviour, what’s left?  We have to stand up to them sooner or later or God knows what will happen! 

(Beat)

Johann, I’ve got something to tell you. 

I’m leaving Breslau and going to Freiburg.  I want to study under Aschoff.  He’s a brilliant doctor, Johann. This is what I’ve always wanted.   












CUT TO:

Title:                   FREIBURG 1922

EXT. FREIBURG. DAY 

CU on a large poster pasted on a brick wall.  It reads:

‘FREIBURG KAMERADEN

ARE YOU INTERESTED IN THE OUTDOOR LIFE?

DO YOU LIKE CAMPING, HIKING, MEALS COOKED ON OPEN FIRES?

IF YOU ARE JEWISH AGED BETWEEN SIX AND SEVENTEEN, WHY NOT JOIN OUR GROUP?

FOR DETAILS CONTACT:

L. GUTTMANN OR J. HIRSCHBERG

THE SCHOOL OF MEDICINE

UNIVERSITY OF FREIBURG’

POV of the reader. It is being read by a young girl, about 18 years old.  She is ELSE SAMUEL.












CUT TO:

INT. FREIBURG MEDICAL SCHOOL. DAY

Else is walking along a corridor, looking at the name plates on closed doors.  She is unsure of where she is going.  She stops and looks around her for a moment. A large clock on the wall reads 10.30.

Several students emerge from a room and pass her.  They look back at her, lasciviously smiling and whispering to each other.  They burst into laughter.

Else is not amused and glares at them.

Another student comes towards her.  She decides it’s time for action.

else

Excuse me, I’m looking for L. Guttmann.  Do you know where...?

student

Ludwig?  He’s in there. 

He points to a closed door.

else

Can I go in?

student

No!  There’s a lecture going on.  You’ll have to wait.

He starts to go.

else

How will I know him?

student

You can’t miss him.  He has a large scar on the side of his face.  

Else looks puzzled.

student (cont.)

From fencing.  











DISSOLVE TO:

INT. THE SAME CORRIDOR. DAY. LATER.

Else is pacing up and down.  She puts her ear to the door.  We HEAR muffled voices from inside.  She looks up at the clock.  It is now midday.

She is about to give up when the door opens and a gaggle of students emerge, chatting, laughing, hurrying off to lunch.

She moves out of the way and tries desperately to spot Ludwig.

He is the last to leave. She recognises him by the scar on his cheek.

else

Excuse me, are you Herr Guttmann?  I’ve been waiting...

ludwig

Yes.  What do you want?

else

My name is Else Samuel. I saw your poster.

ludwig

Poster? What poster?

else

About the Kameraden group?  I want to join.

ludwig

Oh that!  Good!  We’re having a meeting next week.  Come along.  I have to go now, sorry.  I’ll be late for lunch!

He rushes off to join his fellow students, leaving her standing there.  

She snorts her disapproval and stomps off.

else

(to herself)

Rude, arrogant snob! I’m not going to bother if that’s what it’s like.

Nevertheless, she watches him walk down the corridor and out of sight.

                                CUT TO:

INT. STUDENT REFECTORY. SAME DAY

Students are sitting eating at long rows of tables.  We HEAR the CLATTER OF PLATES and CUTLERY.  They are being served by waiters who are scurrying around at the command of the students.  

On a wall there is the same poster as in the earlier scene, except someone has scribbled ‘JEWS OUT!’ across it.

There is RAUCOUS LAUGHTER coming from one corner where a group of students are chatting. A food fight breaks out somewhere else and there is much laughter and banter.

The waiters are kept busy serving and tidying up after the students.  

Ludwig and fellow student, JOSEF HIRSCHBERG, enter amid the chaos.

They sit down and wait for a waiter to approach.  They order their meal.

josef

(looking around at the chaos)

Idiots!  

ludwig

See what they’ve written on the poster? 

I’m telling you, Josef, things are getting very nasty.  Did you hear what happened in de la Camp’s lecture?

josef

No, what?

ludwig

Apparently he was in the middle of a lecture and he suddenly stopped.  He looked down at one of the students on the second row who was wearing a swastika on his lapel.  He said “Take that thing off.  You are not in a political meeting.  You’re supposed to be learning medicine.”

josef

What happened?

ludwig

He got up and stormed out, swearing at de la Camp. He said something like “Our day will come.” Do you know that some of the fraternities are banning Jews and Negroes from using weapons now?  

A waiter approaches with a tray.  He sets the meals down on the table.  CU on plates reveals small portions of vegetables and gristly meat.  A piece of unappetising bread is perched on the side of the plate.

Ludwig looks up at the waiter.

waiter

(shrugs hopelessly)

I’m sorry, sir.  It’s the shortages.  We just can’t get the food anymore.

ludwig

I wasn’t all that hungry anyway.  Thank you.

waiter

Thank you, sir.

josef

I heard from my parents yesterday.  They said it’s almost impossible now to get meat that’s not going off.  Mother said there was a queue a mile long at the baker’s, too.

ludwig

Let’s eat. We’ll get through...somehow!  

Did you book the room for next week’s meeting?  

josef

Yes, that’s done.

ludwig

Good. By the way, I had a girl come up to me after lectures this morning.  Wanted to join us.  

josef

It’s that scar that does it.  They fall for it every time. 

ludwig

She was quite attractive. (Changing the subject rapidly) We need some more leaders, Josef.  We can’t do it all by ourselves. It’s taking up too much time.  It’s finals next year and I’m falling behind. 

A student approaches their table.

student

Hello, Ludwig.  Aschoff stopped me in the corridor and said that if I saw you to give you a message.  He wants to see you in his study this afternoon.

ludwig

What about?

student

Didn’t say.  

josef

Oh, you’re in trouble now!

ludwig

Shut up and eat your gristle!

                                CUT TO:

INT. OUTSIDE PROF. ASCHOFF’S STUDY. LATER THAT DAY

Ludwig approaches, hesitates and then knocks on door.

Nothing.

He knocks again.

Nothing.

He’s about to walk away when from inside we HEAR ASCHOFF’S VOICE.

PROF ASCHOFF

Come!

Ludwig enters.

aschoff

Sit down, Guttmann.

ludwig

Thank you, sir.

For what seems like an uncomfortable few minutes, Aschoff continues reading a document, occasionally looking up at Ludwig.  Ludwig sits upright, but not very relaxed.  He is getting impatient.

Eventually...

aschoff

Guttmann, I’m worried about you. You came here to study under me, didn’t you?

guttmann

Yes sir.

aschoff

Why?  

ludwig

Why, Professor?  Because I wanted to learn and study from the best.

aschoff

Then why in God’s name aren’t you studying and learning? Mm?

ludwig

Well sir...

aschoff

You are one of my brightest students.  You might have a glittering career ahead of you if you did some work now and then.  Do you think you can get by with the minimum effort?  Do you think that gadding about up the mountains every weekend will get you your MD?

ludwig

No sir.  But I want to do something that helps young people...

aschoff

Ludwig, listen to me.  I know you’re passionate about the youth work you do and it’s very commendable.  I know you enjoy your fencing and all the social activities that this fine university can offer.  But...you must not forsake your studies. I will not allow you to fail. 

(beat)

The world needs fine and dedicated doctors.  More so now than at any other time! All I’m asking is that you put in as much effort to your studies as you do to helping young people fulfil their dreams.  Remember your own!

ludwig

Of course, sir.  I won’t let you down.

aschoff

I’m not concerned about your letting me down, Ludwig.  I’m concerned about your letting yourself down.

(beat)

Now, how’s this Kameraden thing going?

                                CUT TO:

INT. A MEETING ROOM. NIGHT. 

The meeting of the Kameraden group has just ended.  Ludwig and Josef are tidying up, stacking chairs etc.

At the back of the room Else is hanging about waiting her opportunity to attract Ludwig’s attention.  She eventually summons up the courage.

else

Hello.  Remember me?

ludwig

Grab that chair and pass it over, would you?  Yes, you’re the girl who was waiting outside the lecture room last week.  Else...?

else

Samuel. I enjoyed the meeting.  How do I join?

ludwig

Just come along next Sunday. Bring some food, if you can find any these days.

else

I could work as a leader if you needed some extra help.  I’ve done it before at high school in Breslau.

ludwig

You come from Breslau?  I was at the university there for a year.  

else

My father owned a furniture business there. He died a few years ago and now we - my mother and sisters - spend a lot of our time at our cottage in the forest.  I’ve always been keen on the outdoors and I ski and hike and...

ludwig

You’ve got the job.  Can you manage a group of youngsters by yourself?  They’ll be about ten of them.

else

Of course!  I’ll show them some survival skills.  

I’m sorry about the poster.

ludwig

What do you mean?

else

The way it was defaced...and what was written on it.  I think the position of we Jews in this country is going to get very difficult.  Even at high school there’s an anti-Jewish group.  They even blamed me once for our country losing the war.  They’re blind and stupid, and very dangerous!

ludwig

(attentive and now attracted to her)

You seem to be very...

else

What?

ludwig

...aware, of politics and what’s happening, I mean.   Unusual for a girl!  Would you like to go for a drink when we’re finished?  We go to a little bar just off the city square.  We could talk about these things over a beer or two.

else

I’d like that.  Thank you.

                                CUT TO:

EXT. THE BLACK FOREST. DAY

Ludwig, Josef and Else are leading a group of youngsters on a hike.  It is warm and they are in casual clothes – short-sleeved shirts and shorts and wearing traditional Bavarian hats, with feathers. All carry a large rucksack on their backs.  Ludwig has a large ornately-carved walking stick.
The children, aged between seven and fifteen, are walking ahead in a line, following a trail through densely wooded terrain. They are SINGING a typical hiking song as they walk along.

else

How much longer have you got before you are qualified?

ludwig

Finals are next year.  I’m not looking forward to them.

else

But you’ll pass them, right?

josef

If he did some work occasionally, yes. There’s something you should know about our glorious leader, he doesn’t study hard enough.  True?

ludwig

Yes.  No! I work hard now.  I was up all night finishing off my anatomy essay.  And my thesis is almost done.

else

What’s it on?

ludwig

Tracheal tumours.  Do you know anything about them?

else

Oh yes.  I’m very keen on tracheal tumours!

josef

He’ll get a First, no doubt.  Very bright is our Ludwig, and never takes no for an answer.

else

So I’ve noticed. Can I ask you something...personal?

ludwig

It depends.  How personal?

else

How did you get that scar?

ludwig

(dramatically enacting a fencing tournament with Josef as he speaks)

Ah, my scar. I fence for my fraternity.  I was in the middle of a match and my secundant failed to intercept my opponent’s blow and his rapier caught my cheek.  It was my fault really because I was trying a special hit and I didn’t protect my face.

else

How very careless of you. It must have been painful.  Did you have stitches?

josef

(dramatically miming the treatment with Ludwig)

The treatment is more painful than the cut, eh, Ludwig.  One of the other students presses hard into your ears. The pain from that is more intense than the cut, so you don’t feel the stitches going in. A bit primitive but effective.

She winces at the prospect and shakes her head in disbelief. 

else

And now you have your scar of honour.  I think it suits you.  Very...manly.

Pointing to a clearing...  

That looks like a good place to camp.  Hey kids, we’ll camp over there.  Get some wood to make a fire.  You’ll need dry wood and leaves.  Find some stones to put round it.  We don’t want to set the whole forest ablaze.

Ludwig and Josef look at each other approvingly.  Ludwig looks at Else, then back to Josef, and smiles to himself.

                                                         CUT TO:

INT. ELSE’S BEDROOM. NIGHT. SOME WEEKS LATER

Else is sitting at her desk facing an open window.  A slight breeze is blowing, gently swaying a single red rose in a vase on her desk.

She is writing her diary using a rather scratchy pen.  On the desk is an ink well.

As she writes we HEAR her words.

else (VO)

‘Ludwig and I have been going out for a month now.  My mother likes him a lot and I think my two sisters have eyes for him too.  He’s very sweet and I find him enchanting.  I know he’ll do well in his finals because he’s a brilliant doctor.  Or will be one day.’

She looks up and fondly touches the rose.  She continues writing.

else (VO)

‘On my birthday Ludwig gave me a beautiful single red rose.  It was so romantic and I hope it lasts forever.  Whenever I see a rose I will always think of him.’

She stares out of the window, formulating her next entry.  Eventually she begins to write.

else (VO)

‘The Kameraden group is going from strength to strength, thanks mainly to Ludwig’s boundless energy and commitment.  He really is a very inspirational leader.  He wants me to take over when he’s graduated. 

Things are going from bad to worse in our country.  The anti-Jewish feeling is growing all the time.  A young man called Adolf Hitler seems to be behind much of it.  I have seen many unpleasant incidents that would not happen if we had a national Jewish state in Palestine.  But I will never, never leave my beloved Germany, no matter what happens.’

                                                        CUT TO:

EXT. THE UNIVERSITY GROUNDS. DAY 1923

Ludwig and Prof. Aschoff are strolling along a gravel path in the university gardens.  It is a warm June day.

prof. aschoff

Well, Ludwig.  Almost a First.  

ludwig

Professor, I want to retake my exams.  I know I can do better.

prof. aschoff

No, Ludwig.  There’s no point.  Content yourself with what you’ve got.  If you retake, you’ll probably do worse.

They walk on.

prof. aschoff

Do you still have that girlfriend of yours?  What’s her name?  Ilsa?

ludwig

Else. Yes.  I think one day we might get married.

prof. aschoff

That serious eh?  Take my advice, Ludwig.  On a beautiful day like today, forget exams...and marriage, and go and have a picnic in the forest.  By the way, have you considered your specialism yet?

ludwig

Yes.  I think I’m going to work in paediatrics.  With the work I do with children I’ve become fascinated by child psychology.  It seems the obvious route to take, don’t you think?

aschoff

Mmm! Let me know if I can be of any help. I know a few people. Now, go and find your girl...and have a good holiday.

                                                         CUT TO:

EXT/INT. THE GUTTMANN HOME, BRESLAU, OCTOBER 1923.

A taxi pulls up outside an apartment block off the town centre. Ludwig gets out, grabs his luggage and heads towards the main door.  It is a huge, solid oak door with large brass handles and knobs.  The whole building, once a townhouse of a rich family, has an air of gentile dilapidation about it.

He enters to a rather gloomy hallway.  In front of him is an imposing staircase.  He starts to climb, lugging his case with him.

He reaches Flat 12 and hammers on the door.

ludwig

Mother, dad, it’s me.  Can you give me a hand?

The door opens and Dorothea stands there.

dorothea

Ludwig!  How wonderful.  Bernhard, it’s Ludwig.  Come and help him with his cases.

She hugs him several times.

She looks at him at arm’s length to see her grown up son properly.

dorothea

You look well, darling.  Come on in.

bernhard

How are you, son?  Congratulations on your MD. We were so proud to hear how well you’d done.

ludwig

Thanks. If I’d worked a bit harder I might have got a First.  How are you, father?  You look well, both of you.

bernhard

The move has done your mother’s health a lot of good, hasn’t it?  Away from all that pollution and filth!  But we were sad to leave the old home, eh, mother?  
Ludwig looks around the flat, taking in surroundings that are new to him and very different from their former home.

ludwig

This is nice.  I like it.

bernhard

It’s a bit smaller than the last place, eh?  But it’ll do.  It just became too dangerous to stay at Königshütte.  All the unrest!  It was like the war all over again. 

dorothea

Let me show you your room and we’ll unpack later.  You must be hungry.  I’ll get dinner started.  Bernhard, get Ludwig a drink.  

LATER AROUND THE DINNER TABLE:

BERNHARD

(in Hebrew)

Lord, our God, we thank you for the food that you have given us this day and we pray for those who are starving in our streets.  We also thank you, God, for bringing our son back to us. Amen.

ludwig/dorothea

Amen.

dorothea

It’s not much, I’m sorry.  I had to queue for two hours for this meat.  

ludwig

It’s fine, mother.  I know how difficult it is.

dorothea

It should never have been allowed to get like this.  Every time I go into town I see people begging on the streets and starving.  The prices go up so quickly I can’t keep up.  I have to get up early every day to get to the shops before everything has gone.

bernhard

(increasingly angry)

Ludwig, last month the dollar was worth 20,000 marks.  Do you know what it’s worth now?  40,000!  40,000!! The Government’s printing money so fast that by the time it’s out, it’s worthless.  Everything I’ve worked and fought for is gone...

dorothea

(gently)

Don’t, Bernhard.  Don’t upset yourself again.  Not today.  Today we rejoice in having our boy back with us.  God will see us through.  We must have faith.

ludwig

Look, I’ll be earning some money soon and I’ll be able to help out a bit. Things will soon improve.

They continue to eat in silence for a while. Dorothea looks disapprovingly at the scar on Ludwig’s face

dorothea

That scar is...

ludwig

I know, mother.  It was my own fault.  Else thinks it’s manly. 

bernhard

Well, you’re done with all that now.  It’s time to start planning your career.  What are going to do with your MD?

ludwig

Well, I have an appointment in a few days at the Wenzel Hancke Hospital.  I was going to specialise in paediatrics, but I was told that it wasn’t such a good idea.  Apparently there are already too many paediatricians. So I’ve applied to the department of general medicine.  You remember Johann?  We were at university here together.  He’s in the same department.

bernhard

That’ll be nice.  I always liked Johann.

ludwig

I think things will look up now.  Don’t worry!

                             CUT TO:

EXT. BRESLAU. A FEW DAYS LATER. DAY

Ludwig is walking to his appointment at the hospital.  He is in the town centre.  In the distance a group of people has gathered around a bench.  Ludwig approaches and joins the throng.

His POV. There is an old woman, with a shopping bag, slumped on the bench.  Someone in the crowd is shaking her to see if she is alive.  She is deathly white and there’s no movement from her.  

ludwig

(to passers-by)

What’s happened?

passer-by #1

She’s dead. Starved, no doubt.  That’s the third one I’ve seen this week. 

passer-by #2

The police pulled two elderly people out of the river yesterday who had committed suicide. They’d been married for forty years and had made a pact to end it all. They just couldn’t go on any longer. They lived in the flat opposite mine. What times we live in!

passer-by #3  

And then you see youngsters, some of them barely out of school, living like princes.  Do you know how they make so much money?  Playing the stock market!  It’s the elderly and sick who suffer.  My neighbour lost everything – his business, his family, all his possessions.  He didn’t even have enough for a cup of coffee.  But I bet the Jews are all right.  Oh, yes.  They’ll survive. They’ll be the ruin of us, you mark my words.

ludwig

My parents lost their business too.  My father was a distiller; had his own business in Königshütte.  Now they live off a small pension and my mother queues for food every morning.  We’re Jewish!

An ambulance and several police arrive.  A doctor examines the body and pronounces it dead.  The old woman is taken away in the back of the ambulance.  The police start to question the passers-by.  Ludwig slips away unnoticed.

                                                         CUT TO:

INT. WENZEL HANKE HOSPITAL WAITING ROOM. DAY

The waiting room is small and sparsely furnished.  There are a few magazines on a low coffee table.  Ludwig sits waiting for his interview, flicking through some of the magazines, not really concentrating on anything.  

A figure passes outside on the corridor.  A few seconds later it returns, looks into the waiting room and enters.  It is Johann.

johann

Ludwig, how are you?  I thought it was you.

ludwig

Johann, it’s good to see you again.  I thought I might see you.  How are you?

johann

Oh, you know, as well as can be expected in these trying times. So you’re back from Freiburg.  How was working with Aschoff?  I hear good things about him.

ludwig

It was wonderful.  I’ve learned so much from him.  And I have a girlfriend too.

johann

About time.  Serious?

ludwig

Yes, I think so.  We’ll see.  So, how are you coping with things?  I guess it’s not easy.

johann

Things are pretty desperate, all right.  I’ve been treating attempted suicides, overdoses, people being beaten up for their last pfennig, old people starving.  It just never stops.

(beat)

So, what are you doing here?

ludwig

I’ve applied for a position in general medicine.  We’ll be working together.

johann

I wouldn’t bank on it, Ludwig.  There aren’t any vacancies, you know. 

ludwig

What?  I was told...

johann

They’re not taking on any more in that department. Cut-backs. 

ludwig

Damn!  What am I going to do now?  I need to earn some money, Johann.  My parents can’t support me much longer.  They’re struggling...

johann

I know, things are tough.  Listen, I heard that Foerster has a vacancy.  Try the floor below.  Neurosurgery.

ludwig

Neurosurgery?  I don’t know, Johann.  It’s not really my field. What’s this Foerster like anyway?

johann

From what I hear, he’s a top man.  A bit difficult to get along with sometimes, apparently, but a brilliant surgeon and an inspirational teacher, I’m told.  Just your sort, my friend.

ludwig

You know, Johann, when I was at the Miners’ Accident Hospital we had a young miner brought in with a broken back.  I’ve never seen such brutal treatment of a patient.  He was left to die – I mean literally just left to die – and he did, six weeks later.

The floor below, you say?

johann

Try it.  You never know!







CUT TO:

INT. THE NEUROSURGERY DEPT. LATER 

Ludwig walks along a corridor, doors either side, looking for the one he wants.  Another doctor approaches, sees Ludwig looking and volunteers help. He is DR.OTTO SCHWAB, Foerster’s assistant.

schwab

You look lost.  Can I help you?

ludwig

I’m looking for Dr Foerster’s office.  My name’s Ludwig Guttmann. I was told he might have a vacancy.

schwab

Newly qualified?  

ludwig

Yes.

schwab

I’m Dr Schwab.  Otto.  Dr Foerster’s assistant.

They shake hands. There’s an immediate rapport.

Schwab (cont)

His office is down there on the left, but he’s not here at present. He’s in Moscow treating Lenin.
ludwig

Lenin?  I didn’t know...

schwab

Sent for him personally.  

(beat)

You really want to work in neurosurgery?  

ludwig

I’m not sure.  I was going to specialise in paediatrics but there are no openings at the moment. Then I thought about general medicine, but same story, so...

schwab

Experience?  In neurosurgery, I mean.

ludwig

To be honest, very little.  I worked as an orderly in the Miners’ Accident Hospital in Königshütte for a while. I had some experience with miners with spinal injuries. It was dreadful the way they were treated.  Just left to die in a plaster cast.  I couldn’t believe it.

schwab

What would you have done, I mean, if you’d been in charge?

ludwig

(gradually warming to his subject

Well, I... Um... For a start, I wouldn’t have put them in a full body cast.  Surely it just increases the formation of pressure sores, and how do you control bladder and bowel functions?  A miner I saw, a young fit and healthy man before his accident, died of a combination of urinary tract infection and the most appalling pressure sores because he was never turned or taken out of the cast.  There was no attempt at any physical therapy to prevent muscular atrophy.  We have to work with the patient, be by their bedside, and give them hope, get them back to being useful in some way.  Don’t you think?

Schwab looks intently at him and nods his head, smiling approvingly. 

schwab

You’re right.  Dr. Foerster is back next week.  Come along then.  I think we might be able to offer you something.

ludwig

You mean, I’ve got the job?

schwab

If you can stand the pace and Dr. Foerster’s method of working, yes.  I’ll talk to him before Monday. 

ludwig

Wonderful!  Thank you.  

INT. ELSE’S BEDROOM. NIGHT.

Else sits at her desk writing a letter.  As she writes, we HEAR her words.

else(VO)

‘Darling, thank you for your lovely letter and all your news.  Your appointment is very exciting and I know you’ll be a great success. You must tell me all about it and about your new boss. He sounds a bit of a dragon, but I know you’ll be able to handle him. The Kameraden group is doing well and I’m so enjoying leading it.  Last weekend we went skiing in the mountains and in a few weeks I’m planning a three day hike.  The children are really enthusiastic and all send their love and I’m to tell you they miss you terribly.’











DISSOLVE TO:

INT. LUDWIG’S ROOM AT HOME. NIGHT

He’s reading Else’s letter.  As he does, we HEAR her voice.

else (VO)

‘It’s so difficult being away from you all the time.  I’ve been thinking about moving back to Breslau to be near you.  I’m sure I could get a job and perhaps a small flat somewhere. 
We’ll talk about it when I see you next time.  I can’t wait.  Please stay safe, my darling.  I pray for you
every night.

All my love, Else.’

                                                        CUT TO:

INT. OPERATING THEATRE. SEVERAL DAYS LATER

Otto and Ludwig are in the scrubbing-up room, through which they can see into the operating theatre.  They are washing their hands and arms and gowning-up.  

Through the glass partition the nurses and theatre sister check all the equipment one last time.  Several large lamps are situated around the table on moveable stands. One hangs from the ceiling directly over the operation table. A clock reads 9am.

They look nervous and tense, but they go about their work professionally and competently.

ludwig

Is Dr. Foerster here yet?

schwab

Arrived about half an hour ago, I’m told.  

ludwig

He’s going to operate straight from coming back from Moscow?  

schwab

Oh yes.  It’s quite normal for him.  He’ll probably want you to hold the lamps.  Be careful, and watch what he’s doing.  You’ll learn a lot.

The scrubbing–up room door opens and in walks a haggard, tense-looking skinny man in his early forties, smoking a cigarette. He is DR.OTFRID FOERSTER.
He starts to scrub-up and a nurse helps him with his gown.  He stands and surveys the theatre activity.

schwab

Good to see you, sir.  How was Moscow?

foerster

Bloody cold! Shall we get on?

schwab

Yes, sir.  If you recall the patient is a young lad, aged fifteen, with a cerebellar tumour in the front section of the region.  He’s in general good health, apart from the effects of the tumour.  He’s been prepped – local, as instructed, sir.

foerster

Yes, yes, I remember.  Get Sister to wheel him in.

Schwab

Yes, sir.  

Otto indicates through the glass partition to the theatre sister that they are ready.

foerster 

(turning to Ludwig)

You!  I want you to hold the lights.  And don’t bloody burn me.  Otto, are we ready?

The patient is wheeled in on a trolley.  Two nurses lift him and place him on the operating table.  He is terrified and seeing Foerster standing over him does nothing to ease his anxiety.  The Sister and nurses stand aside as if in front of their headmaster.

foerster

(brusquely)

Come on, Sister, I haven’t got all day.  You nurses, get a move on.  Don’t just stand there.

To Schwab...

Can we start yet, Otto?  I’ve got another operation this afternoon.

Foerster checks with everyone that they are ready.  All reply ‘Yes’.

The operation proceeds. 

                                                      CUT TO:

INT. OPERATING THEATRE. SEVERAL HOURS LATER

CU on the theatre clock which now reads 12.30.  Foerster removes his surgical gloves and throws them on the floor.  He is tense, irritable and angry.

He storms out of the operating theatre, followed hastily by Schwab.  The sister and the nurses busy themselves with finishing off.  The atmosphere is tense and glum. It is clear the patient has not survived.

INT. THE SCRUBBING-UP ROOM

Foerster and Schwab disrobe and wash their hands.  They are both exhausted.  Ludwig, standing apart, watches them, while he too disrobes and washes.

foerster

He didn’t stand a chance, not with malignancy that far advanced. 

schwAB

We did everything we could, sir.  Poor kid! And so young! 

foerster

Damn it, Otto, we should have been able to save him. 

(turning to Ludwig)

And you!  Next time you assist, don’t burn the back of my bloody neck with that lamp.  If I want a suntan I’ll go to St Tropez!

Ludwig looks abashed and tries to mumble something.  Otto looks at him and signals to say nothing. Foerster storms out of the scrubbing-up room, slamming the door behind him.  

ludwig

My God! Is he always like this?

schwab

Only when he loses a patient. You’ll get used to it.  Listen, Ludwig, go and see him.  Introduce yourself and get to know him.

ludwig

What, now?  After that?

schwab

Yes.  He’ll be all right in a few minutes. He’ll calm down.

ludwig

Maybe later, Otto. 

                                CUT TO:

INT. LUDWIG’S BEDROOM. NIGHT

He is writing a letter to Else, sitting on the side of his bed.  As he writes we HEAR his words.

ludwig (VO)

‘So, I went to see him, reluctantly.  You can’t imagine how nervous I was going into his office.  Anyway, he was really quite pleasant and had seemed to have forgotten about the incident with the lamp.  It would be wonderful if you could move to Breslau.  Do you want me to find a flat for you?  I’m sure it wouldn’t take long.  I must go now as it’s late and Foerster always operates at 9 o’clock, so I need to get some sleep.  I hope all the trouble in Munich doesn’t spread to Freiburg. I miss you and love very much.  Ludwig.’

                                CUT TO:

INT. THE BURGERBRAUKELLAR, MUNICH, NOVEMBER 1923. NIGHT

The beer cellar is a long, ornate room with several hundred round tables, each side of a central aisle, each seating two or three people. At the far end is a stage with a large flag draped behind. 

The room is full to bursting.  Most men are seated but some are standing at the back of the room.  It is hot, smoky and the atmosphere is tense and expectant.  

At the front are seated three men – GUSTAV VON KAHR (Prime Minister of Bavaria); OTTO VON LOSSOW (military commander) and HANS VON SEISSER (police chief).

Von Kahr has just sat down after making a speech to rapturous applause from the audience.  The camera roams across the seated audience and a young ADOLF HITLER is among them.  

He looks round furtively towards the door at the rear of the room.  He’s waiting for something to happen.

Just as Von Lossow is about to rise to speak, a figure comes crashing through the rear door, followed by twenty-five brownshirted young men.  He is HERMANN GOERING. All eyes are on them.  The brownshirts take up positions around the hall, and surround the stage area.  Hitler jumps on his chair, fires a pistol shot into the air and screams...

hitler

The national revolution has begun!  There are six hundred armed men surrounding the building, and the police and army are marching here as we speak under the flag of the National Socialist Party. Everyone must remain in their seats.

                                                       CUT TO:

EXT. THE STREETS OUTSIDE THE BEER CELLAR. NIGHT

The camera roams up and down the streets.  They are deserted.

                                                        CUT TO:

INT. THE BEER CELLAR.

Hitler gets down and strides towards the stage.  He instructs the three speakers to go into a side room.  Several armed brownshirts escort them, unceremoniously, into the side room.

There is utter consternation and confusion in the hall as the audience come to terms with the attempted coup.  The brownshirts keep order by surrounding the audience.

THE SIDE ROOM

The three men are seated, all looking terrified and expecting instant assassination.  The door is barred by two brownshirts, and Hitler strides over to them, standing over them menacingly.

They look up at him, terrified.

hitler

Gentlemen, the National Socialist Party is about to take control of the country.  You have two choices – if you co-operate with us, you will live.  If you don’t, you will die immediately.

In a few moments I will go back into the hall and declare a new national Government.  Von Kahr, I will appoint you Regent; Von Lossow, you will have command of the army; and Seisser, you will remain chief of police.  I will be in charge of all national policy making.  Do you understand? Do you want to live? Are you with us?

Without speaking, the three men nod their agreement.

hitler

Good!  Now we will go back in there and declare the new Government is in power.

The three men, led by Hitler, go back into the main room.

Hitler stands at the front and announces the result.

Wild applause from the audience. Clapping and stamping of feet.

All burst into singing: ‘Deutschland über Alles’ which goes on for some minutes, getting more and more raucous.

                                                      CUT TO:

INT. A CAFÉ. SOME DAYS LATER

Ludwig, Schwab and Foerster are sitting eating pastries and drinking wine and coffee.  It is 11 am.  Foerster is reading a paper, and smoking heavily.  The waiter brings a bottle of wine to the table.  Foerster looks at it and nods to the waiter.  The waiter pours three glasses.

foerster

So, this Hitler fellow has been found guilty.  Five years’ imprisonment for treason!  What did he hope to achieve trying to overthrow the government? I tell you, gentlemen, we will have to watch these fellows very closely.  They mean trouble.  Otto, what have we got for this afternoon?  

schwab

A forty year old male with cubital tunnel syndrome, sir.  

foerster

Ah, yes.  A fairly straight forward case, eh, Ludwig?  What do you think?

ludwig

Well, sir, according to his notes he works at a desk all day in an office.  It could be caused by habitually leaning on his elbows leading to direct compression of the nerves.  There might be some osteoarthritis as well.  

foerster

I’d like you to see him, Ludwig.  Otto and I will see that young girl with suspected cerebral palsy.  Now let’s enjoy this wonderful wine.

(To Otto, raising his glass) We’ll have to educate our young colleague about the mysteries of the grape, eh, Otto?

                                CUT TO:

INT. THE HOSPITAL CANTEEN. EVENING

Ludwig is at a table by himself finishing off a meal.  He is writing to Else. 

                                          CUT TO:

INT. LIVING ROOM IN ELSE’S HOUSE. NIGHT

She reads Ludwig’s letter.  Her sisters are hovering wanting to know what’s happening.  

else

(reading aloud)

He says, ‘I am working an eighteen hour day.  We operate in the morning, then go for coffee and pastries at 11, then back into the operating theatre in the afternoon. Foerster is a hard task master, but he’s brilliant and I’m learning so much from him. Otto’- that’s Dr Schwab,-‘and I are becoming good friends and we work well together.  It’s a good team.  This was the best decision I could have made and I know now what my life’s work will be. 

To her sisters.

The rest is personal, so scram!

                                CUT TO:

INT/EXT WENZEL HANKE HOSPITAL. DAY/NIGHT. 1923-28

A series of shots that encapsulate the life and work of Guttmann, Foerster and Schwab over the next four years.

Foerster and Schwab accompany a group of visiting surgeons around the hospital wards, operating theatres and laboratories.

Guttmann assists Foerster at various operations.

Foerster and Guttmann sit beside patients and talk to them, working with them, overseeing physical therapy.

Foerster hard at work in the laboratory on his research.

Foerster in Moscow treating Lenin.

Guttmann studies in the hospital library for the Chair at the Medical faculty at Breslau University.

Guttmann applies for a new post at the state mental hospital in Friedrichsberg.  We see him being interviewed by a panel of doctors.  At the end he shakes hands with the then Director, PROFESSOR WEYGANDT, and the rest of the panel in turn.

Guttmann and Else marry and settle in Hamburg.  There is the ritual of ‘bedecken’- the placing of the veil over the bride’s head.  We then see them under the ‘chupa’ – the canopy under which the marriage ceremony is conducted.  

                                CUT TO:

INT.THE STATE MENTAL HOSPITAL, FRIEDRICHSBERG 1928

Ludwig, now 29, shows a group of junior doctors around the hospital.  They head down a corridor.  They pass several patients lying on trolleys, strapped down. Ludwig stops and speaks to one, but there is no reply.  He gently touches the patient’s hand and smiles at him.

From a locked room we HEAR MANIC SCREAMING.  

Another patient is helped along by an orderly.  She is young, pretty, wearing far too much gaudy makeup, and dressed in a hospital gown which she tries to lift up as she passes one of the young doctors.  She leers at him provocatively.

The junior doctors look alarmed and terrified at the sights before them.  As they turn a corner another patient is standing looking vacantly into the distance and making inane GRUNTING NOISES.

LUDWIG

We have to cope with all sorts here - the homeless, alcoholics, prostitutes with VD, cretins.  All the socially undesirables end up here, out of society’s way.

junior doctor #1

What happens to them, Herr Director?  How do you treat such people?  Surely many of them can’t be helped.

ludwig

Then what do we do with them? Leave them to die on the streets? Like the starving? Lock them away to die out of sight in some padded cell?  

junior doctor #1

I didn’t mean...But they are of little use to society.

ludwig

Remember, each of these unfortunate people is a person to whom we should give the best that medical science can offer.  We are making big advances in the treatment of mental conditions.  Society might have rejected them, but we have a duty of care, don’t you think? Or are you one of those who subscribe to the National Socialist way of thinking about such unfortunates?

junior doctor #1

No, Herr Director.  I’m sorry...

ludwig

Let us proceed.  I want you to see a young patient of mine.  He’s nineteen years old and is epileptic.

junior doctor #2

Herr Director, what causes epilepsy?  Is it operable?

ludwig

In this case, yes, I think so.  I’m operating tomorrow, in fact.  We’ll find out what is causing his seizures when we expose the brain.  I suspect a large cystic formation of the central region to be the main cause.

They enter one of the wards.  The door slams shut as the last doctor enters.

One of the patients, a man in his late twenties, but looking much older, SCREAMS and dives under the covers.  Several nurses rush to help him.

He shakes uncontrollably and we HEAR him MOANING.

Ludwig goes up to him and comforts him.

Turning to the others...

LUDWIG

A victim of war, gentlemen!  

They approach another bed.  A young man is lying in a dull, apathetic state, staring at the ceiling.  He barely notices his visitors.

ludwig (cont)

He’s suffered from epilepsy since he was seven, sometimes having up to twenty-nine seizures a day.  He varies from as you see him now to being aggressive and violent; he’s even tried to abscond by climbing out of the windows.  

junior doctor #3

Herr Director, if you operate and are successful, will he be able to lead a useful life?

ludwig

That is my hope.  I want you remember something, colleagues.  Our job is not just to treat the symptoms, but to treat the whole person.  We must always try to get our patients back into society to lead useful and productive lives.  Our work does not start and end in the operating theatre!

                                        CUT TO:

INT. THE GUTTMANN’S HOME. HAMBURG. EVENING. 1928

The Guttmann home is a moderately spacious apartment in Hamburg.  It is sparsely furnished and Else is busy redecorating and finding new furnishings for it.  She is wearing work clothes and has paint splashes all over her.

She is up a small step ladder as Ludwig returns from work.

else

Ludwig, is that you?

ludwig

Yes.  Where are you?

else

In the sitting room.  Come and look.

Ludwig enters, touches the mezuzah, and looks around at the newly painted room.

ludwig

This is wonderful!  You’ve done a terrific job, darling.  You have more paint on you than on the walls, though.

else

I’ve bought the new drapes too.  What do you think?  

ludwig

Can we afford these?  They look expensive.

else

I found them in the market.  They’re too long at the moment but I can alter them easily.  Really, they weren’t all that much. Anyway, now you’re ‘Herr Director’ we need to make our house a bit special.  Think of all the dinner parties we‘ll have.  I’m planning the small bedroom next.

ludwig

Leave that. It can wait, can’t it? 

else

Well, for another eight months, I suppose.

ludwig

Exactly!  We’ll do the... What?  Do you mean...

else

Yes.  I found out today.  Are you pleased?

ludwig

Am I pleased?  This is wonderful news.  Come here, you clever old thing.

They hug and kiss passionately.

Ludwig (cont)

You shouldn’t be up a step ladder in your condition.  You take it easy from now on, do you hear.  I’ll finish off the decorating.  No more painting for you, young lady.  Oh, this is wonderful.  We must celebrate.  I have a nice bottle of... Oh, but you mustn’t drink alcohol.  Tonight we celebrate.  I’ll make reservations at our favourite restaurant!  

INT. THE GUTTMANN’S APARTMENT. EVENING. 1929

A dinner party, shortly after the birth of the Guttmanns’ son, DENNIS.  They are sitting around a dinner table, after the meal.

Four friends – ANDREAS, CLARA, DIETRICH and MARLENE - are enjoying a pleasant evening with Ludwig and Else. Wine flows freely; cheese and biscuits, followed by cake, are served.  Classical music is PLAYING in the background – Haydn’s Violin Concerto #1 in C Major.

marlene

I think the nursery looks lovely.  Did you do it yourself?

else

With a bit of help, now and again.

clara

(jokingly to Ludwig)

That sounds like someone who’s not pulling his weight round here.

ludwig

Not true.  Certainly the hospital takes up a lot of time, but I do...

else

...the washing up occasionally!  Do you know, he gets up in the middle of the night sometimes to phone up to see how one of his patients is doing.  Three o’clock in the morning, for goodness’ sakes!

andreas

You’re not going to stand for this, are you, old man?  Sounds like someone’s ganging up on you.

ludwig

I’m used to it, Andreas.  Take no notice.  Look, there’s another bottle of the ‘22 to finish off.  Can’t let it go to waste.

Ludwig gets up, goes across to the drinks’ cabinet and opens a bottle of wine.

andreas

And how is fatherhood?  Enjoying it?

ludwig

Learning fast.  I just wish I had more time to spend with him.  

clara

I think you’re doing splendidly, the pair of you.  He’s a very lucky little chap to have such wonderful parents.

ludwig

Thank you, Clara, I agree absolutely.  Now then, more wine?

andreas

When do leave for America, Ludwig?  Boston, isn’t it?

ludwig

We’re just waiting for all the travel arrangements to be finalised.  Else has done all of that.  Probably within the month, I don’t know for certain.  The university has to find us accommodation first.

marlene

We’re going to miss you two. 

ludwig

It’s only for six months.  It’ll fly by.

dietrich

Oh, I almost forgot.  I have two spare tickets to the Haydn concert if you’re interested.  They’re doing ‘The Creation’.

ludwig

Goodness, that takes me back.  Do you know, I sang that in the school choir? 

He starts to sing part of it.  Applause.  He takes a bow.

ludwig (cont)

I’m not sure if I’ve got the time at the moment.  I’m pretty busy.

dietrich

Make time, my dear fellow.  That lovely wife of yours deserves a night off.  We’ll babysit, won’t we, Marlene?

marlene

Of course!  Go on, you two.  Have a night off.  Your patients won’t miss you for one night, will they?

                               CUT TO:

EXT. THE CONCERT HALL, HAMBURG. NIGHT

The concert hall is full.  On the stage there is a large choir of over 100. In front of them is a large orchestra.  It is a performance of Haydn’s ‘Creation’.

Ludwig and Else are in the audience. He mouths the words with the choir, lost in the moment.  Else looks at him lovingly and touches his hand. We see-saw between the inside and outside of the Hall.

                                                         CUT TO:

OUTSIDE THE CONCERT HALL

A man is pacing up and down the deserted street, waiting, looking for the concert goers to emerge at the end of the performance.

IN THE CONCERT HALL

The concert continues.  Two soloists are singing the ‘Adam and Eve’ section.

OUTSIDE THE HALL

From outside we HEAR the last strains of Haydn’s ‘Creation’, followed by applause.

The audience starts to leave; at first, a few, then the flow increases.  Lots of CHATTER about the concert.  

Some walk off; others are ushered to waiting cars.  Many stand around in groups, LAUGHING, CHATTING, GOSSIPING.

Ludwig and Else emerge, arm in arm, enthusing over the concert.

They head off down the road.  The man who was pacing sees them among the crowd and follows them, rushing to catch them.

He catches up with them.  They know him.  A short conversation takes place which we don’t hear.  Both Ludwig and Else become distraught.  The man holds Else’s arm to steady her.  Ludwig buries his head in hands.  They hold on to each other.  Else is crying now.  Ludwig comforts her. 

The man hails a taxi.  Ludwig and Else get in, traumatised.

                                                       CUT TO:

EXT. A CEMETERY. DAY

The priest has finished the formalities. A coffin is lowered into the ground.  Next to it, a small child’s coffin is lowered.  Mourners throw small handfuls of dirt on top of the coffin and start to leave, solemnly, with heads bowed.  

The gravediggers start to fill in the grave.  Ludwig and Else stand looking for a moment until everyone has gone.

CU on next gravestone.  It reads ‘Fr.Dr.Rozy Schwab 1887-1929. Beloved mother of Peter and wife of Otto.’  

ludwig

He had everything to live for. Why?  Why did he do it?  I don’t understand, Else.

else

We’ll never know, darling.  He must have been at his wits’ end.  Poor Otto!

ludwig

But to take Peter as well!  What must he have been thinking? 

else

The poor man was destroyed losing Rozy like that. I can’t begin to imagine his pain.

ludwig

Otfrid will miss him terribly.  I wonder what he’ll do now?

                               CUT TO:

INT. LUDWIG’S OFFICE, HOSPITAL. DAY

Ludwig is sitting at his desk, staring into the middle distance, unable to concentrate.  His secretary brings him the mail and puts in on his desk.  

One letter eventually attracts his attention.  We cut back and forth between Ludwig’s reading letter and Otfrid’s writing it.

We HEAR the voice of Otfrid Foerster as Ludwig reads.

otfRid foerster (VO)

‘My dear Ludwig, I can’t begin to tell you how saddened I was to hear the news of Otto’s death.  Unfortunately I was in Moscow at the time and couldn’t even get back for his funeral. He had spoken to me of his utter devastation at losing Rozy in such tragic circumstances, and said that he couldn’t conceive of going on without her, even though she gave her life for their beautiful boy.  Ludwig, I want you to take his place – to come back and work with me so we can continue the very important work that Otto and I started.  I know I am asking a lot of you, especially as you now have your own young family. I would consider it a great privilege to work with you again and I know Otto would have wanted his work to continue.  Please give it every consideration and let me know your decision as soon as you can.  With fondest regards to you and Else, Otfrid. 

                                CUT TO:

INT. THE GUTTMANN APARTMENT. NIGHT

Ludwig and Else are at the dinner table, finishing a meal.  Ludwig has Foerster’s letter in front of him which Else has just read.

ludwig

I’m just not sure what to do.  It would mean giving up everything – the flat, my job here, Boston.  And what about you and Dennis?

else

What about me and Dennis?  We can manage.  Better now than when he’s settled at school. Ludwig, this is an opportunity you can’t afford to miss.  Foerster’s offering you the chance of a lifetime - to work as his associate!  Just think what it would mean.  You’d be his equal.

ludwig

You wouldn’t mind all the upheaval again?  Finding somewhere new to live, starting over?  I can’t do this to you. 

else

You can! You know you have to, out of loyalty to Otfrid, and for Otto. 

ludwig

I’m very tempted. I owe him everything.  And it’s a chance that will never come again. I’ll write to him tomorrow.

                                CUT TO:

INT. THE WENZEL HANCKE HOSPITAL. BRESLAU. DAY. 1929

Otfrid Foerster and Ludwig stand side by side in front of an assembled gathering of doctors and senior nurses.  Foerster is addressing the company.

foerster

It gives me great pleasure to introduce my new associate, Dr. Ludwig Guttmann, to the team.  Ludwig and I have known each other for some time and of course many of you will remember him when he worked here six years ago. I mostly remember him for burning the back of my neck with the lamps in the operating theatre.

Laughter all round.

foerster (cont)

He has come a long way since those days, and has given up a prestigious post in Hamburg to join us.  Welcome again to our hospital, Ludwig.

Ludwig steps forward.

ludwig

Thank you, Dr. Foerster.  I’m delighted to be back in Breslau where I started my medical career and to be working with you.  And I know our dear friend and former colleague, Otto, would be happy too.  We are entering a period of unparalleled development in the treatment of spinal injuries and brain surgery, so it is all the more exciting for me to be working alongside you, Otfrid, and all of you here,  

and I feel that, with your help, we can make a significant contribution to neurosurgery in Germany and hopefully for the world in general.  Thank you again for this warm welcome.  Now let’s get to work!

Applause from assembled company as they disperse. 

foerster

Have you found somewhere to live yet?

ludwig

Oh yes.  Else’s been very busy.  She’s found us a wonderful apartment just off the town centre.  Very spacious!

foerster

She’ll need some help looking after it, Ludwig.  I can recommend a very good agency for domestic staff.  You’ll need at couple of servants.

ludwig

Thank you, Otfrid.  I’ll mention it to her.  Now then, let’s discuss my position.  

During the following sequence, the VO narration will be intercut with stock footage or still photos depicting the various events mentioned.

else (VO)

Life changed dramatically for us.  We lived in a large apartment with two servants.  Our social life seemed never ending – parties, receptions, concerts.  Otfrid spent more and more time in Moscow leaving Ludwig to perform major operations and to lead the department.  He spent much of his time showing academics and surgeons around the hospital which by now had a world-wide reputation.  In 1930 he became Professor of Neurosurgery at Breslau.  His reputation across the world was growing.  Life was wonderful and we were very happy.  But events both here and abroad would start to cloud our lives.  In 1929 the Wall Street Crash made life in Germany even more horrific than it had been.

INSERT FOOTAGE - an old woman, wrapped in a shawl, drinks soup from a dirty cup as others scrabble around on the pavement picking through a pile of rotten potatoes.

else (Vo)

By 1930 the National Socialist Party was the second largest party in Germany and people began to fear for the future.

INSERT FOOTAGE – ERNST ROHM leads a parade.  He is on horseback, like a General leading his army; behind him is a band followed by ranks of Nazi troops with rifles.

else (VO)

In 1932 Hitler became a German citizen and Hindenburg was elected President of Germany.

INSERT FOOTAGE – Hitler and Hindenburg travel together in the back of an open-topped Mercedes through cheering crowds.

else (VO)

Then in 1933 I became pregnant with our second child. It was the year Hitler was elected Chancellor, and Dachau, Germany’s first concentration camp, completed. It was the year the Gestapo was founded, the Reichstag set on fire and books burned throughout Germany.  It was the year the terror began.

                                CUT TO:

EXT. BRESLAU. NIGHT. 1933

Else and Ludwig emerge from a cinema. They have seen ‘The Threepenny Opera’.  He is whistling ‘Mac the Knife’ theme. As they walk down the street, a man approaches them from the opposite direction – a doctor friend of Ludwig’s.  He is agitated and looks around him fearfully. His name is JAKOB LIEBERMANN.  Groups of Nazi youths are seen in the distance, standing on street corners, drunk and crazed.

ludwig

Jakob, what are you doing here?  Are you all right?  We were just on our way to get a drink.  Would you like to join us? 

jakob

No, thank you. 

He draws them aside.  He looks furtively round to see if the youths are approaching.

jakob (cont)

Ludwig, I have some terrible news.  I’ve just heard it.

else

Jakob, what is it?  You look dreadful.

jakob

I’ve just heard that all Jewish and Non-Aryan doctors and scientists are to be dismissed on March 31st. on the orders of the SS. 

ludwig

What?  What do mean, dismissed? Surely you’ve misheard.  It can’t be true.

jakob

I’m sorry, Ludwig.  It is.  I don’t know what to do.  It’s...

else

Oh, dear God.  No!

LUDWIG

Jakob, you must go back home.  Be careful. Tomorrow we’ll talk to Otfrid and sort this out.  

                              CUT TO:

INT. FOERSTER’S OFFICE. APRIL 1ST DAY

Ludwig is in Foerster’s office.  Foerster is reading a letter.  Ludwig stands waiting to hear the contents.

foerster

You see, Ludwig, it’s not as bad as we thought.  I told the authorities that the ban should not apply to you and they’ve agreed to let you stay on until I can find a suitable replacement.  

ludwig

(furious)

You’ve done what?  Otfrid, how could you?  I absolutely refuse. How could you make such a degrading suggestion after all the years of loyalty I’ve given you?  What do you imagine my colleagues will think if I get preferential treatment while they’re out of a job?  This is not a game!
foerster

I don’t understand you.  This is a reprieve from the authorities.  It shows we can’t be pushed around by these bullies and thugs.

ludwig

You’re missing the point, Otfrid.  I will not allow myself to be put above my colleagues like this. Can’t you see how they would feel if I stayed on and they were dismissed?  I’ve been loyal to you, Otfrid, but this is a step too far. 

foerster

(in a broken voice)

But Ludwig, what will happen to me and my work if you, my trusted friend and colleague, leave me?  I need you here. 

Ludwig paces the room, back and forth. Foerster is following his every move, expectant and demoralised.

ludwig

I will stay on until June 30th and no longer.  I will not compromise on this, Otfrid.  I’m sorry.  I will go up to the deadline and not beyond!

                                CUT TO:

INT./EXT. THE HOSPITAL. DAY. JUNE 30TH 

Ludwig comes out of his office and closes the door.  He is carrying a brief case.  He walks slowly down the corridor.  Several colleagues pass him.  Some stop to shake his hand, wish him well etc.

He passes another who gives him the Nazi salute.  He ignores it and continues.

At the front entrance a group of doctors, nurses and patients have assembled to say farewell.  He stops and they gather round him.  He is clearly moved.  He shakes their hands, hugs some of them, waves and walks down the steps.

They wave him goodbye as he disappears into the distance. 

                                                        CUT TO:

INT. A CAFÉ.  A FEW DAYS LATER

Ludwig and Foerster are drinking coffee and eating pastries.  Sitting close to them are several Nazi officials, chatting over coffee and schnapps, boasting about what they will do to the Jews.  

Foerster and Ludwig talk in hushed tones, trying to avoid their gaze.

ludwig

The only man I trust to take over is Tietze.  All the others who come to mind belong to...that lot.

(nods in the direction of the Nazis)

I don’t know whether he’d accept, though.  

foerster

I’ll ask him.  So many good people dismissed, Ludwig.  Oppenheim rejected as Professor; Liepman told that if he converted to Protestantism he could retain his Chair.  And what will you do now?  

ludwig

I’ve been offered a position at the Jewish Hospital. I’m going to take that. Otfrid, this lunacy won’t last forever.  I give them two years at the most.  The country won’t stand for it much longer.

foerster

Have you heard Hitler?  He promises full employment, that Germany will rise again to greatness.  He says he’ll get rid of all opposition and he’ll rid the country of communists and Jews. And he backs it up with force.  You’ve seen what the SS and the SA can do. They’re not going to go away that easily, my friend.

One of the Nazis sitting nearby leans over to their table.

nazi

Believe it!  You bastard Jews had better watch out because we have only just started.  Our day has come!  So has yours!

He sniggers and turns back to his friend.  They laugh derisively.

 CUT TO:

INSERT FOOTAGE OF OPENING CEREMONY OF BERLIN OLYMPICS 1936. 
Shots of Aryan youths, their bronzed and muscular bodies looking like young Greek warriors, posing with javelins and shot putt. Hitler stands on the podium, with senior Nazi Party officials, surveying the huge crowds in the stadium.  The crowd chants ‘Sieg Heil’. Hitler gives the Nazi salute.  

Lines of athletes march past.  We focus on the German team, 600 men and women all dressed in white suits, followed by several ranks of the military carrying the Nazi flag held high.  As they pass, they all salute their Fuhrer. The crowd rises as one with the Nazi salute.
Thousands of pigeons are released above the stadium as the Olympic torch arrives.  A runner, holding the flame, runs down a flight of steps, flanked by white-suited athletes, all saluting.  He runs round the stadium, accompanied by the ‘Hallelujah Chorus’.  He runs up a flight of steps and lights the Olympic flame.
                                                        CUT TO:

EXT. BRESLAU. DAY. NOVEMBER 1938

Else and her two children walk along a busy shopping street.  She carries a shopping bag with nothing in it.

Jewish shops are boarded up, their doors and windows sealed and daubed with anti-Jewish slogans.  Other shops say ‘No Jews Allowed’ on the windows.

Jews are stopped and searched by SS and Gestapo officials.  Some are taken away in the back of vans.

They pass several elderly people sitting on the pavement begging.  A small child, dressed in rags, lies dying in the gutter.  Nazi stormtroopers and SS are on every street corner, looking for trouble. 

Military music can be HEARD through public loudspeakers.  Announcements are heard in between about the Jews.  GOERING’S voice: ‘Kick out the Jews from the economy and turn them into debtors.’

A group of Jews scrubs the pavement on their hands and knees, overseen by two Nazi stormtroopers.  As Else passes, one of them looks up at her pleadingly.   She is kicked brutally by a Nazi guard.

As they pass the local synagogue, a large group of stormtroopers, Nazi officials and police are outside.  The Rabbi is hauled out and taken away.

Posters depicting Jews and other undesirables adorn many shop windows and walls.  

Else walks carefully with the children, encouraging them not to speak or to stare, and avoiding the gaze of any Nazi or SS men. 

We follow her as she enters a ‘Jews Only’ store.  The shelves are almost bare.  There are a few other shoppers in there.

Else looks around and manages to find a few tins of food, some bread and cheese, and some vegetables from the nearly bare shelves. She takes them to the counter.

else

Good morning, Frau Hessler.

frau hessler

Frau Guttmann.  How are you today?  And the children?  My, how they’ve grown.

else

I don’t know how on what we feed them.  The shortages are getting worse.

frau hessler

How is the Professor?  I have a friend whom he treated at the Jewish Hospital and she speaks very highly of him.  If it weren’t for him, I don’t know what we’d do.  No hospitals, no medicines. Our businesses boycotted.  Dear God, it’s getting intolerable.

else

Sshh! We must be careful.

frau hessler

(whispering)

My friend told me that the Professor helps people to escape to Czechoslovakia.  Is it true, Frau Guttmann?  There is an elderly couple above the shop who will be taken any day now.  I know it.  They have already had a visit from the SS.  They will be back.  Could you ask...?

else

I understand, but my husband is a doctor.  I cannot ask him to do such things.  I’m sorry.  I think you’ve been misinformed.

frau hessler

Of course.  I’m sorry. I shouldn’t ask.  

else

(whispering to her)

Perhaps... if they were taken ill?  You understand?  Now I really must go.  Goodbye Frau Hessler.  Be strong!

She and the children leave the shop.  Outside an SS staff car squeals to a halt.  Two officers rush through the shop and up the stairs to the apartment above.

Else hurries away with the children.  They stop at a street corner and turn to see what is happening.  A few moments later an elderly couple are dragged out of the shop at gun point and viciously bundled into the car to be driven away.  The car speeds off.

Else hurries the children along.  They reach a bus stop and catch a bus.

dennis

Where are we going, mummy?  This is not the way home.

else

I know darling.  We’re going to see daddy.

eva

At the hospital where daddy works?

else

Yes, sweetheart.  

The bus pulls up at a stop and they get off.  They walk a few streets until they reach the Jewish Hospital.

Two armed SS men are at the door as Else and the children approach.  They bar their way.

ss officer #1

Where are going?  You’re not allowed in.

else

I’ve come to see my husband.

ss officer #1

Oh have you?  What does he do, clean up all the shit from the filthy Jews? Well you can’t!  And who do you think you are telling me what to do?  Get out of here before I arrest you.

else

My name is Frau Else Guttmann and my husband is the Director of this hospital.  Now let me in.

ss officer #2

Oh, so you’re Guttmann’s wife, are you?  Huh!  I knew him at school.

He grins menacingly at her, exposing a gap in his front teeth that gives him a devilish aspect.

ss officer #2

Let the Jew whore in, Franz.

                                                         CUT TO:

INT. JEWISH HOSPITAL, BRESLAU.

They walk briskly along a corridor, past the reception desk until they reach Ludwig’s office.  They enter.  His secretary is seated behind her desk.  She is nervous and frightened but recognising Else, greets her warmly.

secretary

Good afternoon, Frau Guttmann.  Have you come to see your husband?

else

(agitated)

Yes.  It’s important.  Is he available?

secretary

He’s in conference at the moment, Frau Guttmann.  There are...two SS officers with him. They’ve been in there for some time.

From inside his office we HEAR raised voices.

ludwig (OC)

(emphatic)

I will not tolerate any interference from the SS or the Gestapo in the running of this hospital.  It is the only one in the city for Jews and we will treat whoever comes here.

SS Officer (OC)

(shouting)

You will do as we tell you. You will stay for the time being and will report everyday to me.  You are responsible with your head that nothing irregular happens here in this hospital.  Do you understand, Herr Doctor?

ludwig (OC)

Yes, perfectly!

else

(to secretary)

What do they want? 

secretary

I’m not sure.  I think it’s about all the... ‘extra’ patients your husband is treating.  There’s been a lot of shouting...from your husband mainly.

else

Oh God! Will you let him know I’m here, please?  It’s very important.

secretary

Of course.

She speaks into an intercom.

secretary (cont)

Herr Director, your wife and children are here to see you.

ludwig (OC)

Thank you.  I’ll be out in a minute.

They sit in the secretary’s office until Ludwig enters.  Else fidgets and looks nervous and tense.  The children sit calmly, occasionally looking up at their mother, who forces a smile for them.  Muffles voices are HEARD from inside Ludwig’s office.  

His office door opens and two SS officers march out.  They barely notice Else and the children.  She looks at them, unsmiling.  They leave.

else

(frantic)

What was that all about, Ludwig?  Are you in trouble? 

ludwig

No, no. They were enquiring about all the extra patients we have here.  “Over and above our quota”. They wanted to see all their files and I had to take them through all the wards.  I told them every one was genuine.  I even made up illnesses for them and told them some had already died.  I think they believed me, but there are some who, I’m sure, will be taken away.  I’ll report these bastards to the health authority.  They won’t get away with this!

She indicates that she wants to speak to him alone. His secretary takes the children with her to get a drink.

LUDWIG’S OFFICE

LUDWIG

What’s wrong?  You look upset.  Don’t worry, I can deal with these thugs. What’s happened?

else

Do they know about the escapes?  

ludwig

No.  If they did we wouldn’t be here now.  Why?

else

Frau Hessler - you know, at the grocery store – wanted you to help an old couple escape.  Just as I was leaving, an SS car pulled up and they were taken away.  I’m scared, darling.  I think they might know.  I have a feeling something terrible’s about to happen.  You can feel it on the streets.

                                CUT TO:

EXT. VARIOUS CITIES THROUGHOUT GERMANY. NIGHT. NOVEMBER 9TH 

INSERT: Newsreel footage of Kristallnacht – the burning of Jewish synagogues throughout Germany. 
american newsreel commentator (VO)

November 9th, 1938.  A day that will go down in history.  A day that humanity hangs its head in shame...

Synagogues on fire; the charred remains of burnt out synagogues; groups of people watching silently; Jews being marched away to concentration camps; Nazi officials celebrate by playing football with prayer books in front of the Rabbi.  
Silhouetted against the flames of a burning synagogue, Ludwig stands in silence, watching. He is some distance away and is alone.  In the distance we see crowds standing impassively, watching the destruction. 
Ludwig turns and walks towards the camera.  He is crying. There are loud bangs as glass shatters in the synagogues and adjacent Jewish shops and offices.
END OF FLASHBACK
INT. THE PLASTER ROOM. MORNING

We HEAR a sudden smashing of glass.  Ludwig wakes suddenly to see a terrified nurse staring at him from the door of the plaster room.  Ludwig’s face is covered in sweat. The remains of a broken bottle lie at her feet.  

nurse

I’m so...I didn’t know anyone was...I’m sorry, sir, I’ll clean...

ludwig

It’s all right, nurse.  I must have fallen asleep.  It’s not your fault. Just clean up the glass.  What time is it?

nurse

Half past seven, sir.

ludwig

I need coffee.

nurse

Shall I get...?

ludwig

No, no.  It’s all right.  Thank you!

He rises and leaves, carefully stepping over the broken glass.  He pats the nurse on the shoulder as he passes her.
ludwig

Don’t worry, I won’t report it to the boss.

                                          CUT TO:

INT. THE GUTTMANN HOME, OXFORD. NIGHT

Ludwig is slumped, exhausted, in front of an open fire in their living room.  Else is busying herself in the kitchen.

else

You look absolutely exhausted, darling.  Are you getting enough sleep?

ludwig

It’s difficult trying to sleep in an office no bigger than a broom cupboard. I fell asleep in the plaster room last night. I’ve spent nearly all day on the phone trying to get this piece of equipment or that piece of equipment.  

else

What are your staff like?  Can they help you at all?

ludwig

They’re a good bunch, but totally untrained for this work.  God knows what will happen when we get a full ward of patients.  Do you know, I can’t even get large envelopes for X-ray photos?  The Ministry of Pensions sent me the small ones and we have to cut up the X-rays to fit them. How stupid is that!  I need a secretary!

else

Come up to bed, darling.  You can sleep all day tomorrow.  I’ll take the children out.  There’s a new exhibition on at the Pitt Rivers.

                              CUT TO:

INT. WARD X. DAY. A FEW WEEKS LATER

Ludwig is on the phone.  He’s angry and determined.

ludwig

Send me some girls from the typing pool.  I need one who can type, answer the phone, maintain files...and someone who can make a decent cup of coffee!

He slams down the phone.

LATER THAT DAY

A girl, barely out of her teens, exits Ludwig’s office. She passes another applicant, seated outside. Somewhat hesitantly, she knocks on the office door and waits.

ludwig

Yes?  Come!

A young lady, mid-twenties, wearing horn-rimmed spectacles, enters.  She is JOAN SCRUTON.  She exudes an air of quiet competence and determination.

ludwig

Yes, what do want?

joan

May I apply for the job, Sir?  As secretary?

ludwig

Oh, I didn’t know there was anyone else?  Please sit down.  What’s your name?

joan

Joan, sir.  Joan Scruton.

ludwig

You are currently in charge of the typing pool, aren’t you?  I’ve seen you around.

joan

Yes.  That’s right, Doctor.

ludwig

Qualifications?

joan

I passed my Civil Service exam in 1939, and I have worked for the Ministry of Pensions in London and Blackpool before applying for the typing pool here.

ludwig

I see. Miss Scruton, I’ll be honest. I need someone who can be my right hand man, so to speak.  You will need to do all the usual secretarial tasks, of course.  However, what I need is someone who can deal with patients as well.  I need detailed records of all the patients who come in here.  I will need someone who can work closely with them, the nurses and doctors, and with me. The hours will be long, the pay lousy, but the rewards will be great. And you won’t have an office for some time. Do you think you can do it?

joan

It sounds very exciting...and challenging.  I’d love to have a go, sir.

ludwig

Good. And there’s one other thing.  Can you make proper coffee?

joan

At what time would you like it, sir? 

Over Joan’s VO narration, a series of shots depicting the activities over the next few weeks.

joan (VO)

And so began the greatest adventure of my life.  Stoke Mandeville was born.  It was a difficult birth, but the new centre soon began to feel like a real hospital ward.  For one thing, equipment began to arrive.  Doctor Guttmann saw to that.

Several truck loads of medical equipment arrive at the admin. block.  CU on one labelled ‘Rubber Bed Pans’. Joe and Frank help unload. Ludwig is there as well, supervising.  Joan marks off items on a list.

In the ward, Frank, Joe and others practise on each other turning ‘patients’ under the supervision of Ludwig and a senior nurse. 

joan (vo cont)

Dr. Guttmann worked day and night, sometimes going without sleep.  It was not unusual to find him slumped in his chair at eight o’clock in the morning as I brought him his first of many cups of coffee.

Ludwig, feet on his desk, fast asleep.  The clock reads 8am. Joan brings in his coffee.  He wakes, rubs his tired eyes and drinks.

joan (VO Cont)

And of course our patients started to arrive.  In those first few weeks we saw sights that would haunt some of us for the rest of our lives.  Young men, emaciated, dispirited and so badly injured that I’m sure even Dr. Guttmann wondered sometimes if they could be saved.  But he never once showed it, to them or to us.  

A young male patient is brought in by ambulance.  He is unloaded from it and we see he is in a full body cast.  He is wheeled along the corridor to Ward X. on a gurney.  He is JACK DOYLE, now aged twenty-two, the RAF rear gunner from the opening scene.

A bed is screened off ready for him.  Ludwig, along with Sister Merchant, awaits his arrival.  

Jack looks up at them, unsmiling, confused, desperate, barely alive.  Ludwig smiles at him.

ludwig

Hello.  I’m Dr. Guttmann and this is Sister Merchant.

He looks up, uncomprehending. 

Turning to Joe.

ludwig (cont)

(indicating the plaster cast)

Let’s get rid of this, Joe. 

joe

Right away, sir.

To patient.

ludwig

How long have you been in this?

Jack imperceptibly shakes his head.

ludwig (cont)

That’s all right, Jack. The first thing we’re going to do is to remove this plaster cast.  Don’t be alarmed.  Joe is very good.

Joe arrives with a pair of vicious looking cutters and starts snipping away at the cast until it starts to fracture.  He has to cut the patient’s hair which has grown into the plaster cast.

joe

Sorry, mate. Gonna have to give you quick short back and sides. 

Eventually, he snips along one side of the cast and peels it back to reveal a horrific sight.  The patient is covered in deep, suppurating pressure sores.  He is stick thin and the stench from weeks of neglect makes Joe involuntarily gag.

sister merchant

(sensing the moment)

Joe, will you get the others?  We’ll get him on the bed and clean him up first.  

As he leaves, she takes him aside.

sister merchant (cont)

(quietly, sensitively)

Joe, I know how distressing this is.  We must never show our...feelings about the state of any patient.  They must have complete confidence in us.

joe

Yeah, I’m sorry, Sister.  I’ve never seen anything like that before.  Took me by surprise, like. I’ll be all right now. 

ludwig

Sister, let me know when you’re ready.  He’ll need immediate catheterisation – use a Foley 16F - and pillow support in L3 and L4 area.  We’ll do X-rays tomorrow when he’s settled. 

He hurries off to see other patients.

TIME LAPSE – SEVERAL DAYS LATER

The camera pans around the ward.  Some patients are sitting up in bed; others are lying either prone or supine.  Nurses and orderlies are busy with daily ward tasks.  We overhear some jovial banter between the orderlies and patients as they are being turned.  

One of the new staff, ‘JIMMY’ RIDDLE, a former RAF aerial photographer, is seen taking photographs of patients, with Ludwig directing him as to the shots and angles to be taken.

joan (VO)

One of my first jobs was to compile a complete dossier on each patient.  Dr Guttmann demanded detailed notes on every stage of each patient’s treatment.  These would form the basis of his research work, a vital part of his total care approach. Often, at the end of an exhausting day, we would sit and talk and plan tomorrow’s work.
INT. LUDWIG’S OFFICE WARD X. NIGHT

Joan

Don’t forget the meeting tomorrow with the local Health Authority budget committee.  You’ll need to leave at about ten-thirty.

ludwig

Do I have to deal with these tiresome people?  Committees, meetings, budgets.  It’s so depressing!

joan

Do you want me to send your apologies?

ludwig

No, I’ll go.
joan

Then there’s the delegation from America arriving at the Star and Garter.  You hadn’t forgotten you promised to talk to them about our rehab. programme?  Another coffee?
ludwig

Thank you, Joan.  I don’t know what I’d do without you.

She pours him a coffee and he sits staring out of the window in silence, his head in his hands.  Joan looks at him, concerned.
joan

Are you all right, Doctor?

ludwig

Yes.  I was just thinking about home and wondering what was left of everything we had there.  All those patients of mine at the Jewish hospital!  I wonder what became of them.

joan

Do you think you and Else will ever go back?

ludwig

This is our home now, Joan.  This place is my life and there’s such a lot to do.  We’ve barely started.  We have to develop the rehabilitation programme and improve the conditions for everyone.  But all I seem to do is go to endless, tiresome meetings.

joan

You’ve never spoken about how you and Else and the children got out of Germany.  It must have been terrifying for you.

ludwig

We were lucky; more lucky than some.  One day I had a phone call...
FLASHBACK.

EXT/INT. THE GERMAN FOREIGN MINISTRY, BERLIN. DAY. DECEMBER 1938

CU on an office door inside the Ministry. A name plate reads: ‘Portuguese Division’.

INSIDE THE OFFICE.  

An official sits behind a desk, phone in hand.  Behind him is a large official portrait of Adolf Hitler, and a Nazi flag on a pole in one corner.  In another corner is a bird cage on a stand with a canary in it.  It is sitting silently on its perch.  On the man’s desk is a bronze bust of Hitler.

ministry official

Herr Doctor, President Salazar has personally asked for you to fly to Lisbon to treat Dr. Dias, whom, I believe, you know, and is of course a great friend of SS Obergruppenfuhrer von Ribbentrop.  Your passport is available to you at Gestapo Headquarters in Berlin.  You will leave immediately.  Do you understand?

                                CUT TO:

EXT. LISBON AIRPORT. DAY 

Passengers disembark from an aircraft.  The last one to exit stands for a moment on the top of the steps and looks over the apron of the airport.

He is in his late thirties, small, with a moustache and glasses.  On his left cheek is a noticeable scar.  He is carrying a medical bag on which we see the name ‘LUDWIG GUTTMANN. MD’.

He is met by several men whom he clearly knows and who show concern for his well-being.  He is ushered through the terminal building and into a waiting car.

                                                       CUT TO:

EXT. LISBON AIRPORT. NIGHT. A FEW DAYS LATER.

Ludwig is being seen off by two of the men who met him earlier.

MAN #1

Have a good flight, Ludwig.  

man#2

Give my regards to Francis.

He boards the plane and it takes off.  

EXT. LONDON AIRPORT. LATER

Ludwig emerges from the plane.  He is met by a man in his fifties.  He is PROFESSOR FRANCIS SIMON, a distinguished looking man, smartly dressed in a tweed suit, with brown, highly-polished shoes and trilby hat.  

They go through customs and out of the terminal to a waiting car and drive off.

LATER...

From inside the car we see a sign post to Oxford.  The car pulls onto the main road and heads off into the distance.

francis

It shouldn’t be too long a journey, Ludwig?  How’s Else and the children?  I hear things are pretty rough in Germany.

ludwig

Francis, I can’t tell you how terrible it is.  Our only hope is to come to England.  God knows what will happen to those left behind.

                                                       CUT TO:

EXT. OXFORD. DAY

The car pulls up outside a large building.  On a brass name plate we see ‘British Society for the Protection of Science and Learning.’

The two men get out of the car and go inside.

CUT TO:

EXT. A STREET IN BRESLAU, GERMANY 1939. DAY 

An open-topped army staff car pulls up outside a crumbling apartment block, followed by a covered truck.  Two officers get out of the car.  Nazi troops, with rifles and long wooden clubs, emerge from the back of the truck.  They rush into the apartment building.  The officers stand waiting on the pavement, laughing and smoking, pistols at the ready.  From inside we hear SCREAMS AND SHOUTING.

Two empty covered trucks pull up along side the first one.  The tailgates are lowered and armed Nazi troops stand ready.

After a few moments people are seen coming out of the main door of the apartment building.  They are Jewish families, old people and children.  Many of them are wearing flimsy clothes.  They are pushed and shoved from behind by the troops.  

There is a much barking of orders by the troops. Those who stumble and fall are roughly handled and almost thrown into the backs of the waiting trucks - the women and children in one, men in the other.

A woman in her late thirties, Else Guttmann, smartly dressed, wearing a Star of David armband, crosses the road to avoid being seen by the SS.  She hurries along the street.  We follow her as she turns into another street.  She stands in the shadow of a building for a moment as she HEARS the sounds of car engines approaching.

The trucks and cars race past her.  She sees they are full of Jews being taken away to the camps.

                                                         CUT TO:

INT. AN APARTMENT. BRESLAU, GERMANY

In a well-appointed apartment of a wealthy middle class family, a maid in her twenties is preparing lunch for two children.  They are DENNIS, 10 and EVA, 8, children of Ludwig Guttmann.  The children are sitting at a dinner table in the lounge.

Else enters through the large wooden front door.  She is out of breath and looks fearful.

The children get up to greet her.  She ushers them quickly back to the table.

The apartment is decorated for Hannukah and on the windowsill we see a Menorah with the candles in it.  She removes it and puts it out of sight.
The maid brings in the food and places it on the table. Else and the children are about to sit down when there is a knock on the door.

For a moment Else looks terrified, as does the girl.  They are expecting the worst.  There is a terrible silence before...

...another maid goes to the door. The family look on, waiting for the inevitable.
telegram boy (OC)

Telegram for Frau Guttmann.

A palpable sigh of relief. The second maid brings it to Else.  She opens it.

CU on telegram.  It reads: ‘Start Packing!’

dennis

Who’s it from, mummy?

else

It’s from daddy.

eva

Where is daddy and when’s he coming home?  He’ll miss Hannukah and we won’t have any presents.

else

He’s in England, darling.  At a place called Oxford.

eva

Why?

dennis

You said he was in Portugal.  What’s he doing in England?

else

All these questions!  He was in Portugal to treat Dr Dias.  Do you remember him?  He came here once.  Then when he’d finished treating him he went to England.

dennis

What’s he doing there?

else

Well, you both know, don’t you, that it’s not safe for us to live here any more under the Nazis or for daddy to treat Jewish people at the hospital.  So daddy has been offered a job in England to do research and he wants us to start packing.  We’re going to live in England at Oxford University! 

                CUT TO:                                            

EXT. THE CROSS CHANNEL STEAMER. DAY. MARCH 1939

It is cold and blowing a gale as the boat makes its way across the Channel.  Seagulls fly freely overhead, following the boat to its destination, diving into the sea for food and making a raucous noise. Passengers are being sea-sick over the railings; others are huddled together for warmth.  Most are inside, looking fearfully out of the windows.  

Ludwig and his family stand on deck, brace themselves against the railings and look towards England.  The white cliffs of Dover appear in the distance.

The children excitedly peer over the side and jump up and down for joy.

                                                        CUT TO:

INT. THE IMMIGRATION HUT AT DOVER. DAY.

The building is a long wooden Nissen-hut, open at the rear facing the docks.  It is stark, with a small wood burning stove against one wall.  At the far end, there is a large sign over a desk – IMMIGRATION OFFICER.

The camera moves along a line of near silent individuals and family groups as they wait patiently to have their papers checked by immigration officials.

The Guttmann family squeeze in at the back of the queue.  At the front, sitting at a desk, is the immigration officer, stamping papers, checking passports and details of people from a long list in front of him.

Several NCOs, with severe looks on their faces, march up and down the line.  They look at the suitcases on the floor.  All of them have names and addresses written in large letters.  They are all Jewish and have come from Germany or Poland.

It is now raining and the wind is howling through the hut, rattling the windows.  The Guttmann family stand huddled against the weather by the open door at the rear of the hut.  A sergeant has spotted them and marches towards them.  He points to the family and beckons them forward.

Else and the children are terrified. The children cower behind Else. Ludwig, apprehensive, but in control, steps forward.  The sergeant towers over him, but Ludwig stands his ground.

sergeant

Come with me, please.  All of you!

ludwig

(determined)

All our papers are in order, I assure you.  We have come so far, what is the problem?

sergeant

No problem, sir.  It’s just that we can’t have young children standing in a draught like that.  Follow me, please.

Reluctantly they follow him. He leads them to the front and indicates where they should stand.  He turns to the immigration officer and snaps smartly to attention.

sergeant

The children were getting cold, sir.  I thought it best to bring them to the front.

immigration officer

Yes, indeed. Well done, Sergeant.

Else breaks down and cries.  Ludwig comforts her.

ludwig

Thank you, sergeant.  You’re very kind.

sergeant

Welcome to England, sir.

END OF FLASHBACK
LUDWIG

And we spent the next four years at Oxford where I worked at the Radcliffe doing research.  Then The Government offered me this job.  I couldn’t wait.  I wanted to get back doing clinical work again, working with patients, not test tubes and microscopes.

JOAN

You’re making a big difference, you know.  Without you, most of these men would be dead by now.  They look up to you and even if they don’t always show it, they are grateful to have you as their doctor.  You’ve given them back their lives.  You know what they call, don’t you?  Poppa. You’re like a father to them. 
TIME LAPSE – SEVERAL DAYS LATER

Ludwig enters the ward briskly and heads for Jack’s bed.  Sister Merchant joins him. In the b.g. some patients are doing a variety of exercises with physios – sit ups; weights lifting; lifting themselves out of bed with the aid of an overhead hoist.  Shouts of ‘Morning Doc’ from some patients.

Ludwig reads Jack’s chart...

ludwig

Good morning, Jack.  How are you feeling today? 

jack

A lot better, doctor.  Thanks.

ludwig

Good.  You’re making progress.  Temperature and blood pressure are stable now and the bladder infection is clearing nicely. We’ll take another sample, Sister.
jack

What’s going to ‘appen to me now?

ludwig

First we have to heal those pressure sores.  That will take time and patience, but they will heal, believe me.  In fact, they’re already diminishing in size.  As soon as you are strong enough we’ll get you up and about.

jack

What do you mean?  I was told I wouldn’t ever get out of bed. You mean, I won’t be bed-ridden?

ludwig

Not a moment longer than is necessary.  We’re going to get you all started on physiotherapy and occupational therapy.

Sister, let’s have a look at the pressure sores and see how they’re getting on.

jack

Doctor, will I...will I ever walk again?  You can be honest with me. I can take it.

Ludwig sits on the bed beside Jack.

ludwig

No, Jack, you won’t.  You have a complete lesion of the spinal cord and there’s nothing we can do about that.  Paraplegia is not the end of your life. It is the beginning of a new life. And it will not stop you from earning your living or becoming a useful member of society.  I will teach you to live again! I promise you that. One day, when you’re an old man, you’ll remember these days and look back on them as good times. 
jack

I don’t know about that!  Not much to laugh about, is there?

LATER...

henry

How’re feeling, mate?  Bit of a shock being told that, in’t it?  You ain’t the only one.  We’re all in the same boat.

jack

I know.  I’m all right.  Takes a bit of getting used to, don’t it?
henry

Keep your chin up. What happened to you   then?

jack

We was coming back from a raid on Berlin. Shot up over France. The skipper managed to get us back to base and we crash landed in a field.  The skipper died three days later.  I was lucky.  Rear gunner. What about you?
henry

Sniper bullet.  Never got off the bloody beach!

jack

What’s this place really like, then?  I’m waiting for someone to tell me when they’re going to operate or do something.

henry

Not here, mate. Poppa Guttmann don’t believe in it unless it’s absolutely necessary.  He says it’s meddlin’.  The body has got to be allowed to heal itself, he says.  And he knows what he’s doing!

jack

Yeah, so they tell me. The place I was in before, we was all put at the end of the ward and left.  Nobody bothered about us.  This place is different though, ain’t it?  I’ll be all right here, won’t I?

henry

You can say that again.  The old man makes ya do everything – washin’, shavin’, feedin’.  See that bloke over there?  He told him one day that he was bloody lazy and from now on nobody was going to help do things he could do for himself.  Right in front of the nurses and other patients!  It was a right palaver.  I tell ya, mate, he’s worse than my company sergeant-major. But we wouldn’t have him any other way! 

                               CUT TO:

INT. PHYSIOTHERAPY DEPT.  A FEW DAYS LATER

JOAN S.(vo)

Whenever Poppa visited other parts of the hospital, people took notice and stopped what they were doing.  And they never knew when he would appear or what would happen when he did.

Ludwig and Joan enter the Physio. dept.  It is sparsely equipped – just a few sets of parallel bars and medicine balls are seen.  Most of the work being done is no more than basic massages. They stand and look around.

ludwig

(to the physios)

I need a set of parallel bars and a physiotherapist for Ward X.

They look at him blankly and with barely disguised contempt.  

Two physios whisper to each other.

physio #1

Surely he’s not expecting one of us to treat those chronic cripples, is he?  What’s the point?  They’re never going to be of any use.  I doubt if any of them will ever even sit up, let alone be able to do anything.

physio #2

I’ve heard he has some strange ideas.

ludwig

(furious)

Young lady, you will never again refer to my patients as chronic cripples.  Every one of them will eventually take his rightful place in society and will earn his keep.  They are not to be seen as hopeless! Do you understand?

physio #1

(highly embarrassed)

Yes, sir.  

A lady steps forward from a side office.  She MISS DORA BELL, Superintendant Physiotherapist.  

miss bell

I’m sorry, Dr. Guttmann, I’m sure they didn’t mean any disrespect. It’s about time paraplegics were properly looked after and I think one of my girls would be available.  And we can find you some equipment as well.

A young lady steps forward who has overheard the conversation.  She is MRS JOAN MAYNARD, a round-faced, rather portly woman in her early thirties.

mrs maynard

Dr. Guttmann, I believe I can be of help, if it’s all right with Miss Bell.  I’ve treated acute cases before.  

INT. THE GUTTMANN HOME, OXFORD. NIGHT.

Ludwig is relaxing in an armchair in front of the fire.  Else is busy ironing.  Dennis is lying on his tummy, doing homework.  Eva is drawing a picture – a child-like portrait of Ludwig, dressed in a white doctor’s coat.  She’s called it ‘My Poppa’.

Ludwig looks up at the clock.  It’s 6.20pm.

ludwig

I’ve missed the news again!

else

Don’t go by that clock.  It’s been broken for several days now. I just haven’t got round to getting it repaired yet. How’s Joan?

ludwig

Invaluable.  I don’t know what I’d do without her.

else

And the others?

ludwig

It’s becoming a good team. Especially now we have a new physio. and OT instructor.  You haven’t met Bill, have you?

else

No. 

dennis

What’s OT, dad?

ludwig

It stands for Occupational Therapy.  It’s work that our patients do to help them recover.

dennis

What sort of work?

ludwig

Well, we haven’t really started yet, but maybe things like woodwork or weaving baskets.

dennis

Sounds boring.

else

Dennis!  

ludwig

It’s better than lying in bed all day doing nothing.

dennis

Still sounds boring.  Must be more interesting things to do.

Ludwig looks down at Dennis, who hasn’t raised his head from his books throughout.  He thinks for a moment, then gets up and goes into the hall, picks up the phone and dials.

From in the lounge we hear...

ludwig (OC)

Put me through to Sister Merchant, Ward X, please.  Guttmann!

INT. WARD X. DAY

Sister Merchant, BILL PARKER, the new OT instructor and Joan Scruton are seated around Ludwig’s desk.  He enters.

ludwig

Sorry to keep you waiting.  Shall we start?  Joan will you take notes, please?

joan

Of course. How was your weekend, Doctor?

ludwig

Very instructive!  Was everything all right here?

sister merchant

Yes, sir. Two new patients arrived on Friday night.  One RAF pilot and a Navy rating.
ludwig

Good.  I’ll see them later. I want to talk about occupational therapy.  We need something more than just woodwork.

bill

I agree, sir.  The woodwork room’s only any good for those who can get around a bit, anyway.

ludwig

Exactly!  What about those still in bed?  Suggestions?

They all look at each other for inspiration.

joan

(tentatively) 

If I may? What about some typing?

sister Merchant

We have no typewriters, Joan.

Ludwig looks at Joan.

joan

There were some old ones in a cupboard in the typing pool.  I’m sure they’re still...

ludwig

Get them!  Joan, you could teach shorthand as well, yes? 

joan

Why, yes! I suppose...
ludwig

What about repairing clocks and watches?  They could do that in bed.

bill

I know a bloke in town. I’ll have a word.  If we could rig up something, they could do some technical drawing, too. I could teach that.

ludwig

Great idea, Bill.  By the way, I need to talk to you about something else, too.  Can you stay behind for a minute?  Let’s get these men active again.  They mustn’t just lie around feeling sorry for themselves.  They must all work!

From the ward, a great shout arises, followed by excited chatter.

ludwig (cont)

What on earth’s that noise?  Sister?

sister merchant

Some of the men are listening to a football match on the radio, sir.  A big game, apparently.

Ludwig gets up and leaves the office.  He marches into the ward.

He sees a group of men huddled around a radio; some in wheelchairs; others in bed, straining to hear. On seeing him, the men quickly turn off the radio.  They look guilty.

ludwig

No, no. Leave it on.  Who’s winning?

henry

United, sir.  Just gone one up.  You like football, sir?

ludwig

I’ve never played.  I was more interested in fencing as a young man.  I like the outdoors though.


He pulls up a chair and joins them.  The staff looks on, bemused.

INT. WARD X. SOME MONTHS LATER

Sister Merchant is changing a dressing on a patient.  He is FRANK, a 26 year old Navy man. He sees a group of visitors talking to Ludwig at the end of the ward.
frank

Who are all those blokes over there?

sister Merchant

A group of American doctors, I think, being shown Dr.Guttmann’s latest invention.  It’s called the Sweat box!
frank

You know something, Sister.  Old Poppa’s a brilliant bloke, in’t he?  And him a German and all!

sister merchant 

One day, Frank, this place’ll be world famous.  And it’ll all be down to Poppa! 

joan S (VO)

By the end of 1944 the staff of the unit had increased.  Poppa continued his relentless work, appearing at all hours of the day and night, always on the go, always fighting for the patients.  At Christmas that year the patients decided to put on a show – and what a show it was!

                                CUT TO:

INT. WARD X. CHRISTMAS EVE. NIGHT

The ward is decorated for Christmas, a large tree is at the far end of the ward.  Beds have been moved so the bed-ridden patients can see the show.  Chairs are put out for the audience.  A piano has been ‘found’ and brought to the ward.

The ‘cast’ are situated behind medical screens.  There is busy chatter as they prepare.  The audience – doctors, nurses, orderlies, family members, children etc - start to arrive, met by patients in wheelchairs.  Carol sheets have been placed on every chair.  Christmas music plays in b/g.

The lights are dimmed.  The MC wheels forward.  It is JAMES, a 22 year old army captain.

james

Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to our Christmas show.  We hope you’ll enjoy our offering, so without further ado, let me introduce the first act.

TIME LAPSE – LATER IN THE SHOW

Applause.

james

And now a musical treat.  The Guttmann Follies presents their version of ‘Run Rabbit, Run’.

Applause.  Three wheelchair patients arranged at the front, dressed in top hat and tails.  The piano strikes up.  The words are displayed on huge board at rear of ‘stage’.

They sing. The audience eventually joins in.

Guttmann Follies

‘Run, Poppa, run, Poppa, run, run, run,

Before all your patients get their guns, guns, guns,

Turn! Turn! Turn! is all he ever says,

So run, Poppa, run, Poppa, run, run, run.

Run, Poppa, run, Poppa, run, run, run,

OT with Bill will be done! done! done!

Woodwork, typing keeps us on our toes,

So run, Poppa, run, Poppa, run, run, run.

Run Poppa, run, Poppa, run, run, run,

You are our dad, we’re your sons, sons, sons,

Never leave, we need you every day,

Don’t run, Poppa, run, Poppa, run, run, run.’

Huge applause.  Ludwig beams his approval.  The group take their bows.

TIME LAPSE – LATER IN SHOW

Two patients come on ‘stage’ – Flannagan and Allen-style.

patient #1

‘I say, I say, I say, my wife’s gone to Djakarta’

patient #2

‘Djakarta?’

patient#1

‘No, she went by boat!’

Applause

TIME LAPSE – LATER

PATIENT#1

(TO PATIENT#2)

‘Do you know, since my accident, my chilblains have been a lot better!’

TIME LAPSE – END OF SHOW

The cast and audience sing Christmas Carols.  ‘Silent Night’ is sung in German.

The cast take final bow.  Huge applause.  Ludwig leads standing ovation.  Lots of excited chatter from cast and audience.

                                                       CUT TO:

INT. WARD X CHRISTMAS DAY

Ludwig and the operating theatre staff are gowned up ready to perform an operation.  Nobody speaks, but all are going about their business professionally and competently.  It is dark apart from some strategically placed lamps over the operating table.

We can only see their eyes because of the surgical masks they are wearing.  Each member of the team looks serious and intent.

Guttmann addresses the team. 

GUTTMANN

A double amputation is surgically a very complicated operation.  Speed is of the essence and blood loss must be kept to a minimum at all times.   Sister, are all your nurses familiar with the procedure?

THEATRE SISTER

Yes, Doctor.  We’re ready.

GUTTMANN

Bring in the patient.

The patient is wheeled in on a trolley.  All we see at this point are the wheels of the trolley and the intense look on the face of the orderly who is pushing it.

GUTTMANN

Have all preparations been completed?

THEATRE SISTER

Yes, sir.  The patient has been prepped as instructed.  

GUTTMANN

(to anaesthetist)

Any problems with anaesthetic?

ANAESTHETIST

No, doctor.  Everything went smoothly.

GUTTMANN

  Scalpel!

A scalpel is SLAPPED into his hand. He hesitates slightly then makes a large incision.  CU on his eyes.  Intense concentration.  

GUTTMANN

Saw!

CU on a large surgical saw on the instrument tray. We HEAR it slapped into his hand by the theatre sister.  CU on his hand.  It is shaking.  CU on his forehead.  Sweat is dripping down his face.  The Sister wipes his forehead with a sponge.  He takes a deep breath.

We HEAR the sound of sawing.  Camera pans round the theatre staff as they watch intently, all eyes on Guttmann and the patient.  Some wince slightly as the saw does its grisly job.   

GUTTMANN (CONT)

That’s the first one.  Sponge!

He’s handed a sponge which he applies to the gaping wound where the leg was.  We cannot see the patient.

He continues to saw.   All is silent except for the SOUND of the saw through bone.

GUTTMANN (CONT)

Sponge!  Quickly, Sister!

He’s handed another sponge.  We still haven’t seen the patient.

GUTTMANN (CONT)

That’s the second.  So far, so good.

The camera pans the theatre staff again.  Looks of relief on their faces.  They start to relax.

The camera pulls back slowly to reveal...a huge turkey.

Applause from the staff and patients, who, throughout, have been watching OC.

guttmann

Happy Christmas, everyone.

                                                       CUT TO:

Screen title:          SIX MONTHS LATER

Over Joan’s VO narration, we see newsreel footage of VE Day - 

Crowds in Trafalgar Square

Royal Family appear on Buckingham Palace balcony

Street parties

joan S (VO)

And so the war ended, but the patients still kept arriving.  By now we had two wards open.  The whole place was buzzing – every patient doing occupational therapy either in bed or in one of the workshops. Others were building up their strength and co-ordination in the gym. Some of our early patients had left us now.  Most of them found jobs and started leading normal lives again.

Shots of ward/workshops with patients busy doing OT – woodwork, watch repairs, technical drawing, painting, shorthand etc

Physiotherapists working with patients – in ward and in physio dept – massages, stretching exercises, manipulation of joints; sit-ups, press-ups, weight training.
                                                    CUT TO:

INT. THE GYM. DAY

QUARTER MASTER SERGEANT INSTRUCTOR THOMAS HILL (‘Q’) is throwing and catching medicine balls with patients.  Others in b.g. are seen lying on their backs lifting weights; two patients in competition rope climbing; a group throwing and catching a basketball.
                                                     CUT TO:

INT. PHYSIO DEPT. DAY

Patients being taught how to walk again with use of parallel bars, callipers, crutches etc.

joan s (VO)

But still Poppa was not satisfied that everything was being done to help them become rehabilitated.  Then one warm summer’s day he took a walk outside and saw something that put the last piece of the puzzle in place.

EXT. WARD X. DAY

Ludwig and CHARLIE ATKINSON, a physiotherapist, are strolling outside on the lawn area.  They stop and look at four wheelchair patients playing a makeshift game of hockey, using walking sticks and an old tennis ball. 

There’s lots of excited shouting, hoorays when a goal is scored, good natured banter from the lads.

ludwig

Look at that, Charlie. If we could get them some proper equipment they could play a real game in the gym. 

CHARLIE

I’m sure we can find something for them.  What we can’t find, we’ll make.

ludwig

You know, I think sport is the key to getting these lads back to feeling like useful people again. I saw that shared sense of joy and excitement when they were listening to a football match.

CHARLIE

You know, young Jack used to play rugby for the RAF, and I know several others took part in regimental sports competitions.  Team spirit, co-operation, not to mention physical fitness!  Can’t beat it, sir.
ludwig

It’s all about psychology, Charlie.  Raising their self-esteem, giving them hope that they can be as good as able-bodied people. You know, they could do all sorts of sports.  You don’t need legs to play most sports, do you?  You can throw a ball or shoot a bow and arrow or play table tennis without legs.  We could have wheelchair races, teach them to swim. Get ‘Q’ onto it immediately.

CHARLIE

We’ll need a lot of equipment.  I know where I can get some of it.

ludwig

Don’t worry about that, Charlie.  We’ll get the equipment. Oh, and by the way, tomorrow the English archery champion, Mr. Bilson, is coming to give an archery demonstration to the patients.  I want you to be there and to know everything about it by the end of the session.  Get me a wheel chair!

charlie

(somewhat taken aback)

What?  Yes, sir.  Of course.

Back to the hockey game as...Ludwig joins the patients.  They play hard and tough and don’t make too many allowances for Ludwig’s presence.  He gets knocked about and almost hit in the head by a stray walking stick.  

He gives as good as he gets.  The game finishes with hearty laughter from all.

joan s (VO)

After that equipment arrived almost on a daily basis.  Table tennis tables and

bats, hockey sticks, javelins, Indian clubs, darts. It now became compulsory for every patient to do some form of sport, no matter how severe their injury.  And they took to it like ducks to water!  

A series of shots showing patients being trained by Charlie, ‘Q’, and assorted physios to take part in wheelchair sports:

· Severely disabled patients with table tennis bats held in their mouths being shown how to play;

· Patients practising wheelchair basketball

· Archery classes under the direction of Charlie

· Communal Indian club swinging

· Throwing the javelin with ‘Q’

· Shot putting with ‘Q’ 

                                                        CUT TO:
INT. THE OCCUPATIONAL THERAPY ROOM. DAY  
Bill Parker and a group of patients make a variety of sports equipment – hockey sticks, polo mallets, goal posts, bow and arrows.  They proudly display their efforts to Ludwig.
Screen title:  SPRING 1948

INT. HOSPITAL CANTEEN. DAY

Ludwig, Charlie, ‘Q’ and Joan are at lunch in the canteen.

LUDWIG

I have an idea.

charlie

(looking at ‘Q’)

Uh oh!  Now what?

ludwig

It’s all very well doing sports, but it needs to be competitive. Give them something to aim for and to be proud of. How about an archery competition during the summer?  I’ve been in touch with The Star and Garter Home and they are keen to send a team.

joan

You mean, a disabled sports competition?   

ludwig

Yes.  

‘Q’

It’s never been done before...

ludwig

Very little that we do here has ever been done before, ‘Q’.  It’s never stopped us doing it, has it? 

charlie

I think it’s a good idea.  We could have a proper shield presented as well.  Engraved and everything. Bill and his mob could do that. Do you have a date in mind?
He pauses...
ludwig

28th July!  The opening of the London Olympics.

He rises to go. Stops and turns to the others.  They all look at him expectantly.

ludwig

One day these games will not only be of equivalent standing to the Olympics, but they will be held alongside them! 

The others shake their heads in disbelief and smile to each other.  Ludwig leaves.

                                CUT TO:

EXT. STOKE MANDEVILLE. DAY

A coach pulls in through the main gates.  On the side in large letters: THE STAR AND GARTER HOME, RICHMOND.  It pulls up outside the admin block and eight wheelchair athletes emerge down a ramp at the back, along with their equipment.

They are taken to the lawn area outside Wards X and 2X where Ludwig greets them.  With him are the Stoke Mandeville team, with Charlie, ‘Q’ and Joan.

INTERCUT WITH OPENING CERMONY OF THE LONDON OLYMPICS BY KING GEORGE VI AND THE LIGHTING OF THE TORCH.

The teams shake hands.  Archery targets are seen in the distance.  Flags fly from tall flag posts along the edge of the lawn. A small audience has gathered mainly locals and relatives of the patients. 
INTERCUT WITH VIEWS OF WEMBLEY STADIUM AND HUGE CROWDS.

The archery competition takes place.  Else, Dennis, Eva, Charlie, Joan and assorted staff are all in attendance.  Ludwig directs operations, going from one team to the other, constantly encouraging both teams of archers.  One of the team is Jack Doyle, the RAF gunner from previous scenes.
JOAN S (vo)

And so began the Stoke Mandeville Games.  Every year it grew larger, with more sports being introduced and a greater number of wheelchair athletes taking part.  A specially designed heated swimming pool was built and swimming became one of the great attractions at the Games.  Then in 1952...
EXT. HOSPITAL CAR PARK. DAY.
Joan and Ludwig stand in the car park.  An old single deck bus, with the hospital name on the side, draws up beside them.

ludwig

Now, are you sure you’ll be all right, Joan?  

joan

Of course I will. Stop fussing.  As long as the boat arrives on time and we don’t break down...

ludwig

This is a very important moment for us all.  We must give our Dutch friends a big welcome when you get back. Our first international team! 

Joan climbs aboard the bus and sits alone in the front seat next to the driver.  They set of down the long drive and out onto the road.

From inside the bus we see the signpost to London.  The bus rattles along.  Sign posts read Tring, Hemel Hempstead, Cheshunt, Stanford le Hope, Tilbury as they proceed on their journey

LATER.

The bus pulls into the docks at Tilbury along side a cross-channel ferry that is moored there.

It is being unloaded and passengers are disembarking.  Four wheelchair passengers are the last off, accompanied by a physiotherapist and a nurse.

Joan goes over to greet them.  They shake hands.  The wheelchair passengers look apprehensive, but happy.

joAN

Welcome to England.  We’re so glad you’ve been able to get here.  This is an incredible day for all of us.

The wheelchair passengers are wheeled up to the rear of the bus.  The back of the bus opens and a ramp is lowered to allow them access.  Their luggage and equipment is loaded and they set off back to Stoke Mandeville.

                                                       CUT TO: 

EXT. HOSPITAL CAR PARK.  LATER THAT DAY

The bus pulls in to the car park.  Ludwig, Charlie and ‘Q’ are waiting and wave as the bus pulls up beside them.

Ludwig climbs aboard and welcomes the first international team of wheelchair athletes.

                                                       CUT TO:

INT. GYMNASIUM AT STOKE MANDEVILLE. DAY.  JUNE 1958
Charlie Atkinson and a group of patients in wheelchairs are gathered in the gym to discuss tactics for the forthcoming annual Games.

Around them other groups of paralympians are in the process of training.  B.g. a group being put through their paces with Indian club swinging.  We HEAR the clack of table tennis balls as others are practising in another corner of the gym.

charlie

Lads, we’re going to have our work cut out this year.  I’ve seen what these Yanks are like.
patient #1
What’re they like, Charlie?

charlie

Big buggars!  Built like brick outhouses.  Call themselves the Pan Am Jets.

patient#2

Someone told me they were all ex-marines?

charlie

Yes, Korean War vets, so you can imagine how they play basketball.  Poppa’s expecting us to win, you know.  

all patients

And what Poppa wants, Poppa gets!

charlie

We’ll be bloody lucky if we come out alive! Come on then, line up.  We’ll do some shooting practice for a bit.
The team lines up in front of the basket.  Charlie is behind the line.  Each team member, with ball on his lap, wheels up to the shooting line and aims at the basket.  Charlie throws the ball to the next team member. 

The pace and speed increases as Charlie barks orders and encouragement to the team.

This goes on for several minutes until they are all exhausted.

CUT TO:

EXT. THE REAR OF THE MAIN HOSPITAL BUILDING. SAME DAY
Ludwig and Joan Scruton emerge from one of the buildings and walk along a road that runs to the rear of the main hospital buildings.

ludwig

Do we have enough accommodation for everyone?

joan

No!  Nearly all the wards are full and the accommodation huts are getting that way.  

ludwig

We’ll have to think of alternatives.  Try the local pubs, schools, village halls.  Anywhere they can put up a few athletes or visitors. One day we’ll have proper accommodation on site. 

joan

I hear the Americans are coming.  They’ll not be happy about staying in a village hall.

ludwig

They’ll have to put up with it! Have you heard from the Palace?
joan

Oh yes.  Prince Philip will attend.  They wanted to know if there’s landing space for the helicopter.  I told them we have a helipad.  His equerry is coming next week to finalise details.

ludwig

Just think, Joan.  Royal patronage.  I told you!  
joan

(jokingly)

Might be knighthood in it for you!

ludwig

Ha!
                                CUT TO:

EXT. LONDON AIRPORT. DAY. JULY 1958

A four-engine Pan Am Boeing 377 Stratocuiser pulls up on the airport apron.  Passengers emerge and walk towards terminal building.  The last to exit are a group of wheelchair athletes, the Pan Am Jets.  They are carried down the steps of the aircraft to their waiting wheelchairs.  

They all wear the uniform of their team – track suit bottoms, a windcheater top with Pan Am Jets emblazoned on it, flat caps, mostly turned backwards
As a group, they wheel themselves towards the terminal building.

                                                        CUT TO:

EXT. AYLESBURY RAILWAY STATION. DAY. JULY 1958

A steam train rattles and clanks to a halt in a cloud of steam.  Passengers emerge and fill the platform.  From the rear of the train, porters manhandle a group of 6 wheelchair athletes from the luggage van, along with their cases and equipment – archery bows, a large net containing several basketballs, spare wheelchairs.  We see the French tricolour on the sides of their luggage.

They are guided towards the Stoke Mandeville bus in the station car park.

                                                        CUT TO:
EXT. THE HOSPITAL GROUNDS. DAY. JULY 1958
It is a bright, warm summer’s day.  The main driveway and approach roads to the hospital are full of cars.  Hospital staff and police are directing them to various parking areas.  Above, we HEAR the distinctive noise of a helicopter coming into land.

AT THE REAR OF THE HOSPITAL. LATER SAME DAY.

Crowds of people line a road at the rear of the main hospital buildings that leads to hard courts and grass areas where the games will be held.

In the distance the wheelchair athletes have assembled for the opening ceremony ‘wheelpast’.  There are several hundreds of them in rows of four across.  One of the athletes in the front row of each team has their country’s name banner attached to the back of their chair – Great Britain, Austria, Greece, Ireland, South Africa, the United States, Pakistan, Holland, France, Germany etc.
Athletes in the front of the parade carry a huge flag.  It has a circle of stars and in the middle in big letters – SMG.

The teams come along the road to loud applause from the crowds.  They pass a podium on which stand Ludwig Guttmann, Else, The Duke of Edinburgh, Joan Scruton, and Charlie Atkinson with assorted local dignitaries.  They then proceed under a huge arch to main games area.  The arch has the same stars as the flag and the words: Stoke Mandeville Games.
When the last team has passed, Ludwig accompanies the podium guests to the main areas where the games take place.

LATER THAT DAY

ANNOUNCER

Ladies and Gentlemen, the basketball competition will start in fifteen minutes.  The first match is Great Britain against The United States.
EXT. THE BASKETBALL COURT

Crowds of expectant visitors and guests are around the court.  On one side the Great Britain team is being briefed by Charlie Atkinson.

charlie

Right lads, this is it.  They’ll be tough and they’ll be no love lost, believe me.  They’re fast and they shoot on the turn.  Watch that Number 3.  He’s vicious!
Opposite, the American ‘Pan Am Jets’ are being briefed. 

The PAJs are big, tough, loud, brash mainly black players.  They are wearing track suit bottoms, with polo shirts and flat caps, turned backwards.  They huddle together, holding hands.

paj team captain

Ok guys.  Get in a few early baskets and these Limeys’ll crumble.  They’ve got a few useful players but nothing to worry about.

paj#1

Piece of cake, coach.  They’re pussy cats.

The PAJs go into a group huddle.  Suddenly they ‘explode’ with ‘Go Jets!’ at full volume.

Both teams take up their respective positions on the court and the game begins.

It’s fast and furious, back and forth.  The PAJs score first.  Great Britain come back at them.  After ten minutes the scores are even – 10 all.

We HEAR the grate of metal as wheelchairs collide.  Knuckles are bleeding.  One GB player ends up in a heap on the ground with his chair on top of him.  The match is stopped and he is unceremoniously bundled back into his chair.

The match resumes.  Lots of shouted instructions from the sidelines.  GB are losing: 10-18.

Another collision – two players end up on the ground.  A GB player makes a break and scores: 12-18.  At half time the scores are even: 20 all.

The teams go to their sidelines, exhausted, bloodied, but determined to fight on.  The injured are tended to by physios and team medics.  In the b.g. we see a delighted Guttmann with Prince Philip.
We follow them around the various sports.  They stop at each one.  Indian synchronised club swinging; fencing; archery; swimming in the indoor pool; shot putt; javelin...

They go to the main track where teams are getting ready for the 100m dash.

INT. A NISSEN HUT AT REAR OF THE HOSPITAL. SAME DAY

Ludwig and the Duke go into an old 1940’s wooden hut where table tennis is being played.  One player, a tetraplegic, holds his bat in his mouth.

Throughout their various stops, Ludwig is clearly delighted with what he sees and talks continuously to the Duke.  The Duke stops and congratulates athletes as he goes from one event to another.  They leave.
duke of edinburgh

You know, Ludwig, you’ve done marvels here.  I‘ve been asked to tell you that Her Majesty is most impressed and would very much like to attend one year.  I say, do you think we could go and see the end of that splendid basketball game?

In the distance Ludwig sees an old patient, Jack Doyle.  He is in his wheelchair and behind him stands a young woman.  
ludwig

Of course, Your Royal Highness.  Before we go, sir, I’ve just seen someone I’d like you to meet.  
He takes the Duke over to Jack.

ludwig

Hello, Jack.  It’s good to see you again.  How are you?  

jack

Well, look at me, Poppa.  I’m here and still going strong.  This is my wife, Eileen.  We were married last year. (To Eileen) Darling, this is Dr. Guttmann...

(Incredulous, he spots the Duke)

and...  
ludwig

That’s splendid, Jack. I’m pleased to meet you, Mrs Doyle. (Turning to the Duke) Sir, I’d like to introduce you to one of our old boys, Jack Doyle, and his new wife.  Jack was an RAF gunner who was shot down in 1943.  He came to us a year later, barely alive, and stayed with us for three years.
duke

Delighted to meet you, Mr and Mrs Doyle.  Well, what do think of all this?

jack

It’s amazing, sir, considering how it all started.  I took part in the first archery competition. Remember Poppa? They were good days. Sir, I think Dr. Guttmann deserves a knighthood.  Could you have a word with Her Majesty?

They laugh.

duke

I’ll see what I can do.  Splendid to meet you both. Goodbye.

They return to the basketball court.

The game is nearly over.  Great Britain is losing heavily now. 38 to 66.  The teams are exhausted; many members have heavily bound hands where their knuckles have been scraped.  The final whistle blows.  Loud applause. The Duke and Ludwig go over to each team to congratulate the PAJs and commiserate with the losers.  Each member of the teams is personally introduced.

                                                     CUT TO:

EXT. MAIN SPORTS ARENA. LATER THAT DAY

Lines of medal winners congregate to be presented with their medals by the Duke.  A table nearby holds all the winners’ medals and cups.  Ludwig stands proudly by the Duke and introduces each participant. He is handed the medal for each athlete in turn.
                                                       CUT TO:

EXT. THE HELIPAD AT REAR OF HOSPITAL GROUNDS. LATER

In a cloud of dust the royal helicopter lifts off, the Duke at the controls.  Ludwig and all the podium party wave goodbye.

Ludwig, Else and Joan walk back through the crowds that are now beginning to disperse.  

ludwig

Well, another successful games, eh?  Jack was right.  We’ve come a long way since the early days.

else

We’ll soon need bigger facilities though, darling. It’s almost outgrown this place.

joan

Else’s right.  There are ten more teams already signed up for next year, you know.

ludwig

I’m not worried about next year, Joan.  I’m thinking about the year after.  The Olympics.  In 1960 we go to Rome!  

                                CUT TO:

EXT. LONDON AIRPORT. DAY. SEPT. 1960

A 4-engined Viscount airliner stands ready on the apron of the airport.  Dozens of wheelchair athletes are ready to embark.  A large hoist takes several at a time to the door of the plane.  They are wheeled in by physios, ‘Q’, Charlie and others. Heaps of luggage and equipment are on the tarmac ready to be loaded. 
INT. THE PLANE 

Noisy and crowded as patients are lifted from their wheelchairs and put into their seats.  Cabin crew and hospital staff check they are secure in their seats.  Wheelchairs are folded and stowed in the baggage hold.

Nurses and doctors ensure everyone is comfortable. Ludwig and his staff check each patient, taking blood pressures, heart rate and temperatures.  

The plane taxies along the apron and takes off.

INSERT ARCHIVE FOOTAGE OF OPENING OF 1960 ROME ‘PARALYMPICS’. A MONTAGE OF VARIOUS SPORTS, THE OPENING WHEELPAST, MEDALS CEREMONY. 
Ludwig, the Italian Minister for Public Health, Else and Joan are on the podium with the dignitaries overlooking the main stadium as 5000 spectators welcome 400 athletes from 23 countries. The athletes parade round the outer track, past the main podium and Ludwig waves to each country’s team. 
INT. STOKE MANDEVILLE HOSPITAL. DAY

A group of patients sit around a TV set in the day room at the end of one of the wards watching the games.

tv announcer

And so in front of its founder, Sir Ludwig Guttmann, and the Italian Minister for Public Health we welcome the largest number of wheelchair athletes ever to assemble for an international sports meet – the first Paralympic Games!
A flock of white doves are released above the stadium.  The camera follows them up into the air. The camera holds on a clear blue sky. From right of frame, a large modern jet passes across.
                                                        CUT TO:
EXT. BEIJING INTERNATIONAL AIRPORT. DAY. SEPT. 2008
The plane lands with a squeal of tyres on the tarmac. We follow it to its parking place.  CU on rotors as the engines are turned off. We HEAR the whine of engines slowing down.
As the camera pulls back, it reveals a British Airways 747. Along its fuselage are the words ‘Beijing 2008’ along with the five circles of the Olympic Movement.

                                                        CUT TO:

INT. BEIJING INTERNATIONAL AIRPORT ARRIVALS LOUNGE. LATER 

Dozens of disabled athletes face the world’s media.  Camera crews and interviewers jostle for position.  Questions are shouted to the athletes.  Cameras click and flash.
INSERT ARCHIVE FOOTAGE OF 2008 BEIJING PARALYMPICS – THE ‘BIRDSNEST’ STADIUM, VARIOUS SPORTS, MEDAL CEREMONIES, ARRIVAL BACK AT HEATHROW.

Screen text: At the 2008 Paralympics in Beijing over 4000 athletes from 150 countries took part with over 20 sports scheduled, a lasting testimony to the vision and determination of Ludwig ‘Poppa’ Guttmann, its founder and inspiration.

INSERT: FULL SCREEN PHOTO OF LUDWIG GUTTMANN AS AN ELDERLY MAN, WITH THE FOLLOWING TEXT:

‘If I ever did one good thing in my medical career it was to introduce sport into the treatment and rehabilitation programme of spinal cord sufferers and other severely disabled’. 

[Prof. Sir Ludwig ‘Poppa’ Guttmann CBE (1899 – 1980)]

FADE 
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