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I N BLACK AND WHI TE:
EXT. RURAL POLAND - SMALL DEPOT - DAY

A smal | depot set down agai nst nonotonous countryside in the
far hinterlands of rural Poland. A folding table on the wood-
pl ank platform Pens, ink well, forns.

A three year old girl holding the hand of woman watches a
clerk register her nane and those of two or three famlies of
farmers standing before him Finishing, he notions to an SS
guard nearby to escort themto a waiting, enpty, idling
passenger train.

The people clinb aboard as the clerk gathers his paperwork.
He folds up his little table, signals with a wave to the
engi neer, and clinbs up after them

The nearly-enpty train pulls out of the sleepy station.
EXT. TRAI N STATI ON, CRACOWN POLAND - DAY
TRAI'N WHEELS gri ndi ng agai nst track, slow ng.

FOLDI NG TABLE LEGS sci ssoring open. The lever of a train door
bei ng pul | ed.

NAMES ON LI STS on clipboards held by an ARMW OF CLERKS novi ng
al ongsi de the tracks.

CLERKS (O S.)
... Rossen ... Lieberman ..
Wachsberg ... G oder

HUNDREDS OF BEW LDERED RURAL FACES coning down off the train
FORMS bei ng set out on the fol ding tables. HANDS
strai ghteni ng pens and pencils and ink pads and stanps.

CLERKS (0O.S.)
when your nane is called, go
over there... take this over to
that table...

TYPEWRI TER KEYS rapping a name onto a list. A FACE Keys
typi ng anot her NAME. Anot her FACE.

CLERKS (V. Q)
... you're in the wong line, wait
over there... you, conme over
here. ..

A MAN is taken fromone long line and led to the back of
anot her. A HAND hanmers a rubber stanp at a form Tight on a
FACE. Keys type anot her NAME. Anot her FACE. Anot her NAME.



CLERKS (V. 0.)

... Ceneinerowa ... Cottlieb ...

Bi berman ... Steinberg ..
As a hand conmes down stanmping a gray stripe across a
registration card, there is absolute silence... then MJSIC
t he Hungari an | ove song, "d oony Sunday," distant, |ike an

echo... and the stripe bleeds into color, into BRI GHT YELLOW
I NK.

I NT. HOTEL ROOM - CRACOW - NI GHT
The song plays froma radio on a rust-stained sink.

The light in the roomis dismal, the furniture cheap. The
curtains are faded and the wal |l paper's peeling, but the
clothes laid out across the single bed are beautiful.

The hands of a man lay a tie against a shirt on the bed, then
try it against another. Armsliding through the sleeve of the
first shirt, buttoning it. Pulling cufflinks through hol es.
Knotting a tie. Folding a handkerchief and tucking it into

t he pocket of double-breasted |inen jacket - all with great
del i berati on.

A bureau. Sonme currency, cigarettes, shot glass, bottle,
passport... and an el aborate gol d-on-bl ack enanel Hakenkreuz,
or swastika, which gets pinned to the | apel of the el egant

di nner jacket.

Gskar Schindl er steps back to consider his reflection in the
mrror. He |ikes what he sees. He al nost | ooks reputable in
his one nice suit. Even in this awful room

The | ove song fromthe radi o segues to anot her, sinpler
version, wthout vocals, and -

I NT. NI GHTCLUB - CRACOW - NI GHT

A spotlight slicing across a crowded snoke-choked club finds
on a small stage, perform ng the sane song, a man enbracing
an accordi on and anot her bowi ng a violin.

Bel ow, drinking, socializing and conducting business, is a
strange clientele: SS and Arny officers, gangsters and girls
and entrepreneurs, thrown together by the circunstance of
war .

Gscar Schindler steps into the club and, with a 50-Zl oty note
pi nched between his fingers, gestures, "one." He's shown to a
tabl e, a decent one, where another 50-Zl oty note slipped from
his billfold lures three waiters to himlike fish to bait.



As the waiter who made it there first steps away with the
order, Schindler calmy surveys the room the faces,
stripping away all that's uninportant to him settling only
on details that are:

The rank of this man, the higher rank of that one... a
conspi cuously enpty table, the best in the place by the
stage, with a little "reserved" card on it... noney, a payoff

of sonme kind as it's slipped into a hand that disappears into
t he pocket of an SS uniform

A WAl TER SETS DOWN DRI NKS

in front of the SS officer who took the bribe. He's at a
table with his girlfriend and a | ower-ranking officer. Sone
busi nessnen hover, eager for an invitation to join.

WAl TER
From t he gentl eman.

The waiter indicates a table across the room where Schi ndl er,
seem ngly unaware of the SS nen, flirts with a girl with a
bi g canera.

CZURDA
Do | know hinf

Hi s sergeant doesn't. His girlfriend doesn't.

CZURDA
Fi nd out who he is.

Czurda watches his sergeant make his way over to Schindler's
table. There's a handshake and introductions before his man -
and Czurda can't believe it - accepts the chair Schindler's
dr aggi ng over.

CZURDA
What is he doi ng?

Czurda waits, but the his man doesn't cone back; he's
forgotten, apparently, he went there for a reason.

Eventually, and it irritates him Czurda has to get up and go
over there. To his girlfriend -

CZURDA
Stay here.

His girlfriend watches himcross toward Schindler's table.
Bef ore he even arrives, Schindler is up and berating himfor
| eaving his date way over there across the room waving at
the girl to conme join them notioning to waiters to slide
some tabl es together.



WAl TERS ARRI VE W TH PLATES OF CAVI AR

and anot her round of drinks for the party in Schindler's
corner that has swelled to ei ght people.

CZURDA
The SS doesn't own the trains,
sonmebody's got to pay. Wiether it's
a passenger car or a livestock
carriage - which, by the way, you
have to see - you have to set aside
an afternoon, cone down to Prokocim
and see this.

SCHI NDLER
|'ve been nmeaning to.

CZURDA
Let ne get this one.

Czurda nmkes a hal f-hearted nove for his wallet.

SCHI NDLER
Are you kidding, put it away.

Schindler's noney is already out. He pays the waiter, tipping
hi m extravagantly, and sweeps the roomw th his eyes again.

CZURDA

Since we've reserved the trains,
logically we should pay. But this
is alot of noney. This is
t housands of fares.

(pause)
The Jews. They're the ones riding
the trains, they should pay.

He | aughs at the audacity of the SS making the Jews pay for
their own fares on cattle cars, and | ooks to Schindler, but
his attention is on a table across the roomwhere three nore
hi gh-ranki ng SS nen, w thout dates, watch the girls who have
repl aced the Rosner brothers on stage. The instant
Schindler's billfold comes back out a waiter appears out of
nowher e.

WAI TER
Sir?

THE THREE G RLS
fromthe stage show changi ng out of their costunes. One

answers a knock on the dressing roomdoor and the waiter is
revealed with an arnful of flowers.



FROM THE STAGE W NGS

the waiter points out Schindler, across the club,

hands of the datel ess SS nen. There -

TOFFEL
You aren't by any chance related to
General Schindl er.

SCHI NDLER
It's funny you shoul d ask. Actually-
(sees sonet hi ng)
Excuse ne.

shaki ng the

He's noticed the approaching girls and turns their way,

groani ng el aborately.

SCHI NDLER
No, no, no, you didn't have to cone
out here to -

CLUB A RLS
Thank you, sir.

SCHI NDLER
No, | told him Tell themthey were
wonder ful , thank them for the show,
tell themthey don't have to fee
t hey have to cone out here - and
now here you are.

He shakes his head in enbarrassnent, like this is the | ast

t hing he wanted, and -

SCHI NDLER
I"msorry, let me introduce you to
ny friends here.

He gestures to the three SS officers at the table.

A TABLECLOTH Bl LLONS

as a waiter lays it down on another table that's been added
to Schindler's growi ng encanpnment. Seating the girls on
either side of the SS officers, he notions to a waiter to
refill the men's drinks and noves anong his many ot her

guests.

REEDER
"1l tell you what | nean by
cooperative. Two days after the
| aw s passed that all Jews have to
wear the star, Jewish tailors are
( MORE)



REEDER( CONT' D)
turning themout by the gross in a
variety of fabrics.

Schi ndl er | aughs along with the others politely while
supervi sing the placenment of nore arriving food. That
interests himnuch nore than politics.

SCHI NDLER
(to soneone el se)
How re you doi ng, everything al

ri ght here?

TOFFEL
They' Il be cooperative to avoid
worse. It's human nature. "We'l| do

this, to avoid that."

REEDER
But then it's sonething el se. Which
they do to avoid the next thing.
Wi ch they do to avoid the next
t hi ng.

Returning to the head of the table, Schindler sweeps the room
again with his eyes, noting the arrival of - and the fuss
that's nade over - an SS Qberfuhrer, or col onel.

TOFFEL (Q. S.)
They' Il manage. They al ways do.
Beg, borrow, steal, bargain, it's
what they do. They weat her the

storm

REEDER (O. S.)
Yeah, well, this storms different.
This storm s bei ng managed by the
SS.

As the colonel and his date are |ed across the club to the
reserved table by the stage, great deference is afforded him
by waiters, the maitre 'd and the businessnen in the club.

A ROAR OF LAUGHTER

erupts from Schindler's party in the corner. H s guests have
increased to ten or twelve and they' re convulsing with

| aughter as he noves anong them pouring fromtwo bottles of
cognac.

SCHI NDLER
No, wait, that's not it -

SS OFFI CERS
No, no, please -



SCHI NDLER
No, the other one turns to him and,
nervous as hell, says, Quiet,

Frank, don't make troubl e.

Now it's hysteria. They're having trouble staying upright in
their chairs. They're teary-eyed, exhausted fromall the
| aughi ng, their faces aching.

SCHI NDLER
That rem nds ne -
SS COFFI CERS
(beggi ng him

No, no, no -

Across the room at the reserved table, the SS col onel,
Scherner, stares; nobody's having a better tine than those
peopl e over there. He gestures to an officer com ng past -
Czurda - the one who, a couple of hours ago, sent his own nan
to find out who the hell Schindler was.

SCHERNER
Who is that?

CZURDA
(l'i ke everyone knows)
That's OGskar Schindler. He's an old
friend of... | don't know. .
sonebody’ s.

THE G RL WTH THE Bl G CAMERA

screws in a flashbulb as she approaches sone busi nessnen
sitting sullenly at a table. Before she can even ask if they
want a picture -

BUSI NESSVAN
No, thank you

Al'l the inportant people, including Scherner, are over at
Schindler's table(s), engaged in animated conversation until
he clinks at a goblet with the tines of his fork, gaining
their attention. R sing -

SCHI NDLER
My friend, Qoerfuhrer Scherner
here, asked earlier if 1've cone to
Cracow for business or pleasure.

Scherner's right there, in the chair next to Schindler's.

SCHI NDLER
( MORE)



| told him and this is the truth
I've never been able to tell the
two apart.

He gestures very subtly to the girl with the camera to get
ready to take a picture, and picks up his gl ass.

SCHI NDLER
Does everybody have a drink?

They do, the last of many, and raise themfor a toast.

SCHI NDLER
I"d like you to drink with nme to
this city, which - with its
industries, its rail system its
nightlife, its beauty - holds for
us all, I believe, greater
opportunities, for both business
and pl easure, than we've yet
i magi ned. To Cracow.

EVERYBCDY
To Cracow.

As they all clink their glasses, Schindler nods to the girl
with the canera. The bul b flashes and the noise of the club
suddenly drops out as the nonent is caught forever - Gskar

Schi ndl er, surrounded by his many new friends, smling

ur banel y.

EXT. CRACOW - DAY

From a | oud speaker nounted on a truck negotiating a narrow
street issues a voice alerting the Unternensch (the
subhumans) of Cracow to the |latest of many restrictive
edicts, this one forbidding the kosher preparation of neats.

It's Septenber, 1939. Ceneral Signund List's arnored
di visions, driving north fromthe Sudetenl and, have taken
Cracow, and the signs of the Occupation are everywhere:

A poster on a wall depicting a virginal Polish girl handing
food to a hook-nosed Jew with a shadow | i ke Satan's. Another
with the slogan (Subtitle) "Jews = Lice Typhus."

A shop wi ndow di splaying a picture of a human skull with
lines indicating the smaller circunference, and therefore
| esser intelligence, of the Judaic brain.

A sol di er docking the side-locks of an Orthodox man with his
infantry bayonet.



EXT. ALLEY AND CENTRUM CRACOW - DAY

A young man energes froman alley pulling off his Jew sh
arnband. Crossing the Centrum past Gernman sol diers and

trucks, he pockets it, pulls a small crucifix on a chain out
fromunder the collar of his silk shirt and approaches a high-
spired and ornate cathedral .

The ubi quitous | oud speaker on the truck runbling past
announces another edict, this one reducing Jew sh Pol es’
rations to half that of non-Jew sh Pol es'.

I NT. ST. MARY'S CATHEDRAL - DAY

A dark and cavernous place. A priest at the altar performng
Mass to scattered parishioners.

The young Polish Jew fromthe street, Pol dek Pfefferberg,
drags a finger through the water in the font and genuflects
bef ore noving down the center aisle past others in the
shadows, Jew sh bl ack marketeers |ike hinself, each with a
little notepad, conducting whispered business -

BLACK MARKETEERS

I"ve got a client who'Il sell Marks
for Zloty at two-point-four-five to
one... trade furs for ration
coupons. .. truckl oad of w cks...
bolts of cloth... Irish whiskey...
Persian carpets... cigarettes...

Pfefferberg slides into a pew beside two ot her young man -
Gol dberg and Chilowi cz - going over figures and notes
scribbled on their little pads. He pulls a cracked contai ner
of shoe polish fromhis pocket and waits for Chilowicz to

| ook at it.

CH LOW CZ
(bored)
What .

PFEFFERBERG
You don't recognize it?

CH LOW CZ
It's shoe polish. You asked for
shoe poli sh.

PFEFFERBERG
In metal containers, you gave ne
gl ass, that's not what | asked for.
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Chilowicz all but ignores Pfefferberg, noting instead a
gent| eman changi ng pews (Schindler), noving closer to a
coupl e of Jew sh hustlers who, noticing himtoo, get up and
| eave.

PFEFFERBERG
My client sold it to his client who
sold it tothe Army. Only by the
time it got there because of the
cold - it broke - all ten thousand
units.

Chilowi cz doesn't care; he resunes scribbling in his little
not ebook as though Pfefferberg weren't there. Gol dberg smles
to hinmself, pleased he's not involved in this particular
deal , and gl ances to the gentl eman changi ng pews again,
novi ng past them

CHI LOW CZ
This isn't ny probl em
PFEFFERBERG
This isn't your problen? This is
"dangerous material." That's what
they're calling it. And they're

right.

In a quick notion Pfefferberg cuts Chilowicz's hand with a
j agged edge of the glass, drawing a thin line of blood. It

startles Chilowicz nore than it hurts himand he stares at

t he "weapon,” then at his associate holding it, and finally
makes a notation in his little pad.

CH LOW CZ
Met al cont ai ners.

There's a creak of wood as soneone sits in the pew behind
them and they all, at once, intone responses to the priest's
prayers. After a nonent -

SCHI NDLER (O. S.)
That's a nice shirt.

Their backs to him Col dberg, Chilowi cz and Pfefferberg
consi der each other's shirts, wondering which of themthe
German i s addressing.

SCHI NDLER (O. S.)
You don't know where | could find a
shirt |ike that.

Al'l three of themknow the wise thing would be to get up now
and | eave.
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Even a civilian German coul d have you arrested for no reason
what soever. But Pfefferberg can't resist a deal. He gives the
others a | ook that says, | have the nerve, you don't, and

gl ances back gesturing to his shirt.

PFEFFERBERG
Li ke this?
GOLDBERG
It's illegal to buy or sel

anything on the street, we don't do
that. W're here to pray.

Gol dberg "prays,"” and tries to discourage Pfefferberg from
pursuing this transaction any further with a just a | ook.
Pfefferberg ignores it.

PFEFFERBERG
You have any idea what a shirt |ike
this costs?

SCHI NDLER
Ni ce things cost nobney.

ol dberg and Chil owi cz have had enough. They get up, cross
t hensel ves, and nove out of the pew. Pfefferberg and
Schi ndl er watch them go before -

PFEFFERFERG
How many?

SCHI NDLER
| don't know, ten or twelve. That's
a good col or. Dark blues, grays.

Schi ndl er takes out his noney and begins peeling off bills,
wai ting for Pfefferberg to nod when it's enough. He's being
overcharged, and he knows it, but Pfefferberg keeps pushing
it, Mre. The | ook Schindler gives himlets himknow that
he's trying to hustle a hustler, but that, in this instance
at least, he'll let it go. He hands over the noney and
Pfef f erberg hands over a notepad -

PFEFFERBERG
Wite down your measurenents.

As Schindler wites down the information, Pfefferberg catches
Chilowi cz's glance froma doorway on his way out. Coward,
Pfefferberg' s | ook back to him says.

SCHI NDLER
(as he wites)
I"mgoing to need sone ot her
t hi ngs, too, as things conme up.
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EXT. CRACOW - DAY

A mason trowels nortar onto a brick, taps it into place,
scrapes off the excess cenment. Shifting slightly, a crew of
bricklayers is revealed, erecting a ten-foot wall where a
street once ran uni npeded.

I NT. DRESNER APARTMENT - DAY

Late afternoon sunlight, partially obscured by the wall going
up outside the window, filters in on a three year girl, the
one glinpsed at the rural depot, perched on a couch with a
smal | suitcase on her | ap.

POLI SH WOMAN (O S.)
Their name was on a list. Wat the
list neant, | don't know, but a
truck came, they were put on the
truck and it drove away.

The girl stares vacantly at these unfamliar surroundi ngs as
the adults across the roomat a table talk about her.

POLI SH WOVAN
I can't keep her. Never mind the SS
- for five hundred zloty ny
nei ghbors are hunti ng down Jews
wi th sickles and scythes.

The others at the table - M. and Ms. Dresner, their
daught er Danka and cousin Idek Schindel - consider the small
silent figure across the room Behind her, beyond the w ndow,
t he masons have cenented another row of bricks, blocking nore
of the sun. Fifteen year old Danka gets up fromthe table,
goes over and sits with the little girl.

DANKA
CGeni a? |' m Danka.

Geni a considers the teenager suspiciously, the stares down at
the fl oor.

DANKA
W' re cousins. W've never net but
| know your nother, Eva. She used
to buy ne cakes and candy when |
was about your -

CENI A
My nmother's nane's not Eva, it's
Jasha. My father's nane is Tadeusz.
My grandnot her's nane i s Sophia and
nmy grandfather is Ludvik.
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Danka gl ances over at the others, frowning at the fictiona
geneology the little girl has had to learn in order to
survi ve.

| dek, cones over, sits on her other side, and, in a nonment,
produces from a pocket a small wooden toy.

He waits for her eyes to drift to it. It takes a while, but
they finally do. The toy is a lunberjack and wolf w th axes
in their hands, and when Idek mani pul ates it, the bl ades cone
down on the | og between the figures, just mssing each other,

over and over... and Genia buries a smle.
| DEK
My nane is Idek. I'myour nother's

brother and you're safe with ne.

He hands her the toy. Behind them the wall outside is
finished, robbing the roomof Iight.

I NT. JUDENRAT OFFI CES, CRACOW - DAY

Movi ng across the faces of representatives of the Judenrat -
or Jewi sh Council - enpathic but ultimately powerless

adm ni strators dealing as best they can with the huge infl ux
of rural Jews arriving every day on the SS trains.

The place is crowded beyond belief, |like a post office gone
mad, the di spossessed and di soriented people in need of
housing and jobs that just don't exist. The lines stretch
back across the large room through the door -

EXT. JUDENRAT OFFI CES - CONTI NUQUS - DAY

- onto the sidewal k, down the street, around the corner and
down that street - around which a Mto-Guzzi notorcycle roars
into view, comes past the last person in line, past those
curving around the corner, and those on this sidewalk,
downshifts and rolls to a stop.

Schi ndl er clinbs down, strolls past the people funnelling in
t hrough the doorway -

I NT. JUDENRAT OFFI CES - CONTI NUQUS - DAY

- past those in the lines splaying across the roomand to the
front of one of them where, uncerenoniously, he interrupts
the man standing there in order to address the adm nistrator -

SCHI NDLER
I"mlooking for Itzhak Stern.
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A bespectacled man at a desk in the corner glances up at the
mention of his nanme. He has the face and manner of a Tal nudic
scholar, and tries not to | ook too |ong at the German being
gi ven el bow room by the Jew at the head of the line.

SCHI NDLER
Are you hinf

Stern seens unable to answer, wondering perhaps if his nunber
has just come up. Hi s silence begins to annoy Schindl er.

SCHI NDLER
Are you Itzhak Stern or not?
STERN
(finally managi ng a nod)

I am

Schi ndl er approaches the desk, dragging a chair over on the
way. He sits down in it and offers a hand, which Stern stares
at confused for a nonment. He tentatively reaches for it and
finds his own grasped firmy. The hands part and Schi ndl er
buries his into a pocket. The hand reappears with flask in it
and he pours a shot of cognac in the cap.

SCHI NDLER
There's a conmpany you did the books
for on Lipowa Street, nade what,
pots and pans?

Stern stares at the cognac Schindler's offering him He
doesn't know who this man is, or what he wants. He could be a
menber of the Gestapo for all Stern knows.

STERN
By law, | have to tell you, sir,
I'"'ma Jew.

Schi ndl er | ooks puzzled; then shrugs, dismssing it.

SCHI NDLER
Al'l right, you ve done it, good
conmpany, you think?

He keeps hol ding out the drink. Stern declines it by not
reaching for it.

STERN
It did all right.

Schindl er drinks, takes out a streanlined cigarette case and
holds it out in offering. Stern declines again and Schindl er
tanps a cigarette and sets it between his |ips.
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SCHI NDLER
I don't know anyt hi ng about
enanel ware, do you?

STERN
I was just the accountant.

SCHI NDLER
Si npl e engi neering, though,
woul dn't you think? Change the
machi nes around, whatever you do,
you coul d make ot her things,
couldn't you?

He fires the cigarette with the flame of a lighter and | owers
his voice in case anyone is |listening in.

SCHI NDLER
Field kits, ness kits...

He spits out a speck of tobacco and waits for a reaction. It
doesn't cone; Stern is waiting for the other shoe to drop.
Schindler msinterprets Stern's silence for a | ack of
under st andi ng.

SCHI NDLER
Arny contracts.

H s shrug adds, Right? Stern nods mechanically.

SCHI NDLER
Once the war ends, forget it, but
for nowit's great, you could nake
a fortune, don't you think?

He sm |l es broadly, good-naturedly, perhaps inmagining the
fortune he could amass. Stern danpens contenpt with a matter
of fact tone -

STERN
I think nost people right now have
other priorities.

Schindler tries for a nonent to inmagi ne what they could
possibly be. He can't, even though there are people al
around desperate in the face of the latest rash of edicts.

SCHI NDLER
Li ke what ?

Stern smles despite hinself. The man's manner is so sinple,
so in contrast to his own and the conplexities of being a Jew
in occupied Cracow in 1939.



STERN
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I"msure you'll do just fine if you
get the contracts. In fact the
wor se things get the better you'l

do.
SCHI NDLER

Oh, | can get the contracts, that's
t he easy part. Finding the noney to
buy the conpany, that's hard.

He | aughs again. But then, just as abruptly, he's dead

serious. Stern stares nonpl ussed.

STERN
You don't have any noney?

SCHI NDLER

Not that kind of nobney. You know

anybody?

Stern takes a | ong astonished ook at him sitting there
t aki ng another sip of his cognac, placid as a | arge dog.

SCHI NDLER
Jews, yeah. Investors.
(pause)

You nust have contacts in the

Jew sh busi ness community,

here.

STERN

wor Ki ng

What "comunity?" Jews can no

| onger own busi nesses, sir,

that's

why this one's in receivership.

SCHI NDLER
Wll, they wouldn't own it, 1'd own
it. 1'd pay them back in product.
STERN
(pause)

Pots and pans.

SCHI NDLER

Somet hing they can hold in their
hands. They can trade it on the
bl ack market, do whatever they

want, everybody's happy.

He shrugs; it sounds nore than fair to him In fact, so taken

with the spirit of his own |argesse,

he of fers even nore:
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SCHI NDLER
If you want, you could run the
conmpany for ne.

Stern studies him This man sitting before himis not the
Gestapo. He's nothing nore than a carpetbaggi ng sal esman with
a salesman's pitch

STERN
Let ne understand. They'd put up
all the noney and I'd do all the
work. What, if you don't mnd ny
aski ng, would you do?

Schi ndl er takes no offense; he reads it as an honest question
deserving of an honest answer -

SCHI NDLER
I'"d make sure it's known the
conmpany's in business. |I'd see that
it had a certain... panache. That's
what |'m good at, not the work,
the... presentation.

He waits for Stern's response. It's eventually given, inbued
with cool finality -

STERN
I"'msure | don't know anybody who'd
be interested in this.

SCHI NDLER
They shoul d be.
(a sl ow knowi ng nod)
They shoul d be.

EXT. CRACOW - DAY

In absolute silence, a suitcase thrown froma second story
wi ndow arcs through the air. As it hits the pavenent,
spilling open - sound on - and:

Thousands of fam lies pushing barrows piled high with chairs,
mattresses, grandfather clocks. On a nmass forced exodus from
their homes in Kazimerz, they trundle their bel ongings
across the Vistula bridge as | oud speakers nounted on trucks
bl are Edict #44/91 -

LOUD SPEAKERS
In the interest of reducing racial
conflict in the Governnent General
of Pol and, a Jew sh quarter has
been created south of the Vistula
( MORE)
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LOUD SPEAKERS( CONT' D)
i n Podgorze -

I NT. APARTMENT - STRASZEWSKI EGO STREET

An el egant apartnment fromwhich its wealthy inhabitants, the
Nussbauns, are being uncerenoni ously evicted at gunpoint.
They gather as nmuch as they can carry - jewelry, a case of
silver-ware, |andscapes in gilded frames - and are herded out

EXT. STRASZEWSKI EGO STREET

The Nussbauns energe fromtheir fashionable building - #7
Straszewskiego Street - and join the throngs carrying furs
and kettles and furniture and children. A German sol dier

ki cks apart an outlawed radi o.

LOUD SPEAKERS
Resi dency in the closed Jew sh
quarter is conmpulsory. Failure to
regi ster with housing authorities
by March 20th viol ates edict 44/91
and will result in arrest.

Crowds of Poles line the sidewal ks |ike spectators on a
parade route. Sone wave. Sone take it nore soberly, as if
sensi ng they may be next.

POLI SH G RL
Goodbye, Jews.

EXT. GHETTO GATE - DAY

The ghetto gate greets its new citizens with a m xed nessage.
Its scalloped ranparts at once suggest Arabesque el egance and
gravestones, and the sign in Hebrew above its arches, "Jew sh
Town," strives to reassure while the broken glass cenented
along its nine-foot rimdissuades thoughts of escape.

The little folding tables have been dragged out and set up
again, and at themsit the clerks, making lists, stanping

cards and assigni ng housi ng vouchers. The Dresners can be

gl i npsed, and Rosner brothers and their famlies.

Chilow cz, of all people, has sonehow nmanaged to el evate
hinself to a station of some authority. Arnmed with sonething
nore frightening than a gun - a clipboard - he noves through
t he crowds aiding the Gestapo.

PFEFFERBERG
VWhat's this?

Pfefferberg, with his wife Mla, in aline that seens to
stretch back forever, flicks at Chilow cz's arnband.
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CHI LOW CZ
Ghetto Police, Poldek. I'ma
pol i ceman now, can you believe it?
I know, it's hard to believe.

PFEFFERBERG
Actually, it isn't.

CHI LOW CZ
It's a good racket. It's the only
racket here. Maybe | could put in a
good word for you with ny
superi ors.

PFEFFERBERG
Your superiors.

CHI LOW CZ
They're not as bad as everyone
says. Well, maybe they are, but -
(whi spers)
There's a way to make a | ot of
noney here.

They consi der each other for a long nonment until Pfefferberg
notices, some distance away, Gol dberg waving to him He's
wearing an OD arnband, too. That figures.

PFEFFERBERG
No, thanks.

Pfefferberg I eads his wife past Chilowicz and into the
ghett o.

I NT. GHETTO APARTMENT BUI LDI NG - DAY

An i npossibly crowded staircase | eading up past four | andings
and hal l ways. Families, including the Nussbauns, hauling

t heir bel ongi ngs, entangled with one another, hunt for their
assigned living quarters.

EXT. STRASZEWSKI EGO STREET

A real estate agent neets Schindler at the entrance to #7
Straszewski ego Street, |eads himalong the ground floor hal
and into an elevator. As the gate closes -

I NT. GHETTO APARTMENT

a door opens revealing to the Nussbauns and their nmaid a one-
room apartnent already occupied by a famly of six.
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I NT. STRASZEWSKI EGO STREET APARTMENT

Schi ndl er noves through the Nussbauns' vacated apartnent,
considering it's many fine appointnments - polished hardwood
floors, Persian rugs, nice furniture, French doors, nodern
ki tchen -

I NT. GHETTO APARTMENT - CONTI NUED

- clothes boiling in big pots on the stove, stirred by a
woman in rags, sheets hanging fromlines stretched across the
roomover a few sticks of furniture and some children with
coughs, the Nussbaunms staring in dismay fromthe doorway -

I NT/ EXT. STRASZEWSKI EGO STREET APARTMENT - CONTI NUED

Schi ndl er steps out on a balcony that overl ooks a quiet park.
Hi s glance up the street finds, not half a block away, Wawel
Castle. This is nice. This is a nice place.

I NT. GHETTO APARTMENT - CONTI NUED

Nest| ed anong their few possessions in a corner of the dingy
room the Nussbauns stare at the other famly, who are
staring at them In a whisper -

MRS. NUSSBAUM
W | henf
(pause)
It could be worse.

Very slowy, he turns his head to her in disbelief.

MR, NUSSBAUM
How? Tell nme. How on earth could it
possi bly be worse?

He's answered not by her, but by the scuffle of shoes of
another famly, Othodox Jews, dragging their things in from
the hall and staring at the Nussbauns in di smay.

EXT. GHETTO - N GHT

Laundry hangs across narrow streets like flags of a
di spossessed nation. From sonmewhere cones the liturgical solo
of a cantor.

I NT. GHETTO APARTMENT - NI GHT

The singing filters in through the thin walls to the next
apartnment. In this one, looking like they can't bear nuch
nore of it, sit some non-Othodox businessnen, Stern and
Schi ndl er.
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SCHI NDLER

For each thousand you invest, you
take fromthe | oadi ng dock two
hundred kil os of enanelware a nonth
- to begin in July and to continue
for one year - after which tine,
we're even

(he shrugs)
That's it. It's very sinple.

He |l ets them think about it, pours a shot of cognac fromhis
flask and offers it to Stern who brought this group together
and now sits at Schindler's side. The accountant declines.

I NVESTOR 1
Not good enough.

SCHI NDLER

Not good enough? Look where you're
living. Look where you' ve been put.
"Not good enough. "

(he al nost | aughs at the

squal or)
A coupl e of nonths ago, you' d be
right. Not anynore.

I NVESTOR 1
Money's still noney.

SCHI NDLER
No it isn't, that's why we're here.
Trade goods - that's the only
currency that'll be worth anything
in the ghetto.

Schindler lights a cigarette and waits for an answer. Wich
doesn't cone. Wiich irritates him

SCHI NDLER
Did I call this neeting? You told
M. Stern you wanted to speak to
me. |'mhere. 1've nade you an
offer. Afair offer.

I NVESTOR 1
Fair would be a percentage in the
conpany.

SCHI NDLER

Forget the whol e thing.
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He caps his flask, pockets it and reaches for his top coat.
The investors gl ance anong thensel ves. Schindler slips into
his coat.

I NVESTOR 2
How do we know you'll do what you
say?

SCHI NDLER

Because | said | would. Wiat do you
want, a contract? To be filed
where? To be uphel d by what court?
| said what 1'Il do, that's our
contract.

The investors study him This is not a nmanageabl e Ger man.
Whet her he's honest or not is inpossible to say. Their
glances to Stern don't help them he doesn't know either.
Eventual ly, one of the nen nods, He's in. Then another. And
anot her.

I NT. FACTORY FLOCR - DAY

A power button is pushed, starting the notor of a netal
press. The machi ne coughs to life, and -

I NT. UPSTAIRS OFFI CE - SAME TI ME - DAY

Schindler, at a wall of w ndows, peers down at the |one

t echni ci an maki ng adjustnents to the nmachine. Row after row
of presses, l|athes and furnaces, all in bad shape, sit on the
floor that's awash in debris.

STERN
The standard SS rate for Jew sh
skilled | abor is seven Marks a day,
five for unskilled and wonmen. This
is what you pay the Reich Econom c
Ofice, the | aborers thensel ves
recei ve nothing. Poles you pay
wages. Cenerally, they get a little
nore. Are you |istening?

Schindler turns fromthe wall of glass to face his new
account ant/ pl ant nmanager.

SCHI NDLER
VWhat was that about the SS, the
rate, the - ?

STERN
The Jewi sh worker's salary - you
pay it directly to the SS, not to
( MORE)
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STERN( CONT" D)
t he worker. He gets not hing.

SCHI NDLER
But it's less. It's |ess than what
| would pay a Pole. That's the
point I'mtrying to nmake. Pol es
cost nore.

Stern hesitates, then nods. The | ook on Schindler's face
says, Well, what's to debate, the answer's clear to any fool

SCHI NDLER
Way should I hire Pol es?

| NT. FACTORY FLOOR - DAY
Anot her machi ne starting up, growing |ouder, |ouder -
EXT. PEACE SQUARE, THE GHETTO - DAY

To an identity card with a photograph, a German clerk
attaches a blue sticker, the holy Blauschein - proof that the
carrier is an essential worker. At other folding tables other
cl erks pass sunmary judgnent on hundreds of ghetto dwellers
standing in long |ines.

TEACHER
I'"'ma teacher

The man tries to hand over docunentation supporting the claim
along with his Kennkarte to a German cl erk.

CLERK
Not essential work, stand over
t her e.

Over there, other "non-essential people" are clinbing onto
trucks bound for unknown destinations. The teacher
reluctantly relinquishes his place in |ine.

EXT. PEACE SQUARE - LATER - DAY

The teacher at the head of the line again, but this time with
Stern at his side.

TEACHER
I"ma netal polisher.

He hands over a piece of paper. The clerk takes a look, is
satisfied with it, brushes glue on the back of a Blauschein
and sticks it to the man's work card.

CLERK
Good.
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The worl d's gone nad.
| NT. FACTORY FLOOR - DAY

Anot her machine starting up, a lathe. A technician points
things out to the teacher and a dozen others recruited by
Stern.

I NT. GHETTO APARTMENT - NI GHT

A valise full of nobney. The investors around a table.
Schi ndl er noting the anpbunts contri buted.

EXT/ I NT. CRACOW GARAGE - DAY

A garage door slides open revealing a gleam ng bl ack Adler
I'i mousi ne. Schindl er steps past Pfefferberg and, noving
around the car, carefully touches its snooth |ines.

EXT. CRACOW - DAY

Wiile the citizens of Cracow nove along streets trying to
make thensel ves invisible, Schindler drives past them and
mlitary trucks in the back of the conspicuous |inousine.

I NT. SCH NDLER S OFFI CE - SAME Tl ME - DAY

A sign painter brushes the words, "Herr Direktor,"” discreetly
proportioned, on the frosted gl ass of the door.

Inside the large office, painters on | adders scrape at the
wal I's while Schindler, behind a desk draped wi th drop-cloths,
consi ders a young wonan seated before him

SCHI NDLER
Filing, billing, keeping track of
ny appoi ntments. Shorthand. Typing
obvi ously. How is your typing?

HARD CUT TO

THE KEYS OF A TYPEWRI TER sl appi ng at paper. As Schi ndl er
slowy circles around her, the first girl JUMPCUTS to a
second at the typewiter, and to a third, a fourth, a fifth,
a sixth - the painters' |adders noving around the room on
each cut until, on the eighteenth girl, the office is
conpletely painted and Schindler is back at his desk, awash
with resunes.

STERN
el | ?
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Schi ndl er glances up to Stern who has stepped inside and
stands by the door. The girls are gone. Schindler shrugs
hopel essly.

SCHI NDLER
| can't deci de.

EXT. FACTORY - DAY

Men and pul l eys hoisting a big "IF" up the side of the
bui l ding and setting it into place: "D.E. F."

Down bel ow, Schindler, with all eighteen of the young good-
| ooki ng wonen - his new secretaries - poses for a
phot ogr apher .

The National Socialist flag unfurls behind themin the
breeze.

I NT. SCH NDLER S APARTMENT - NI GHT

Musi c. Swastikas. On unifornms and on Schindler's |apel. He
noves anong his many party guests, nmaking sure each of the SS
men has enough to eat and drink.

I NT. FACTORY - DAY
Anot her machine starting up. Another. Another.
EXT. PEACE SQUARE - DAY

Stern pulls Ms. Dresner and her daughter Danka froma |ine
of people clinbing aboard a mlitary truck.

EXT. PEACE SQUARE - DAY

A clerk affixes the all-inportant blue sticker to the wonens'
wor k cards.

I NT. FACTORY - DAY

A furnace ignites with a whoosh. The needl e on a gauge
clinbs. A technician points out to the Dresners and ot hers
recruited off the street the correct firing tenperature.

| NT. GHETTO APARTMENT - NI GHT

A hand runmagi ng under a rusty basin comes down with a
fistful of zloty. Following it and the woman grasping it out
of the kitchen, the investors around a table are reveal ed.

As they hand over their noney to Schindler, he notes the
amounts in a careless scraw on a little pad.
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The worman gi ves her husband the noney fromthe kitchen and he
inturn gives it to the German entrepreneur.

I NT. PFEFFERBERG S APARTMENT - NI GHT

Schindler pulls the decks of noney from his pockets and sets
themon a table. As he scribbles a list of [uxury goods on
his note pad, Pfefferberg cal culates his conmm ssion and hands
it mechanically over his shoulder to his wife who retreats
into the kitchen and hides it.

EXT. VI STULA RIVER - N GHT

A ferret of a man under the Podgorze Bridge counts and
pockets Pfefferberg' s-Schindler's-the-investors' noney before
throwi ng aside a tarpaulin covering boxes of fresh fruit in
the bottom of a row boat.

I NT. GHETTO CLINIC - N GHT

A doctor unlocks a gl ass cabinet and pushes asi de nedi ci nes
and instrunents, revealing a cavity in the wall. Fromit, he
t akes several bottles of cognac, handing each to Pfefferberg.

EXT. CATHOLI C CEMETERY - NI GHT

Fl anked by headstones on every side, a Pole jans a crowbar at
the earth, wedges it under a buried |length of tinber, and,
with Pfefferberg's help, pries it off, revealing cases of
cigarettes.

I NT. UPSTAIRS FOYER - D.E.F. - DAY

The ei ghteen secretaries assenble gift baskets of |iquor,
cigarettes, coffee, tea, fresh fruit and other |uxury goods.

Movi ng anong them checking the cards designating the
reci pients, Schindler plucks a jar of caviar and a box of
cigars fromone basket and drops themin another.

SCHI NDLER
Scherner's an Oberfuhrer. That's
above a Sturnbannfuhrer. Let's try
and keep this straight.

I NT. SCH NDLER S OFFI CE - DAY

G ancing down at the hundred or so workers on the factory
floor, Schindler dictates a letter to one of his secretaries:

SCHI NDLER
It's my distinct pleasure to offer
you the services of Deutsche
Emai | waren Fabrik -
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I NT. FACTORY - DAY

The el aborate gift baskets are wheel ed past the workers
struggling to master the mechanics of enanel ware producti on,
and failing.

SCHI NDLER
- manufacturers of superior
enanel ware crockery for mlitary
use -

I NT. TOFFEL'S OFFI CE, SS HEADQUARTERS - DAY

As Unterscharfuhrer Herman Toffel considers the wondrous
contents of the gift basket on his desk, his secretary reads
fromthe note that acconpanied it -

TOFFELI S SEC Y
Anti ci pating the encl osed bids wll
nmeet with your approval -

I NT. CZURDA' S OFFI CE, SS HEADQUARTERS - DAY

As Ober st ur mbannf uhrer Czurda exam nes the | abel of French
chanpagne fromhis (larger) gift basket, his secretary reads -

CZURDA' S SEC Y

- and | ooking forward to a | ong and
mut ual | y prosperous association -

I NT. SCHERNER S OFFI CE, SS HEADQUARTERS - DAY

As Qoerfuhrer Scherner lifts the lid of a box of Havana
cigars fromhis (even | arger) basket, his secretary reads -

SCHERNER' S SEC Y
- | extend to you, in advance, ny
sincerest gratitude -
I NT. TOFFEL'S OFFI CE

Nudgi ng aside a plate of pate to get to his pen set, Toffel
initials Schindler's submtted bids.

TOFFEL'S SEC Y (V. Q)
Best regards, Gskar Schindler -

I NT. CZURDA' S OFFI CE
Czurda initials the bids.

CZURDA' S SEC Y (V. Q)
- Oskar Schindler -
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I NT. SCHERNER S OFFI CE

Scherner signs several Armanents contracts, the letters
"D.E.F." appearing on all of them

SCHERNER S SEC Y (V. Q.)
- OCskar Schindler, Drektor, D. E. F.

I NT/ EXT. FACTORY - DAY

Wrkers slide raw sheets of netal into presses that stanp
theminto plates, bows and cups -

The products are carted over to other workers who dip them
into vats of enanel and carry themon long sticks to and into
furnaces -

Mess kits al ready baked and dried are wheel ed to the packing
area, boxed and seal ed and narked and carted outside to the
| oadi ng dock and put into trucks -

As the trucks roll out, the Adler linmousine pulls in. The
driver hurries out, opens a rear door, and Schindl er emerges -

Few of the 300 Jewi sh | aborers glance up fromtheir work at
Herr Direktor - the big gold party pin stuck into the |ape
of his fur-collared top coat as he noves through the place,
his place, his factory -

He clinbs the stairs to the office foyer, conmes past his arny
of beautiful secretaries and crooks a finger to Stern at a
desk covered with | edgers.

The accountant follows after Schindler to his office, passing
the girl nearest it, the prettiest, Kl onowska, hunting and
pecking at a typewiter, and the sign painter, kneeling,
repainting "Herr Direktor" |arger on the door -

Schindler crosses his office to the wall of w ndows, his
favorite place in the world, and | ooks down at all the
activity bel ow

SCHI NDLER
Sit down.

Stern takes a seat. Schindler pours two drinks froma
decanter and, turning back, holds one out to Stern. Stern, of
course, declines. Schindler groans.

SCHI NDLER
Ch, cone on
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He puts the drink in Stern's hand, noves behind his desk and
sits.

SCHI NDLER
My father was fond of saying you
need three things in life. A good
doctor, a forgiving priest and a
cl ever accountant. The first two -

He di sm sses themw th a shrug.

SCHI NDLER
|'ve never had nmuch use for them
But the third -

He raises his glass in recognition of the accountant. Stern's
stays in his |ap.

SCHI NDLER
(1 ong sufferingly)
Just pretend for Christ's sake.

Stern acqui esces, raises the glass slightly, but it's an
enpty mechani cal gesture. Schindler drinks. Stern doesn't; he
sets his glass down.

STERN
Is that all?

SCHI NDLER

(annoyed)
I"'mtrying to thank you. |I'm saying
| couldn't have done this w thout
you. The usual thing would be for
you to acknow edge ny gratitude. It
woul d al so, by the way, be the
courteous thing.

STERN
(pause)
You' re wel cone.

Schindl er stares at him bew | dered by the holl owess of his
tone. In fact, everything about Stern puzzles him

SCHI NDLER
Yeah, okay, you can go.

Stern gets up and | eaves.
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I NT. SCH NDLER S APARTMENT - MORNI NG

Kl onowska, wearing a man's silk robe, traipses past the
remains of a party to the front door. Opening it reveals a
ni ce | ooking, nicely dressed woman with a suitcase.

KLONOABKA
Yes?

A series of realizations is made by each of them quickly,
silently, ending up with Kl onowska | ooking ill.

SCHI NDLER
Wo is it?

I NT. SCH NDLER S APARTMENT - MORNI NG

Schindler sets a cup of coffee down in front of his wfe.
Behi nd him through a doorway, Kl onowska can be seen
hurriedly gathering her things.

SCHI NDLER
She's so enbarrassed - | ook at her -

Em | ie Schindler begrudges hima glance to the bedroom
catching the girl just as she | ooks up - enbarrassed.

SCHI NDLER
You know what, you'd |ike her.
EM LI E
GCskar, please -
SCHI NDLER
What -
EM LI E

I don't have to like her just
because you do. It doesn't work

t hat way.

SCHI NDLER
You woul d, though. That's all I'm
sayi ng.

His face is conplete innocence. It's the first thing she fell
in love with; and perhaps the thing that keeps her from
killing himnow Kl onowska energes fromthe bedroom

t horoughl y sel f-consci ous.

KLONOWSKA
Goodbye. It was a pl easure neeting
you.
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She shakes Emilie's |linp hand. Schindler sees her to the
door, lets her out and returns to the table, smling to
hinself. Emlie' s glancing around at the place.

EM LI E
You' ve done wel | here.

He nods; he's proud of it. He studies her.

SCHI NDLER
You | ook great.

EXT. SCH NDLER S APARTMENT BUI LDI NG - N GHT

They emerge fromthe building in formal clothes, both of them
| ooking great. It's wet and slick out; the doorman offers
Emlie his arm

DOORMAN
Careful of the pavenent -

SCHI NDLER
- Ms. Schindler.

The doorman shoots a glance to Schindler that asks, clearly,
Real | y? Schi ndl er opens the passenger door of the Mercedes
for his wife, and the doorman hel ps her in.

I NT. RESTAURANT - NI GHT

A nice place. "No Jews or Dogs Allowed." The naitre 'd
wel cones the couple warmy, shakes Schindler's hand. Noddi ng
to his date -

SCHI NDLER
Ms. Schindl er.

The maitre 'd tries to bury his surprise. He's al nost
successf ul

I NT. RESTAURANT - LATER - N GHT

No fewer than four waiters attend them- refilling a gl ass,
sliding pastries onto china, lighting Schindler's cigarette,
raking crunbs fromthe table with little conbs

EM LI E
It's not a charade, all this?

SCHI NDLER
A charade? How could it be a
char ade?
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She doesn't know, but she does know him And all these signs
of apparent success just don't fit his profile. Schindler
lets her in on a discovery -

SCHI NDLER
There's no way | could have known
this before, but there was al ways
sonething m ssing. In every
business | tried, | see now it
wasn't me that was failing, it was
this thing, this mssing thing.
Even if I'd known what it was,
there's nothing I could have done
about it, because you can't create
this thing. And it nmakes all the
difference in the world between
success and failure.

He waits for her to guess what the thing is. H s | ook says,
It's so sinple, how can you not know?

EM LI E
Luck.

SCHI NDLER
War .

I NT. NI GHTCLUB - N GHT

"d oony Sunday" froma conbo on a stage. Schindler and Emlie
in each others' arms, dancing. Both have had a few.

SCHI NDLER
Did you know t hat young men are
killing thensel ves because of this

song? Thwarted by | ove, they quote
its lyrics in their suicide notes.
The Reich Propaganda O fice has
banned it. Consequently, you hear
it everywhere you go.

Pressed agai nst her, he can feel her laugh to herself.

SCHI NDLER
VWhat, it's true.

EM LI E
No, I'mjust happy. | feel like an
ol d-fashi oned couple. It feels
good.

He smles, even as his eyes roamthe roomand find and neet
the eyes of a German girl dancing wi th another nman.
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I NT. SCH NDLER S APARTMENT - LATER - N GHT

Schindler and Emilie |ounging in bed, chanpagne bottle on the
ni ghtstand. Long sil ence before -

EM LI E
Should | stay?
SCHI NDLER
(pause)

It's a beautiful city.

That's not the answer she's |ooking for and he knows it.

EM LI E
Should | stay?
SCHI NDLER
(pause)

It's up to you.
That's not it either.

EM LI E
No, it's up to you

Schindler stares out at the lights of the city. They | ook
like jewels.

EM LI E
Prom se nme no doorman or naitre 'd
will presume | am anyone other than
Ms. Schindler... and I'I| stay.

He prom ses her not hing.
EXT. TRAI' N STATI ON - DAY

Em|ie waves goodbye to himfroma first-class conpartnment
wi ndow. Down on the platform he waves goodbye to her. As the
train pulls away, he turns away, and -

- the platformof the next track is reveal ed, where soldiers
and cl erks are supervising the boarding of hundreds of Jews
onto anot her train.

CLERKS
Your luggage will follow you. Make
sure it's clearly | abel ed. Leave
your |uggage on the platform..

Ti ght on pencils and pens being borrowed, changi ng hands, and
nanes being carefully witten on | abels.



34.

EXT. D.E. F. LOADI NG DOCK - DAY

As workers | oad crates of enanelware onto trucks, Stern and
Schi ndl er and the dock foreman confer over an invoice. Mre
to Stern -

FOREMAN
Every other tinme it's been al
right. This tinme when |I weigh the
truck, | see he's heavy, he's
| oaded nore than he's supposed to.
| point this out to him I tell him
to wait. He tells ne he's got a new
arrangenent with M. Schindler -

(to Schindler) )

- that you know all about it and
it's okay with you

SCHI NDLER
It's "okay" with ne?

On the surface, Schindler remains calm underneath, he's
livid. Cearly it's not "okay" with him

STERN
How heavy was he?

FOREMAN
Too nmuch for it to be a m stake. A
hundred kil os.

Stern and Schi ndl er exchange a gl ance. Then -

SCHI NDLER
You' re sure.

The foreman nods.
| NT. GHETTO STOREFRONT - DAY

Schindl er and two thugs bang in through the front door,

startling a woman at a desk. They nove past her w thout a
word and into the back of the place, into a storeroom and
stride past long racks full of enanelware and ot her goods.

A man gl ances up, sees themcomng. He's one of Schindler's

i nvestors, the one who questioned the German's word. The
man' s teenage sons rush to their father's defense, but one of
t he thugs grabs himand [ ocks an armtightly around his neck
while the other warns the boys to stay back with a truncheon.

Silence. Then, calmy -
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SCHI NDLER
If you or anyone acting as an agent
for you comes to ny factory again,
"1l have you arrested.

| NVESTOR
It was a m st ake.

SCHI NDLER
It was a m stake? Wiat was a
m st ake? How do you know what |'m
t al ki ng about ?

I NVESTOR
Al right, it wasn't a m stake, but
it was one tine.

SCHI NDLER
We had a deal, you broke it. One
phone call and your whole famly is
dead.

He turns and wal ks away. The thug | oosens his grip and, with
the other, follows. The investor's sons help their father up
off the floor. Gasping, he yells -

| NVESTOR
| gave you noney.

- but Schindler is already gone, com ng through the front
of fice and out the front door.

I NT. FACTORY FLOCR - DAY

The | ong tabl es accommopdate nost of the workers. The rest eat
their lunch on the floor. Soup and bread.

I NT. SCH NDLER S OFFI CE - SAME Tl ME - DAY

An el egant place setting for one. Meat and vegetabl es and a
gl ass of wine, all untouched. Unaffected by the episode with
the investor, he calnmy leafs through pages of a report Stern
has prepared for him

SCHI NDLER
| could try to read this or | could
eat my lunch while it's still hot.
W' re doing wel |l ?

STERN
Yes.

SCHI NDLER

( MORE)
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Better this nonth than | ast?

STERN
Yes.

SCHI NDLER
Any reason to think next nmonth wll
be worse?

STERN
The war coul d end.

No chance of that. Satisfied, Schindler returns the report to
his accountant and starts to eat. Stern knows he is excused,
but | ooks |ike he wants to say sonething nore.

SCHI NDLER
(i npatient)
What ?
STERN

There's a machi ni st outside who'd
like to thank you personally for
giving hima job.

Schi ndl er gives his accountant a |ong-suffering | ook.

STERN
He asks every day. It'll just take
a mnute. He's very grateful

Schindler's silence says, Is this really necessary? Stern
pretends it's a tacit okay, goes to the door and pokes his
head out.

STERN
M. Lowenstein?

An old man with one arm appears in the doorway and Schi ndl er
gl ances to the ceiling, to heaven. As the man slowy nakes
his way into the room Schindler sees the bruises on his
face. And when he speaks, only half his nouth noves; the
other half is paral yzed.

LONENSTEI N
I want to thank you, sir, for
giving nme the opportunity to work.

SCHI NDLER
You're welcome, |I'msure you're
doing a great job.

Schi ndl er shakes the man's hand perfunctorily and tells Stern
with a | ook, Ckay, that's enough, get himout of here.
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LOVENSTEI N
The SS beat me up. They woul d have
killed me, but I'messential to the
war effort, thanks to you

SCHI NDLER
That's great.
LOVENSTEI N
I work hard for you. I'Il continue
to work hard for you.
SCHI NDLER
That's great, thanks.
LOVENSTEI N
God bl ess you, sir.
SCHI NDLER
Yeah, okay.
LOVENSTEI N

You' re a good nman.

Schindler is dying, and telling Stern with his eyes, Get this
guy out of here. Stern takes the man's arm

STERN
kay, M. Lowenstein.

LONENSTEI N
He saved ny life.

STERN
Yes, he did.

LONENSTEI N
God bl ess him

STERN
Yes.

They di sappear out the door. Schindler sits down to his neal.
And tries to eat it.

EXT. FACTORY - LATER - DAY

Stern and Schindler energe fromthe rear of the factory. The
linousine is waiting, the back door held open by a driver.
Cinmbing in -

SCHI NDLER
Don't ever do that to ne again.
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STERN
Do what ?

Stern knows what he neans. And Schi ndl er knows he knows.

SCHI NDLER
Cl ose t he door.

The driver closes the door.
EXT. GHETTO GATE - DAY

Snow on the ground and nore conm ng down. A hundred of
Schindler's workers marching past the ghetto gate, as is the
custom under arned guard. Turning onto Zablocie Street,
they're halted by an SS unit standi ng around some trucks.

EXT. ZABLOCI E STREET - DAY

Shovel s scraping at snow, the D.E.F. workers clearing it from
the street. A dialog between one of the guards and an SS
officer is interrupted by a shot - and the face of the one-
armed machinist falls into frane.

TOFFEL (V. Q)
It's got nothing to do with
reality, Oskar, you know it and
know it -

I NT. TOFFEL'S OFFI CE, SS HQ - DAY

Herman Toffel, the SS contact of Schindler's he actually
i kes, sits behind his desk.

TOFFEL
- It's a matter of national
priority to sone of them It's got
a ritual significance to them Jews
shovel i ng snow.

SCHI NDLER
I lost a day of production. | | ost
a worker. | expect to be

conpensat ed.

TOFFEL
File a grievance with the Econom c
office, it's your right.

SCHI NDLER
Wuld it do any good?

TOFFEL
( MORE)
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No.

Schindl er knows it's not Toffel's fault, but the whole
situation is naddening to him He shakes his head in disgust.

TOFFEL
I think you' re going to have to put
up with a lot of snow shoveling
yet .

Schi ndl er gets up, shakes Toffel's hand, turns to | eave.

TOFFEL
A one-arned machi ni st, Gskar?

SCHI NDLER
(right back) )
He was a netal press operator,
qui te skill ed.

Toffel smles, Sure.
EXT. FOREST ROAD - DAY

To the nelody of "Ad Tannenbaum " Schindler's driver, axe in
his hand, trails after his boss who's wal king al ong the side
of the road considering the trees lining it.

JUWP CUT TO

- clunps of snow falling fromthe top of the tree Schindl er
has picked - a thirty-footer as his driver hacks at its
trunk. The MJSI C continues over:

I NT. FACTORY - DAY

Schi ndl er noving past the tree, beautifully trimred with
decorations, handing out fistsful of cigarettes to the
wor kers, wishing thema nmerry Christnas.

INT. D.E. F. FRONT OFFI CE - DAY

Amid nore Christmas decorations, Schindler's many secretaries
open presents fromhim Kl onowska's at her desk, her eyes
cl osed tight.

SCHI NDLER
Al right.

She opens her eyes and smiles. Schindler is holding a poodle
in his arms. As she conmes around to kiss him he sets the dog
on the desk, and Stern, across the room watches bl ank-faced.

GESTAPO (O S.)
( MORE)
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Cskar Schi ndl er?

Schi ndl er, Stern, Kl onowska and the others turn to the voice.
Two CGestapo nmen have entered unannounced.

GESTAPO
We have a warrant to take your
conpany' s business records with us.
And anot her to take you.

Schindl er stares at themin disbelief. Stern quietly slips
one of the ledgers on his desk into a drawer.

SCHI NDLER
Am | permitted to have ny secretary
cancel ny appointnments for the day?

He doesn't wait for their approval. He scribbles down sone
nanes - Toffel, Czurda, Reeder, Scherner. Underlining
Scherner, he glances to Kl onowska. She understands.

I NT. GESTAPO CAR - MOVI NG - DAY

Schi ndl er | ounges in the back seat, watching Ponorska Street
and SS Headquarters com ng into view

I NT OFFI CE, SS HEADQUARTERS, CRACOW - DAY

A hunorl ess m ddl e-1 evel bureaucrat sits behind a desk and
D.E.F."'s | edgers and cashbooks.

BUREAUCRAT
You live very well.

The man slowy shakes his head 'no' to Schindler's offer of a
cigarette. Schindler tanps it against the crystal of his gold
wat ch.

BUREAUCRAT
Thi s standard of |iving cones
entirely fromlegitinmte sources,
take it?

Schindler lights the cigarette and drags on it, all but
i gnoring the man.

BUREAUCRAT
As an SS supplier, you have a nora
obligation to desist from
bl ackmar ket dealings. You're in
busi ness to support the war effort,
not fatten your -

SCHI NDLER
( MORE)
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(i nterrupting)
You know? When ny friends ask, |I'd
|l ove to be able to tell themyou
treated me with the utnost courtesy
and respect.

The quiet matter-of-fact tone, nore than the conment itself,
throws the bureaucrat off his rhythm H's eyes narrow
slightly as he wonders, perhaps, Just who Schindler's
"friends" mght be. There's a long silence.

I NT. HALLWAY / ROOM - SS HEADQUARTERS - DAY

The two who arrested himlead Schindler dowmm a | ong hal |l way.
They reach a door, have him step inside and cl ose the door
after him

Inside, Schindler smles. There are thin drapes over the
barred wi ndows, toiletries laid out on the washbasin. If this
isacell, it's acell for dignitaries.

I NT. SS "CELL" - EVEN NG

Schi ndl er knocks on the inside of the door. A Waffen SS nman
opens it. The "prisoner"” peels several bills froma thick
wad.

SCHI NDLER
Chances of getting a bottle of
vodka pretty good?

He hands the young guard five tinmes the going price.

VWAFFEN GUARD
Yes, sir.

The guard turns to | eave.

SCHI NDLER
Vit a m nute.

He peels off several nore bills and hands t hem over.

SCHI NDLER
Paj anas.

I NT. SS "CELL" - MORNI NG

Perched on the side of the bed in pajamas, Schindler works on
a breakfast of herring and eggs, cheeses, rolls and coffee.
Soneone has al so brought hima newspaper. There's an

apol ogeti c knock on the door before it opens.

GUARD
( MORE)
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I"msorry to disturb you, sir
Whenever you're ready, you're free
to | eave.

I NT. FOYER, SS HEADQUARTERS - MORNI NG

The guard | eads Schindler across the foyer. Waiting for him
near the front doors of the building are the bureaucrat and
the arresting officers. Reaching them -

BUREAUCRAT
I'd advise you not to get too
confortable. Sooner or later, |aw
prevails. No matter who your
friends are.

Schindl er ignores himconpletely. The man tries to turn over
the D.E.F. records to their owner, but Schindl er nakes no
nove to take them

SCHI NDLER
Do you expect nme to wal k hone?

An awkward silence as the others | ook to the clerk.
Eventually, to the arresting officer -

BUREAUCRAT
Bring a car around for M.
Schi ndl er.

EXT. D.E. F. FACTORY - DAY

A Cestapo linmousine pulls in through the gates of the
factory, parks near the |oading docks. The driver-arresting
officer waits for Schindler to clinb out, but he doesn't; he
waits for the officer to conme around and open the door for
hi m

SCHI NDLER
If you d return the | edgers to ny
office I'd appreciate it.

There are no less than forty abl e-bodi ed Jewi sh | aborers
wor ki ng on the docks, any one of which would be better suited
to the task. The SS nman calls to one of them

SCHI NDLER
Excuse nme - hey -
(the SS man turns)

They' re wor ki ng.

The guy just stares. Finally he heads off with the | edgers.
The poodl e bounds out past himand over to Schindler. He
gives the dog a pat on the head.
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EXT. SCH NDLER S BUI LDI NG - EVEN NG

El egantly dressed for a night out, Schindler and Kl onowska
energe fromthe building. As they're escorted to the waiting
car, Schindler hesitates. Pfefferberg, in the shadows of an
al cove, is gesturing to him beckoning him

Schi ndl er excuses hinself. Kl onowska watches as he joins the
man in the al cove. Their whi spered conversation is over
qui ckly and Pfefferberg hurries off.

EXT. PROKOCI M DEPOT - CRACOW - LATER - N GHT

Fromthe | oconotive, |ooking back, the string of slatted
livestock carriages stretches into darkness. There's a | ot of
activity on the platform

Guards mll. Handcarts piled with |luggage trundl e by. People
hand up children to others already in the cars and clinb
aboard after them The clerks are out in full force with
their lists and clipboards, rem nding the travelers to | abe
t heir suitcases.

Cinmbing fromhis Mercedes, Schindler stares. He's heard of
this, but actually seeing the juxtaposition - humans and
cattle cars - this is sonething el se.

Recovering, he tells Kl onowska to stay in the car and, noving
alongside the train, calls Stern's nane to the faces peering
out from behind the slats and barbed wre.

- several pages-worth on a clipboard; a Gestapo clerk
met hodi cal Iy | eafing through them

CLERK
Itzhak Stern?
( Schi ndl er nods)
He's on the I|ist.

SCHI NDLER
He is.

The clerk shows himthe list, points out the nane to him

SCHI NDLER
Vell, let's find him

CLERK
He's on the list. If he were an
essential worker, he would not be
on the list. He's on the list. You
can't have him
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SCHI NDLER
I"'mtalking to a clerk.

Schindler pulls out a small notepad and drops his voice to a
hard murnur, the grow of a reasonable man who isn't ready -
yet - to bring out his heavy guns:

SCHI NDLER
What ' s your name?

CLERK
Sir, the list is correct.

SCHI NDLER
I didn't ask you about the list, I
asked you your narme.

CLERK
Kl aus Tauber.

As Schindler wites it down, the clerk has second thoughts
and calls to a superior, an SS sergeant, who cones over.

CLERK
The gentl eman thinks a m stake's
been nade.

SCHI NDLER

My pl ant manager is somewhere on
this train. If it leaves with him

onit, it'll disrupt production and
the Armanments Board will want to
know why.

The sergeant takes a good hard | ook at the clothes, at the
gold Nazi party pin, at the man wearing them

SERGEANT
(to the clerk)
Is he on the list?

CLERK
Yes, sir.

SERGEANT
(to Schindler)
The list is correct, sir. There's
not hing I can do.

SCHI NDLER
May as well get your nane while
you' re here.
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SERGEANT
My name? My nane is Kunder
Sergeant Kunder. Wat's yours?

SCHI NDLER
Schi ndl er.

The sergeant takes out a pad. Now all three of them have
lists. He jots down Schindler's name. Schindler jots down his
and flips the pad cl osed.

SCHI NDLER
Sergeant, M. Tauber, thank you
very nmuch. | think I can guarantee
you you'll both be in Southern

Russi a before the end of the nonth.
Good eveni ng.

He wal ks away, back toward his car. The clerk and sergeant
smle. But slowy, slowy, the smles sour at the possibility
that this man calmMy wal king away fromthem coul d sonmehow
arrange such a fate...

ALL THREE OF THEM -

- Schindler, the clerk and the sergeant - stride along the
side of the cars. Two of themare calling out loudly -

CLERK & SERGEANT
Stern! |tzhak Stern!

Wieel s grind against track as the train begins to nove. The
sergeant and clerk, with some urgency, notion to other clerks
and officers, who, at first puzzled, pick up the chant -

OTHER CLERKS & SS
Stern! |tzhak Stern!

Soon it seens as if everybody except Schindler is yelling out
t he name. The faces behind the slats of the livestock cars
begin to blur as the | oconotive gai ns speed.

SCHI NDLER
There he is.

The sergeant calls to a brakeman to halt the train, but the
order sinks under the noise of the train. He yells |ouder and
notions with desperation. The trainman finally acts, running
the length of the platform blowng at a whistle. The train
sl ows, and eventually grinds to a halt.

SERGEANT
Open it.
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Guards yank at a lever, slide the gate open. Stern clinbs
down. The clerk draws a line through his nane on the list and
hands the clipboard to Schindl er.

CLERK
Initial it, please.
(Schindler initials the
change)
And this...

As Schindler signs three or four fornms, the guards slide the
carriage gate closed. Those left inside seemgrateful for the
extra space.

CLERK
It makes no difference to us, you
understand - this one, that one.
It's the inconvenience to the |ist.
It's the paperwork.

Schindler returns the clipboard. The sergeant notions to a
corporal who notions to the engineer. As the train pulls away
fromthe station, Stern tries to keep up with Schindler who's
striding away.

STERN
| sonehow |l eft ny work card at
hone. | tried to tell themit was a

m st ake, but they -

Schindl er silences himabruptly with a | ook. He's livid.
Stern's glance settles on his own shoes.

STERN
I"msorry, it was stupid.
SCHI NDLER
What if | got here five m nutes

| ater?

Looking away to the train disappearing into the night, Stern
nods contritely.

SCHI NDLER
Then where would | be?

Stern's gl ance back wonders whose fate Schindl er was nore
concerned about - Stern's or his own. Schindler turns away
and heads for the car.

Stern hesitates, then trails after him passing an area where
all the luggage, carefully tagged, has been left -
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EXT/ I NT. MECHANI CS GARAGE - NI GHT

Mechani cs' hook-1anmps throw down pools of |ight through which
men wheel handcarts piled high with suitcases, briefcases,
st eanmer trunks.

Movi ng along with one of the handcarts into a huge garage
past racks of clothes, each itemtagged, past nusical
instruments, furniture, paintings. Against one wall -
children's toys, sorted by size.

The cart stops. A valise is handed to soneone who dunps and
sorts the contents on a greasy table. The jewelry is taken to
anot her area, to a pit, one of two deep |ubrication bays
filled with watches, bracel ets, necklaces, candel abra,
Passover platters, gold in one, silver the other, and tossed
in.

At wor kbenches, under SS guard, Mordecai Wil ken and three
other Jewish jewelers sift and sort and wei gh and grade

di anonds, pearls, pendants, brooches and children's rings -
faltering only once, when a unifornmed figure upends a box,
spilling out gold teeth snmeared with bl ood.

EXT. COUNTRYSI DE - DAY

Fractured gravestones |like broken teeth jut fromthe earth of
a neglected Jew sh cenetery outside of town. Down the road
that runs alongside it conmes a Gernman staff car

I NT. STAFF CAR - MOVI NG - DAY

In the backseat, Untersturnfuhrer Anmon Goeth pulls on a flask
of schnapps. H's age and build are about that of Schindler's;
his face open and pl easant.

Ignoring the other (lower-ranking) SS officers in the car,
CGoeth gazes out the wi ndow at the broken tonbstones noving
past like a tourist noting a place that m ght be nice to
return to soneday.

EXT. PLASZOW FORCED LABOR SI TE - DAY

Qut si de Cracow, a previously abandoned |inestone quarry lies

nestl ed between two hills. The stone and brick buildings | ook
i ke they've been here forever; wooden structures, those that
are up, are built of freshly-cut |unber.

There's a great deal of activity. New construction and
renovation - foundations being poured, rail tracks being

| ai d, fences and wat cht owers goi ng up, heavy segnents of huts
- wall panels, eaves sections - being dragged uphill by teans
of bescarved wonen |ike sonme anci ent Egyptian industry.
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CGoeth surveys the site froma knoll, clearly pleased with it.
But then he's distracted by voices - a man's, a wonan's -
argui ng down where sone barracks are being erected.

The woman breaks off the dialog with a disgusted wave of her
hand and stal ks back to a half-finished barracks. The man,
one fromthe car, Hujar, sees Goeth, Knude and Haase coni ng
down the hill and noves to neet them

HUJAR
She says the foundati on was poured
wong, she's got to take it down. |
told her it's a barracks, not a
fucking hotel, fucking Jew
engi neer .

Goet h wat ches t he wonman novi ng around the shell of the
bui l ding, pointing, directing, telling the workers to take it
all down. He goes to take a closer |ook. She cones over.

ENG NEER
The entire foundation has to be dug
up and repoured. If it isn't, the
thing will collapse before it's
even conpl et ed.

Goet h considers the foundation as if he knew about such
t hi ngs. He nods pensively. Then turns to Hujar.

GOETH
(calmy)
Shoot her.

It's hard to tell which is nore stunned by the order, the
woman or Hujar. Both stare at Coeth in disbelief. He gives
her the reason along with a shrug -

GOETH
You argued with nmy man.
(to Hujar)
Shoot her.
Huj ar unhol sters his pistol but holds it linply at his side.
The wor kers becone aware of what's happening and still their
hamrer s.
HUJAR
Sir...

Goet h groans and takes the gun fromhimand puts it to the
woman's head. Calmy to her -

GOETH
( MORE)
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I"msure you're right.

He fires. She crunples to the ground. He returns the gun to
his stunned inferior and, gesturing down at the body,
addresses the workers:

GOETH
That's sonebody who knew what they
were doing. That's sonebody |

needed.

(pause)
Take it down, repour it, rebuild
it, like she said.

HE TURNS AND WALKS AWAY.
EXT. STABLES - DAWN

St abl e boys | ead two horses into the pre-dawn |ight. The
ani mal s' hoofs shatter tufts of weeds like fingers of glass;
fog plunes fromtheir nostrils.

EXT. PARK, CRACOW - DAWN
Snmoke fromcigarettes curls into the chilly pre-dawn air.

Sonder konmandos, at ease with the confidence that cones in
knowi ng they're going into battle w thout physical risk, that
t hey can achi eve honor wi thout the ordeal of being shot at,

| ounge against walls and | anpposts and the fenders of idling
trucks, chatting and snoking.

EXT. GHETTO - DAWN

An enpty street. Rooftops against a |ightening sky. A few of
the windows in the buildings are |lighted, glow ng anber; the
majority are still dark.

I NT. SCH NDLER S APARTMENT - DAWN

Ingrid, perched on the edge of the bed, pulls on riding
boots. In the bathroom Schindler brushes shaving soap on his
face and picks up a straight razor -

I NT. PRESI DENTI AL SU TE, GRAND HOTEL - DAWN

The bl ade of a straight razor slides through | ather on
CGoeth's cheek. He dips it in water and touches it to his skin
agai n.

EXT. PEACE SQUARE, GHETTO - DAWN

A fourteen year old kid hurries across the square pulling on
his O D. arnband.
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Several others of the Jewi sh Ghetto Police, Col dberg and
Chilowi cz anong them are already assenbled there. The
clerks, the list makers, scissor open their folding tables,
set out their ink pads and stanps.

EXT. STABLES - DAWN

The stabl e boys hoi st saddles onto the horses, cinch the
straps. Leaning agai nst the hood of a Mercedes, Schindler and
Ingrid, in |long hacking jackets, riding breeches and boots,
share cognac fromhis flask

EXT. PARK, CRACOW - DAWN

Unt er sturnfuhrer Goeth, soon to be Commandant Coeth, stands
before the assenbled troops with a flask of cognac in his
hand. He | ooks out over them proudly; they're good boys,

t hese, the best. He addresses them -

GOETH
Today is history. The young w ||
ask with wonder about this day.
Today is history and you're a part
of it.

EXT. STABLES - DAWN

Ingrid clinbs onto one of the horses, Schindler onto the
other. As the animals gallop away with their riders toward a
wood, the stable boys wave.

GCETH (V. Q)
Si x hundred years ago when,
el sewhere, they were footing the
bl ame for the Bl ack Death,
Kazimerz the Great, so called,
told the Jews they could cone to
Cracow.

EXT. PARK, CRACOW - DAWN

The fresh young faces of the Sonderkommandos, listening to
t hei r commander.

GOETH
They cane. They trundled their
bel ongings into this city. They
settled, they took hold, they
pr osper ed.

EXT. WOODS - DAWN

The horses panting hard. Their hoofs hamering at the ground,
clinmbing a hill. R ding boots kicking at their flanks.
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GOETH
For six centuries, there has been a
Jewi sh Cracow.

EXT. PARK, CRACOW - DAWN

The boots of Anmon Goeth slowy pacing. He stops. Tight on his
face, smling pleasantly.

GOETH
By this evening, those six
centuries are a runor. They never
happened. Today is history.

EXT. H LLTOP CLEARI NG - DAWN

The gal | opi ng horses break through to a clearing high on a
hill. The riders pull in the reins and the hoofs rip at the
earth.

Schindler smles at the view, the beauty of it with the sun
just comng up. Fromhere, all of Cracow can be seen in
striking relief, like a nodel of a town.

He can see the Vistula, the river that separates the ghetto
from Kazi merz; Wawel Castle, fromwhere the Nationa
Socialist Party's Hans Frank rules the Governnent General of
Pol and; beyond it, the center of town.

He begins to notice refinenments: the walls that define the
ghetto; Peace Square, the assenbly of nmen and boys. He
notices a line of trucks rolling east across the Kosciuscko
Bri dge, another across the bridge at Podgorze, a third al ong
Zabl ocie Street, all angling in on the ghetto Iike spokes to
a hub.

EXT. GHETTO - DAWN

The wheels of the last truck clear the portals at Lwowska
Street and the Sonder kormandos junp down.

I NT. APARTMENT BUI LDI NGS - DAWN

Fam lies are routed fromtheir apartnents. An appeal to be
allowed to pack is answered with a rifle butt; an unannounced
nove to a desk drawer is halted by the snap of dog's jaws or
the report of a gun.

EXT. STREETS, GHETTO - DAWN

Spilling out of the buildings, they' re herded into |ines
wi thout regard to fam |y considerations;
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some ot her unfathonmable systemis at work here, sonething to
do with the "Ws" and "Z' s" and "R s" stanped across the
wor kcards the clerks are demanding to see.

I NT. PFEFFERBERG S APARTMENT - DAWN

Throwi ng on sonme clothes, Pfefferberg hurries past his young
wife Mla issuing instructions -

PFEFFERBERG
Pack some things. Nothing bigger
than this -
He hol ds his hands apart chest-wi dth.

PFEFFERBERG
I have to check sonething out, 1'lI
be back before you're done.

And he's out the door.

EXT. GHETTO STREET - DAWN

The Dresners are split up - M. Dresner to one line, his wife
and daughter Danka to another. A frantic woman's wailing
appeal s to join her husband's line are abruptly cut off by a
short burst of gunfire.

EXT. H LLTOP - DAWN

From here, the action down bel ow seens staged, unreal, the
rifle bursts no |ouder than caps. A man falls to the ground
wel | before the sound of the shot that killed himarrives.

Di snounting, Schindler noves closer to the edge of the hill
curious. His attention is drawn to a small distant figure,
all in RED, at the rear of one of the many col ums.

EXT. STREET - DAW

Smal | red shoes against a forest of gl eam ng black boots.

A Waffen SS man occasionally corrects three year old Genia's
drift, fraternally it seenms, nudging her gently back in |line
with the barrel of his rifle. A volley of shots echoes from
up the street.

EXT. STREET - DAW

Moving with a long line toward an idling truck, Ms. Dresner
pul I s her daughter into an al cove.
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EXT. H LLTOP - DAWN

Schindl er watches as the girl in red slowy wanders away
unnoticed by the SS. Against the grays of the buildings and
street she's a bright noving target.

EXT. STREET - DAWN

A truck thundering down the street obscures her for a nonent.
Then she's noving past a pile of bodies, old people executed
in the street, and Pfefferberg prying off a manhol e cover -

I NT. SEVERS - DAWN

Pfefferberg descends netal rungs into a sewer tunnel. The
noi se from above - the dogs and the trucks and orders shouted
t hrough megaphones - echoes weirdly off the walls.

He conmes around a corner and sees light - and figures

sil houetted against it - up ahead. They meke it to the end of
the tunnel, by the banks of the Vistula, but are gunned down
by waiting troops as they energe. Shielding his head fromthe
stray bullets ricocheting off the walls, Pfefferberg turns
abruptly back the way he came and runs.

| NT/ EXT. GHETTO APARTMENT - DAWN

A frightened wonman ushers her elderly parents into a cavity
behind a false wall. Closing herself into it, she sees Danka
and Ms. Dresner hurrying into the roomand notions to the
girl to get inside. Danka slides past the woman into the nook
and the wall-door closes plunging it into darkness.

DANKA
Mom - ?

Her nother has been intentionally left outside. Too stunned
to nove at first, Ms. Dresner recovers and raps at the wall
and it opens a crack revealing the frightened woman's face.

| RRATI ONAL WOVAN
There's not enough room for you.

MRS. DRESNER
What are you tal king about, we
tried it, remenber? There's nore
t han enough room

| RRATI ONAL WOVAN
| changed nmy m nd.
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The wal | closes up again. The bark of Dobernmans and the
megaphoned roaring of Cberscharfuhrers echo fromup the
street. Ms. Dresner pounds at the wall and the fal se door
opens a little again.

MRS. DRESNER
Look at the space in there. Now
| ook at ne. You're just scared -

| RRATI ONAL WOVAN
| can fit the qgirl but not you.

Shots fromup the bl ock sweep away the |ast of the woman's
reason and she slans the wall shut again.

DANKA (O.S.)
Mon®? |' m coni ng out.

VRS. DRESNER
No, stay in there.

Ms. Dresner hurries out of the room
EXT. H LLTOP - DAWN

Schi ndl er keeps watching the girl in red, so conspicuous, yet
still noving past crowds, past dogs, past trucks, as though
she were invisible.

EXT. STREET - DAWN

Patients in white gowns, and doctors and nurses in white, are
herded out the doors of a conval escent hospital. As the snal
figure in red noves past them shots expl ode behind her.

I NT. GHETTO APARTMENT BUI LDI NG - CONTI NUOUS - DAWN

Ms. Dresner hurries down the apartnent stairs. As she's
nearing the doorway of the building, a figure appears in it
and she stops, paralyzed with fear.

It's a boy, no nore than fourteen. Cap on his head, OD
arnband, he works for the Germans and is terrifying because
of it. Time seens to stand still as he considers Ms.
Dresner. Finally -

oD BOY
Aren't you Danka's nother?

Ms. Dresner nods anxiously; her |life is in the hands of a
chi I d.

oD BOY
( MORE)
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They' Il be here in a mnute, hide
under the stairs.

She does as she's told, and listens to the sound of the boy's
steps out onto the street and -

oD BOY (O S.)
|'ve searched the building, there's
no one here.

Peering out from her hiding place, she sees sone SS nen.
Satisfied with the boy's report, they nove on, and Ms.
Dresner hurries back up the stairs to retrieve Danka.

EXT. H LLTOP - DAWN

Short bursts of light flash throughout the ghetto Iike stars.
Schindler, fixated still on the figure in red, |oses sight of
her as she turns a corner.

EXT/ I NT. PFEFFERBERG S APARTMENT - DAWN

Pfefferberg hurries past the girl, into his building and up a
flight of stairs to his apartnent.

PFEFFERBERG
Ml a?

She's not there. There are no suitcases. She's gone. He
hurries back down the stairs and out onto the street just as
three SS nen appear around a corner down the bl ock.

There's nowhere to hide; the second he noves he'll be seen
and probably shot. Trying to think - fast - his glance shifts
to the suitcases littering the street.

FI anked by Huj ar and anot her NCO, Anon Goeth notices the man
stacki ng suitcases against a wall up ahead. As they draw
near, Pfefferberg turns to face them clicks his heels and
sal ut es.

PFEFFERBERG
Sir, | respectfully report |'ve
been given orders to clear all the
bundl es fromthe road so there'l
be no obstructions to the
t horoughfare, sir.

He clicks his heels again, salutes, remains at attention. Al
of which seens to amuse Coet h.

GOETH
Very good sal uting.
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PFEFFERBERG
Thank you, sir.

GCETH
Fi nish and join the |ines.

PFEFFERBERG
Yes, sir.

Goeth and his nmen nove on, |eaving the heel-clicking
Ghettonmensch to finish with the bundles. Pfefferberg |lets out
the breath he hadn't realized he was hol ding.

EXT. H LLTOP - DAWN

Schi ndl er catches sight of the girl in red again, noving past
a line of men filing toward and onto trucks.

EXT. STREET - DAWN

Com ng around a corner Genia sees ahead, in the mddle of the
street, a unit of Sonderkonmandos, and beyond them at the
end of the block, slipping out of a line of men, her uncle

| dek.

Wt hout slow ng, her eyes consider the uniformed nmen, their
backs to her, and the shake of her uncle's head that seens to
be saying, against all his natural inpulses, Don't run to ne,
don't call out, you'll give yourself away.

Wt hout a knowi ng | ook back, indeed as if by instinct, she
keeps noving toward her destination, veering off to it just
short of the Sonderkommandos in the street - her apartnent.
| NT. APARTMENT BUI LDI NG - DAWN

She clinbs the stairs. The building is enpty. She steps
inside an apartnment and noves through it - it's been
ransacked - and crawl s under the bed.

The gunfire outside sounds |ike firecrackers.

EXT. HILLTOP - N GHT

Ni ght. Silence. Schindler and Ingrid are gone.

EXT. GHETTO - N GHT

Broken shop wi ndows. Uni nhabited buil di ngs. Bundl es and

sui tcases strewn across deserted streets |like bodies. There's
no novenent. No sound. Until -
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Several trucks, as before, roll across the Vistula bridge.
They pass through the unmanned ghetto gate and split off down
different streets.

Ei nsat zgruppe squads (Special -Duty groups) clinb down and
nove in packs along the streets. Elite and ferocious nen,
t hey wear | ong overcoats and carry rifles and shot guns.

I NT. APARTMENTS - GHETTO - N GHT
They cone up staircases and in through open doors.

Unshoul dering their weapons, they listen to the quiet...
before shattering it with gunfire.

EXT. GHETTO STREETS - SAME TI ME - N GHT
W ndows up and down the streets flash with Iight.
I NT. APARTMENT - NI GHT

Bul | ets pepper an attic floor, splinter walls, tear through
cupboards and pantries, searching for unseen targets,
expl oding fromthe nmuzzl es of the Einsatzgruppen' s weapons.

As the | ast shot echoes into tenporary silence, the nen are
al ready out the door, on their way to the next apartnent.

Just before shots ring out there, blood, here, seeps fromthe
holes in the ceiling and the walls and the cupboard doors.

EXT. H LLTOP - N GHAT

Bel ow, the ghetto perinmeter and interior are clearly
di stingui shabl e by the dots of light flashing in the w ndows
of the apartnents.

Gradual ly they dimnish in nunber until the last shot is
finally fired and the ghetto di sappears into darkness, |ike a
void in the city of Cracow. CQutside its boundaries, |ights,
from | anps not guns, glinmer.

INT. D.E. F. FACTORY - N GHT

Tabl es and tools and enanel ware scrap. The netal presses and
| athes, still. The firing ovens, cold. The gauges at zero.

Agai nst the wall of w ndows overl ooking the enpty factory
floor, stands a figure, Schindler, in silhouette against the
gl ass, black against white, not noving, just staring down.

FADE TO BLACK
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EXT. FOREST - PLASZOW - DAWN

Bl oody wheel barrows, stark against the tree line of a forest
above the conpleted forced | abor canp, PLASZOWN

EXT. APPELLPLATZ (PARADE GROUND) PLASZOW - DAWN
Nanmes on |ists. Names called out. Tight on faces.

Gol dberg at one of several folding tables. The bl ack

mar ket eer -t urned- ghetto-co is now the Lord of Lists inside
Pl aszow. He and other |istmakers call out nanes, accounting
for the fifteen thousand who survived the |iquidation of the
ghetto and now stand in | ong straight rows.

Stern is anpbng them
I NT. GCOETH S BEDROOM PLASZOW - MORNI NG

Amon Goeth stirs, wakes, glances at the wonman asl eep besi de
hi m Hungover, he drags hinmself slowy out of bed.

EXT. GOETH S BALCONY - MOMENTS LATER - MORNI NG

Goeth steps out onto the balcony in his undershirt and shorts
and peers out across the | abor canp, his | abor canp, his

ki ngdom Satisfied with it, even amazed, he's rem ni scent of
Schi ndl er | ooki ng down on his kingdom his factory, as he

| oves to do, fromhis wall of glass.

Life is great. Goeth reaches for a rifle.
EXT. PLASZOW - SAME Tl ME - MORNI NG

Workers | oading quarry rock onto trolleys under Ukrainian
guard and a | ow norning sun. Every so often, one glances with
anticipation to the balcony of Goeth's villa - which is in
fact nothing nore than a two-story stone house perched on a
slight rise in the dry | andscape.

EXT. GOETH S BALCONY - CONTI NUED - MORNI NG

The butt of the rifle against his shoul der, CGoeth ainms down
at the quarry - at this worker, at that one indiscrimnately,
inscrutably. He fires a shot and a distant figure falls.

I NT. GOETH S BEDROOM - SAME TI ME - MORNI NG

The worman in bed groans at the echoing shot. She's used to it
but she still hates it; it's such an awful way to be woken.

MAJOLA
(rmutters)
( MORE)
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MAJCLA( CONT' D)
Amon. .. Christ...

She buries her head under a pillow Coeth reappears. He pads
to his bathroom goes inside and urinates.

EXT. PLASZOW - DAY

Schindler's Mercedes wi nds through the canp on a road nade
entirely of broken tonbstones scavenged fromthe Jew sh
cenetery.

As it passes warehouses and wor kshops, barracks and guard

bl ocks and work details, sone of the workers from Schindler's
factory can be glinpsed anong the prisoners. A man standing
al one wears a sign around his neck (subtitle), "I ama potato
thief."

The Mercedes pulls in next to sone other nice cars parked
al ongsi de Goeth's villa.

I NT. GOETH S VI LLA - DAY

A table set with crystal, china, silver. Goeth and Leo John
are there, in pressed SS uniforns, and two industrialists,
Bosch and Madritsch. one chair is enpty.

LEO JOHN
Your machinery will be noved and
installed by the SS at no cost to
you. You'll pay no rent, no
mai nt enance -

John gl ances off, interrupted by Schindler's arrival.
Al t hough he's never been here, the industrialist cones in
i ke he owmns the place. Al but CGoeth rise.

SCHI NDLER
No, no, cone on, Sit.

He works his way around the table, patting Bosch and
Madritsch on the back - he knows them - shaking John's hand,
who he doesn't know. He reaches Goet h.

SCHI NDLER
How re you doi ng?

Goeth takes a good I ong | ook at the handsonely dressed
entrepreneur and allows himto shake his hand.

GOETH
W started without you.

SCHI NDLER
Good.
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shakes a napkin onto his lap, nods to

hol di ng out a bottle of chanpagne to him

SCHI NDLER
Pl ease.

Goeth watches him The others watch CGoeth.

Schi ndl er

amusenment .

Schi ndl er

SCHI NDLER
I mss anything inportant?

LEO JOHN
(pause)
| was explaining to M. Bosch and
M. Mdritsch sonme of the benefits
of nmoving their factories into
Pl aszow.

SCHI NDLER
Oh, good, yeah.

clearly doesn't care, but nods as though he did. He
drinks. Goeth just watches himw th what seens to be grow ng

He nods to John to conti nue.

LEO JOHN

Si nce your |abor is housed on-site,
it's available to you at all tines.
You can work themall night if you
want. Your factory policies,

what ever they've been in the past,
they'Il continue to be, they' Il be
respected -

| aughs out |oud, cutting John off,

and starts in on

the plate of food that's set down in front of him John
gl ances over to Goeth nonplussed. To Schindler -

Goeth slowly shakes his head no..

GOETH
You know, they told ne you were
going to be trouble - Czurda and
Scher ner .

SCHI NDLER
You' re ki ddi ng.

GOETH

then snil es.

He | ooks great, though, doesn't he?
I have to know - where do you get a
suit like that? Wat is that, silk?

( Schi ndl er nods)
( MORE)
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GOETH( CONT' D)
It's great.

SCHI NDLER
I'd say I'd get you one but the man
who made it's probably dead, |
don't know.

He shrugs |i ke, Those are the breaks, too bad. CGoeth just
smles. The others watch the two of them unsure how they're
supposed to react.

GOETH
Somet hi ng wonder ful's happened, do
you know what it is?

I NT. GOETH S STUDY - LATER - DAY

The others have gone. It's just Goeth and Schindl er now.
Goet h pours gl asses of cognac.

GCETH
- Wthout planning it, we've
reached that happy point in our
careers where duty and financia
opportunity neet.

Schi ndl er nods pensively, perhaps in agreenent, perhaps at
some ot her thought. There's a silence, broken finally by -

SCHI NDLER
| go to work the other day, there's
nobody there. Nobody tells nme about
this, I have to find out, I have to
go in, everybody's gone -

GOETH
They' re not gone, they're here.

SCHI NDLER
They' re mine.

H s roar echoes into silence. An acqui escent shrug from Goeth
finally, and a nod; Schindler's right.

SCHI NDLER
Every day that goes by, |I'mlosing
noney. Every worker that is shot,

costs me noney - | have to get
sonmebody else, | have to train them
GOETH

We're going to be making so nuch
noney, none of this is going to
matter -
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SCHI NDLER
(cutting himoff)
It's bad busi ness.

They study each other, trying to determ ne perhaps who's nore
powerful. Eventually, Goeth shrugs.

GOETH

Some of the boys went crazy,
what're you going to do? You're
right, it's bad business, but it's
over with, it's done.

(pause)
Cccasional ly, sure, okay, you have
to nake an exanple. But that's good
busi ness.

He gl ances off to his maid comng in quietly with a tray of
sweets. There's a bruise on her face. She sets the tray down
carefully, trying to avoid clatter, and | ooks to Goeth for
further instructions.

GCETH
Thank you, Hel en.

He smles pleasantly, watches after her as she |eaves,
genui nely fond of her it seems. d ancing back to his guest -

GOETH
Scherner told nme sonething else
about you.

SCHI NDLER

Yeah, what's that?

GOETH
That you know t he neaning of the
word gratitude. That it's not sone
vague thing with you like it is to
ot hers.

Schindl er nods, That's true. Goeth tries to put the situation
in perspective:

GOETH

You want to stay where you are. You
got things going on the side,
t hi ngs are good, you don't want
anybody telling you what to do - |
can understand all that.

(pause)
What you want is your own sub-canp.
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Schindler admts it by not disagreeing. CGoeth thinks about
it, nods to hinself again, then frowns.

GOETH
Do you have any idea what's
i nvol ved? The paperwork al one?
Forget you got to build it all,
getting the fucking permts, that's
enough to drive you crazy. Then the
engi neers show up. They stand
around and they argue about

drainage - I'mtelling you, you'll
want to shoot sonebody, |'ve been
through it, | know.

SCHI NDLER

Wl |, you've been through it. You
know. You coul d make things easier
for me.

Goeth mulls it over, his shrug saying "maybe, nmaybe not." A
sil ence before -

SCHI NDLER
I'd be grateful.

There's the word Goeth was waiting to hear.
EXT. D.E.F. SUBCAMP SI TE - DAY

An SS surveyor neasures with even paces a distance of the
bare field adjacent to the factory. He sticks a little flag
into the ground.

At a folding table set down in the mddle of the field,

Schi ndl er signs a check nmade out to the Construction Ofice,
Pl aszow, tears it fromthe | arge book and hands it and a
stack of requisitions to an SS building contractor.

EXT. CONSTRUCTI ON OFFI CE, PLASZOW - DAY

The check and requisitions on a clipboard in WIek

Chilowi cz's hands. The Jew sh gangster has apparently

achi eved a status of some inportance here already, and noves
along trucks being | oaded with |unber and cenent, electrica
and plunbing supplies and rolls of barped wire. Coeth
appears, cones over

CHI LOW CZ
Schi ndl er.

Goeth nods to hinself, reaches for the clipboard and browses
t hrough the paperworKk.
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EXT. COUNTRYSI DE - DAY

A convoy of six trucks noving along a narrow road lined with
trees. At a fork, three split off to the left, the other
three to the right.

EXT. D.E. F. SUBCAWP SITE - DAY

Checking the buil ding supplies being off-loaded fromthree
trucks agai nst carbons of the requisitions on his clipboard,
the contractor glances over to one of the drivers.

SS CONTRACTOR
Where's the rest?

EXT. FARM - DAY

The rest is being handed down fromthe other three trucks and
carried into a barn where a man, who | ooks nothing like a
farmer, is paying Chilowicz for the delivery in cash.

EXT. D.E. F. SUBCAWP SITE - DAY

Schindler at the folding table witing out another check. The
contractor approaches, clipboard in hand and reports.

SS CONTRACTCR
They only brought half of what you
paid for.

Before the statenent's out of the man's nouth, Schindl er
tears the signed check fromthe book and hands it over
wi thout a | ook or a word.

EXT. CONSTRUCTI ON OFFI CE, PLASZOW - DAY

The new check on Chilow cz's clipboard. Three nore trucks
bei ng | oaded. Goeth appears again, is handed the cash by his
bagman Chilowi cz, and wal ks away. T*u

EXT. D.E. F. SUBCAWP SITE - DAY

A wat chtower, half-erected, the little flag still in the
ground. Laborers hammer at it while others roll out barbed
wire fencing. A surveyor supervises the placenment of a post
and carefully measures its height; it has to be nine feet,
exactly. Schindler and an SS officer come past sone SS
architects groaning over a set of blueprints.

SS OFFI CER
You have the Pol es beat the Czechs,
you have the Czechs beat the Poles,
t hat way everybody stays in |ine.
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SCHI NDLER
Al | have is Jews.

He shrugs, Too bad, what're you going to do? The SS officer
frowns. Yeah, that's a problem Two huge dogs on | eashes yank
another SS man across their path.

EXT. D.E F. - DAY

As five hundred Pl aszow prisoners are marched back onto the
grounds of Emalia, any hope they nmay have had of a nore

am cabl e environnent is quickly dashed. The place - conpl eted
now - |ooks like a fortress: barbed-wire, towers, and dogs.

Fl anked by arnmed SS guards, Schindl er watches inpassively as
t he workers, the Dresners anong them pass through the
factory gates. But as the last of themstraggles in, and
Stern is not anong them Schindler's stoicismis betrayed by
concern.

INT. GOETH S VILLA - N GHT

The Rosner brothers in evening clothes, Leo on accordion,
Henry on violin, playing a Strauss nelody, trying to keep it
nut ed, inoffensive. Few of the guests pay attention, which is
fine with them

LEO JOHN
- she's seventy years old, she's
been there forever - they bonb her
house. Everything' s gone. The
furniture, everything.

SCHI NDLER
(well aware the nen is
| yi ng)

Thank God she wasn't there.

LEO JOHN
Thank God she wasn't there.

Schindler, with yet another girl on his arm endures the
officer's lies while sweeping the roomw th his eyes.

LEO JOHN
I was thinking maybe you coul d help
her out. Some plates and nugs, sone
stew pots, | don't know Say half a
gross of everything?

Schindl er |ooks at himfor the first time, know ngly.

SCHI NDLER
( MORE)



66.

She run an or phanage, your aunt?

LEO JOHN
She's ol d. What she can't use maybe
she can sell.

Schindler's girl excuses herself to get a drink.

SCHI NDLER
You want it sent directly to her or
t hr ough you?

LEO JOHN
Through me, | think. 1'd like to
encl ose a card.

Schi ndl er nods, Done. Both watch his date across the room
getting a drink. As usual, she's the best-1ooking one there.

LEO JOHN
Your wife nust be a saint.

What ever tol erance Schindler's had up to this point with John
| eaves his face; the | ook he gives himnow is pure contenpt.

SCHI NDLER
She i s.

INT. GOETH S VILLA - LATER - N GHT

Hel en the maid noves around the inportant end of the table
carefully setting down appetizers of herring in sauce.
There's a fresh bruise on her face.

GOETH
Ladi es and gentl enen, may |
i ntroduce Hel en. After three nonths
with me I'"mproud to say she's now
doing well in cuisine and
deport ment .

Goeth's girl tonight, a Polish prostitute, eighteen,
ni net een, deadpans as she dips a fork into the herring -

GOETH S G RL
I can see she's had a collision
with the kitchen furniture.

The others at the table - Czurda and Leo John and their
girlfriends - smle. Schindler doesn't, but also doesn't
protest. Czurda's girl places a hand on his sleeve.

CZURDA' S 3 RL
You're not a soldier?
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SCHI NDLER
No, dear

CZURDA
There's a picture. Private
Schi ndl er? Bl anket around his
shoul ders over in Kharkov?

Everyone | aughs.

GOETH
Happened to what's his nane - up in
Warsaw - and he was bi gger than
you, Oskar.

CZURDA
Toebbens.

GOETH
Happened to Toebbens. Al nost.
H mr er goes up to Warsaw, tells
the armanments nen, "Cet the fucking
Jews out of Toebbens' factory and
put Toebbens in the Arny," and -
"and sent himto the Front." |
nmean, the Front.

Everybody | aughs.

GOETH
It's true. Never happen in Cracow,
t hough, we all you too mnuch.

SCHI NDLER
| pay you too nuch.

Anot her round of |aughs, only this tinme it's forced.
Everybody knows it's true, but you don't say it out |oud, and
Schi ndl er knows better. Goeth gives hima |ook; they' Il talk
| ater.

EXT. GOETH S VILLA - LATER - N GHT
Goeth finds Schindler alone outside snoking a cigarette.
Schi ndl er acknow edges him but that's about it. Finally -

SCHI NDLER
You hel d back Stern. You hel d back
the nost inportant man to ny
busi ness.

GOETH
( MORE)
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If he's inportant to your business,
he's inportant to mne. He's going
to work for ne.

SCHI NDLER
What do you want for him 1'IIl give
it to you.

GOETH
I want him
(turning back)
Come on, let's go inside, let's
have a good ti ne.

CGoet h heads back inside. Schindler stays outside, finishing
his cigarette.

EXT. PLASZOW - LATER - N GHT

A folding table outside the prisoners' barracks. At it,

pl ayi ng cards, two night sentries. A figure appears out of

t he darkness. Schindler. He sets a fifth of vodka down on the
t abl e.

EXT. BARRACKS - LATER - N GHT

Stern has been summoned from his barracks. As Schindl er digs
t hrough hi s pockets and hands over tins of food scavenged
fromthe party, Stern offers back in a hushed tone -

STERN
There are two sets of |edgers. One
showi ng our actual inconme and
expendi tures, and another, in the
m ddl e drawer of ny desk, | keep in
case we're audited again.

Schi ndl er nods, he understands. Over at the table, drinking
his vodka, sit the sentries. Fromthe hill, the villa, the
Rosners' nusic, faint, can be heard.

STERN
In the | ower drawer there's a |ist
of our black market contacts.
Whet her we' re buying or selling,
make sure there's no paperwork, no
i nvoi ces, no receipts, no -

SCHI NDLER
Yeah, | know.

He gets the picture. Stern searches the dark sky for nore.

STERN
( MORE)
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There's a cal endar on ny desk. Put
it on your desk, it's got the

bi rt hdays of our SS friends' w ves
and children. Don't forget to send
sonet hi ng.

Schindler smles faintly. H's pockets are enpty; and Stern's
hands full of the things Schindler has brought him

SCHI NDLER
Is that it?

Stern shrugs, Yeah, it's all he can think of now They stand
around a nonment nore before Schindler turns to | eave, to
return to the party.

STERN
Cskar .
(Schi ndl er gl ances back)
Don't let the things fall apart. |
wor ked too hard.
(Schindler forces a smle)
Good | uck.

SCHI NDLER
(pause)
| couldn't get you out of here,
Stern. | tried.

STERN
I know.

Stern shrugs, You did what you could, and turns to go back
into his barracks. Schindler watches after him then | eaves.

I NT. VILLA - MORNI NG

Rebecca Tannenbaum 19, clinbs the stairs behind Helen Iike
t he condemmed up gall ows planks. Quietly matter of fact -

HELEN
From some peopl e he expects a
pr of essi onal manner. From ot hers he
finds it cloying. You have to be
good at your job, but not so good
that it appears you're
i rrepl aceabl e.

They reach the | anding and pass a doorway where the younger
girl glinpses the Commandant novi ng around dressing. As they
conti nue along the hallway -

HELEN
The |l onger you're with him the
( MORE)
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HELEN( CONT" D)
nore you see there's no real rules
you can keep to. You can't say to
yourself, If I follow these rules,
"Il be safe.

They reach another, narrower and creaking set of stairs and
clinb it.

HELEN
The last girl's things are in here.

I NT. VILLA ATTIC - CONTI NUQUS - DAY

An al nost bare roomfull of light. A young prisoner with a
tape neasure, pulling it along the baseboards and meki ng
notations on a drafting board.

Hel en and Rebecca cone through past discarded frames of old
beds and broken-framed paintings to a wash basin under which
the maid finds a small wooden box.

HELEN
All | can say is be careful your
hand doesn't slip.

She hands Rebecca the box and | eaves. Inside it, the girl
finds nail clippers and files, cuticle scissors and buffers,
cl ear polish and renover.

As she cleans the instrunents with soap and water, the young
man wat ches her. He nmeasures the wi ndows and the hei ght of
the ceiling, the silence broken only by the splash of water
in the sink, until -

JOSEF BAU
Vell, | may as well measure you
while I'm here.

Rebecca turns fromher work and stares at himli ke he nust be
mad.

JOSEF BAU
For a coat. | have friends in the
uni form factory.

REBECCA
(uneasy)
| don't need a coat.

JOSEF BAU
You will in a couple of nonths.
Then you' |l | thank ne.
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He conmes over and stretches his measure from her shoul der to
her wist. Mpving around behind her, he draws it fromthe
nape of her neck to the small of her spine and she tenses. He
cones around in front of her again and, w nding his arnms
around her in order to measure her waist, she gasps - not at
his touch, but at a sound like the click of a gun hanmer -

Her startled glance finds Goeth's two | arge hounds, Ralf and
Rol f, staring fromthe doorway |ike evil apparitions,
shifting their weight fromone claned paw to anot her.

I NT. GOETH S STUDY - LATER

Rebecca takes the other beast, the human one, gently by the
hand. Eyes cl osed, enjoying the sensation Goeth can't see the
absolute terror in the girl's face as she pushes back with
trenbling hands the cuticle of his thunb and snips at the
dead skin with little scissors. Nearby, the dogs |anguish on
a Persian carpet.

REBECCA
(carefully) )
You have very nice fingers. Long,
i ke a pianist.

Goeth's eyes slit to consider her and the comment itself,
trying to decide, no doubt, whether it's punishable for being
too nuch. Rebecca tries not to | ook at the service revol ver
resting in his other hand on the Louis the Fourteenth end
table. The eyes slowy cl ose again.

I NT/ EXT. METALWORKS - PLASZOW - DAY

Goeth noves through the crowded netal works |ike a good-
natured foreman, nodding to this worker, w shing that one a
good norning. He seens satisfied, even pleased, with the

| evel of production. Gol dberg noves alongside himwith a |ist
on a clipboard. They reach a particular bench, a particular
wor ker, and Goeth smiles pleasantly.

GOETH
What are you maki ng?

Not daring to look up, all the worker sees of Goeth is the
starched cuff of his shirt and his long, fine fingers.

LEVARTOV
Hi nges, sir.

The rabbi -turned-netal worker gestures with his head to sone
hi nges on the floor. Goeth nods. And in a tone nore |ike a
friend than anything el se -
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GOETH
|"ve got sonme workers coming in
tonorrow. .. \Were the hell they
from agai n?

GOLDBERG
Yugosl! avi a.

GOETH
Yugosl avia. |'ve got to nake room

He shrugs apologetically and pulls out a pocket watch.

GOETH
Make nme a hinge.

As Goeth tines him Rabbi Levartov works at naking a hinge as
t hough his |life depended on it - which it does - cutting the
pi eces, wrenching themtogether, snoothing the edges, all the
whi | e keeping count in his head of the seconds ticking away.
He finishes and lets it fall onto the others on the fl oor.
Forty seconds.

GOETH
Anot her.

Agai n the rabbi works feverishly - cutting, crinping,
sandi ng, hearing the seconds ticking in his head - and
finishing in thirty-five. Goeth nods, inpressed.

GOETH
That's very good. Wat | don't
under stand, though, is - you've
been wor ki ng since what, about six
this nmorning? Yet such a small pile
of hi nges?

He understands perfectly. So does Levartov; he has just
crafted his own death in exactly 75 seconds. No one | ooks up
fromtheir work as Goeth | eads the rabbi past their benches
and out the door.

He stands Levartov against a |low wall, and adjusts his

shoul ders. Behi nd the condemmed man, workers pushing stone
trolleys veer to the edges of the angle of probable
trajectory of stray bullets before Goeth pulls out his
pistol. He sets the barrel against the rabbi's head and pulls
the trigger - click.

GOETH
(rmunbl e)
Christ -
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Annoyed, Goeth extracts the bullet-magazine, slaps it back in
and puts the barrel back against Levartov's head. He pulls
the trigger again and the rabbi's head sways as if it could
absorb the inpact of the bullet |like a punch. Again there's
only a click.

GOETH
God dam it -

He sl ans the weapon across Levartov's face and the rabbi
sl unps dazed to the ground. Looking up into CGoeth's face, he
knows it's not over. As CGoeth wal ks away with faulty gun -

EXT. PLASZOW - DAY
A gold lighter in Schindler's hand flames a cigarette.

SCHI NDLER
The guy can turn out a hinge in
| ess than a m nute? Wiy the | ong
story?

He hands the gold lighter to Stern and wal ks away toward a
D.E.F. truck being | oaded with suppli es.

I NT. ADM NI STRATI ON OFFI CE, PLASZOW - DAY

Gol dberg lights a cigarette with the sane gold lighter, sets
it on the clutter of personnel lists, transport lists, work
and train schedules on his desk, and types on a transfer form
the letters D E F.

INT. D.E F. FACTORY - DAY

Rabbi Levartov, brought over to Emalia, works at a table with
several others crinping netal. As Schindler strolls by, he
dares to speak -

LEVARTOV
Thank you, sir.

Schindler has to think a nmonment before he can figure out who
the grateful man is.

SCHI NDLER
Ch, yeah. You're wel cone.

EXT. PLASZOW - DAY
A dead chicken dangling from Hujar's hand, evidence of sone

kind. Goeth slowy pacing before a work detail of twenty or
so nen standing still, silent, in a row
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GCETH
Nobody knows who stol e the chicken.
A man wal ks around wi th a chi cken,
nobody notices this.

No one confesses. Goeth nods, Al right, takes arifle froma
guard and shoots one of the workers at random Wth this
added incentive, he waits for soneone to tell himwho stole

t he chi cken. No one does.

GOETH
Still nobody knows.

He shrugs, okay, points the rifle at another worker - and a
boy of fourteen, shuddering and weepi ng, steps out of |ine.

GCETH
There we go.

Goet h goes over to the boy, and, like a distant relative to a
smal|l child, tries to get himto | ook at his face.

GCETH
It was you? You commtted this
crine?

BOY
No, Sir.

GCETH
You know who, though.

The boy nods, weeps, screans -

BOY
H mi
He's pointing at the dead man. And Goet h astoni shes the
entire assenbly of workers and guards by believing the boy.
He returns the rifle to the guard and wal ks away. Huj ar
stares after him then knowi ngly at the boy.

EXT. ADM NI STRATI ON BUI LDI NG - PLASZOW - DAY

Stern on Schindler's heels who's noving briskly toward his
car like he's late for a nmeeting sonewhere.

SCHI NDLER
Yeah, sure, bring himover.



75.

INT. D.E F. - DAY

Schi ndl er cones down the stairs with Kl onowska. As they're
crossing through the factory -

BOY
Thank you, sir.

SCHI NDLER
(distracted)
You' re wel cone.

I NT. MECHANI CS' GARACE - PLASZOW - DAY

A mechani c | eaning over the hood of Goeth's car accidentally

knocks a wench off the radiator into the fan, and there's an
awful clatter before the engine dies. Pfefferberg, working on
a truck engine, glances over to the expression of pure terror
on the other nmechanic's face.

EXT. GOETH S VI LLA - DAY

As servants hoi st a heavy, elaborately tool ed saddle from
Schindler's trunk - a gift for Goeth - Schindler sees Stern
com ng toward himand gl ances skyward | ong-sufferingly.

INT. D.E F. - DAY

The nmechani c, making adjustnments to a netal press, glances up
as Schindl er noves past toward the office stairs.

MECHANI C
Thank -

SCHI NDLER
Yeah, yeah, yeah.

EXT. D.E. F. FACTORY - DAY

Across the street stands a nervous young wonman in a faded
dress. She seens to be trying to sunmon the courage to cross
over and onto the factory grounds.

INT. D.E F. FACTORY - DAY

Just inside the factory, she waits as a guard tel ephones
Schindler's office. She can see the wall of w ndows from
where she's standing, and Schindler hinself as he appears at
it, phone to his ear. He glances down at her disapprovingly
and the guard hangs up.

GUARD
He won't see you
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I NT. APARTMENT - CRACOW - DAY

The worman al one in a dismal room pulling on nylon stockings.
At a mrror, she applies make-up. She slips into a
provocative dress. Puts on heels. A Parisian hat. And | ooks
inthe mrror.

INT. D.E F. - DAY

Schindler waits for her on the landing of the stairs. He
doesn't recognize her, but smles to counter the unfortunate
possibility she's some old girlfriend he's forgotten.
Reaching him she offers her hand.

SCHI NDLER
M ss Krause.

M SS KRAUSE
How do you do?

He can tell now she doesn't know him He seens relieved. He
| eads her past Kl onowska's desk and into his office.

I NT. SCH NDLER S COFFI CE - DAY
He arranges a chair for her, goes to his |liquor cabinet.

SCHI NDLER
Per nod? Cognac?

M SS KRAUSE
No, thank you

He pours hinself a drink, warnms it in his hands, smles,
clearly taken with her.

SCHI NDLER
So. What can | do for you?

The grace with which she's carried herself up to this point
seens to evaporate as she struggles to find the words she
want s.

M SS KRAUSE
They say that no one dies here.
They say your factory is a haven.
They say you are good.

Schindler's face changes |ike a wall going up, a mask of
indifference like in the portrait of Adolf Hitler on the wall
behi nd him

SCHI NDLER
( MORE)
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Who says that?

M SS KRAUSE
Everyone.

Schi ndl er gl ances away from her. He seens weary suddenly,
depr essed.

M SS KRAUSE

My nanme is Regina Perlman, not Elsa
Krause. |'ve been living in Cracow
on fal se papers since the ghetto
massacre.

(pause)
My parents are in Plaszow. They're
old. They're killing old people in
Pl aszow now. They bury themup in
the forest.

(pause)
I have no noney. | borrowed these
clothes. WIIl you bring them here?

Schi ndl er gl ances back at her, his face hard, cold, and
studies her for a long, |ong nonent before -

SCHI NDLER
| don't do that. You've been
m sled. | ask one thing: whether or

not a worker has certain skills.
That's what | ask and that's what |
care about, get out of my office.

She stares at him frightened and bew | dered. She feels tears
wel |ing up.

SCHI NDLER
Cry and 1'll have you arrested, |
swear to Cod.

She hurries out.

I NT. ADM NI STRATI ON BUI LDI NG - PLASZOW - DAY

Schi ndl er barges into Stern's office. In a foul and
aggressi ve nood, he dispenses with pleasantries in order to
adnoni sh the accountant -

SCHI NDLER
People die, it's a fact of life.

Stern has hardly had tinme to |l ook up fromthe work on his
desk.

SCHI NDLER
( MORE)
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what am | supposed to do about it?
Bring everybody over? Is that what
you t hi nk? Yeah, send them over to
Schindler, send themall. Hs place
is a "haven," didn't you know? It's
not a factory, it's not an
enterprise of any kind, it's a
haven for rabbis and orphans and
people with no skills whatsoever
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Stern's look is all innocence, but Schindl er knows better.

Si | ence.

SCHI NDLER
You think I don't know what you're
doi ng? You're so quiet all the
time? I know. | know.

STERN
(with concern)
Are you | osing noney?

SCHI NDLER
No, I'mnot |osing noney, that's
not the point.

STERN
What ot her point is -

SCHI NDLER
(interrupts; yells)

It's dangerous. It's dangerous, to
ne.

Schindler tries to settle down. Pulls a chair

Sits init.

SCHI NDLER
You have to understand, Goeth's
under enornous pressure. You have
to think of it in his situation.
He's got this whole place to run,
he's responsi ble for everything
t hat goes on here, all these people
- he's got a lot of things to worry
about. And he's got the war. Wich
brings out the worst in people.
Never the good, always the bad.
Al ways the bad. But in norma
circunstances, he wouldn't be |ike
this. He'd be all right. There'd be
just the good aspects of him Which
is a wonderful crook. A man who
| oves good food, good wi ne, the

( MORE)

over.
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SCHI NDLER( CONT" D)
| adi es, naki ng noney -

STERN
- killing -

SCHI NDLER
"Il admt it's a weakness. | don't
think he enjoys it.
(pause)
Al right, he does enjoy it, so
what ? What do you expect nme to do
about it?

STERN
I don't know, get himto stop

Schi ndl er sighs either at the predicanment itself, or at the
fact that he's allowed Stern to place himright in the mddle
of it. He gets up to |l eave, hesitates. Conducts a nental
search for a nane and eventually cones up with it:

SCHI NDLER
Per | man -

FLASH CUT to roll call on the crowded Appellplatz -

GOLDBERG
Per | man -

Back to Schindler in Stern's office -

SCHI NDLER
Husband and w fe -

FLASH CUTS to an elderly man and worman pulled fromlines -

GOLDBERG
Jakob and Chana -

Back to Schindler, unstrapping his watch -

SCHI NDLER
Have Col dberg bring them over.

FLASH CUT to the watch on CGol dberg's wist as he checks off
t he names Jakob and Chana Perlman fromhis Iists.

GOLDBERG
On the truck

And back to Stern's office as the substantial figure of the
i ndustrialist disappears out the door.
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EXT. BALCONY - GCETH S VILLA - N GHT

Di stant nusic, Brahns' lullaby, fromthe Rosner Brothers way
down by the wonen's barracks cal m ng the inhabitants. Up here
on the bal cony, Schindler and Goeth, the latter so drunk he
can barely stand up, stare out over CGoeth's dark kingdom

SCHI NDLER
They don't fear us because we have
the power to kill, they fear us

because we have the power to kil
arbitrarily. A man commits a crine,
he shoul d know better. W have him
killed, we feel pretty good about
it. O we kill himourselves and we
feel even better. That's not power,
t hough, that's justice. That's

di fferent than power. Power is when
we have every justification to kil

- and we don't. That's power.
That's what the enperors had. A man
stol e sonething, he's brought in
before the enperor, he throws

hi msel f down on the floor, he begs
for nercy, he knows he's going to
die... and the enperor pardons him
This worthl ess man. He lets him go.
That's power. That's power.

It seens al nbost as though this tenptation toward restraint,
this i mage Schi ndl er has brush-stroked of the nerciful
enperor, holds sone appeal to Goeth. Perhaps, as he stares
out over his canp, he imagines hinself in the role, wondering
what the power Schindler describes mght feel I|ike.
Eventual | y, he gl ances over drunkenly, and al nost smles.

SCHI NDLER
Amon t he Good.

EXT. STABLES - PLASZOW - MORNI NG

A stable boy works to ready Goeth's white horse, anxious to
finish before the Commandant arrives.

I NT. GOETH S VI LLA - MORNI NG

Com ng down the stairs in jodhpurs and riding boots, CGoeth
pauses to consider a painting. Noticing an inperfection, he
peers nore closely. Discovers it's a fly speck. Wpes at it
with a slender nmanicured finger and gl ances down to - Hel en
dusting in the parlor. She glances up. Sees CGoeth staring
down at her accusingly, raging inside, grip tightening on his
riding crop
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The hand cones up and she flinches even though he's twenty
feet away. But the crop doesn't slap against his | eg ordering
her inpatiently to come forward to receive punishnment; it
rolls instead in a gesture for her to keep working. Mystified
by his |eniency, suspicious of it, she watches through the
corner of her eye as he continues down the stairs and out the
door .

EXT. PLASZOW - MORNI NG

Striding toward the stables, Goeth notices in the distance a
woman prisoner being dragged by the hair fromthe furworks by
a Ukrainian guard. He throws her to the ground and raises his
truncheon, sees the Commandant and calls across to him -

UKRAI NI AN
She was snoking on the job.

Wt hout slowing his brisk pace, Goeth nods to hinself,
del i berating over the sentence for such a serious crine.
Deat h perhaps. No. He calls back -

GOETH
Tell her not to do it again.

The guard stares back stunned. So does the woman on the
ground.

I NT. STABLES - MORNI NG

The stable boy sticks a bridle in the horse's nouth, throws a
riding blanket onto its back. As he's draggi ng over the
saddl e Schi ndl er bought e Commandant, CGoeth arrives. The boy
tries to hide his panic; he knows others have been shot for

| ess.

STABLE BOY
I"msorry, sir, |I'malnost done.
GOETH

Oh, that's all right.

As CGoeth waits, patiently it seens, hunmng the thenme from
Madam Butterfly to hinself, the stable boy tries to mask his
conf usi on.

EXT. PLASZOW - DAY

CGoet h gall ops around his great domain holding hinmself high in
t he saddl e. But everywhere he | ooks, it seens, he's
confronted with stoop-shoul dered sloth. A worker taking a
rest. Another drinking water. Goeth forces hinself to smle
benevol ent | y.
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I NT. GOETH S VI LLA - DAY

Goeth cones into his bedroom sweating fromhis ride. A worker
with a pail and cloth appears in the bathroom doorway. Mre
to the floor -

WORKER
| have to report, sir, |1've been
unabl e to renove the stains from
your bat ht ub.

Goeth steps past himto take a | ook. The worker is al nost
shaking, he's so terrified of the violent reprisal he expects
to receive.

GOETH
What are you using?

WORKER
Soap, sir.

GOETH

(i ncredul ous)
Soap? Not |ye?

The worker hasn't a defense for hinself. Goeth's hand drifts
down as if by instinct to the gun in his holster. He stares
at the worker. He so wants to shoot himhe can hardly stand
it, right here, right in the bathroom put sonme nore stains
on the porcelain. He takes a deep breath to cal m hinself.
Then gestures grandly.

GOETH
Go ahead, go on, |leave. | pardon
you.
The worker hurries out with his pail and cloth. Goeth just
stands there for several nonents - trying to feel the power

of enmperors Schindl er described. But he doesn't feel it. No
matter how hard he tries. Al he feels is stupid.

EXT. GOETH S VILLA - MOVENTS LATER - DAY
The worker hurries across the dying | awn outside the villa.

He dares a gl ance back, and at that nonent, a hand with a gun
appears out the bathroom w ndow and fires.

I NT. PLASZOW KI TCHEN - DAY

Bl oody sides of beef lining either side of an ice room
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I dek Schindel conmes in, buries a hook into one of the |ong
carcasses and nmanages it onto his back. He lunbers out with
it, cones through the industrial kitchen and unshoul ders it
onto a bl ock.

As one of the prisoner-cooks cleaves at the neat, Schi ndel
returns with his hook to get another. Comng into the ice
room again, he stares. One entire wall is bare.

He conmes back out. Moves to the back door. Sees a |ine of
prisoners, under Chilow cz's supervision, carrying twenty
sides of beef, like ants, to a waiting truck.

EXT. CRACOW - DAY

A side of beef and several boxes of vegetables are carried

into the back door of a restaurant. The owner of the place

pays Chilowi cz in cash and steps away fromthe truck filled
with food and furs and peat and paint and bolts of cloth.

I NT. PLASZOW KI TCHEN - DAY

Cabbages, onions and neat tear under the knives of the
pri soner - cooks.

I NT. RESTAURANT KI TCHEN, CRACOW - DAY

A solitary chef in starched white clothes and hat dices the
t omat oes, carrots, scallions, nushroons and neat purl oi ned

from Pl aszow and purchased from Chilow cz, arranging it all
in neat piles.

I NT. PLASZOW KI TCHEN - DAY

The Pl aszow cooks upend pots of chopped cabbage and oni on and
nmeat into deep vats. It all falls far to reach the bottom

I NT. RESTAURANT KI TCHEN - DAY

The | one restaurant chef rakes his cornucopia of ingredients
into a pot on a stove, holding back sone to avoid its
spilling over.

I NT. PLASZOW KI TCHEN - DAY

The Pl aszow cooks pour buckets of water into the vats.

I NT. RESTAURANT KI TCHEN - DAY

The restaurant cook checks the |level of water in a neasuring

cup, dunps a little back into the sink and carefully adds the
rest to the pot.
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EXT. ROCK QUARRY, PLASZOW - DAY

Tepid watery soup spills into the bows of the Plaszow quarry
workers as they file past the prisoner-servers.

I NT. RESTAURANT - DAY

A waiter cones through the sw nging kitchen door into an
el egant dining roomw th a steam ng tureen of soup.

EXT. ROCK QUARRY, PLASZOW - DAY

Under the towering mlls, a Plaszow worker spoons at his thin
broth searching for sonething solid init. It's like a
treasure hunt.

I NT. RESTAURANT - DAY

The waiter ladles rich thick soup into bow s and places them
on plates in front of a well-dressed couple.

VWAl TER
Bon appetit.

As the woman di ps her soup spoon daintily into the bow and
draws it to her nouth -

STERN (V. Q)
If he didn't steal so nuch, | could
hide it. If he'd steal with sone
di scretion.

EXT. BARRACKS, PLASZOW - N GHT

The sentries at their little table again, drinking
Schi ndl er's vodka. Nearby, outside Stern's barracks,

Schi ndl er hands over itens fromhis coat - |oaf of bread, tin
of ham cigarettes. He's dressed for a party.

STERN
The SS auditors keep com ng around,
| ooki ng over the books. Goeth knows
this. You d think he' d have the
conmon sense to see what's com ng
No. He steals with conplete

i mpunity.

Stern gl ances across to Goeth's villa on the hill; figures
novi ng around behind the wi ndows. There's another party going
on up there. Down here, Schindler thinks about what Stern has
told him and eventually shrugs, Fine, fuck him

SCHI NDLER
( MORE)
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So you'll be rid of him

But Stern slowy shakes his head 'no'.

STERN
If Plaszow is closed, it's the end
of Emalia, too. They'll close you

bot h down because of hi mand send
us all somewhere el se.

There's the irony - Schindler's future, his life, is
inextricably enmeshed with Goeth's and his deeds. Schindl er
under st ands the problem nods.

SCHI NDLER
I"l'l talk to him

STERN
Il think it's too | ate.

SCHI NDLER
Vell, 1"l talk to sonmebody. 1'1I]
be certain to take care of it.

I NT. NI GHTCLUB - CRACOW - EVEN NG

Schi ndl er and Senior SS O ficers Toffel and Scherner share a
table in the sane snoke-filled nightclub they net in.

SCHI NDLER
What's he done that's so bad - take
noney? That's a crime all of a
sudden? Cone on, what are we here
for, to fight a war? W're here to
make noney, all of us.

TOFFEL
There's taking noney and there's
t aki ng noney, you know that. He's
t aki ng noney.

SCHERNER
The pl ace produces not hi ng.
shouldn't say that -- nothing it

produces reaches the Arny. Maybe
thirty percent. That's not al

right.
SCHI NDLER

So I'll talk to him about it.
SCHERNER

He's a friend of yours, you want to
help himout. Tell ne this - has he
( MORE)
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SCHERNER( CONT' D)

ever once shown you his gratitude?
I'"ve yet to see it. Never a
courtesy. Never a thank you note.
He forgets ny wife at Christnas
time -

SCHI NDLER
He's got no style, we all know
that. So we should hang himfor it?

TOFFEL
He's stealing fromyou, Oskar

SCHI NDLER
O course he's stealing from ne,
we're in business together. Wat is
this? I"'msitting here, suddenly
everybody's talking like this is
sonet hi ng bad. W take from each
ot her, we take fromthe Arny,
everybody uses everybody, it works
out, everybody's happy.

SCHERNER
Not |ike him

Schi ndl er glances away to the floor show, nods to hinself.
G anci ng back again, he considers the SS nen with great
sobriety.

SCHI NDLER
Yeah, well, in sonme eyes it doesn't
matter the anount we steal, it's

that we do it. Each of us sitting
at this table.

Hs thinly veiled threat of exposure escapes neither SS man.
The air seens thicker suddenly.

SCHERNER
He doesn't deserve your |oyalty,
Gskar. More inportant, he's not
worth you maki ng threats agai nst
us.

SCHI NDLER
Did | threaten anybody here? |
stated a sinple fact.

The threat still stands, despite Schindler's assurance

ot herwi se, and they all know it. So does Scherner's threat
back to him and they all know that, too. But Schindler just
grins good-naturedly, and, glancing away -
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SCHI NDLER
Cone on, let's watch the girls.

EXT. PLASZOW - EVEN NG

Appl ause (fromthe nightclub) CARRIES OVER work details of
wonen and girls filing past the electrified fences
separating, |ike a noat, their barracks fromthe nen's. Many
are whistling short calls, |ike nockingbirds - each devised
to be distinct fromthe rest - and straining to pick up the
answering refrains fromtheir mates amd the forest of

si bi | ance.

Rebecca Tannenbaum whi stles her mating call and smles to
hersel f when it echoes back not twenty yards behind her.

G ancing over her shoul der down the |ine she sees anong the
wonen her boyfriend Josef Bau in a scavenged dress and scarf.

The electrified gates spark as guards pull them shut.
I NT. CELLAR, GCETH S VILLA - SAME TI ME

The whistling CARRIES OVER a tonb-like roomdug into the
earth under the villa. There's a bed, a wash basin, and sone
aundry on lines that will never dry conpletely in the danp
musty air. Rinsing out sone socks, Helen turns to the sound
of footsteps and sees Goeth's boots descending the cell ar
stairs.

I NT. NI GHTCLUB - CONTI NUED

Schindler sits nmesnerized by the beauty of the cabaret singer
on stage, unaware, or unconcerned, that Scherner and Tof f el
are watching him disquieted still by his insinuations.

The singer's voi ce CARRI ES OVER
I NT. HUT 57, WOVEN S BARRACKS - SAME TI ME

The wonmen of Hut 57 at one end of the rows of four-tiered
bunks, crowded together to witness the marriage of Rebecca
Tannenbaum to Josef Bau. There's no rabbi; instead, one of
the ol der wonmen officiates, reciting the ketubah as best she
can.

Her voice and the nightclub singer's CARRY OVER
I NT. CELLAR - CONTI NUED
CGoeth parts sone hangi ng sheets, steps through and sits on

t he edge of the single bed beside Helen. He's in an
i ntrospective nood, says nothing for several nonents, until -
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GOETH
Hel | o, Hel en.
HELEN
(uneasy)
Sir.
GOETH
How are you?
HELEN
Fi ne.
She's not fine at all; she's terrified.
GOETH
Lonel y?

She doesn't answer. Coeth stares down, sighs.

GOETH
I am

I NT. HUT 57 - CONTI NUED

On the barracks floor, as the old wonen watch, Rebecca, as
prescribed by the rite, circles her fiance the first of seven
tines.

I NT. NI GHTCLUB - CONTI NUED

The cabaret singer steps down fromthe small stage with the
m crophone and begins slowy circling Schindler's table.

I NT. CELLAR - CONTI NUED
Goeth is on his feet, slowy circling the bed.

GOETH
Do you have any idea how fond I am
of you?
(Hel en doesn't dare
answer)
You can probably tell by the way |
| ook at you soneti nes.

I NT. HUT 57 - CONTI NUED

Crcling, com ng around Josef, Rebecca |ooks at himw th pure
| ove.
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I NT. NI GHTCLUB - CONTI NUED

Crcling the table, the cabaret singer's eyes neet
Schindler's and smle m schievously.

I NT. CELLAR - CONTI NUED

Hel en' s downcast eyes follow Goeth's boots as he comes past
again, circling.

GOETH
It fills me with doubt, ny fondness
for you. | |look at you sonetines
and it makes nme question all of

this.

Hi s gesture includes the dank room Plaszow, the war itself
and the Reich's policies of exterm nation.

GCETH
Wiy can't | touch you? What's wrong
with that? What would it feel Iike?

I NT. HUT 57 - CONTI NUED
Josef's eyes track his bride as she circles past himagain.
I NT. N GHTCLUB - CONTI NUED

The ni ghtclub singer conmes past Scherner and Toffel, her eyes
eval uating them dismssing them and circles around behind
their chairs.

I NT. CELLAR - CONTI NUED

The arc of Goeth's path has narrowed; he's closer now as he
circles past Hel en again.

GOETH
I knowit's wong. | know you're
not even a person in the strictest
sense of the word, but still -
(pause)
- in ny heart - | have these
feel i ngs.

I NT. HUT 57 - CONTI NUED

Crcling Josef the seventh tinme, Rebecca gl ances to one of
the wonmen taking a light bulb froma bare socket.
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I NT. NI GHTCLUB - CONTI NUED

The spotlight follows the singer as she circles around behind
Schi ndl er, very near him

I NT. CELLAR - CONTI NUED

Goeth's face, tortured with doubt, conmes into and out of the
light of a |lanp as he circles past it.

GOETH
What am | supposed to do with
these feelings of affection | have
for you?
He slows to consider her. His hand slowy reaches toward her
I NT. HUT 57 - CONTI NUED
The |ight bulb passes from hand to hand.

GCETH (V. Q)
What am | supposed to do?

I NT. NI GHTCLUB - CONTI NUED
The singer takes Schindler's hand in hers.

GCETH (V. Q)
Sonet hi ng has to happen.

I NT. CELLAR - CONTI NUED

Goeth's delicate hand, noving closer to Helen's face to
stroke it lovingly, hesitates just before it touches her
ski n.

GOETH
| want you.

I NT. HUT 57 - CONTI NUED

Josef's shoe cones down, crushing the Iight bulb.
I NT. CELLAR - CONTI NUED

Goeth's hand sl ans across Helen's face.

I NT. NI GHTCLUB - CONTI NUED

The singer slides onto Schindler's [ap and ki sses himon the
nmout h to anused appl ause.



91.

I NT. CELLAR - CONTI NUED

Goeth is on top of Helen, beating her savagely.

I NT. HUT 57 - CONTI NUED

Josef takes his wife into his arns and ki sses her.
I NT. CELLAR - CONTI NUED

The lanmp crashes to the floor, pitching the room and CGoeth's
beating of the one he loves, into -

- DARKNESS
INT. D.E F. FACTORY - DAY

Schi ndl er cones through his factory Iike a king anong his
subj ects handing out bottles of wine fromcases carried by
boys too young, really, to be working here. In addition to
the m d-day soup and bread, bowl s of fresh fruit have been
set out on the long work tables.

I NT. UPSTAIRS OFFICES, D.E.F. - LATER - DAY

In honor of Schindler's birthday, Goeth has brought over
Stern and the Rosners - the nusicians, at the nonent,
acconpanyi ng the best baritone in the Ukrainian garrison.

Surrounded by his friends and | overs, Schindler cuts a cake.
He receives congratul ations fromthe many SS nmen present and
the enbraces, in turn, of Ingrid and Kl onowska and Goet h.

From Stern he gets a handshake.
I NT. FACTORY FLOOR - SAME TI ME

At one of the tables, several workers are debating which of
themw ||l go upstairs to thank Schindl er.

I NT. UPSTAI RS OFFI CES - CONTI NUED

A Jewish girl fromthe shop floor is admtted and timdly
approaches the drunken group around Schindler. The SS nen
consi der her as a curiosity; Schindler, as he would any
beautiful girl. The nusic breaks and out of the silence cones
a smal |l nervous voi ce:

FACTORY G RL
On behal f of the workers...
sir... I wish for you a happy
bi rt hday. ..



92.

She hesitates. She's surrounded by SS uniforms and swasti kas
and hol stered guns. Schindler smles; this is a beautiful

girl.

SCHI NDLER
Thank you.

He ki sses her on the nouth, and the smles on the faces
around them strain. Stern glances to heaven. Anon cocks his
head |i ke a confused dog. The kiss is broken, finally, and
Schindler smles again with inpunity.

SCHI NDLER
Thank them for ne.

The girl backs away noddi ng anxiously; all she wants now is
out. Henry Rosner, nudging his brother, whispers -

HENRY ROSNER
Come on, before sonebody shoots
her.

LEO ROSNER
(stunned)
O him

They begi n anot her song, and the party struggles to resune.
I NT. GCETH S STUDY - DAY

Hi s annual physical interrupted by bad news, Goeth, in his
undershirt, paces with a nenorandumin his hand, frowning at
the others in the room- Leo John, Hujar, Coldberg, and one
of the canp physicians, Dr. Bl ancke.

GOETH
Wiy nme? Why not one of the
sevent een hundred other canps in
t his God-forsaken country? Wy
can't they take thenf

DR. BLANCKE
Not everyone in the canp is in good
health. We could deternmine who is
and who isn't and -
(Goet h peers up at heaven)
It doesn't have to be tedious.

GOETH
It's tedious. It's lists. It's
paperwork. 1'm al ready suffocating

in paperwork in this fucking place
wi t hout -
( MORE)
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GOETH( CONT' D)
(ol dberg opens his nouth
to speak)
Yeah, | know, you |like paperwork,
what do you know.

LEO JOHN
Maybe we coul d doubl e-bunk the
pri soners again.

GOETH
| can't doubl e-bunk them again ;t
According to Directive - | don know
- sonething -

GOLDBERG

Labor Menorandum 94-F, section -

GOETH
- | have to allow so many neters of
air per person -

GOLDBERG
- three cubic neters -

GCETH
- because of typhus. That's what we
need this sumrer. A typhus
epi demi c.

DR BLANCKE
You shouldn't get so excited, it's
bad for your heart -

GOETH
Hungary. Hungary. Why? Who cares
about Hungary? It's |ike invading
Pol and agai n.

EXT. APPELLPLATZ - PLASZOW - PRE- DAWN

Were they not asleep in their barracks, the prisoners would
no doubt shudder at the sight: the clerks are setting up
their folding tables.

O her figures nove around the parade ground in the murky dawn
light: these raising a banner, those wheeling filing cabinets
across the Appellplatz, this one wiring a phonograph, that
one saturating a pad with ink froma bottle.

Gol dberg, Lord of Lists, noves fromtable to table handing
out carbons of lists and sharing norning pleasantries with
t he cl erks.
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Some nmen in white appear |ike ghosts. A doctor's kit is
opened, a stethoscope renoved. Another cleans the | enses of
hi s gl asses. Someone sharpens a pencil.

EXT. DEPOT - PLASZOW - PRE- DAWN

A trainman waving a |l antern gui des an engi neer who's slowy
backi ng an enpty cattle car along the tracks. It couples to
anot her enpty slatted car with a harsh cl ank.

EXT. APPELLPLATZ - PLASZOW - MORNI NG

The needl e of the phonograph is set down on a pocked 78. The
first scratchy notes of a Strauss waltz blare fromthe canp
speakers.

EXT. BALCONY - GCOETH S VI LLA - MORNI NG

Shirtless, Goeth calmy snokes his first cigarette of the
norning as he listens to the nusic wafting up from down
bel ow.

His m stress, Majola, steps out onto the bal cony in her slip,
and peers down at the Appellplatz where the entire popul ation
of the canp has been concentrated - sone fifteen thousand

pri soners.

MAJOLA
What's goi ng on?

GOETH
I've got a shipnent of seven
t housand Hungari ans comng in, |
have to nmake room
(gl anci ng down at the
pri soners)
It's always sonet hi ng.

EXT. APPELLPLATZ - PLASZOW - DAY

Though the nusic and banners struggle to evoke the atnosphere
of a country fair, the presence of the doctors belie it. A
sorting out process is going on here, the healthy fromthe
unheal t hy.

A physician wi pes at his brow with his handkerchief as
several prisoners run back and forth, naked, before him He
makes his selections quickly: this one into this line, that
one into that, and ol dberg noves anong them recording the
names.
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O her groups of people run naked in front of other doctors
and clerks. Notations are made and lines are formed. The sun
beats down and the nusic |ies.

EXT. DEPOT - PLASZOW - DAY

Sone still pulling their clothes back on, the first wave of
the "unfit"” is marched onto the platform A guard slides open
the gate of a cattle car and this first unlucky group clinbs
aboard.

EXT. APPELLPLATZ - PLASZOW - DAY

Behi nd t he canoufl age of other wonen prisoners, Mla
Pfefferberg rubs a beet against her cheeks in desperate hope
of adding a little color to her skin. Another woman pricks
her finger and rubs the blood across her gray |ips.

Amon Goeth, his shirtsl eeves uncharacteristically rolled up,
chats with one of the doctors as another group strips.

Whet her the topic is this Health Aktion or the unseasonabl e
weat her is unclear, but he nods approvingly.

He steps away and wat ches, thoroughly bored, a group of nen
taking off their clothes. H's glance settles of Pfefferberg
whose shrug wonders, Do | really have to go through this?
Goeth turns to a clerk and points.

GOETH
My mechani c.

Pfefferberg is notioned away fromthe others; he's okay, he
doesn't have to be put through this indignity. He gestures to
the lines of wonen across the Appellplatz, and Goeth nods,
Yeah, okay, why not. To the clerk -

GOETH
Hs wfe.

The cl erk acconpani es Pfefferberg and, making a notation on
the way, finds MI a.

EXT. DEPOT - PLASZOW - DAY

The sun is higher, the cattle cars hotter. Prisoners' arnms
stretch out between the slats offering dianonds in exchange
for a sip of water.

EXT. PLASZOW - LATER - DAY
The needl e of the phonograph is set down on another record, a

children's song, "Manm, Kauf mr ein Pferdchen"” (Mmmy, Buy
me a Pony).
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Children are yanked fromthe arnms of their parents. Wailing
protests quickly escalate to braws with the guards.

Revol vers and rifles aimat the sun and fire. Misic, shots,
wail s.

I NT. BARRACKS - SAME Tl ME - DAY

Guards traipse through a deserted barracks peering up at the
rafters, pulling planks fromthe floor, upending cots,
| ooking for nore children

EXT. BARRACKS - SAME Tl ME - DAY

A small figure in red sprints across to another barracks,
counts to herself five boards in froma corner and wenches
off the sixth - revealing several kids, sardine-tight in a
cavity.

She runs across to another barracks and, just inside the
door, counts with her bare feet seven planks fromit and
pulls at the eighth - finding two nore kids filling a small
hol e.

She hurries out past a crude structure, glinpses guards
com ng around the corner of a barracks, turns back and throws
open the door of the -

I NT. WOMEN S LATRI NES

Hol ding a hand out to either side, CGenia |lowers herself into
a pit into which wonen have defecated. She works her way
slowly down, trying to find knee- and toe-holds in the fou
wal | s, ignores the flies invading her ears, her nostrils.

Reachi ng the surface of the nuck she lets her feet subnerge,
t hen her ankles, her shins, her knees, before finally

t ouchi ng harder ground. As she struggles to slow her
breat hi ng, her racing heart, she hears a hallucinatory hiss -

VA CE
This is our place.

She sees eyes in the darkness; five other children are
al ready there.

EXT. DEPOT - PLASZOW - LATER - DAY

Waves of heat rise fromthe roofs of the long string of
cattle cars. Inside, those who "failed" the nmedical exans
bake as they wait for the last cars to be filled.

Schindler's Mercedes pulls up. He clinbs out and stares
transfi xed.
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He notices Goeth then, standing with the other
i ndustrialists, Bosch and Madritsch, and strolls over to
t hem

GOETH
tried to call you, I'mrunning a
ttle late, this is taking | onger
an | thought. Have a dri nk.

| .
[i

th
There's a makeshift bar on a mahogany table, stocked with
liquor and a pitcher of iced tea. Goeth glances away to the

train. The idling engine only partially covers the desperate
pl eas for water comng frominside the slatted cars.

GCETH
They' re conpl ai ni ng now? They don't
know what conpl ai ning is.

He shakes his head, anused. Schi ndl er wat ches as anot her car
is loaded. It's like they're clinbing into an oven.

SCHI NDLER
What do you say we get your fire
bri gade out here and hose down the
cars?

Goeth stares at himblankly, then with a Wat-wll-you-think-
of -next ? kind of |ook, then |aughs uproariously and calls
over to Hujar -

GOETH
Bring the fire trucks!

HUJAR
VWhat ?

Huj ar heard him he just doesn't get it. Finally he turns to
anot her guy and tells himto do it.

STREAMS OF WATER CASCADE

onto the scalding rooftops. The fire trucks are there, the
hoses firing the cold water at the cars and on the people
inside who are roaring their gratitude.

GOETH
This is really cruel, Oskar, you're
gi ving them hope. You shouldn't do
that. That's cruel.

And amusing, not just to Goeth, but to the other SS officers
standi ng around as well. Oskar noves away to talk with one of
the firenen.
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At full extension, apparently, the hoses still only reach
hal fway down the long line of cars. He returns to Coeth.

SCHI NDLER
|"ve got sone 200-neter hoses back
at Emalia, we can reach the cars
down at the end.

Goeth finds this especially sidesplitting, and hollers -

GCETH
Huj ar!

THE D. E. F. HOSES

Have arrived and are being coupled to Plaszow s. As the water
drenches the cars further back, the people inside |oudly

voi ce their thanks, and the guards and officers outside grin
at the spectacle.

GUARD
What does he think he's saving them
fronf

The j oke takes on new di nensi ons when, fromthe back of the
D.E.F. truck, boxes of food are unl oaded. Acconpani ed by the
| aughter of the SS - and watched by Stern fromthe end of the
platform - Schindler noves along the string of cars pushing
bread t hrough the slats.

GOETH
Oh, ny Cod.

Goeth is alnobst hysterical. But slowy then, slowy, the
amusenent on his face fades. His friend noving along the cars
bringing futile nercy to the dooned in front of countless SS
men, |aughing or not, is not just behaving recklessly here,
it's as though he were possessed.

The water rains down on the | ast car.
EXT. D. E.F. - DAY

A German staff car pulls in across the factory gate, bl ocking
it. Two Gestapo nen clinb out.

INT. D.E F. FACTORY - DAY

The girl who brought Schindler best wi shes on his birthday
gl ances up fromher work to the Gestapo crossing through the
factory. They clinb the stairs to the upstairs offices and,
nonents | ater, appear behind Schindler's wall of glass.
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I NT. SCH NDLER S OFFI CE - DAY

Schi ndl er | eani ng agai nst his desk, drink in his hand, calmy
tries to assess his hunorless arresters.

SCHI NDLER
I"mnot saying you'll regret it,
but you mght. I want you to be

awar e of that.

GESTAPO 1
W'll risk it.

Schi ndl er gl ances beyond themto a point outside his office,

to Kl onowska. She nods, she knows what to do, she'll nake the
phone calls, call in the favors.
SCHI NDLER

Al'l right, sure, it's a nice day,
"Il go for a drive with you.

He snuffs out his cigarette.
I NT. GESTAPO CAR - MOVI NG - DAY

Settled confortably in the back seat, Schindler glances idly
out the wi ndow. Taking the sane route as the last tine he was
arrested, the car approaches SS Headquarters on Ponorska
Street... then passes it.

Schi ndl er gl ances back at the receding building like at a
friend leaving on a train, and tries to keep his concern out
of his voice -

SCHI NDLER
Were're we goi ng?

The nmen up front don't answer. The car turns onto Kol ej owa
and approaches a building a block long with an om nous
saneness to the w ndows.

I NT. MONTELUPI CH PRI SON - CRACOW - DAY

Schindler is made to enpty his pockets, his noney,

cigarettes, everything. Around himclerks speak in whispers,
as if raised voices mght set off head-splitting echoes al ong
t he narrow nonot onous corridors.

I NT. MONTELUPI CH PRI SON - DAY
He's led down a flight of stairs into a claustrophobic

tunnel. He's taken past darkened cells, past shadowy figures
crouched in corners and on the floor.
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I NT. CELL, MONTELUPI CH PRI SON - DAY

A water bucket. A waste bucket. No wi ndows. This is not a
cell for dignitaries; this arrest is different.

Schi ndl er, incongruous with the dank surroundings in his
doubl e-breasted suit, slowy paces back and forth before his
cellmte, a soldier who | ooks |ike he's been here forever,
his greatcoat pulled up around his ears for warnth

SCHI NDLER
| violated the Race and
Resettl ement Act. Though | doubt
t hey can point out the actual
provision to ne.
(pause)
| kissed a Jewish girl.

Schindler forces a smle. Hs cellmte just stares. Now
there's a crinme; nmuch nore inpressive, nuch nore serious,
than his own.

I NT. OFFI CE - MONTELUPI CH PRI SON - DAY

In a stiff-backed chair sits a very unlikely defender of
racial inproprieties - Amon Goeth. To an inpassive SS col onel
behi nd a desk, CGoeth tries to highlight extenuating

ci rcunst ances:

GOETH

He |i kes wonen. He |ikes good-

| ooki ng wonen. He sees a good-

| ooki ng worman, he doesn't think. He
has so many wonen. They | ove him
He's married, he's got all these
wonren. All right, she was Jew sh

he shoul dn't have done it. But you

didn't see this girl. | sawthis
girl. This girl was very good-
| ooki ng.

Goeth tries to read the man behind the desk, but his face is
like a wall.

GOETH
They cast a spell on you, you know,
the Jews. You work closely with
themlike | do, you see this. They
have this power, it's like a virus.
Some of nmy nmen are infected with
this virus. They shoul d be pitied,
not puni shed. They shoul d receive
treatment, because this is as rea

( MORE)
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GCETH( CONT' D)
as typhus. | see this all the tine.
Goeth shifts in his chair; He knows he's not getting anywhere
with this man. He sw tches tacks:

GOETH
It's a matter of noney? We can
di scuss that. That'd be all right
with ne.

In the silence that foll ows, Goeth realizes he has nade a
serious error in judgenent. This man sitting soberly before
himis one of that rare breed - the unbribable official.

SS COLONEL
You're offering me a bribe?
GOETH
A "bribe?" No, no, please, cone
on... a gratuity.

Suddenly the man stands up and sal utes, which thoroughly
confuses Goeth since Goeth is his inferior in rank. But he
isn't saluting Goeth, he's saluting the officer who has just
stepped into the room behind him

SCHERNER
Sit down.

The col onel sits back down. Scherner pulls up a chair next to
Goet h.

SCHERNER
Hel | o, Anon.

GOETH
Sir.

Scherner smles and allows Goeth to shake his hand, but it's
clear, even to CGoeth hinself, that he has fallen from grace.

I NT. GOETH S VI LLA - PLASZOW - N GHT

Atall, thin, gray Waffen SS officer has a request for the
Rosner brot hers.

SS OFFI CER
I want to hear "d oony Sunday”
agai n.
He's drunk, norose; it seenms unlikely he'll be on his feet

much | onger.
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I ndeed, as Henry and Leo Rosner begin the song - that
excessively nelancholy tale in which a young man commts
suicide for love - the field officer staggers over to a chair
in the corner of the crowded roomand slunps into it.

SCHERNER
We give you Jewish girls at five
mar ks a day, Oskar, you should kiss
us, not them

Goet h laughs too | oud, drawing a weary gl ance from Scherner.
Schindler smles good-naturedly. He's out of jail, alittle
worse for wear perhaps, a little nore subdued than usual.

SCHERNER
CGod forbid you ever get a rea
taste for Jewish skirt - there's no
future in it. No future. They don't
have a future. And that's not just
good ol d-fashi oned Jew hating tal k.
It's policy now

Behi nd them Helen can be glinpsed running up and down the
staircase in a ritual of public humliation for sone donestic
i nfraction.

THE THI N GRAY SS OFFI CER

He is back in front of the nusicians, swaying precariously, a
drink in his hand -

SS OFFI CER
"d oony Sunday" agai n.

Again they play the song. Again he staggers across the
crowded roomto his chair in the corner, paying no attention
to the visiting conmandant from Treblinka, or anybody el se -

TREBLI NKA GUY
- We can process at Treblinka, if
everything is working? | don't
know, maybe two thousand units a
day.

He shrugs like it's nothing, or with nodesty, it's unclear.
Goeth is duly inpressed; Schindler, only politely so. Helen
is still running up and down the stairs in the background.

TREBLI NKA GUY
Now Auschwi tz. Now you're talking.
What |'ve got is nothing - it's
like - like a - machine. Auschwtz,
t hough, now there's a death
factory. There, they know how to do
)

( MORE
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TREBLI NKA GUY( CONT' D)

it. There, they know what they're
doi ng.

AGAI N THE GRAY OFFI CER

wavering before Henry and Leo. This tinme they don't wait for
himto ask for it -

LEO ROSNER
"d oony Sunday. "

The man nods and stunbl es away and Henry's bow touches the
strings of his violin. As the man slowy wanders out to the
bal cony, Henry not only plays the sad nel ody again, he plays
with it, and this one sonber man alone in the night air.

HENRY ROSNER
God, if | have the power, maybe
he'I'l kill hinself.

An unearthly conviction takes hold of Henry and guides his
bow. He wrenches fromthe song all the sentinentality he can,
pushing the man wi th unhappy nenories of an affair closer to
the brink. H's brother glances over his accordion to him
concer ned.

LEO ROSNER
It's obvious what you're doing,
Henry, stop it.

But Henry doesn't stop. He declares war with song, filling it
with nore and nore enotion with each stroke of the bow. No
one else in the room appears aware of the exchange going on
between this man on the bal cony and this nusic - certainly
not Helen who is still running up and down the stairs - but
Leo i s nervous.

LEO ROSNER
Somebody' s going to notice. Don't
doit. Play it... worse.

Leo smles tightly to the crowd he inmagi nes suspects what's
happening, trying to | ook benevolent. Henry's eyes glide from
the neck of his violin to the officer out on the bal cony.
Through his clenched teeth, Leo hisses -

LEO ROSNER
Henry -

Goet h has gl anced over, staring at the nusicians, but Henry
doesn't danpen the spirit of his invocation; in fact, he |lays
it on thicker, pours nore enotion into the song, until -
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A muffled shot, like a coda, ends the song. Goeth and his
guests turn in time to see the silhouetted figure out on the
bal cony crunple against the railing with a bullet in his head
and slunp onto the floor.

Goet h gl ances back to the nusicians, stunned. The brothers’
faces are studies of utter unsophistication. Funereal silence
fills the room A perfectly good party has been rui ned.

HENRY ROSNER
Somet hing el se, sir. Strauss,
maybe. Brahns.

CGoeth hasn't a clue what has happened. In fact, now that the
man on the bal cony is dead, only two remain in the room who
do. CGoeth finally finds his voice -

GOETH
No. Not hi ng el se.

Tight on the accordion as it goes into its case with a
wheeze, and the violin as it slides intoits with a hollow
clunk. The lids cone down and the |atches snap shut. Done.

EXT. PARK, STRASZEWSKI EGO STREET - DAY

A | one pigeon perched on the edge of a snmall stone fountain
cocks its head at the sight of a long arrow of birds wedgi ng
across the sky as if froman inpending storm

I NT. GOETH S STUDY - DAY

A neat stack of mail in Helen's hand. She cones through the
threshold of the study with it and places it on the desk
where Goeth sits enduring the drudgery of initialing
paper wor k.

EXT. PARK - CONTI NUED - DAY

The pigeon takes flight, arcing up past sone little German
children - the sons and daughters of SS officers residing in
t he fashi onabl e apartnents lining the street - who suspend
their games to peer into the sky at the first snowfl akes of
winter floating gently down.

I NT. GOETH S STUDY - CONTI NUED - DAY
Goeth slits an envel ope addressed to himin fem nine script.

Reading the letter inside, rem niscences, perhaps, of sone
enchanted evening, his eyes smle.
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He finishes and sets it aside, picks up the next envel ope -
of ficial SS correspondence with a Berlin postmark - and opens
it with nuch | ess enthusiasm

Readi ng the two-page neno inside |labeled "OK H " (Subtitle
Arny H gh Command) his boredomis soon replaced by
incredulity, then seething anger, then incredulity again, and
finally, as he glances to the w ndow beyond which his ki ngdom
lies, concern.

EXT. PARK - CONTI NUED - DAY

The children run past Kl onowska's poodle, tethered to the
| eash held inits mstress's hand. She's staring up at the
sky, too, like the children, at the fine flakes of snow

fl oati ng down.

I NT. ROOM - PLASZOW - DAY

So close are the nmechanisnms of the gun, it's inpossible to
determ ne precisely what place this is. A manicured hand with
fingers like a pianist's comes up with a nail file in it and
rasps at the firing pin while a voice hunms Madam Butterfly.

EXT. BALCONY, SCHI NDLER S APARTMENT - DAY

Schi ndl er steps out onto his bal cony and waves to Kl onowska
across the street in the park with the dog. He glances to the
sky at the snow, puzzled, perhaps, by its unseasonabl e

appear ance.

He hol ds out his hand to catch sone. Rubs it between his
fingers. It's not cold. It's warmand dry. He reaches to the
railing where nore of the flakes have accunul ated and runs a
finger along the netal. It seens to be ash

I NT. SHED - PLASZOW - DAY

Alone in a shed, Chilow cz paces nervously past building
materials and trucks. The door opens, splashing |ight over
the silhouette of a Ukrainian guard comng in, and Chilow cz
gl ances to hi m anxi ously.

The guard pulls a gun fromhis wai stband... and hands it to
the Jewi sh gangster. Chilow cz hands back in return fistful
of di anonds and clinbs into the wood furnace of fuel-Dburning
truck.

EXT. CRACOW - DAY
Driving through Cracow toward his factory, anxious to reach

it, Schindler uses the wipers to clear the falling ash from
hi s wi ndshi el d.
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On street corners and from w ndows, people stare off in the
direction of Plaszow, where the nysterious cloud of debris
seens to be enmnati ng.

EXT. PLASZOW - DAY

The truck rolls toward the main gate of the canp. Someone
steps out fromthe gatehouse and signals with an upraised
hand for the driver to stop. The hand is finely mani cured and
bel ongs to Coet h.

The Ukrai nian guard clinmbs down fromthe driver's seat and

| unbers behind the Commandant to the rear of the truck. They
exchange half-smles as Goeth clinbs onto the bed. He pulls

open the furnace door and m nes surprise over his discovery
of the man in the hole.

GOETH
Wlek. I was just thinking about
you. What on earth are you doing
down in there?

EXT. D.E F. - DAY

Carrying bl ankets and bundl es, Schindler's workers are

mar ched under heavy guard out of the factory and its annexes
and across the fortified yard. The Mercedes pulls up,

Schi ndl er junps out, crosses to an SS officer and angrily
demands -

SCHI NDLER
What i s going on?

SS OFFI CER
Or ders.

The of ficer hands Schi ndl er papers, orders of sonme kind. The
irate industrialist scans them throws themto the ground,
and strides back to his car. It's covered with ash.

GCETH (V. Q)
I was imagining you at Auschwitz..

EXT. MAIN GATE - PLASZOW - DAY

Qut of the furnace, at least for the nonent, Chilow cz stands
with Goeth on the bed of the truck. H's manner is so

pl easant, Goeth's, that Chilow cz can al nost allow hinsel f

t he del usi on he's not about to die.

GOETH
finding yourself standing in
the wong |ine, searching your mnd
for something you could bargain
( MORE)
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GCETH( CONT' D)
with in order to be noved to the
right line. But you'd already spent
all your noney. Your dianponds. On a
coat, sone shoes, a second hel ping
of soup, a cigarette. You had
nothing left. Nothing to trade
except - oh - information... about
nme.

Chilowi cz glances from CGoeth to the Ukrainian traitor at the
back of the truck. If he's quick enough, he mght be able to
get them both. There's no one else around to worry about.
They're all up on the hill, by the fires.

The gangster pulls out his gun and fires at Goeth, sweeps it
around to shoot the guard ... realizes he didn't hear the
first shot. He swings it back again to gun down his primry
target, CGoeth, standing before himconpletely at ease, but
again there's only a click

GOETH
I've had the sane problem It's
infuriating.

CGoeth raises his revolver and shoots Chilow cz through the
neck.

EXT. FOREST - PLASZOW - DAY

The fires rage on the hill. The ash wafts up into the sky.
Suddenly the roar of the flames is eclipsed by -

The trickle of water in a creek flowing gently under an
unbrella of trees. Leo John and his five year old son, on

t heir knees catching tadpol es, seemunaware of, or at |east
not distracted by, the ghastly endeavor going on behind them -

The roaring inferno consunes the victins of the ghetto
massacre, the victins of Plaszow, the thousands exhuned from
the earth out of nmass graves in the forest and piled |like
bricks and board, |ayer upon |ayer, building materials for

t he huge ragi ng pyres.

Arriving in his car, Schindler sees Goeth standing up at the

tree line, |like Satan against the wall of flanmes. Cinbing
the hill, furious, Schindler calls up -
SCHI NDLER

You took ny workers.

GOETH
(calling down, indignant)
They' re taking mi ne. When Scher ner
said they didn't have a future,
( MORE)
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GOETH( CONT" D)
didn't think he neant tonorrow.

Schi ndl er slows; he's seen a wheel barrow trundl ed by
Pfefferberg, a corpse init, and fears the body is Mla's.

But then sees her trundling another barrow, another corpse in
it. Goeth yells down -

GOETH
Can you believe this? I don't have
enough to do, they come up with
this? I have to find every body
buried up here? And burn it?

He shrugs, It's always sonething. Schindler reaches the top
of the hill and stares at the burning pyram ds being stoked
by masked and gaggi ng workers, and at Hujar running around,
having lost his mnd, firing at the corpses as they're given
tenporary life by the flanmes, sitting forward, their |inbs
reachi ng, their nouths scream ng.

GOETH
The party's over, Oskar, they're
cl osi ng us down, taking everybody
to Auschwi tz.

SCHI NDLER
When?

GCETH
| don't know. As soon as | can
arrange the shipnents. That ought
to be fun.

He sighs at the task, at the unfairness of it all, the

di ssolution of his kingdom H s glance finds his man, Leo
John, over at the stream

GOETH
This is good. |I'mout of business
and he's catching tadpoles with his

son.

Tight on the gleeful boy with a tadpole in his hand. Behind
him the ash fromthe pyres rises high into the sky, blotting
out the sun.

I NT. STERN S OFFI CE, PLASZOW - DAY

Schi ndl er conmes in, finds Stern behind his desk shuffling
papers. He sits, pours a drink fromhis flask and offers it
perfunctorily to the accountant, know ng, of course, he'l
decl i ne.

SCHI NDLER
( MORE)



I've been talking to Goeth -

STERN
I know t he destination, these are
t he evacuation orders. I'"'mto help

organi ze the shipnents and put
nyself on the last train -

SCHI NDLER
That's not what | was going to say.
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Schindler waits for the accountant to stop shuffling the

papers on his desk and give himhis attention.
gl ances up from his work.

SCHI NDLER
I made Goeth prom se ne he'll put
in a good word for you.
(pause)
Not hi ng bad's going to happen to
you there, you'll receive specia
treat ment.

Stern finally

Schindler's reassurances fail to undo the resignation Stern
feels regarding his and the other Plaszow prisoners' fates.

STERN
The directives coming in from
Berlin mention "Special Treatnent”
nore and nore often. 1'd like to
think that's not what you nean.

SCHI NDLER
Preferential treatnment. Al right?
Do we have to invent a whole new
| anguage?

STERN
I think so.

Schindl er sighs. He hates all this every bit as nuch as

Stern. Al nost as nuch, anyway.

STERN
You're staying, | take it.
SCHI NDLER

In Cracow? What for?

STERN
"What for," you have a business to
run.
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Schindl er gives a cavalier wave at the air; the business of
busi ness seens to hold no nore allure for him

STERN
You'll have to hire new workers.
Pol es | guess. They cost a little
nore, but what're you going to do?

Schindler smles faintly, renmenbering the time Stern
explained to himthe cost benefits of hiring Jews over Poles.

SCHI NDLER
You ran my busi ness.

Stern shrugs. Schindl er nurses his drink.

SCHI NDLER
No, |I'm going hone. 1've done what
| cane here for. 1've got nore
noney than any man can spend in a
lifetime.

He downs the rest of his drink and pours another. They
consi der each ot her.

SCHI NDLER
Soneday this is all going to end
you know.

The war. They both nod, but it's hard right now for either to
believe it, or that they will both survive it.

SCHI NDLER
| was going to say we'll have a
drink then.

H s shrug adds, But you never accept. Stern reaches out his
hand. Schindl er stares at himconfused, then gestures to the
drink, This?

STERN
Il think 1'd better have it now.

Schindler hands it to him The accountant raises the gl ass
slightly in acknow edgenent of Schindler, or in resignation,
and dri nks.

I NT. SCH NDLER S APARTMENT - DAY
Schindler sitting alone in his el egant apartnent snoking a

cigarette. Eventually he snuffs it out in an ashtray and gets
up, grasping the handles of two suitcases.
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As he wal ks toward the door, all the furniture disappears,
| eavi ng the place conpletely bare, with Iight pouring in
t hrough the w ndows.

INT. D.E F. FACTORY - DAY

A gauge at zero. Silent machines. The wall of gl ass
over| ooki ng the deserted factory floor.

EXT. POLAND/ CZECHOSLOVAKI A BORDER - EVEN NG

Schindler's Mercedes at a border crossing, the backseat piled
hi gh with suitcases.

BORDER GUARD
Thank you, sir. Welcone hone.

The border guard returns Schindler's passport to himand
lifts the barrier, and the Mercedes crosses onto Czech soil.

EXT. SQUARE, BRI NNLI TZ, CZECHOSLOVAKI A - MORNI NG

A church in the main square of a sleepy hamet. A priest and
his parishioners, including Emlie Schindler, energing from
it, norning Mass over.

Across the square, a porter pulls Schindler's steaner trunks
and suitcases fromhis Mercedes parked outside the town's
only hotel.

SCHI NDLER
VWi t .
He's noticed his wife; and she, him But neither nakes a npve
toward the other. Finally she wal ks away, which Schindl er

correctly interprets to nean, Yes, check into the hotel. To
the porter again -

SCHI NDLER
kay.

He gestures to the man to take the things into the hotel and
ti ps himextravagantly.

EXT. BRINNLI TZ - DAY
Schindler's Mercedes clinbs a private tree-lined road that

| eads to a centuries-old estate perched alone and regally on
a nountain top
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I NT./EXT. HILLTOP ESTATE - DAY

Schi ndl er wanders through enpty baronial roons to a | arge
bal cony. Fromthere he considers the view the sky, rolling
vine-covered hills, the cottages of the village of Brinnlitz
lying far bel ow |i ke subjects kneeling before the nonarch.

CARETAKER
There's no one here, sir.

Schindler turns to find the estate's caretaker framed under a
baroque arch, watching him

SCHI NDLER
Yeah, | know. Not for a hundred
years.

The caretaker nods hesitantly. Schindler turns away, back to
t he vi ew.

SCHI NDLER
" mthinking of buying it.

INT. BAR - BRINNLITZ - N GHT

Except for the clothes of the working class clientele, the
scene is rem niscent of the SS nightclub in Cracow

Schindler, the great entertainer, working his way around the
t abl es nmaki ng sure everybody's got enough to drink, making
sure everybody's happy. A guy at a table with a girl gestures
hi m over.

BRI NNLI TZ MAN
So what's the story, Oskar, you do
all right over there - where the
hell was it - Warsaw?

SCHI NDLER
Cracow, yeah, things worked out.
Thi ngs worked out. Wiat're you
dri nki ng?
(he gl ances around for the
bar man)
How do you do?

He offers the girl his hand; she takes hold of it briefly,
politely. To her -

BRI NNLI TZ MAN
This man's al ways got sonethi ng
goi ng. Always sonething. But it
never quite works out, does it,
Cskar .
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SCHI NDLER
This tinme was different.

Hi s manner is nodest, but the Brinnlitz |ocal smles slyly.
He knows Gskar well; always the hustler.

BRI NNLI TZ MAN
Now you' re back

SCHI NDLER
Now | ' m back.

BRI NNLI TZ MAN
So now what ?

SCHI NDLER
I don't know, | never have to work
again. \What do people like that do?
(he shrugs)
I know. I'mgoing to have a good
time. And so are you

He spots the barman and gestures to himto refill his
friend's and his date's drinks, pats the guy on the shoul der
and wanders over to another table. Watching after him -

G RL
VWhat business is he in?

The man has to think; not because he doesn't know, of course,
but because his old friend Oskar has been into so many things
it's hard to know which one to nane. Finally -

BRI NNLI TZ MAN
The "Gskar Schi ndl er" busi ness.

I NT. HOTEL ROOM - BRINNLITZ - N GHT

A woman asleep in the bed. The one fromthe bar. In his robe,
at the window, Schindler calmMy snokes as he stares out at
t he ni ght.

EXT. BRI NNLI TZ - DAWN

The town, off in the distance, nestled against the nountains.
The sun, just com ng up. C oser, here, ranshackle structures,
a | ong abandoned factory of sone kind.

Schindler, in |eather riding gear, clinbs down off an old DKW
racing notorcycle. He slowy wanders around, peers in through
br oken wi ndows, wanders around sone nore.
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He gl ances off into the distance. To the mansion perched on
t he nountain top. Then back down here at all the junk |lying
around t he abandoned i ndustrial buildings.

Tight on his face, torn between conflicting choices, or
realizing there's no choice, or only one choice, and hating
it.

SCHI NDLER
Goddam it.

EXT. BALCONY, GOETH S VILLA - PLASZOW - DAY
Schi ndl er and Goeth on the bal cony of the villa, drinking.

GOETH
You want these people -

SCHI NDLER
These people, ny people, | want ny
peopl e.

Goeth considers his friend, greatly puzzled. Below themlies
the canp, still operating, at |least for now, until the
shi pment arrangenents can be finalized.

GCETH
Who are you, Mises? What is this?
Wiere's the noney in this? Were's
t he scan?

SCHI NDLER
It's good business.

GOETH
Oh, this is "good business" in your
opi nion. You' ve got to nove them
t he equi pnent, everything to
Czechosl ovaki a, pay for all that.
And build another canp? It doesn't
make any sense.

SCHI NDLER
Look -

GOETH
You're not telling me sonething.

SCHI NDLER
It's good for me - | know them 1|'m
famliar with them 1 don't have to
train them It's good for you -
"Il conpensate you. It's good for

( MORE)
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SCHI NDLER( CONT' D)
the Arny - you know what |'m goi ng
to make? Artillery shells. Tank
shell's. They need that. Everybody's
happy.

GOETH
Yeah, sure.

Goeth finds this whole line of reasoning inpossible to
believe. He's sure Schindler's got something el se going here
he's not telling him

GCETH

You' re probably scamm ng ne
somehow. If I'm nmaki ng a hundred,
you got to be making three.

(Schindler admts it with

a shrug)
If you adnmt to nmaking three, then
it's four, actually. But how?

SCHI NDLER
| just told you.

GOETH
You did, but you didn't.

Goeth studies him searching for the real answer in his face.
He can't find it.

GOETH
Yeah, all right, don't tell ne,
"Il go along with it, it's just
irritating | can't figure it out.

SCHI NDLER
Al'l you have to do is tell nme what
it's worth to you. What a person's
worth to you
Goeth thinks about it in a silence. Then slowy nods to
hinsel f. He's going to make sone noney out of this even if he
can't figure it out. He smles.

GOETH
What's one worth to you?

That's the question.
HARD CUT TO
I NT. ADM NI STRATI ON BUI LDI NG - STEVENS OFFI CE - N GHT

THE KEYS OF A TYPEWRI TER sl apping a nanme onto a list -
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LEVARTOV- the letters the size of buildings, the
sound as |oud as gunshots -

TIGHT ON THE FACE OF A MAN - Rabbi Levartov - the hinge-maker
Goeth tried to kill with a faulty revol ver -

THE KEYS HAMVER another name - PE RL MA N -

TI GHT ON TWD ELDERLY FACES - a man, a worman - the parents of
"El sa Krause."

IN H S SMALL CLUTTERED PLASZOW OFFI CE - Stern transcri bes
D.E.F. workers' nanes froma Reich Labor office docunent to
the list in his typewiter, Schindler's List.

THE KEYS RAP - WU L KE N - the FACE of the jeweler -
SCHI NDEL - the FACE of Genia's uncle -

TI GHT ON SCHI NDLER sl owly pacing the six or seven steps
Stern's cranped office allows, nursing a drink.

SCHI NDLER
Pol dek Pfefferberg... Mla
Pfefferberg..

THE KEYS typing PFEF F E -
PFEFFERBERG S face, tight. MLA S face, tight.

CURRENCY, hard Reichmarks, in a small valise. As CGoeth | ooks
at it, he nunbles to hinself -

GOETH
A virus..

MOVI NG DOMN THE LI ST of names, forty, fifty. The sound of the
keys. Stern pulls the sheet out of the machine, rolls in
anot her, types a nane.

HUNDREDS OF SEW NG MACHI NES stitching uniforns on the floor
of Madritsch's Plaszow factory.

SCHI NDLER
You can do the sanme thing I'm
doi ng. You m ght even make nobney at
it.

MADRI TSCH
I don't know. ..

THE KEYS typing another nane - DRE S NER

A FACE, Ms. Dresner, FACE, M. Dresner, FACE, Danka -
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COGNAC SPILLING into a glass. The glass coming up to
Schindler's nouth, hesitating there.

SCHI NDLER
The i nvestors.

A NAME - A FACE - one of the original D.E F. investors.

ANOTHER NAME - ANOTHER FACE - another of the Jew sh
i nvest ors.

SCHI NDLER
Al'l of them Szerwitz, his famly.

STERN GLANCES UP with a | ook that asks Schindler if he's sure
about this one. He is. The keys type SZERWI T Z -

TI GHT ON THE FACE of the investor who stole from Schi ndl er,
the one he threatened to have himkilled by the SS, and the
faces of his sons -

THREE OR FOUR PAGES of nanes next to the typewiter. Stern,
trying to count them estimtes -

STERN
Four hundred, four fifty -

SCHI NDLER
Mor e.

THE TRUNK OF SCHI NDLER S MERCEDES yawni ng open. He takes a
smal |l valise fromit and heads for Goeth's villa.

THE KEYS typing ROS NE R -

TI GAT ON Henry Rosner, the violinist. TIGHT ON his brother
Leo, the accordionist.

SCHI NDLER W TH MADRI TSCH agai n -

SCHI NDLER
Come on, | know about the extra
food you give them- the clothes -
paid for out of your own pocket.

MADRI TSCH
I don't know. ..

MOVI NG DOAN anot her page of nanes.

STERN (Q. S.)
About six hundred -
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SCHI NDLER (O. S.)
Mor e.

THE SOUND OF THE KEYS OVER the face of a boy, the "chicken
thief." Over THE FACE OF THE MECHANI C who rui ned Goeth's car.
Over FACES we' ve never seen.

STERN (Q. S.)
Ei ght hundred, give or take.

SCHI NDLER
(angrily)
G ve or take what, Stern - how nany
- count them

ACROSS FROM A NAME on Pl aszow s books, the word SCHNEI DERI N
(Subtitle: SEAMSTRESS). In the typewiter, opposite the sane
nane, Stern types METALLARBEI TERIN (Subtitle: METAL WORKER).

ANOTHER NAME on Pl aszow s books and, opposite it, the word
SCHUSTER (Subtitle: SHOEMAKER). Across fromthe same nane in
the typewiter, Stern types SCHW ESER (Subtitle: WVELDER)

MADRI TSCH turns away shaking his head 'no' to Schindler's
appeal to himto make his own list, to get his workers out.

SCHI NDLER
Conme on -
MADRI TSCH
I've done enough for the Jews. |I'm

t aki ng a vacation
I NT. STERN' S OFFI CE - PLASZOW - N GHT

To the faint tapping of the typewiter keys across the room
Schindler runs his finger down several pages of nanes,
counting to hinmself. Eventually, quietly -

SCHI NDLER
That's it.

Stern heard himand stops typing, glances over.

SCHI NDLER
You can finish that page.

Stern resunes where he left off, but then hesitates. d ances
over again. There's sonething he doesn't understand.

STERN
What did Goeth say about this? You
just told himhow many people you
( MORE)
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STERN( CONT' D)
needed, and he - ?

He trails off. It doesn't sound right. And Schindl er doesn't
answer. He's avoided telling Stern the details of the deal
struck with CGoeth, and bal ks telling himnow.

STERN
You' re not buying them
(no answer)
You' re buying thenf You're paying
himfor each of these nanes?

SCHI NDLER
If you were still working for ne
I'd expect you to talk ne out of
it, it's costing me a fortune.

Stern had no idea. And has no idea now what to say. He's
astoni shed by what this man is doing. Schindler shrugs |ike
it's no big deal, but Stern knows it is. Silence. Then -

SCHI NDLER
Fi ni sh the page and | eave one space
at the bottom

Stern turns back, does as he's told. Schindler drinks.
Not hi ng but the sound of the typewiter keys. And then
nothing at all. The page is done. The rest will die.

I NT. GOETH S STUDY - NI GHT

CalmMy nursing a cognac, Schindler watches Goeth | eafing
t hrough the conpleted |ist of nanes. They nunber 1,076 - 780
men and 296 wonen - and fill ten |egal-sized pages of white
paper. On the | ast sheet, at the bottom Goeth notices a
bl ank |ine across fromthe nunber 1,077 and, tapping at it -

GOETH
There's a clerical error here at
the bottom of the | ast -

SCHI NDLER
No, there's one nore nane | want to
put there.

I NT. CELLAR - SAME TI ME
Hel en kneel s before the bed in her grave-like room and bows

her head to pray for the deliverance she knows wi |l never
cone.
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I NT. GOETH S STUDY - CONTI NUED

Goeth's eyes conme up fromthe list at Schindler's (off-
screen) nention of the name he wants to add.

SCHI NDLER
I'l'l never find a mid as well -
trained as her in Brinnlitz.
They're all country girls.

GCETH
No.

He i mbues the two letters with such finality of tone that it
seens pointless to argue. And Schindler doesn't. Instead, he
produces from a pocket a deck of cards and sets it on the
coffee table in front of him

SCHI NDLER
One hand of Vingt-et-un. If you
win, | pay you 7,400 zloty. Ht a
natural, | make it 14,800. If |
win, you give ne the girl.

Goeth has to |laugh. The proposal strikes himas |udicrous.

GOETH

| can't wager Helen in a card gane.
SCHI NDLER

Way not ?
GOETH

It wouldn't be - right.

SCHI NDLER
She's just going to Auschwitz
anyway, what difference does it
make?

GCETH
She's not going to Auschwitz. I'd
never do that to her. What kind of
a nonster do you think I anf

Goet h seenms genuinely hurt that Schindler would think him
capabl e of anything so fiendish.

GCETH
I want to take her back to Gernmany
with me. | want her to come work
for me there. I want to grow old
with her.
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SCHI NDLER
Are you mad, you can't take her to
Germany with -

GOETH
O course | can't. That's what 1'd
like to do. What | can do, if I'm
any sort of a man, is the next nost
nmerciful thing. Take her into the
woods and shoot her painlessly in
t he head.

W thout any hint of sarcasm Goeth shrugs, Right? Schindler
just stares. Then, eventually, nanages a nod. He reaches for
the cards, gathers themin his hand, and is returning themto
hi s pocket when -

GOETH
How nmuch did you say for natura
21? Fourteen thousand, eight
hundr ed?

HARD CUT TO

THE CARDS PURRI NG i n Goeth's hands. He's not about to risk
bei ng cheated out of the nercy killing by any sl eight-of-hand
abilities Schindl er my possess - it's bad enough he's
ganbling with Helen's fate at all - and shuffles the cards

hi nsel f. He does allow Schindler to cut the deck - he's not
conpletely paranoid - takes it back and deal s.

Schindler finds his face-down cards spotted with eight clubs
and five dianonds. He scuffs them against the table, calling
for a hit, and is skinmed another five. That's 18. Not bad.
Particularly since atop CGoeth's hole card, |ike an awkward
puzzle piece, lies a five of spades.

I nsanel y, though, Schindler scrapes the table for a fourth
card and Goeth flips himan ace of hearts. Schindler displays
his cards - 19 altogether - and CGoeth stares at them then at
Schindler, in disbelief.

GOETH
You hit on 18? Playing for a woman,
you hit on 18? That's not even
ganbling, that's sick

Goet h keeps staring, unsettled by the absurdity of the nove,
worried, perhaps, that providence sits on Schindler's

shoul der |ike an angel. He turns over his hole card then - a
3 - and lays it alongside his 5. He deals hinself a 4 -
that's 12 altogether now - and he can al nost hear the

expl osion fromthe gun agai nst the back of Helen's head.
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He smles confidently, thunbs at the top of the deck, and
t hrows down a -

I NT. CELLAR - CONTI NUED

Helen's head lifts up to the nuffled wail of pain issuing
from sonewhere above her ceiling -

I NT. GOETH S STUDY - CONTI NUED

A king of hearts stares up blankly fromthe table. Goeth's
four cards total 22.

SHOCK CUT TO:

The letters - HI RS CH HELEN- as typewiter keys
sl am t hem opposite the nunber 1077 at the bottom of the tenth
page of Schindler's List.

INT. TOAN COUNCI L HALL - BRINNLITZ - N GHT

Schindler in front of a |arge assenbly, party pinin his
| apel, as usual, inposing SS guards on either side of him

SCHI NDLER
This is my hone.

He | ooks out over his audience, the citizens of Brinnlitz,
| ocal governnent officials, many of them appearing bew | dered
by himor the "situation" that has arisen

SCHI NDLER
I was born here, ny wife was born
here, ny nother is buried here,
this is my hone.

H s estranged wife is there. So are the guys he was drinking
with.

SCHI NDLER
Do you really think 1'd bring a
t housand Jewi sh crimnals into ny
hone?

Everyone seens to breathe sighs of relief as if they' ve been
waiting for himto say this, to dispel the disturbing runors
t hey' ve heard.

SCHI NDLER
These are skilled nunitions workers
- they are essential to the war
effort -
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The noi se begins, his audience's angry reaction. Raising the
pitch of his own voice -

SCHI NDLER
- It is nmy duty to supervise them -
and it is your duty to allow ne -

He barely gets it all out before the protests drown himout.
The uproar reaches such a clanoring |evel there's no point in
hi s conti nui ng.

I NT. OFFI CE, ADM NI STRATI ON BUI LDI NG - PLASZOW DAY

The tenth page of Schindler's List, the signature page, curls
around the roller of a typewiter. Marcel ol dberg, Personnel
Clerk, Executor of Lists, carefully aligns it and types his
own name in a narrow space all owed by the bottom margin.

I NT. CABARET - BERLIN - N GHT

Stage show with political hunmor and songs. Club full of SS
of ficers, the nost inportant of themover at Schindler's
table. He noves anong them |ike the great entertainer he is,
maki ng sure everyone has enough to eat and drink, paying for
everyt hi ng.

EXT. DEPOT - PLASZOW - DAY

A train full of people destined for Auschwitz pulls away from
the platform As Col dberg gathers his paperwork, a prisoner
approaches him

| DEK
Aml on the list?

GOLDBERG
VWhat list is that?

He knows what the |dek neans and | dek knows he knows. He
means Schindler's List.

GOLDBERG
The good list? Well, that depends,
doesn't it.

| dek knows that, too, and discreetly turns over to CGol dberg a
coupl e of dianonds fromthe lining of his coat.

EXT. SCH NDLER S BRI NNLI TZ FACTORY SI TE - DAY
At a folding table in the mddle of a field Schindler signs

checks and attaches themto Reich Main O fice and Evacuati on
Board and Departnment of Econony forns.
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Around him the new canp is taking shape: Electric fences are
goi ng up, watchtowers, barracks; shipnents of heavy

equi prment, huge Hil o machi nes, are being off-|oaded from
flatbed train cars; SS engineers stand around frowning at the
lay of the |land, some drainage problem no doubt.

I NT. GOLDBERG S OFFI CE - PLASZOW - NI GHT
Nanes on a little notepad, the first few crossed out.

Gol dberg types the next nanme - |IDEK SCHI NDEL - onto a page of
The List, squeezing it into the upper margin, and crosses it
out on the pad.

He rolls the page down, types another nane, tires of the
exacting task, tears the handwitten page of nanes fromthe
not epad, crunples it and throws it away.

EXT. BRINNLITZ - N GHT

Schindler, on his way back to his hotel after a night of
drinking, is junped by three nmen, westled to the ground and
brutal Iy kicked.

As the fornms of his attackers nove away, he catches a glinpse
of one of them- his "friend" fromthe bar when he first
arrived back in town.

I NT. MECHANI CS GARAGE - PLASZOW - DAY

Pfefferberg, his head under the hood of a German staff car,
adjusting the carburetor. Col dberg cones in.

GOLDBERG
Hey, Pol dek, how s it goi ng?
(Pfefferberg ignores him
You know about the list? You' re on
it.
PFEFFERBERG
O course I"'mon it.

GOLDBERG
You want to stay on it? \Wat've you
got for ne?

Pfefferberg glances up fromhis work and studies the
bl ackmai | i ng col | aborator for a | ong nonent.

PFEFFERBERG
What ' ve | got for you?

GOLDBERG
( MORE)
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Takes di anonds to stay on this
list.

Pfefferberg suddenly attacks himw th the wench in his hand,
beati ng hi macross the shoulders and head with it.

PFEFFERBERG
I'"Il kill you, that's what |'ve got

for vyou.

Gol dberg goes down, tries to scranble away on his knees, the
bl ows com ng down hard on his back

GOLDBERG
Al right, all right, all right.

He makes it outside the garage and runs.

EXT. DEPOT - PLASZOW - DAY

A cattle car is coupled to another, the pin dropped into
place. On the platform clerks at folding tables shuffle
paper while others m Il around with clipboards, calling out
names.

Thousands of prisoners on the platform sone clinbing onto
strings of slatted cars on opposing tracks, some already in
them nost standing in lines, changing lines, the end of one
virtual l'y indistinguishable fromthe beginning of another,
saving their bribes for the nost powerful figures here, the
guards who cl ose the gates.

Paperwor k. Lists of names. Pens in hands checking them off.
Sone bound for Brinnlitz, the rest for Auschwitz, if they can
be properly sorted from one anot her.

Six year old A ek Rosner is allowed to stay in line with his
father Henry, but his nother is taken to another |ine
conposed of wonmen and girls. This segregation is the only
recogni zabl e process going on; the others, if they exist, are
apparent only to the clerks and guards, and maybe not even to
them It's chaos.

EXT. COUNTRYSI DE - NI GHT

A train snakes across the dark | andscape.

I NT. CATTLE CAR - MOWING - N GHT

Stern, wedged into a corner of a crowded car. This train may
be headed for Schindler's honetown but it's no nore

confortable than the others on their way to Auschw tz-
Bi rkenau. There are only nmale prisoners on board.
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EXT. RURAL DEPOT - POLAND - NI GHT
A smal | depot set down al ongside tracks in the countryside.
I NT. DEPOT - RURAL POLAND - NI GHT

The clicking of an incom ng tel egraph nessage stirs a napping
trainman in an otherw se deserted depot. He glances at it
perfunctorily, lunbers up and -

EXT. DEPOT - CONTI NUQUS - NI GHT

- wearily crosses the platformto a switching lever. Pulling
at it, a section of rail separates fromone trackline and
joins up with another.

The rails begin to quiver. The trainman gl ances off to an
approaching train in the distance, watches it come and

t hunder past, then switches the rails back to their origina
position.

EXT. BRI NNLI TZ - DAY

The train pulls into the small quiet Brinnlitz station. The
doors are opened and the prisoners begin clinbing down. At
the far end of the platform flanked by several SS guards,
stands Schindler. To his customary elegant attire he has
added a carel ess accoutrenment, a Tyrol ean hat.

EXT. BRI NNLI TZ - DAY

Gaffiti scrawed on a wall in Czech reads (subtitle) "Keep
the Jewwsh Crimnals out of Brinnlitz."

Leadi ng a procession of nine hundred male Jew sh "crimnals"”
t hrough the center of town, Schindler ignores the angry
taunts and denouncenments and the occasional rock hurled by
the good citizens of Brinnlitz lining the streets.

I NT. BRINNLI TZ MUNI TI ONS FACTORY - DAY

Under the towering Hilo nmachines, a neal of soup and bread
awai ts the workers. As they're sitting down to it, Schindler
addresses them -

SCHI NDLER
You'll be interested to know I
received a cable this norning from
t he Personnel Ofice, Plaszow. The
wonen have |left. They shoul d be
arriving here sonetine tonorrow.
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He sees Stern anong the workers, alnost allows a smle, turns
and wal ks away.

EXT. RURAL POLAND - DAY

The wonmen's train clatters along tracks across bl eak
countrysi de.

I NT. CATTLE CAR - MOVI NG - DAY

In a corner of a cromled car, Pfefferberg's wife, Mla, peers
out through the slats. The rhythm c pounding of the wheels
over track is nearly deafening.

EXT. DEPOT - RURAL PCLAND - DAY

Silence. Tight on the switching lever. Then the tracks. They
begin to vibrate.

I NT. RURAL DEPOT - DAY

The clicking of the tel egraph receiving a nessage is

di sturbed by the flush of a toilet. The wire finishes and the
trai nman energes fromthe WC. He crosses to his desk and

pi cks up a newspaper, not even glancing up to -

EXT. DEPOT - SAME TI ME - DAY

- the wonen's train thunders past the switch that sends it
veering off in a different direction than the nen's train
t ook.

I NT/ EXT. TRAI N RURAL POLAND - DAY

As the train clatters past small farns, the wonen peer out
with optimsmthrough the slats at an idyllic inage -

Kids ice skating on the frozen ground. Arcing in a figure 8,
one of them a boy no nore than six, glances to the
approaching train, then to another string of cattle cars,
enpty, coming fromthe other direction. To those in the ful
cars, he raises his hand up and across his neck making the
gesture of a throat being slit.

The smles on the wonen's faces fade in confusion as they
| ook back at the figure of the smling gesturing boy receding
in the distance.

I NT. BARRACKS - DAY
A fly lands on the forearmof a sleeping man in a cot. A

sewi ng needle clutched in a small hand noves slowy through
the air.
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The fly clinbs over the hair on the arm and the needl e cones
down piercing it and the skin of the man - who doesn't nove.
He's dead, but the boy with the needle isn't - yet.

He carefully pulls his catch fromthe tip of his "spear" and
puts it in his nmouth. As he begins anot her hunting

expedition, the barracks is revealed to be inpossibly crowded
- twelve nmen and boys on each of the four-tiered bunks |ining
the walls. Mwving past them and out of the barracks reveals -

EXT. AUSCHW TZ- Bl RKENAU - CONTI NUOUS - DAY

- row after row after row of barracks reaching to the birch
trees beyond electrified fences, pillars of dark snoke rising
fromstacks into the sky, two sets of tracks running the

| ength of the canp, and, slowy backing through the arched
gat ehouse, the train.

The wonen inside the cattle cars don't need a sign to tel
them where they are, they've seen this place in nightnares.

EXT. AUSCHW TZ- Bl RKENAU - DAY

The stunned wonmen clinmb down fromthe railcars onto the
concourse bisecting the already infanmous canp. As they're
mar ched across the nmuddy yard by guards carrying truncheons,
Mla Pfefferberg stares at the place. It's so big, like a
city, only one in which the inhabitants reside strictly
temporarily. To Mla, under her breath -

REBECCA
VWhere are the clerks?

So often terrified by the sight of a clerk with a cli pboard,
it is the absence of clerks which unsettles Rebecca now - as
t hough there remains no further reason to record their nanes.
Mla' s eyes return to the constant snoke rising beyond the
birch trees at the settlenent's western end.

I NT. OFFICES - BRI NNLITZ FACTORY - DAY

Schi ndl er cones out of his office and, passing Stern's desk,
munbl es -

SCHI NDLER
They're in Auschwtz.

Before Stern can react, Schindler is out the door.
EXT. BRI NNLI TZ FACTORY - MOVENTS LATER - DAY
As he strides across the factory courtyard toward his

notorcycl e, Schindler is intercepted by some Gestapo nen who
have just emerged fromtheir car
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GESTAPO
GCskar Schi ndl er?
SCHI NDLER
How s it goi ng?
GESTAPO
Your friend Anbn Goeth has been
arrest ed.
SCHI NDLER
(pause)

I"msorry to hear that.

GESTAPO
There are some things that are
unclear. We need to talk.

SCHI NDLER
I'd love to, it'll have to wait
until | get back.

The | ooks on their faces tell himhe's not going anywhere.

SCHI NDLER
Al right, okay, let's talk.

GESTAPO
I n Bresl au.

SCHI NDLER
Breslau? | can't go to Breslau. Not
now.

These nen are seri ous.
| NT. DELOUSI NG PLANT - AUSCHW TZ - DAY

Mla stares up at a dry shower nozzle, fearing the killing
gas she expects to soon seep fromthe little holes. There's a
line of Schindler wonen, stripped |ike her, standing inside a
stone structure full of the om nous shower heads, waiting,
staring.

A clang, like radiant heat rising, tells thema valve has
been turned. The exposed plunbing comng out of the walls
begi ns to shake as whatever is inside surges through, rattles
across an el bow joint, through pipes branching off, jiggles

t he shower heads as it advances, reaches themand... icy

wat er sprays out.
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EXT. AUSCHW TZ - DAY

A young silver-haired doctor noves slowy al ong rows of
Schindl er's wonen, considering each with a pleasant smle
even as he nmakes his selections, with tiny gestures, for the
deat h chanbers. He pauses in front Ms. Dresner

MENGELE
How ol d are you, Mother?

She could lie, and he'd have her killed for it. She could
tell the truth, and he'd have her killed for that, too.

MRS. DRESNER
Sir, a mstake's been nade, we're
not supposed to be here. W work
for OCskar Schindler. We're
Schi ndl er Jews.

Mengel e nods pensively, understandingly, it seenms. Then -

MENGELE
And who on earth is Gskar
Schi ndl er ?

He gl ances around hopel essly. One of the SS guards who
acconpani ed the wonen from Pl aszow speaks up -

PLASZOW GUARD
He had a factory is Cracow.
Enamel war e.

Mengel e nods again as if the information were valuable, as if
it meant something to him It doesn't.

MENGELE
A pot maker ?

He smles to hinself as he gestures Ms. Dresner out of the
line and into another. Continuing with the "exam nation," he
| ets Danka stay in line, shifts the next two wonen, | eaves

t he next...

I NT. CELL - SS PRI SON, BRESLAU - DAY

In a dank cell, in uniform Anon Goeth waits. Schindler is on
his way, hopefully. Maybe he's already here. Schindler wll
vouch for him Schindler will straighten this out.

I NT. SS PRI SON, BRESLAU - DAY

In a large room Schindler sits before a panel of twelve
sober Bureau V investigators and a judge of the SS court.
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I NVESTI GATOR
Everything you say will be held in
confi dence. You are not under
investigation. M. CGoeth is. He's
bei ng held on charges of
enbezzl ement and racket eeri ng.
You're here at his request to
corroborate his denials. Qur
information into his financial
specul ati ons cones from many
sources. On his behalf there is
only you. W know you are cl ose
friends. W know this is hard for
you. But we nust ask you -

SCHI NDLER
He stole our country blind.

I NT. BRI NNLI TZ FACTORY - DAY

In Schindler's absence, the workers attenpt to operate the
unfam | iar machines, try to figure out the unfam liar process
of manufacturing artillery shells. There's novenent, noi se,

t he machi nes are running, but little is being produced.

Unt er sturnfuhrer Josef Liepold, the Commandant of Schindler's
new subcanp, noves through the factory conducting an

i mpronptu inspection. He points out to a guard a kid no nore
than nine, sorting casings at a work table, and anot her boy,

ten or eleven, carrying a box.

EXT. BARRACKS - AUSCHW TZ - N GHT

M1la and Hel en cross back toward their barracks carrying a

| arge heavy pot of broth. Not nore than a hundred neters away
stand the birch trees and crematoria, the snoke plum ng even
now, at night.

Qut of the darkness appear "apparitions,” skeletal figures
whi ch surround the two woman, or rather the soup pot between
them dipping little nmetal cups into it, over and over.

Too startled to speak, Mla can only stare. The apparitions
clanmor around the pot a nonent nore, then furtively slip back
into the same darkness fromwhich they cane. Mla and Hel en
exchange a gl ance. The pot is enpty.

M LA
VWhere's Schi ndl er now?
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I NT. HOSS' HOUSE - AUSCHW TZ - NI GHT

In his den, over cognac, Auschw tz Commandant Rudol f Hoss
consi ders the docunents Schindler has brought: the list, the
travel papers, the Evacuation Board authorizations. Hoss nods
at them then at Schindler.

HOSS
You're right, a clerical error has
been made.
(pause)
Let ne offer you this in apol ogy
for the inconvenience. | have a

shi pment coming in tonmorrow, ||
cut you three hundred units from
it. New ones. These are fresh.

Schi ndl er seens to think about the offer as he nurses his
drink. It's "tenpting."

HOSS
The train comes, we turn it around,
it's yours.

SCHI NDLER
| appreciate it. | want these.

The ones on the list in Hoss's hand. Silence. Then:

HOSS
You shoul dn't get stuck on nanes.

Wiy, because you get to know then? Because you begin to see
t hem as human bei ngs? Schi ndl er suddenly has the aw ul
feeling that the wonen are al ready dead. Hoss misinterprets
t he | ook.

HOSS
That's right, it creates a | ot of
paper wor k.

EXT. CONCOURSE - AUSCHW TZ - DAY

A large assenbly of wonen. Guards calling out nanes froma
list, Schindler's List. As each woman and girl steps out of
line, a guard uncerenoniously brushes a swathe of red paint
across her clothes. New columms are forned.

EXT. TRAIN YARD - AUSCHW TZ - DAY
Schi ndl er, standing at the end the platform stone-faced,

wat ches t he wonen whose nanes he is "stuck on," whose cl ot hes
are slashed with red paint, clinbing onto the cattle cars.
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As the cars fill, a train on another track arrives - the
"fresh units" Schindler turned down. As gates of the wonen's
cars begin to close, the gates of the arriving cattle cars
are opened and the new people spill out, naking the guards'
job tougher trying to keep them all separat ed.

A horrified cry suddenly breaks through the noise of the
engi nes. The daughter of one of Schindler's wonen is not
being allowed to board the train. Another cry erupts, and
anot her, as the children of other Schindlerjuden are
prevented from clinbing on.

Schi ndl er beconmes aware of what's happeni ng and, wedgi ng

t hrough the crowds, passes over the children fromthe
arriving train, to try to corral these particular kids, these
girls, who are now echoing their nothers' tortured cries.

As Schindl er struggles to herd themtogether, Manci Rosner,

| ocked into one of the cars, notices - and she can't believe
it - her son, Aek - anong the hundreds of arriving prisoners
novi ng past the processing tables and into the canp.

MANCI ROSNER
(screans)
a ek -

On the other side of the electrified fence, six year old O ek
Rosner turns to the desperate cry and sees, behind the slats

of the cars, not just his nother, but others too, calling out
to their sons and husbands filing into the canp.

Unaware of this new drama, occupied with his own, Schindler
manages to gather the fifteen or twenty girls, his girls,
some of themno nore than seven years old, and, in the mddle
of the crowded platform appeals to a guard -

SCHI NDLER
These are mne. They're on the
list. These are ny workers. They
shoul d be on the train.

He points across to the wonen's train. The |ast of the gates
are being closed, and a guard is signalling to the engi neer
to pull out amd the cries of the nothers, sone to their
daughters who aren't on it, sonme, on the other side, to their
sons and husbands in the canp. Pointing to the girls -

SCHI NDLER
They're skilled munitions workers.
They' re essenti al .

The guard glances fromthe frantic gentleman to the anxi ous
brood around him These are essential workers?
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GUARD
They're girls.

SCHI NDLER
Yes.

Schindl er is nodding his head, trying to think. The train
wheel s are begi nning to nove. The wonen are shrieking their
sons' nanes, their daughters' nanes, and the guard, who's
heard it all, every excuse inmaginable, is just turning away
when Schindler thrusts his smallest finger at him

SCHI NDLER
Their fingers. They polish the
inside's of shell casings. How el se
do you expect ne to polish the
inside of a 45 mllineter shel
casi ng?

The guard stares at himdunbly. This he hasn't heard. He
signals to anot her guard who unl ocks, as it's noving, the
| ast car of the train and the girls are allowed to junp on

As it pulls out, Manci Rosner stares at the figure of her
smal | son and his father standing together at the wre.

There, Henry is pulling his sleeve up, pointing to the bl oody
tattoo on his arm and yelling to his wife on the departing
train -

HENRY
Can you see it? Look. The clerks
regi stered us. W're worth keepi ng
track of.

He qui ckly undoes his son's sleeve and the boy thrusts his
own armproudly into the air. Tight on the nunbers etched in
hi s skin.

EXT. BRI NNLI TZ CAWVP - DAY

Like a mrage in the distance they appear - the wonen, the
girls, guards, Schindler - marching across a field toward the
factory.

At the perineter of the canp, at the wire, the nmen watch the
approachi ng procession. It appears to themthat the wonen are
covered in blood - or - could it be paint?

Josef Bau spots Rebecca. Pfefferberg, his wife. M. Dresner
sees his, and his daughter, Danka.
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I NT. BRI NNLI TZ FACTORY - DAY

The machines are silent, the people aren't. Wnen are in
t heir husbands' arns. Daughters in their fathers'. There's
food on the tables but it's largely ignored.

Manci Rosner and the ot her wonen whose fanm|lies have been
confi scated, watch the reunions blankly.

I NT. SS MESS HALL - SAME Tl ME - DAY

Schi ndl er stands before the assenbl ed canp guards. They're
seated at the long tables, their food getting cold, waiting
for himto say whatever it is he has to say.

SCHI NDLER
Under Departnment W provisions, it
is unlawmful to kill a worker
wi t hout just cause. Under the
Busi nesses Conpensation Fund | am
entitled to file danage clains for
such deaths. If you shoot w thout
t hi nki ng, you go to prison and |
get paid, that's how it works.

(pause)
So there will be no summary
executions here. There will be no

interference of any kind with
production. In hopes of ensuring
that, guards will no | onger be
al l owed on the factory fl oor

wi t hout ny aut hori zati on.

H s eyes neet Liepold's, hold his icy stare, then return to
t he guards, nost of whom |l ook |ike tired m ddl e-aged
reservists.

SCHI NDLER
For your cooperation, you have ny
gratitude.

As he steps away he gestures to sone kitchen workers. They
tear open cases of schnapps and begin setting the bottles out
on the tabl es.

I NT. BRI NNLI TZ FACTORY - DAY

Schindler strolls through his factory |ooking over the

shoul ders of the workers, nodding his approval. The place is
in full operation, finally; the people, having figured out
the conplicated Hlos, turning out shells by the casel oad.

Schi ndl er pauses at one of the nmachines.
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SCHI NDLER
How s it goi ng?

JOSEF BAU
Good, sir. It's taken a while to
calibrate the machines, but it's
goi ng good now.

SCHI NDLER
Good.

Schi ndl er nods. Then frowns. He | eans down and taps at the
crystal of one of the gauges.

SCHI NDLER
This isn't right, is it?

Bau kneel s down, takes a look. It looks right to him
Reachi ng over, Schindler changes the calibration of the
machine with an cavalier adjustnent to a knob - and all the
gauge readings shift.

SCHI NDLER
There. That |ooks right.

He wanders off and Bau stares after him He's just screwed up
settings that took weeks to get right.

A soot - bl ackened wor ker shoveling coal into the stokehol e of
one of the furnaces notices Schindler noving past.

GOLDBERG
Sir?

Schi ndl er gl ances back at the grine-covered man beckoning to
himto conme closer. The Direktor obliges, but not so close as
torisk dirtying his suit.

GOLDBERG
How re you doi ng?

SCHI NDLER
Pretty good.

Gol dberg leans a little closer to gain confidentiality.

GOLDBERG
This isn't what | do shoveling
coal. | don't mind it, but you

shoul d know I could be of nuch
greater value to you in the front
office working with Stern. W

wor ked together in Plaszow
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SCHI NDLER
Yeah, | know what you did in
Pl aszow.

Schindler smles faintly, and | eaves Gol dberg to toil at the
furnaces for the rest of the war. He crosses the factory and
comes up to another worker, Levartov, the hinge-maker, at a

machi ne buffing shells.

SCHI NDLER
How s it going, Rabbi ?

LEVARTOV
Good, sir.

Schi ndl er nods, watches himwork, eventually gl ances away.

SCHI NDLER
Sun's goi ng down.

Levartov, follow ng Schindler's gaze, nods uncertainly.

SCHI NDLER

It is Friday, isn't it?
LEVARTOV

ls it?
SCHI NDLER

You shoul d be preparing for the
Sabbat h, shouldn't you? What are
you doi ng here?

Levartov just stares. It's been years since he's been
al l oned, indeed inclined, to perform Sabbath rites.

SCHI NDLER
|"ve got sone wine in ny office
why don't we go over there, 1"l
give it to you

i
Schi ndl er heads off. The rabbi stares after him Schindl er

gestures back, offering casually -

SCHI NDLER
Cone on.

Levartov | ooks around. Finally, he hangs up his goggles and
follows after Schindler
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I NT. WORKERS BARRACKS - NI GHT

Under the shadow of a watchtower, anong the roof-high tiers
of bunks strung with |aundry, Levartov recites Kiddush over a
cup of wine to workers gathered around him

I NT. GUARDS BARRACKS - N GHT

On their bunks, the guards relax with schnapps, cards and
magazi nes. One of them becones distracted by a distant sound.
Some of the others begin to hear it.

GUARD
VWhat is that?

Conversations cease. The barracks gradually becomes qui et,
silent, all the guards straining to hear. It sounds I|iKke...
singing. It sounds |ike Yiddish singing.

EXT. BRI NNLI TZ CAMP - SAME TIME - N GHT

On a watchtower, a night sentry, unsure where it's com ng
from listens to the distant singing. It seens like it's
emanating fromthe surrounding hills, fromthe trees.

I NT. LIEPOLD S QUARTERS - SAME TIME - N GAT

At his small desk, Liepold is typing a letter, denouncing
Schi ndl er nost likely. The poundi ng keys bury all other
sounds but when he pauses to read what he's typed, he hears
it, the singing, faint, far away. He goes to his w ndow,
peers out, listens for a nonent nore, then hears not hing.
Only the night creatures.

I NT. APARTMENT BUI LDI NG - BRINNLITZ - N GAT

The door to an apartnent opens fromthe inside revealing
Emilie Schindler. She coolly considers the visitor on her
door step, her estranged husband, | ooking great as usual,
bottle of wine in his hand, smling as if nothing is w ong
between them as if nothing is wong in the entire world.

INT. EMLIE S APARTMENT - NI GHT

The two of themat the kitchen table in a nodest apartnment,
drinking, at least he is. He's trying to ask her sonething,
but he's not sure howto put it, he wants to get it right.
Finally the words just tunble out -

SCHI NDLER
| want you to conme work for nme.
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There, he's said it. But the bewildered | ook on Enmilie's face
wonders, That's what was hard for you to say?

SCHI NDLER

You don't have to live with ne,
woul dn't ask that.

(pause)
It's a nice place. You'd like it.
It | ooks awful. You get used to
t hat .
She's the only woman he's ever known who coul d make him
nervous just sitting across a table fromhim saying nothing.

SCHI NDLER

Al right -

(now he' Il be honest)
We can spend tine together that
way. We can see each other, see how
it goes - without the strain of -
what ever you want to call it when a
man, when a wonan, go out to
di nner, go have a drink, go to a

party -
EM LI E
Dating -
SCHI NDLER
This way we' ||l see each other at

work, there we are, sane place, we
see how it goes...

H's voice trails off. A shrug adds, Wat do you think? She
doesn't answer, but she does love him He |oves her, too. It
really is a shame they're not right for each other and never
will be.

I NT. OFFI CE FOYER - BRI NNLI TZ FACTORY - DAY

G ancing up froma letter fromthe Armanments Board, Stern
notices Schindler and Emlie com ng through - another of Herr
Director's mstresses the accountant assumes - and gets up
fromhis desk to intercept them

STERN
W need to tal k.

SCHI NDLER
Itzhak Stern, Emlie Schindler. MWy
wife.
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Li ke the doornen and waiters of Cracow, Stern too never
i magi ned Schindler was married and has trouble hiding his
ast oni shnent now. Managing finally to extend a hand to her -

STERN
How do you do?

EM LI E
How do you do?

SCHI NDLER
Stern is nmy accountant and friend.

It sounds strange to Stern hearing Schindler actually say it;
he's never said it before.

SCHI NDLER
Emlie' s offered to cone to work.
W need to find sonething
interesting for her to do.

Stern's glance shifts to the desk outside Schindler's office
where Ingrid sits brushing nail polish - but Schindler's
slight shake of his head to himsays, No, not there.

STERN
(pause)
Maybe the clinic.

SCHI NDLER
The clinic. Perfect.

His glance to his wife finds hers on Ingrid across the room
whose | ook up senses imediately that this woman | ooki ng at
her isn't another of Schindler's m stresses. She quickly caps
the nail polish and feeds her typewiter wth paper.

SCHI NDLER
(to Emlie)
O here, that'd be fine, whatever
you want .
She considers himwearily. H's shrug prom ses her he'll get

rid of Ingrid is that's what she wants; doesn't want to, but
he will. Eventually -

EM LI E
The clinic.

SCHI NDLER
The clinic. Good. Done.

As her husband steps away, Emlie glances to Stern.
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STERN
That's very generous of you.

The | ook that passes between them admts each knows exactly
what's going on here, what Ingrid is to Schindler, what
Emlie is, the whole thing.

EM LI E
Isn't it.

She noves off after Schindler, who glances back to find Stern
gesturing at himto join himfor a private conference.

SCHI NDLER
Not now.

STERN
It's inportant.

SCHI NDLER
(to Emlie)
Go onin, I'"lIl be right there.

He points past Ingrid to his office and follows after Stern
to his desk to hear sone disquieting news.

STERN
W' ve received an angry conpl ai nt
fromthe Armanments Board.

He hands Schindler a letter, but Schindler's attention is
back across the room |anenting the close proximty of his
wi fe and m stress.

STERN
The artillery shells, the tank
shel l's, rocket casings, apparently
all of them have failed quality-
control tests.

Schi ndl er dism sses the problemw th a cavalier shrug.

SCHI NDLER
Wll, that's to be expected. They
have to understand these are start-
up problens. This isn't pots and
pans, this is a precise business.
I"l'l wite thema letter

STERN
They' re w t hhol di ng paynent.

SCHI NDLER
( MORE)
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Well, sure. So would I. So woul d
you. | wouldn't worry about it.
W'l get it right one of these
days.

But Stern is worried about it.

STERN
There's a runor you' ve been goi ng
around m scal i brating the machi nes.
(Schi ndl er doesn't deny
it)
That's not a good i dea.

SCHI NDLER
No?

Stern slowy shakes his head, No.

STERN
They coul d shut us down, send us
back to Auschwitz.

Schi ndl er nods soberly, in agreenent it seens.

SCHI NDLER
Al'l right, call around, find out
where we can buy shells and buy
them We'|l pass themoff as ours.

Stern's not sure he sees the logic. Wiether the shells are
manuf actured here or el sewhere, they'll still eventually
reach their intended destination, into the hearts and heads
of Germany's enenies.

STERN
I know what you're saying, but I
don't see the difference. Wether
t hey' re made here or sonewhere
el se, they're still -

SCHI NDLER
You don't see a difference? | see a
di ff erence.

STERN
You'll lose a lot of noney, that's
t he difference.

SCHI NDLER
Fewer shells will be made.

That's the main difference. The only one Schindl er cares
about. Silence. Then:
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SCHI NDLER
Stern, if this factory ever
produces a shell that can actually
be fired, I'Il be very unhappy.

I NT. HOUSE - BRINNLITZ - N GHT

Schindler and Emlie, her armin his, stand around |ike
unwant ed guests at the party. They probably are. H m anyway.
The ot her guests include |local politicians who fought and
failed to keep his canp out of Brinnlitz. \Wenever his glance
neets one of theirs, they smle tightly.

SCHI NDLER
(to Emlie)
Isn't this nice.

It's not at all nice. He feels out of place, a feeling he's
not accustomed to. Fortunately, a man in uniform soneone
Schindler can relate to, approaches cheerfully, his hand
out str et ched.

RASCH
Gskar, good of you to cone.

SCHI NDLER
Are you kidding, | never mss a
party. Police Chief Rasch, ny wfe
Emlie.

RASCH
How do you do?

EM LI E
You have a | ovely hone.

It is nice. Big. The man lives well.

RASCH

Thank you.
SCHI NDLER

I need a drink.
RASCH

Oh, CGod, you don't have a drink?
SCHI NDLER

(to Enmilie)

W ne?

She nods. Schindler goes off in search of the bartender.
Rasch watches after him
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RASCH
Your husband's a very generous man.

She smles wyly.
I NT. RASCH S STUDY - LATER - N GHT

Rasch and Schi ndl er sharing cognac in the privacy of the
Police Chief's study. Beyond the closed doors, the party
conti nues, the sounds filtering in.

SCHI NDLER
I need guns.

Rasch calmy nurses his drink, his eyes revealing nothing of
what's going on behind them except that the statenent
requires sone el aboration.

SCHI NDLER
One of these days the Russians are
goi ng to show up unannounced at ny
gate. 1'd Iike the chance to defend
nyself. I'd like ny wife to have
t hat chance. My secretaries.

RASCH
(pause; then
phi | osophi cal | y)
We're losing the war, aren't we.

SCHI NDLER
It kind of | ooks that way.

RASCH
(blithely)
Pi st ol s?

SCHI NDLER
Pistols, rifles, carbines...
(1 ong pause)
I'd be grateful.

Rasch smles faintly. Yes, he's famliar, as are officials
t hr oughout nuch of Europe, with the gratitude of Gskar
Schi ndl er.

I NT. MACHI NE SHOP - BRI NNLITZ CAMP - N GHT

Pol dek Pfefferberg holds up a pistol, feels its weight,
gl ances to Schindl er standing at a w ndow.

SCHI NDLER
Just in case.
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Pfefferberg stuffs the gun into his belt and kneels beside an
open crate of weapons - revolvers, rifles, an old carbine. As
he inspects them Schindler |ooks out the window at guards in
the towers and others patrolling the perinmeter wre.

I NT. FACTORY - DAY

From hi gh above the factory, Stern can be seen anobng the
machines talking with a worker. The man points up and returns
to his work.

Stern stares up, puzzled. He | ocates a | adder that connects
the shop-floor to a series of overhead planks and, with
trepidation, clinbs.

He reaches a shaky | andi ng hi gh above the nachi nes, navi gates
the primtive catwal ks with great care, conmes to a |arge
wat er tank near the workshop ceiling.

SCHI NDLER
St ern.

Above the rimof the tank, am d rising steam Schindler's
head appears. Then di sappears. Stern clinbs a set of rungs on
the tank, reaches the top and finds inside, lolling in the
steam ng water, Schindler and Ingrid.

STERN
Excuse ne.

Nei ther Schindler nor Ingrid seens the |east bit enbarrassed.
Only Stern. He tries hard to pretend the woman isn't there,
but he just can't.

STERN
"Il talk to you |ater.

SCHI NDLER
No, no, what, what is it?

Schindler floats over closer to him waits for himto report
whatever it is he has conme to report, leans closer. Finally,
quietly -

STERN
Do you have any noney | don't know
about ? Hi dden away sonepl ace?

Schi ndl er thinks |long and hard...

SCHI NDLER
No.
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Si |l ence except for the gently lapping water. Half-joking -

SCHI NDLER
Way, am | broke?

Stern gl ances away, doesn't answer - which is an answer. And
a slight, slight smle, a ganbler's philosophical smle upon
bei ng purged of his wealth, appears on Schindler's face.

EXT. RURAL BRI NNLITZ - DAY

In the distance, a |one boxcar, stark against the w nter
| andscape. There are patches of snow on the ground. A cold
wi nd bl ows t hrough bare trees.

SCHI NDLER (V. Q)
Pol dek.

I NT. MACHI NE SHOP - BRI NNLI TZ CAWMP - DAY

Ti ght on Pol dek Pfefferberg' s eyes behind a welder's nmask. He
turns fromhis work to the voice, welding torch in his hand.

EXT. RURAL BRI NNLITZ - DAY

The torch firing at ice as hard as netal, blue flanme, white
steam Pfefferberg' s eyes behind the mask again,
concentrating.

Around t he abandoned boxcar, in the gruesone cold, stand
Schindler, Emlie, a doctor, sonme workers and some SS guards,
wat chi ng, waiting.

Pfefferberg steps back. Sl edge hammers pound at | ocks. Hands
pul | at |evers. The doors begin to slide.

Qut of darkness, frominside the boxcar as the doors slide
open, Schindler's face is revealed, tight. He stares for an
i nterm nabl e moment before wal king sl oWy away.

Inside the boxcar is a tangle of linbs, a pyram d of corpses,
frozen white

From a di stance, a tableau: the boxcar, the workers and
guards and Emlie outside it, Schindler, off to hinself
several steps away, all of themstill as statues.

EXT. CATHOLI C CEMETERY - QOUTSI DE BRI NNLI TZ

Beyond a country church, anmong the stone markers of a small
cenetery, wal k Schindler and a priest.

SCHI NDLER
( MORE)
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It's been suggested | cremate them
in ny furnaces. As a Catholic I
will not. As a human being | w |
not .

The priest nods; he seens relatively enpathic and offers an
alternative -

PRI EST
There's an area beyond the church
reserved for the burial of
sui ci des. Maybe | can convince the
parish council to allow themto be
buried there.

SCHI NDLER
These aren't suicides.

The priest knows that. But he al so knows that the provisions
of Canon Law regardi ng who can and cannot be buried in
consecrated ground are narrow.

SCHI NDLER
These are victins of a great
nmur der .

I NT. BRI NNLI TZ FACTORY - DAY

In a corner of the factory, workers hanmmer at pine | unber.
They are buil ding coffins.

EXT. BRI NNLI TZ FACTORY - DAY

As wor kers harness horses to carts, others hoist the coffins
into them Schindler is there, watching. He glances up at one
of the guard towers, expecting, perhaps, to be felled by a
bul | et.

EXT. BRI NNLI TZ FACTORY - DAY

Beyond the wire, Rabbi Levartov |eads the horse-drawn carts.
Around himwal k a mnyan - a quorum of ten mal es necessary
for the rite. A few guards |ag behind.

I NT. BRI NNLI TZ FACTORY - SAME Tl ME - DAY

Work continues, but it's apparent in their eyes they are only
physically here; in spirit they are all wal ki ng al ongsi de the
carts, one great noral force.

The roar of a machine suddenly, inexplicably, dies. Then
anot her. And another. Schindler, standing at the main power
panel, pulls the last of the switches, and the factory

pl unges into absolute silence...
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out of which faint sounds fromthe outside gradually emerge,
sounds that, for years now, have been snothered by the noisy
machi nery of industry and war - the sounds of nature, which
CONTI NUE OVER:

EXT. CATHOLI C CEMETERY - DAY

Just beyond the perineter of the Catholic cenetery, the
m nyan quietly recites Kaddi sh over the dead as their coffins
are lowered into individual graves.

Then, there is only a | ow breathing of wnd...
EXT. BRI NNLI TZ CAVP - DAY

Anon Coeth, in civilian clothes, energes froma car. H's
eyes, sallow frominadequate sleep, sweep across the
fortified compound with envy. It's a nice place OGskar's got
her e.

I NT. OFFI CE - BRINNLI TZ FACTORY - SAME TI ME - DAY

Stern, at a wi ndow, stares down at CGoeth beside the car.
Softly, gravely -

STERN
What's he doing here?

Schi ndl er appears beside Stern, glances down. He's | ost
wei ght, CGoeth. The old suit he wears seens too big for him
Al one down there he seens disoriented.

SCHI NDLER
Probably | ooking for a handout.

I NT. BRI NNLI TZ FACTORY - DAY

Rebecca Bau, and others, glance up fromtheir work to an
apparition fromthe pit of their foulest dreans - Anobn Goeth
crossing through the factory.

Schindler's armdrapes around the killer's shoulder as if he
were a long |l ost brother. Leading himacross the shop-fl oor
he proudly points out the huge thundering H | o machi nes.

I NT. OFFI CES, BRI NNLITZ FACTORY - DAY

Schindler takes an old suitcase fromhis office closet and
sets it on a coffee table. He snaps it open revealing Goeth's
uni fornms and nmedal s in nothballs. The ex- Qberstrunfuhrer
reaches in and touches the fabric and ribbons reverently,
then glances up to his friend who has kept them safe.

GOETH
( MORE)
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Every one of them betrayed ne.

Huj ar, Toffel, Leo John, Scherner -
they all ratted on ne to save their
own necks. Every one of them
Except you.

As Schindl er pours themeach a drink, CGoeth picks up one of
the nedals and turns it over in his hand. Hi s nails haven't
been manicured for a long tine.

GCETH
This is what | have left. After al
| did for them this is what | have
left, this box and this suit. Look
at this suit -

The one he's wearing. He pulls at a frayed lapel with
di sdai n. Schindl er hands hima cognac and -

SCHI NDLER
That's no nmeasure of a man's
success. It's fabric, thread,
buttons -

GOETH
This is nmy best fuckin suit, Gskar -

SCHI NDLER

Was anyone | ooking at your suit
when you cane through this factory?
Was one person | ooking at your
suit? They were | ooking at you
face. And in your face they stil
see deat h.

(pause)
That's failure?

A smal |l nmeasure of pride creeps back into Goeth's eyes. They
do still fear him don't they.

I NT. OUTER OFFI CES - SAME TI ME - DAY

Beyond the frosted glass of Schindler's office door, Stern
can see the wavering forns of the two Nazi Party nenbers
shari ng cognac.

I NT. SCH NDLER S OFFI CE - CONTI NUED - DAY

The bottle in Schindler's hand tips over Goeth's gl ass,
refilling it.

SCHI NDLER
What can | do to help you out? I'd
gi ve you a managerial post if the
( MORE)
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SCHI NDLER( CONT' D)

SS would sit still for -
GCETH

Yeah, | know, they'd never let you.
SCHI NDLER

Let ne give you some noney at

| east .

Goeth tries to shake his head "no" while neaning "yes," but
when Schindl er doesn't rise to the bait, he has to wonder if
he did it wong.

SCHI NDLER
Vell, | wish there was sonething |
could do for you.

GOETH
Hel en.

Schindl er is caught conpletely unprepared. He stares at
Goet h, then glances away, his m nd racing.

GCETH
You coul d gi ve ne Hel en back.
m ss her.

SCHI NDLER

She' s dead, Anon.

CGoeth stares at the back of Schindler's head, parazlyzed by
the news. After a |long nonent, he nmanages a breath.

GCETH
VWhat ?

Schi ndl er turns back with a | ook that wi shes he had told his
friend as soon as he saw him

SCHI NDLER
" msorry.

I NT. BRI NNLI TZ FACTORY - DAY

Drunk and depressed, Goeth comes through the factory again
carrying the suitcase. Schindler's at his side, steering him
to sone degree.

Goeth's hand cones up to his cheek as if to brush away a
bot hersone fly. But it isn't a fly. One of the workers has
spit on him He turns in disbelief.
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Silence as his hand drops to his side, to the holster he
forgets isn't there. He glances around for SS guards - who
aren't there - and | ooks to Schindler thoroughly confused.

GOETH
(whi sper)
Were are the guards?

SCHI NDLER
The guards aren't allowed on the
factory floor. They nmake ny workers
ner vous.

CGoeth stares at himbew | dered. Then again at the worker who
spit. Then at other workers, the resolve in their eyes. They
know he has no power here, and sense he has no power
anywher e.

Is this a drean? Goeth's own eyes drift to a woman at one of
t he machi nes, her face turned partly away fromhim She dares
a | ook over her shoul der and he sees that it's Hel en.

He stares, first at her, then at Schindler, know ng suddenly
that he's the betrayer... but also that there's absolutely
not hi ng he can do about it.

SCHI NDLER
Cone on.

He'll see Goeth out; that's the extent of what he'll do for
him He steps toward the door and the workers watch as Goeth,
i npotent, foll ows.

I NT. GUARDS' BARRACKS - EVEN NG

A guard slowy turns the dial of a radio, finding and | osing
in static several different voices in several |anguages, none
of themlasting nore than a nonent.

Depr essi on hangs over the barracks. Mst of the guards are
straining to hear the news they've been fearing for sonme tine
now, some on their bunks just staring, one at a w ndow
peering out at the black face of a forest as if expecting, at
any noment, to see Russian or Anerican troops appear.

I NT. WORKERS' BARRACKS - SAME Tl ME - EVEN NG
Anot her radio. Wrkers, |ike the guards, straining to hear.

The dial finds, faint, mred in static, the idiosyncratic
voi ce of Wnston Churchill



152.

I NT. LIEPOLD S QUARTERS - SAME Tl ME - EVEN NG

Schi ndl er on Liepold s doorstep. The two nen consi dering each
ot her across the threshold. Radio static filters out from
Liepold's room The word "Ei senhower” cuts through before the
speaker's voice is buried again.

SCHI NDLER
It's time the guards cane into the
factory.

He turns and wal ks away.
I NT. BRI NNLI TZ FACTORY - N GAT

Al'l twelve hundred workers and all the guards are gathered
for the first time on the factory floor. Tension and
uncertainty surround them It's om nously quiet. Then -

SCHI NDLER
The uncondi ti onal surrender of
Germany has just been announced. At
m dni ght tonight the war is over.

It is not his intention to elicit celebration. Indeed, his
wor ds, echoing and fading in the cavernous factory, echo the
doubts they all feel.

SCHI NDLER
Tonorrow, you'll begin the process
of | ooking for survivors of your
famlies. In many cases you won't
find them After six long years of
murder, victins are being nourned
t hr oughout the worl d.

Not by Untersturnfuhrer Liepold. He stands with his nen,
dying to lift his rifle and fire.

SCHI NDLER
W' ve survived. Sone of you have
come up to nme and thanked ne. Thank
your sel ves. Thank your fearless
Stern, and ot hers anong you, who,
worryi ng about you, have faced
death every nonent.

(gl anci ng away)

Thank you.

He's | ooking at the guards, thanking them which thoroughly
confuses the workers. Just when they thought they knew where
his sentinments |lay, he's thanking guards.
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SCHI NDLER
You' ve shown extraordi nary
di sci pline. You' ve behaved humanely
here. You shoul d be proud of
your sel ves.

O is he attenpting to adjust reality, to destroy the SS as

conbatants, to alter the self-inage of both the guards and

t he prisoners? Myving across the SS nen's faces, they remain
inscrutable. Schindler turns his attention back to the

wor kers, and, not at all like a confession, but rather |ike
sinple statenents of fact:

SCHI NDLER
I"'ma nmenber of the Nazi party. |I'm
a munitions manufacturer. I'ma
profiteer of slave l|abor, I'ma
crimnal. At mdnight, youll be
free and I'll be hunted.
(pause)

["I'l remain with you until five

m nutes after mdnight. After which
time, and | hope you'll forgive ne,
| have to flee.

That worries the workers. \Wenever he | eaves, sonething
terrible always seens to happen

SCHI NDLER
In nenory of the countless victins
anong your people, | ask us to

observe three m nutes of silence.

In the quiet, in the silence, drifting slowy across the
faces of the workers - the elderly, the |anme, teenagers,

wi ves besi de husbands, children beside their parents,

fam lies together - it becones clear, if it wasn't before,
that both as a prison and a manufacturing enterprise, the
Brinnlitz canp has been one | ong sustained confidence gane.

Schi ndl er has never stood still so long in his life. He does
now, though, franmed by his giant H |l o machines, silent at the
cl ose of the noisiest of wars, his head bowed, nourning the
many dead.

When he finally does | ook up he sees that he is the last to
do so. The faces, few of which he recognizes, are all |ooking
at him He turns to speak to the guards along the wall again.

SCHI NDLER
I know you' ve received orders from
our Commandant - which he's
received fromhis superiors - to

( MORE)
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SCHI NDLER( CONT" D)
di spose of the population of this
canp.

Appr ehensi on spreads across the factory |ike a wave.
Pfefferberg tightens his grip on the pistol under his coat.
His ragtag irregulars do the sane, the rest of their ersatz
"arsenal " conceal ed behind a machine. To the guards:

SCHI NDLER
Now woul d be the tinme to do it.
They're all here. This is your
opportunity.

The guards hold their weapons, as they have fromthe nonent
they arrived here tonight, at attention, waiting it seens, to
be given the official order fromtheir Comrander, Liepold,
who appears ready to give it.

SCHI NDLER
O...
(he shrugs)
... you could leave. And return to
your famlies as nen instead of
nmur der er s.

Long, long silence. Finally, one of the guards slowy |owers
his rifle, breaks ranks and wal ks away. Then anot her. And
anot her. And anot her. Anot her.

When the last is gone, the workers consider Liepold. He
appears nore an oddity than a threat. He is nore an oddity
than a threat. And he knows it. He turns and | eaves.

EXT. BRI NNLI TZ CAWVP - NI GHT

A wat cht ower. Abandoned. The perineter wire. No sentries. The
guard barracks. Deserted. The SS is | ong gone.

I NT. METALWORKS - NI GHT

Strange tools fashioned fromsew ng needl es and screwdri ver
handl es on a workbench. The nost nedieval of themis

sel ected, probes the recesses of a man's open nouth, pries at
agold filling in a nolar.

I NT. SCH NDLER S QUARTERS - SAME TIME - N GHT
A suitcase yawning open. Two silk shirts set onto clothes

already in it. Schindl er noves across to a dresser and
gat hers socks from a drawer.
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I NT. METALWORKS - CONTI NUED - NI GHT

The flane of a welding torch fires at extracted fillings,
nmelting themdown. Pliers drop another into the small pool of
gol d.

I NT. SCH NDLER S QUARTERS - CONTI NUED - N GAT

Hand raking toiletries into a small |eather bag. Schindler
carries it into the other room place it into one of the two
suitcases on the bed and snaps the | atches.

I NT. METALWORKS - CONTI NUED - NI GHT

Wil ken the jewel er works quickly to formthe nmelted gold into
a band. It's crude but it'll have to do; there's not a |ot of
time. Wth a nmakeshift engraving tool he begins etching a
brief inscription along the inner curve.

EXT. COURTYARD - BRI NNLITZ CAMP - N GHAT

Schindler and Emilie energe fromhis quarters, each carrying
a suitcase. In the dark, sone distance away fromthe
Mercedes, stand all el even hundred workers. As the Schindlers
cross the courtyard to the car, Stern and Levartov approach,
the rabbi with sonme papers.

LEVARTOV
W've witten a letter trying to
explain things. In case you're
captured. Every worker has signed
It.

Schindl er sees a list of signatures beginning bel ow the
typewitten text and continuing for several pages. He pockets
it, this new list of nanes.

SCHI NDLER
Thank you.

Stern gl ances away to the assenbl ed workers who are parting
for Pfefferberg, Wl ken and a couple of others com ng

t hrough. They reach the group by the car and Wil ken hands
Stern, who hands Schindler, the finished ring.

Schindl er sees that it's a gold band, |ike a wedding ring. He
notices the inscription and glances up to Stern.

STERN
It's Hebrew. 1t says, 'Woever
saves one |life, saves the world.'
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Schindler slips the ring onto a finger, admres it a nonent,
gl ances to Stern and Wil ken and Pfefferberg nodding his
t hanks, then seens to w thdraw.

SCHI NDLER
(to hinself)
| could ve got nore out...

Stern isn't sure he heard right. Schindler steps away from
him fromhis wife, fromthe car, fromthe workers

SCHI NDLER
(to hinself)
| could ve got nore... if I'd
just... | don't know, if 1'd
just... | could' ve got nore..
STERN

Gskar, there are el even hundred
peopl e who are alive because of
you. Look at them

He can't.

SCHI NDLER
If I'd made nore noney... | threw
away so much noney, you have no
idea. If 1'd just...

STERN
There will be generations because
of what you did.

SCHI NDLER
I didn't do enough.

STERN
You did so nuch.

Schindler starts to lose it, the tears com ng. Stern, too.
The |1 ook on Schindler's face as his eyes sweep across the
faces of the workers is one of apol ogy, begging themto
forgive himfor not doing nore.

SCHI NDLER
This car. Goeth woul d' ve bought
this car. Wiy did | keep the car?
Ten people, right there, ten nore |
coul d' ve got.
(1 ooki ng around)

This pin -
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He rips the el aborate Hakenkreus, the swastika, fromhis
| apel and holds it out to Stern pathetically.

SCHI NDLER

Two people. This is gold. Two nore
peopl e. He woul d've given nme two
for it. At |east one. He would' ve
given me one. One nore. One nore
person. A person, Stern. For this.
One nore. | could' ve gotten one
nore person and | didn't.

He conpl etely breaks down, weeping convul sively, the enotion
he's been holding in for years spilling out, the guilt
consum ng him

SCHI NDLER
They killed so many people..
(Stern, weeping too,
enbraces him
They killed so many people..

From above, froma watchtower, Stern can be seen down bel ow,
trying to confort Schindler. Eventually, they separate, and
Schindler and Emilie clinb into the Mrcedes.

As the car slowy pulls out through the gates of the canp and
onto the road, Stern clinbs to a vantage point to watch.
After several nonments, the taillights are swallowed by the

ni ght.

EXT. BRINNLITZ - N GHT

A Panzer energes fromthe treeline well beyond the wire of
the canp and just sits there growing |like a beast. Suddenly
it fires a shell at nothing in particular, at the night - an
exhi bition of randomspite - then turns around and rolls back
into the forest.

EXT. BRINNLI TZ CAVP - SAME TIME - N GHAT

From a wat chtower, a couple of workers, having w tnessed the
tank's display of inpotent mght, can make little sense of
it. Below, many of the workers m |l around the yard, waiting
to be liberated. No one seens to know what el se to do.

EXT. BRI NNLI TZ - DAY

Some Czech partisans energe fromthe forest. They cone down
the hill and casually approach the canp. Reaching the wre,
they're met by Pfefferberg and sone other workers, rifles
slung over their shoul ders. Through the fence -
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PARTI SAN
It's all over.
PFEFFERBERG
W know.
PARTI SAN
(pause)

So what are you doing? You're free
to go hone.

PFEFFERBERG
When the Russians arrive. Until
then we're staying here.

The partisan shrugs, Suit yourself, and wanders back toward
the trees with his friends.

EXT. BRI NNLI TZ CAVP - NI GHT

Fi ve headlights appear out of the night, five notorcycles
marked with the SS Death' s-head insignia. They turn onto the
road leading to the canp gate and park, the riders shutting
of f the engines.

SS NCO
Hel | 0?

Shapes materialize out of the darkness within the canp.
Several arnmed and dangerous Jews.

EXT. BRI NNLI TZ CAVP - LATER - N GHT

As the cyclists fill their tanks with gasoline borrowed from
the canp, the workers keep their rifles pointed at them The
NCO in charge lines the gas cans neatly back up against the
wire.

NCO | N CHARGE
Thank you very nuch.

He clinbs onto his notorcycle. The others clinb onto theirs.
And drive away.

EXT. BRI NNLI TZ CAVP - DAWN

A |l one Russian officer on horseback, tattered coat, rope for
reins, energes fromthe forest. As he draws nearer, it
becones apparent to the workers assenbling on the canp yard,
that the horse is a nere pony, the Russian's feet in stirrups
nearly touching the ground beneath the animal's skinny
abdonen.
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He reaches the canp, clinbs easily down fromthe horse and,
in a loud voice, addresses the hundreds of workers standing
at the fence:

RUSSI AN
You have been |liberated by the
Sovi et Arny.

This is it? This one man? The workers wait for himto say
nore. He waits for themto nove, to | eave, to go hone.
Finally -

RUSSI AN
What ' s wrong?

A few of the workers cone out from behind the fence to talk
with him
STERN
Have you been in Pol and?

RUSSI AN
| just cane from Pol and.

STERN
Are there any Jews left?

The Russian has to think. Eventually he shrugs, 'no,' not
t hat he saw, and clinbs back onto his pony to | eave.

WORKER
Where shoul d we go?

RUSSI AN
I don't know. Don't go east, that's
for sure, they hate you there.
(pause)
I wouldn't go west either if | were
you.

He shrugs and gives his little horse a kick in the ribs.

VWORKER
We coul d use sone food.

The Russi an | ooks confused, glances off. The quiet ham et of
Brinnlitz sits there against the nountains not half a mle

awnay.

RUSSI AN
Isn't that a town over there?
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O course it is. But the idea that they could sinply walk
over there is conpletely foreign to them The Russian rides
away.

EXT. BRINNLI TZ - DAY

Al'l el even hundred of them a great noving crowd com ng
forward, crosses the land | aying between the canp, behind
them and the town, in front of them

Ti ght on the FACE of one of the MEN

Ti ght on TYPEWRI TER KEYS rappi ng hi s NAME

Tight on A PEN scratching out the words, "METAL POLI SHER" on
a form

Ti ght on the KEYS typing, "TEACHER "

Tight on his FACE in the crowd.

Tight on the face of a woman in the noving crowd. The keys
typi ng her nane. The pen scratching out "LATHE OPERATOR' The
keys typing "PHYSICIAN." Tight on her face.

Tight on a man's face. Hi s nane. Pen scratching out
"ELECTRI Cl AN. " Keys typing "MUSICIAN." His face.

A worman's face. Name. Pen scratching out "MACH NI ST." Keys
typi ng "MERCHANT. " Face.

"CARPENTER. " Face. "SECRETARY." Face. "DRAFTSMAN." Face.
"PAI NTER. " Face. "JOURNALI ST." Face. "NURSE." Face. "JUDGE."
Face. Face. Face. Face.

HARD CUT TO
EXT. FRANKFURT - DUSK (1955)

A street of apartnent buildings in a working class
nei ghbor hood of the city.

From somewhere, |ike a nenory, echo the distant, plaintive
strains of "d oony Sunday."

I NT. APARTMENT - DUSK

A 78 of the nelancholy Hungarian | ove song turns beneath the
needl e of a cheap hi-fi.

The door to the nodest apartnent opens and Oskar Schindler is
reveal ed i nside. The el egant clothes are gone but the
famliar smle remins.
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SCHI NDLER
Hey, how re you doi ng?

It's Poldek Pfefferberg out in the hall.

PFEFFERBERG
Good. How s it going?

SCHI NDLER
Things are great, things are great.

Things don't | ook so great. Schindler isn't penniless, but

he's not far fromit, living alone in the one room behind
hi m
PFEFFERBERG
What are you doi ng?
SCHI NDLER
"' m having a drink, come on in,
we' || have a drink.
PFEFFERBERG

| mean where have you been?
Nobody' s seen you around for a
coupl e of weeks.

SCHI NDLER
(puzzl ed)
|'ve been here. | guess | haven't
been out.

PFEFFERBERG
| thought maybe you'd like to come
over, have sone dinner, sone of the
peopl e are com ng over.

SCHI NDLER
Yeah? Yeah, that'd be nice, let ne
get ny coat.

Pfefferberg waits out in the hall as Schindler disappears
inside for a mnute. The | egend bel ow appears:

AMON GCETH WAS ARRESTED AGAI N,

VWH LE A PATIENT I N A SANI TARI UM AT
BAD TOLZ.

G VI NG THE NATI ONAL SCCI ALI ST SALUTE,
HE WAS HANGED | N CRACOW FOR CRI MES
AGAI NST HUVANI TY.

Schi ndl er reappears wearing a coat, steps out into the hall,
forgets something, turns around and goes back in.
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OSKAR SCHI NDLER FAI LED AT

SEVERAL BUSI NESSES, AND MARRI AGE,

AFTER THE WAR

I N 1958, HE WAS DECLARED A RI GHTEQUS
PERSON BY THE COUNCI L OF THE YAD VASHEM
I N JERUSALEM AND | NVI TED TO PLANT

A TREE I N THE AVENUE OF THE RI GHTEQUS.

| T GRONS THERE STI LL.

He comes back out with a nice bottle of wine in his hand. He
remenbered that but forgot to turn the hi-fi off and "d oony
Sunday" keeps playing as he and Pfefferberg di sappear down
the stairs together -

SCH NDLER S VA CE
Mla s good?

PFEFFERBERG S VA CE
She' s good.

SCHI NDLER S VA CE
Kids are good? Let's stop at a
store on the way so | can buy them
sonet hi ng.

PFEFFERBERGA S VA CE
They don't need anything. They just
want to see you

SCHI NDLER S VA CE
Yeah, | know. 1'd like to pick up
sonething for them It'll only take
a mnute.

Their voices fade. Against the enpty hallway appears a faint
trace of the image of the factory workers, through the wre,
wal king away fromthe Brinnlitz canp. And the | egends:

THERE ARE FEWER THAN FI VE

THOUSAND JEWS LEFT ALI VE | N POLAND

TODAY.

THERE ARE MORE THAN Sl X THOUSAND DESCENDANTS
OF THE SCHI NDLER

JEWS.

FADE TO BLACK
UNDER END CREDI TS:

Movi ng slowy over the road of fractured gravestones w nding
t hrough Pl aszow. Tuffs of grass and weeds between the spaces.
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A pick pries at one of the stones, and - Thousands of
m smat ched fragnments of unearthed stones on the ground |ike
pi eces of a jigsaw puzzle.

A wor kman' s hands place two together that fit, and - A wall
under construction, a nenorial made entirely of the recovered
gravestones. Myving across them two letters of a nane are
all that remain of one, four letters of another, then a ful
nanme, then half a name, three letters of another, two, and
finally, only a Jew sh star



