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TEE RIG!:"T TO LIVE 

by 

ALLAN E. SLOANE 

FOR 

IDUTED J~WI SH APPEAL 

ST ARRn=J : KATF..ARI!iE BEPBURN AND DAN~ A~IDREWS 

PRODUCED & DI~ECTED: FI.lAr· ffPQ";,rN 
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CUE t 

ANNOUNCER : 

MUSIC : 
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NAmlII : 

DOCTOR: 

NAOMI : 

IvlUSI C : 

ANNOUNCER: 

(NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY) 
( •••••••• • • 30 seconds •• •• • • •• ) 

Now -- The Right To_!Jvet!.. starring Katha:-i ne 

Hepburn and Dana ·Andrewso 

A FE.IV MOODY BARS, STI NG AND UWDER 

Tell me - - why did you come to me? 

Friends say you can .answer a question for me . 

N:aybe there isn't even an answer, but l:.'-

Wr...a.t is the auestion? 

Have I the right to be alive -- when all the 

others are dead? 

UP &'\TD TO A FINISH 

The Kational Broadcasting Company is proud to 

dedicate the next half hour to the United 

Jewish Appeal for an unusual drama - - "TEE 

RIGHT TO LIVE", st arr in@'. Ka t ha::t•1ne Hepbum and 

Dana Andrews , especially written b y Allan E. 

Sloane and dire cted by Himan Brown 0 (MUSIC 

STI NG} This is not a story • • • it is a true 

case history from the actual fi l es of Europe ' s 

desperate uprooted men and women . I t is one 

story of one qu~stion asked by one woman - - who 

is only one of many thousands who have no other 

pl ace to turn for help but the a gencies of the 

United J ewish Appeal . Here to enact that one 

woman ' s story is -- ~liiss Katha,!'1.ne· Hepburn., . . · 
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UP IN POTGNANT- CHILD- PLAY MOOD (A BAH OR TWO) 

TH3N UNDER 

smtm: BIRDS AND SOUE EUROPEAN TRAFFIC 

It is May, and this is Pa ris --- - where you 

have an add ress , but not a home . I t is Spring 

now, and you sit in a park, oy t he entrance, to 

watch the children come and go • • • as you h~ve 

sa t in every Parisian pa rk - - to ~'Vatch the 

children. • • Sometines, a ball roll s to you, 

and some times, when you pick it up and give it 

to a child, you ct::.n touch a h~nd o • c once, even, 

a small girl slipped, skipping , and fell, and 

be:'ore he r ~other took he r av1ay, you had her for 

a moment to hold, to comi'ort o 

A STEEPLE CLOCR &:'HIKES FOUR, SLOWLY . 

But now it is four o ' clock, time for your 

appointnent across the boulevard, with t he 

doctor, fri ends say may help you . So you cross, 

and in his office --

Your name is --

Naomi, Docto r - Naomi Grief . 

vrny did you come to me? 

There is no other pl ace to go - and othe r s who 

have been here say you can answer a question for 
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me . 

Maybe I can help you find the answer for your

self . What is the questton? 

It will sound foolish 

Not to me . There are 60 thousand lost people 

like you in France . Hear ing your -- questions, 

that is my \70rk. So 

Maybe there i sn 1 t even an ans\·:er . 

What is the queetion, Ha0rr.i? 

Have I the r ight to be alive? 

What? 

Have I the rlght to be alive? 

Wh.y shouldn ft you be? Don't you thinl{ t he very 

fact that you are, is an ans~er? 

If I did, I wouldn ' t h a ve c.ome to you . Beside s 

-- some times I don't even thl.nk I am all ve . 

Sometimes I think what happened to me was -

was sonething somebody was d~eaming about . And 

then --

Yes --
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And then the dream is over . Everybody else in 

it is gone , and there ' s only me . Why should theJ 

all be gone but me? Maybe I' m not even here 

and if I am -- what right have I got to be? 

Why shouldn't you be? 

Because ever ybody el se is dead . 

A LIGET OMINOUS STING AND HOLD 

Tell me a~out it . 

All of it? 

All . Sit down th0ro end talk to me . J ust -

re~ember, -- and tal k to me . 

UP I~ llOODY ACCE!·TT AND EOLD m~DER FOR SPEECE 

I t is another May and this is -- Warsaw, o•• 

62 Sienna Street , Evening . The gh e tto gates 

are closed . Those who are allowed to go out by 

day -- to work in the fields , to scrub Warsaw ' s 

Aryan streets - ar e ba ck now - - or will never 

come again . (PAUSE) You, Mr s o Naomi Grief, 

wife of Doctor Ror.iek Grief, ar e pr eparing supper , 

Your daughter, Raya, looks up from pl ay and asks: 

as she does every night , not -- " ~nen is Daddy 

coming home," but the Ghetto children's question-
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RAYA: Do you thlru: Daddy will come home? 

N.Ao:~u : Yes, Raya . I think he.will . 

RAY.h: Eolats father ct.:.d.n ' t come ho~e last night . 

N.d.O::r : I know. ( PAJS3) Play, Rayo. -- play. 

RAYA : 

NAOI:I : Eread and honey, Pot~to o~eling soup . 

RAYA: Ko potntoes? 

NAO..;I : \·:e hr~d 'tho not!l.toes last n1F'1t . 

RAYA: I.:o.Jbe :>c.C.d~ •v!ll br~ ne- somet:-i.lng home . 

NAO~:I : ![aybe . 

SOUN:J : TB LA:1CS IS T~ED ON THE DOOR 

RAYA: There ' s daddy . 

NAOMI : 

sou:m: 

RAYA & NAO:.a : R --

sou·:in: O!-iE KNOCK 

R.;YA & NAC~ : 0 --

SOUHD : ONE KNOCK 

RAYA & NAOMI : M --
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ONE IGIOCK 

E --

Ol-i.C: K?::OCK 

K. (RC.YA AI·ONE) It' s D:iddy t 

(l~OW :'.APPY) All right , Raye. -- (Fade) open the 

door . 

DGOR IS O?ENED 

( '.··p_p.;:) Rel lo, Rc..yusha . • • 

Hello, Duddy . What ' s in the package? 

Sl".bh t A s nrpri se t 

(A LI':TL:S OFF) rTr_.a~ are you t•10 whispering 

about? 

Daddy' s brought something . Like you saidn 

As you said. (PA~S3) N~o:ni -- hereo I t ' s for 

you . 

Food? 

Open it • 

• .\ PAPZR IS RuSTLED . ~F.:ERE IS A PAUSE 

(CHOKED) Romek, Ro~ek --

For you . 
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Lilacs. 

Fl owers? 

Lilacs. • • 

~!hat you smel l, Raya, from the other side of 

the wall . Remember, you asked -- what smells 

so nice? 

(SJ?r} Are those lilacs? 

Yes . (BI~TE~) They onl y grow outside the 

wall . 

'fuere ' d you get them, Romek? 

I bought them -- fo r a hundred zl otys -- from 

one of the boys ~ho go over the wall . 

A hundred zl otys could have bought a l oaf of 

b r ead . 

We had bread yeste.:-day . We ha \e bread tonight . 

Wnen did you last have f l ower s? 

I ' m sorry? Romek. Now have supper . I 'll put 

then i n water . 

Wait . I h ave something el se . 

Mor e surprises t 
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Yes . Look. One f'or you -- one f'or- riie·~-- ... ane 

f'or Raya --

(IT IS TOO WONDERFUL TO MAKE NOISE ) The 

passports . The passports 

What ' s a passport? 

Freedom. Now we can go away . 

Where? 

Come on . You' re a big girl . Read it to your 

mother . Read . 

All rig..~t . U- N- I - T- E- D -- United --

That ' s right 

S- T- A- T- E-S . States . United States . 

That ' s right. Keller ' scomlng tonight to 

take them away • \ e won' t need teem. He ' s 

coming to tell us when we 'll go, how we ' ll 

go . But first - supper . 
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Where ' s ·the United. States? 

Far away fa~ across the ocean. 

Very far away? Real ly far? 

Ver y f ar -- really . 

That ' s good . 

HIT AND FADE UNDER 

The bread and the potato- peel soup are a feast , 

tonig~t -- with the lilacs on the table, the 

blossons th~t must be smuggled into t he ghetto, 

the v1ay food is • • • (HUSIC RISES A BI T 'IEE~J 

SACK UNDER) aut the l ilacs and the feast- feel 

ing, they fade, the next morning, a s you t ake 

the passpo r ts and goo As you pass the line s of 

pe0pl e taken f r om their houses ~- you f eel a 

shame that you should be going f ree . They are 

gather ed to be shipped East, i n cattle cars, 

to the camps whence only shoes and cl othes and 
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the fillings of teeth ever come back. You f eel 

a shame -- ( S1-ffiAK SOUND OF TR • .l.IN) for your 

train will go - - Yest . 

TRAIN ' S ETJROPEAN SCREAM AND RUSE UNDE.."q 

Westward you go - - but still, the farther a'1ay 

you move, the clearer becomes the Ghettoc They 

do not fade, the pictures ••• it is as if you 

had been a photographic plate for four years, 

and now you bear, indelible, tt~e pictures of 

the ghetto . (MUSIC WEAVES IN AND OUT) 

The wfill around . • • •i th the bricks the masons 

l eft loose for bread to be smuggl ed through • •• 

the girl who sang in Sienna Street the song 

about the train that would not come back, the 

mad girl ••• the bodies with the blue faces and 

the clenched fists, found starven always in 

front of food shops -- the ones you in the 

ghetto called Dr eamers of Bread. • • the 

horse bone jelly at 1 0 zloty a portion. • • 

the smell of lilacs from the other side , • • 

and last of all -- the sidewalks of every 

street -- yellow with the stains of washed-

away bl ood , 

TRAIN UP AND UNDER ,. 

West and west, to a pl ace call ed Vittel, in 
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the South of France . And there while you 

waitu. fear waits with you, for it is just 

another ghetto with barbed wire for walls . 

Friends are there • • •• those who had arrived be

fore ••• still wait:.ng to be exchB.!lged for Gernan 

nationals . ... v•aiting, never kno:7ing whether 

their passports will be honored or talrnn away . 

And so j-ou know the old despair when one night , 

guard comes -

Grief --

(WHISP:i;R) Yes --

( VRIS?ER) ~·."hat is it •rorth to you to know 

something? 

I have an American dollar --

I'll t ake it t Now listen t You ' re all going 

away 

Yes 

3ut not to South America! 

Wher e? 

Drancy t I t ' s a durchsgangslager --

A transit CQJ!lp t From there the next stop is 

Belsen1 When? 
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Tomorrowo I can save one of you ••• smuggle 

you out of here for moneyl 

HIT (SHORT) Al'ID FADE 

You and Romek t ell the others . Who is the ·one 

to be? Everybody turns and l ooks at silver

haired Rabbi Aleksander, who has been waiting 

longe~ than anyone . Your Romek understands the 

silent election• o•• 

Rabbi 

Yes? 

You heard the news --

Yeso 

One can go . We have decided it will be you. 

Vie wil l get you out . \Ve can get enough money 

to 

I t sa~·s in the Torah 

Rabbi Rabbi -- it is no time for the Torah t 

I t says in the To rah -- In the day that thou 

standest r eady to cross to the other side, in 

the day that the strangers shall carry away thy 

brother captive --

Ra.bbi i 
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I n that day shalt thou l ook into thy heart and 

ask 11 Wneref'ore shall I cross to the other side, 

when my brother is deliver ed up unto mine 

enemy c 11 Then sl:..al t thou do i7hat thou findest 

in thy heart to do, and in thy heart alone . 

So , Rabbi? 

So I shall sta; . (PAUSE) Let the little one 

go . (SOFT) A child -- I make the decision for 

her. Let the little one go . 

HIT k'4D FADE 

That night, you go with Raya in your arms dovm 

the cor~idoro The bribed guard meets you, and 

with lies and bribes and bribes and lies, you 

are ou~slde . Outside the barbed wire . Then --

All right . Hide her. 

V.'here? Where? 

That I' m not supposed to know. That I don ' t 

knOW o 

But where can I go, where can I take her? 

(A SHRUG) I said I could get one out . The 

rest is up to you! 

AN ACCENT AND UNDER 
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You wall{ a way through the quiet town, carrying 

your little Raya, until she says 

I can walk, mommy. 

No -- let mo carry you a little . 

Don ' t get tired . 

( SOFT} Carrying you 'l 

But "he re to, '!.onniy? ·r.aere to? 

What can you answer when you don ' t know? 

you walk, carrying, until you can carry 

this doc. r burden no more, You sit down 

stone step, in the 

old. A door opens 

IS OUT 

DOOR OPENS CREAKILY 

(SHE GASPS) 

Don ' t be afraid . 

Who are you? 

~other Sto Helen . 

This is a church ! 

Ye s . 

shadow of a building 

But 

even 

on a 

that ls 
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I - - I'm so rry . I ' ll go away -- I didn't mean 

to -- come here . I --

Are you one of the peopl e from the camp? 

(SILENCE) 

Are you afrai d to t ell me? 

SILENCE 

(SOFT) Li ttlo gi rl -- •vho.t 1 s your name? 

Raya . 

Raya . Raya, are you afraid of me? 

CHILD -- will you come ins ide with ~e --

Rnya l Raya --

Juer; ?'or a moment? And then come back t o your 

mo-rher? 

Is it all rlgb.t, Ifommy? 

Why -- why do you --

You will see , Will you co!lie, Raya? 

Yes . 

Corne then . 

DOOR OPENS WIDER, CLOSES SLOVILY 
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You sit and wait. In the dark, you can hear 

the pulse of your own he9.rt , you scarcely dare 

br•eathe lest -- l est you be fom1d out. Then - -

DOOR OPENS 

(SOFTLY) Mommy -- it ' s me. 

I was waiting for you to come back --

Can I tell he r, lady? 

Yes . Tell hero 
• 

Vfuat is it, Raya -- ,.,hat is it? 

I nside, Mommy -- the l ady showed me what is 

inside. 

Yes --

Inside there are children. Lots of cfi.J.ldren . 

A THROB - UHDER 

You look at the sister . She nods . She urges 

Raya into the ci rcle of your arms . You hold 

her till the smal l beat of her heart is so close 

to yours, i t becomes part of it again, and then 

she takes Raya to _,... safetyo You watch the 

child g row smaller and smaller down a corrid.:·r 

-- wi t h no guar ds in it -- until she is gone . 

A FAR- AWAY ECRO OF Th~ THROB 
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Don't be a f'raid . Just t ell me h er name - - and 

whatever happens, we will keep her sa.fe . 

Her na..rne is Raya Grief . If she asks f'or us --

we are Naomi and Romek, 

we 're goi ng to Draney 

Griof . Tomorrow, 

I know. J ust before a train l eaves -- child r en 

a r e broug~t to me . 

A:1d you -- save them? 

Yes . Some day we 'll g ive then all back. 

You -- promise? 

I give you my word . 

I -- I trus t you . 

(SOFTLY) God be with you . 

HIT AND FADE UNDER 

You get back into the camp, and t he guar d asks 

no questions when you r eturn without Raya . But 

you r eturned wi t h somethi ng that was never t her E 

before, through all the terror of the ghet to . 

And that is -- an RChe in the crook of your el 

bow, an ache in your arms t hat has never been 

ther e before and will never go away until you 

have Raya ba ck. 
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UP AND OUT 

TRAIN WAITI NG, BELL AND PUFFI NG UNDER -

On the train, the next morning --

Naor.rl. -- I want to tel l you something about 

l ast night 

Whn t is 1 t , Rornek? 

When you we:~t o.way wi th 11 ttle Raya 

Yos --

I thou~ht -- perhnps, I thought, Naomi won ' t 

cone back. Perhaps she wil l run a1ay and hide 

with R~ja.-:. -

No, I wouldn ' t do that . You know I ' d stay with 

you 

You would have been right to go --

No, I wouldn ' t . I belong with you -- wherever 

we go . 

1'R.IUN HAS PULLED OUT, AND WHI STLE SHRI EKS. 

(QUIET) \~ell - - whereve r tha.t is - - we ' re 

going1 

TRAIN UP AND ffi-lDER INTERIOR PERSPECTIVS 
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You ride for hours across Southern France, 

across occupied France, going East, East . 

There is nothing to say, almost, nothing to 

f eel. To say what you do feel would hurt too 

much o Bi.;. t Romek has be en thinking. 

(WHISPErt) Naomi -- we ' ll never come back, 

ever --

(SAME) No -- · aomehow we will . 

Never . So -- you have to escape --

Or you. Both of us . 

All right -- both, then . But whoever can --

should must --

How? 

I've been watcI'-ing . The washroom -- if the 

train slows dovm go there -~ and jump --

Not alone, Romek --

You must t 

No -- wherever you go, I want to be with you 

No l You have to stay al ive -- for Raya t 

They ' ll ca tch me --

No . Yo'l,l can speak French -- people wil ;I.. help 

you ~-
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Come vlith me, come with me 

It' e safer for one a l one o Promise me yo_u r11 

go . 

Ple~se, R~mek -- I' m afraid --

I'm not . 

You're not Rfraid? 

Kno ··ing Raya. is safe makes me l ess afraid -

kno"dng you' !'e safe wi ll make me -- altogether 

unafraid~ You h~ve to so to make me not afraid . 

You're just saying that . 

(FIERCE) Believe me, believe me t I want you 

to go t If I know you have a chance -- (BREAK) 

I wont you to 1 

With all your heart? 

Ye s ! 

Then -- tyhen the train slows down -- I'll go o 

But first 

No -- no . Don ' t show any sign. The guar d is 

watching . 

(SOFT) I was only going to say -- I -- I never 

did say thank you -- for the lilacs • 

TRAIN WHISTLESSCREAlfiS AND RUSHES UNDER 
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Af'ter a while, tr.e train slows down . Romek 100¥.s 

at you -- he burns the look of him through h~s 

eyes into yours, he burns his soul into you so 

you may remember him -- you touch his hand, he 

kisses the palm, clcses the fingers -- he can do 

no more, say nothing more, for a guard watches -

and then, you rise . 

Tfu\IN SLOWS DOWN 

Your hand, with your han.d you brush his hair as 

you pass . The €Uard does not r.iake room for you, 

but you go to t:!"le washroom. You shut the 

door ••• 

TRAD! UP 

You open the window --

WINDOW OPEN ON EXTERIOR PERSPECTIVE OF SLOWI NG 

TRAIN . 

You see the ground rushing by still with some 

speed . You realize the train is beginning to go 

faster . Then you hear, from f'ar av:ay --·· 

(i?ILTER) Then shalt t..~ou do '''hat thou findest 

in thy heart to do, and in thy heart alone -

You start to shut the window -- but you hear -

closer, urgent --
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(FILTER) You have to go to make oe not afraid -

I want you to t 

You leave it open . You jump l 

THE TRAIN SCREAMS AND ROARS AWAY 

You are outside a city . It is Paris and there 

i s a name in your ~emory, from far away and long 

ago . After long searchi~g, the name becomes a 

real person and with her, you stay . There 

you hide, u.~til -- there is no more war . 

HIT HOP:sFULLY ArD F;J):S 

Then, you begin to search, for Raya and Romek . 

Sut when you look for Raya -- there is no Raya . 

\>I/hen you ask a~out Ro~ek -- through the American 

Arny, the British Army, the French Free Army 

every possibl e source -- there is no Romek . And 

so you begin to ask yourself --

AN ACCENT 

(BITTER) What right have l got to be alive? 

POIGNANT ACC:StIT AdD FADE AWAY IDJDER 

Months pass . There are needs beyond answering the 

everpresent ache in your arms for Raya and Rornek . 

Last December, in France ' s bitterest winter, there 

was the need fo r 
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A 0-0at? Just a minute . 

(LOI) I t is a clcthing distribution center of the 

Join:t. rDistri bution Commit tee ; The onl·y pLa ce to 

l'lhich you - - and all the others .... can come <> The . 

~oman comes back~ 

Here . Tr y this on . 

(DULL) Tr y i t on? 

Yes . I f it doean ' t f i t , I ' ll f i nd one that does . 

You mean I can have one -- ~y size, even? 

( GBN11LE) I f we have one . 

I t doesn ' t mat t er . This one is all right . Any 

one is all right for me . 

But 

Let me take this and go . (BEAT) I don ' t even 

deserve a r ag . 

HIT POI GNANrLY AND UNDER 

You see yourself walking by. mirrored in the 

windows of the stores of Paris, wearing a coat 

from America against the cold of Europe, and 

you say --

( WHISPER) You have no right to have a coat . The 

other s didn ' t even get -- a shroud . 
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STING 

Last week, you were sent to still anothe r agency 

of ·che J e Do C. to .. answer .st.ill . .another need. 

A job? There is one thing we need -- nurses . 

I was a nurse . 

Then you 'll certainly do . 

Thank you . 

We can't pay much . Not much beyond a place to 

live, and fo od . 

I don 1 t care . I don ' t want the pay . I .don ' t 

deserve the money . 

That ' s a funny way to talk, Miss Grief . 

Mrs . Grief . My husband was a doctor . 

HIT AND GO UNDER 

You go about the job of nursing others like 

yoursel f, but not even that work, work that is 

needed, makes you worthy in your own eyes . For 

you ask -- why should a mere nurse have been 

spared -- when a doctor, a good doctor -- was 

taken? 

HIT AND FADE UNDER 
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Then, or:ie of tho doctors where you work sends you 

to this one, who asl::s nm·1, today --

In other words -- you feel guilty that you are 

a.l i ve? 

Yes . 

And you feel that nothing anybody does for you -

you deserve? 

Nothing . 

But that ' s not true . It ' s just because you are 

alive -- ( SJ~T) one of so f e ·:1 ~ho are -- that 

it is being don e.i 

I have no rigpt to be . That ' s what I came to 

ask you. 

Naomi -- I suppose you know you have what is 

called a "complex . " A guilt complex . 

Yes . N..y Romek was a doctor.o I know that r.iuch . 

But knowing it does not help -- is that it? 

No . It doesn ' t help . 

But you did what he wanted you to do . You must 

realize that . I f you were able to live af'ter cim 

-- somehov th~t means you were meant too 

No -- I can ' t bel ieve t hat . 
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( STRONG) Wa.i t • 

WINDOW IS TRROVrN OPE.N 

Look . Look through the V'·indow. (STREET SOLTNDS 

AND CHILDREN AT PLAY COME THROUGH) The people, 

walking -- the children, playing --

I see them --

The~ ' re all alive -- and yet, the Germans were 

here too . Any one o~ the. m!ght ~ave been killed 

-- the children, not even bo~n -- but they ' re 

alive . They were saved -- because they were meant 

to be . 

Was I? 

Yes t You ' r e as alive as they are! And because 

you a.re, you have the right to be t You 1 re still 

young, and you must -- (PAUSE) You ' re not 

listening to me . 

No . 

Why not? 

(HARD) 

You asked me to help you, and now 

Stop staring at the open window. 

I was just li s tening to the children playing. I 

don ' t see them? Where are they? 
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I n the hospital yard. It ' s part of the agency 

service . They ' re wha t we call -- "unaccompanied 

children . " No parents . (SOFT) Naomi --

Yes? 

Naomi -- listen to me . You have got to stop 

looking for Raya! You ' re still looking, a r en ' t 

you? 

No . 

Yes you are . 

No . I ' ve stopped looking . She wouldn ' t know me 

even if a~e 1 s alive . And -- (PAUSE) I ' ve 

stopped looking . I just -- yearn to see 

children . 

(SOFT) If I let you see our children -- will 

you p romise me eometnlng? 

''Iha t ? 

Don ' t break your hear t again, looking fo r your 

little one . 

I promise. 
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Ana something else . When you have seen our 

children, and you go out of h&re - believe me 

you go out into a worl d that needs you . Go out, 

fall in love, marry -- have more children . The 

world needs J ewish child~en -- even the people in 

D. P. camp s are having babies -- peopl e who lost 

theirs -- peopl e who lost thei r husbands, their 

wive s -- they are marrying, they ar e finding a new 

life . You'll see, someday you will find a home 

in Palestine --

Stop, stop --

No . I won ' t stop. You cru'.'!e fo r an ansvre r -- and 

this is it . ':1e have lost enough of us . We cannot 

lose any ~ore . You have mor e than a right to be 

a l ive, you ~ave a duty to be alive -- you are 

alive, you ~ust forget the dead --

(QUIET) No . 

Tnen I cannot help you . 

SILENCE 

You said 

Yes ? 

You said I could look at the children 

All right . Follow me . 

DOOR OPENS. FOOTSTEPS TO STOP 
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In here . You can l ook in at them. 

ANOTHER DOOR OPENS ON 

BABBLE OF CHILDREN AND FORKS AND SPOONS, ETC . 

(HER HEART IN IT) Look at them. Look at them ••• 

(SOFT, SOFT) They ' re -- so alive . 

Maybe you' d better --

(SOFT) Just a little longer . It ' s like -

holding them -- to look --

All right . 

BEGINS TO SNEAK 

They look at you curiously and turn their faces 

away . Little strangers, dear, small unknown 

children -- twenty Rayas ••• (SOFT) But one 

looks back after she lookd away. She leaves the 

table . She stands before you . She says --

(GENTLE) Hello, MoITlI'lY • I was waiting for you to 

come . 

HIT HARD .AND UNDER 

The doctor is asking 11Now ha-ye you a rig...'1-J.t to be 

alive, now have you? " But you don ' t hear him. 

You have never seen such a beautiful child. You 

have never seen such a beautiful Jewish child. 
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And she is yours - - and it is all right . It is 

for this that you were kept alive ~ that you 

might live for her to be in your arms again . 

HIT AND FADE UNDER 

But for every one child wt.o finds its own 

mother - - there are thousands that have no 

parent but the heart and the hands of the 

living who have ~o kinship ~ith them other 

t.han that of humanity . There is a life to 

be lived by each l ost chil d, a life to be found 

somewhere for all of t.'1 cm. I wrote 11 Case 

closed11 on t!le notes I took v1hil e Naomi Grief 

talked to no . But what ce.n I writ e a.bout the 

other cases? (PAUSE) ~ou ask yourself - - and 

do what you find it in your heart to do . 

HI T AND COME TO FINISH 

You have been listening to Dana Andrews and 

Kathar ine Hepburn starring in "'l'he Right To Live" 

a progr am especially written for the United 

Jewish Appeal by Allan E . Sloane • . Now000 an 

i mportant m~ssage concer ning the United ~ewish 

App es.~ 

CUTS IN FOR TVlO MINUTE APPEAL 
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HITS AND UNDER 

The United Jewish Appeal is deeply gratef'Ul to 

the National Broadcasting Company and to all 

the artists who made this program possi ble. 

In the cast we heard Katha rine Hepburn as 

Naomi, Dana Andrews as Romek. The music was 

composed and conducted by Dion Romandy . The 

entire production was under the direction of 

Himan Brown . Copies of to- nite' s dram.a may 

be obtained free of charge by writing to 

National Headquarter s , United J ewish Appeal, 

165 West 46th Street, N.Y. 19. 

UP AND TO A FINISH 



TO-!';~O:IBOW TEE HARVEST 

by 

ALLAN E. SLOANE 

FOR 

u~n TED JB VI SH APPRl\L 

STA..11.HING: GREGORY PECK PRODUCED & DIRECTED: HH!A~i ERo~-IN 

CUE 

ANN'R 

MUSIC 

SOUND 

DOCTOR 

SOUND 

DOCTOR 

80U!-lD 

DOCTOR 

DAVID 

DOCTOR 

DAVID 

ttt'TUAL BROADCASTING SYSTEM 
( •••••••• 30 seconds ••.•••• ) 

And. now GREGORY P:SCK • • • starring in "TO.~ORROW THE RARVEST 11 11 

HIT POIGNANTLY &'lD EOLD u.rnrn FOR 

NOT QUITE ~<ITTRMI C SCRAPE OF S30VEL •• • SO~ID GO ES U1IDER 

( PROJECTING A EIT) All right, David •••• Put away your 

spade •••• that's enough fo r to- day . 

THE SHOVELLING CONTilllUES 

(QUIETLY) David • •• didn ' t you hear me? Enough f or 

to- day . 

THE SHOVELLING CONTINUES I MPLACABLY 

(VERY GENTLY) Why do you keep on digging? 

I have to dig . I haven 't dug enough t o- day . 

Enough what? 

Grave . (PAUSE) Never enoµgh •••• graves t 



MUSI C 
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HI TS POIGNANTLY •• • SWELLS AND TF..EN COMES UNDER FOR 

The Mutual Broadcasting System is proud to contribute 

the next half hour to the UNI TED JE~~SH APPEAL • • • • for 

an unusual drama: TO- MORROW THE HARVEST, starr ing 

Mr . Gregory Peck and directed by Himan Br own . 

The United Jewish Appeal is for one hundred and seventy 

million dollars to suppor t the relief, rehabilitation, 

and resettlement work of the J oint Di stribution Committee , 

the United Palestine Appeal , and the United Service 

for New A.~ericans . (MUSIC STING) And now, Mr . Gregory 

Peck, as David Stein. o••••• 

COMES UP FOR A MOi:ENT AND FADES HOODILY UNDER 

NAaRATeR: (UNPOSITIVE, FUEBLI NGLY, BUT SOMEHOW A LITTLE CRAFTY. 

TO BE EXACT, HE IS A~ OBSESSIVE . ) 

David, David (HE REACHES, FINDS THE NAME) Stein . David 

Stein -- they keep telling you . "Theytt are the doctors 

in this place where you are , Where you are - - well, 

there are wal ls ar ound. • • a few guards -- not with 

guns~ no . Dressed like the doctors, white. A 

hospital they tell you, where you are to get better 

and then ( PAUSE) You a r e not sure, no t sure of 

anything. Except when it comes daylight , and you go 

outside with the others to work with picks and shovels . 

Fo r the harvest -- they tell you . ( PAUSE) They lie to 

you, they lie l (LIGHT STI NG AND SNEAK MUSIC CONT I NUES) 

Harvest l You :Ir.now what this work is, with the spade 1 
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You look at the tattooed number, pricked forever on 

your forearm, and you k .. "10\"' . There will be no harvest 

her e -- for you are the gravedigge r of Jedestadt t 

r.msrc : HI T HARD AND FADE AWAY UHDER 

SOUND : A DOOR OPENS SOFTLY 

DOCTOR : (SOFI'LY) All quiet in this ward? 

WARD:.fAN : All quiet tonight, Doctor . Except young Kramer over 

there . He ' s arraid of anot~er bad night . 

DOCTOR: Let him have so~ething to help him sleep, t~en . 

W&-ql)MAN : I uill, doctor . (PAUSE) AS 

SOUND : DOOR EcGINS T2 CLOSE 

WARDMAN : Doctor --

DOCTOR : (AS DOOR STOPS CLOSING) Yes? 

WARDMA.~ : (NEAR WEISPER) David Stein hasn ' t said anything tonight - 

yet . But --

DOOI10!1 : (SM.:E) If he asks -- or if you think he needs -- give 

him so~ething tooo (PAUSE) He ' s a lean one, but he ' s 

strong, so --

WARD'1AN : Double? 



- 4 -

DOCTOR: Double. (PAUSE) .LA SIGH) Aaa...1-:i., I don't know, .Ve tell 

him where he is, we show him we are friends, we do 

NARRATOR: The doctor and the 

ward man - - (LET 

SOUND: 

"GRAVES" COME CLEAR) 

They ' re talking about 

yout 

DOOR SHUTS 

everything we can • • • and 

still • •• day in, day out 

he digs graves. (PAUSE) 

Well ••• goodnight . 

NARfiATOR: (OVER ALL THIS) The doctor's gone . He'll go and talk 

about you so?ne more . T~ey vllll think up new lies to tell 

you. (A GROAN OF P'.ALF- SCO?J~, ¥..ALF- DESPAIR) 

WARDMAN : (A LITTLE OFF) Is that you, David? 

NARRATOR : (IN DULL CHARACTER) No . 

WARDMAN : I thought I heard you -- groan . 

NARRATOR: No• 

WARDMAN : Would you like something to help you sleep, David? 

NARRATOR: No . 

WARDllAN: All right . 

MUSIC : STING AND uNDER 

(NOTE : I N CP...ARACTER AS NARRATOR, l~R PECK IS PSYCHOTIC, AT ONCE 

CRAFTY AND LOST . BUT AS DAVID, THE OUTWARD ASPECT OF THE 

NARRATO~, HE IS Q.UIET, ALMOST A CLOD) 
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NARRATOR : Something to make you sleep . How can you sleep when they 

might listen to what you might say? 

See? That one : MAN ; ( OFF) No . Please . Not again - -

pl ease . No . in the bed over 

there . He talks . 

The one in white 

WARDMAN : Kramer? Shhh •• • go to sleep . 

: MAN : 
goes and listens . 

To spy -- then, 

to l i e . 

Aaaahi I thought they were 

coming again . 

Shhh . A d.ream • • • go 

to sleep • • • 

NARRATOR: (OVER SOUND OF TI?TOE FOOTSTEPS) The one in white comes 

by. He stops . You will p r etend to sleep . 

\'!ARD~£AN : David? 

BIZ : SILENCE 

WARDl.iAN : David? 

BIZ : SILENCE 

WARmA.AN : Hmmm . 

SOU!ID : THE FOOTSTEPS GO AWAY 

NARRATOR : He is satisfied you are asleep . One lie f or you, David! 

(WHISPER) You lie straight, straight like a stick. You 

clutch your thighs with your hands, tight, hard . Dig 

your nails deep in the flesh, make the pain keep you 

awake . Don ' t s l eep, don ' t sleep ••• (SOMBRE) For you 

have been behind walls before, and they came in the night 

with lights and roused you out . There they wore grey --
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here they wear white ••• there they wore pistols, here -

hah, they ' 11 come some night with pistols, with lights, 

and questionings -- you remember, you reMember l 

A LOW RHYTHMIC SOBEING, CO!U~!G FROM UNDER PREVIOUS, TEEN 

OUT I N THE CLEA.q A MAN 'S EARD SOBS. 

NA.1:\.UTOR: (URGE~'T) Tight ! Hold on t i ght; dig 'Vith the nails -

so~ebody is sobbing . (A SOB) It is you! . 
k1JSIC : HIT AGONIZEDLY AMD FADE FAR ~'DER 

NARRATOR : It is long after you sobbed ••• oh, you must sleep . 

But t~en the dream will come, inside your head, where 

nobody ca'l'l hear it but you. Al•.1ays at night the dream--

SOUND : SUDDEN AND SHOCKING, BUT ON FILTER, A BABY ' S WAIL . 

NA.11RATOR : (LIKE A SOB , TEE FIRST VIORD l~RSLY A THROAT- NOI SE, T:SE 

SECOND--A PANG) Ah -- the dream! 

SOU~D : 

¥.:ARTHA: 

DAVID : 

MARTHA: 

SOUND : 

DAVID : 

AGAIN, STILL ON FILTER, THE BABY ' S CRY . SUT LITTLE BY 

LITTT_,B; IT J OVES ::1\0.1 ?ILTER TO LIVE 

David -- the baby. 

(A. .WHOLE."MAN. YOUNG, HUl:OROUS) I know . Let him c r y . 

You cnn say that . You ' ll go i nto the woods with your axe, 

and all you ' ll hear is the birds 

if I don 't quiet him -- is -- that ! 

THE BABY 

It ' s music . 

but all I ' ll hear, 
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Ha l 

Real music . (PAUSE) Feed him. !.1aybe he ' s hungry . 

I fed him l 

Then sing him to sleep. (THIS PROVES EE LOVES HER) Sing 

to him, Martha • • • the lullaby . • • 

(WARI1'Y) Sometimes I think you like the lullaby better 

than the little one does • • • 

(QUIET) I never knew you knew it . My mother ' s lullaby --

my grandma ' s lullaby -- -- then, I marry ••• there is 

a son - - (DEAR SMILE) and my wife, my beautiful young 

wife --

DAVID 1 

,!iz wife sings from out of nowhere -- my mother ' s lullaby . 

I t's -- (A PAUSE) Yes . I love :!.t .. Slng . 

SHE SINGS A LULLABY AND THE BABY QUIETS HIS CRYING. 

HE JOINS IN, HUMMI NG SOME, PUTTING IN A WORD HERE, A 

WORD THERE, WHEN --

ON CUE DOOR OPENS 

(LOUDLY) David? Listen, David --

DAVID & MARTHA: Shh..~h ! 

WALTER: (LOUD WHISPER) Oooh -- I ' ~ sorry . Listen, David --
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All right, Wal~er ••• I ' ll be with you in a minute . 

Sere . Take my axe and wait outside . 

Okay - - but I don ' t think ve oushta go :!.nto the •:10ods 

today . 

What ' s all this? 

Well -- you live right here outside J edestadt, or you ' d 

of hea~d . Surnpin' s gonna happen today -- sunpin' s gonna 

happen. 

''I.hat ' s got into ;our head, 1.Val t er? 

It ' s true, Mrs . Stein . I head the fellas talking in the 

strasse - -

(CASUAL- LIKE) Tell me about it on the t rail, Walt . 

l!artha -- I 'll be home around sundown , so --

( QUI ET) Wait . (PAUSE) Walter -- what ' a going to happen? 

Do you know ? 

rlell , I DAVI~ : Some nonsen~e the boy 

Please, David . ( P.AuS:S) Tell Me, lal ter . 

Well -- I hear d them say the area leader was coming 

through town today . (\VHISP3R) Gro ssmund -- coming to 

Jodestadt . 

SILEi~CE 

(QUIET -- HARD) Gauleiter Grossmund . {PAUSE) Coming here . 
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With -- troops . 

Of course -- with troops . 

David --

Nothing will happen . J ust a visit . Passing through . What 

1s there in Jedestadt for him to do? 

( 1,'iEISPER) You hear stories . r~rs . Jacob ' s "Jilli --

Stories . (PAUSE) Come on, 'Val t . There ' s wood to cut . 

Don ' t go to tt.e woods, pl ease . Stay ,.,ith me 

Martha -- it ' s -- sidewalk talk and small boys ' whispers . 

Not hing will happon . ( QUI2TER) If' we just -- go about 

our business -- nothing can happen . ( PAUSE) And I ' m going 

on ~ine -- cutting wood . 

Take me with you . 

Into the woods~ (SUILE) And feed the baby on what -

acorns? 

Please, David , Stay ~e~e , please -- or take me --

Martha 

happen 

house t 

stay in the hou se, that ' s all. Nothing will 

but if anything does -- (GRI!Y!) stay in the 

THE BABY CRIES 
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Ah . I woke him. 

(QUI ET) David -- don ' t go . 

DOOR OPENS 

(GENTLE, SOOTHING) It's all right , Martha . 

Walter -- run ahead . I ' ll catch up with you . 

Uh- hu-1'1 . 

(HE GOES OFF 1!JEISTLI~G GAILY) 

Martha --

(HOLDING BACK) Yes 

Sing the lullaby • •• 

I --

Sing to the lit tle one, Martha -- sing ••• 

(SHE SINGS SOFTLY, THE BABY' S CRYING STOPS, HER SINGING 

Is I NTERRUPTED BY 

DOOR CLO SES SLO\'JL Y 

PICKS UP UNDER SINGI NG, SAHE TREI1E, RISES POIGNANTLY AND 

FADES UNDER 

BIRDS - FOREST BACKGROUND - A CROW CAWS FAR A1l'vAY 

All right , kid . Knock off a while . Let t s eat . 

I' d kinda like to sneak back to town and see --
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Look - T:1e only reason they let us 11 ve is -- tt.ey need 

the wood we cut . So -- worl: ---

Wait . (PAuSE) You hear soMethi~~ 

(A:-v:I1ER A PAUSE) Crows ••• a brook ••• the wind ••• the 

only things arollnd here that can go where they want . • • 

(PAUSE) No . Nothing . 

I did . I think I heard 

~R~ FAR OFF, A SI RE.' . 

There ! Y'hearY 

Yes . Go o~ . Sat . :~en we ' ll work . 

That's Gros~"':lund co~i~g ! Cantcha hear -- they're co!Idng l 

(QUIET) I know . Walter -- eet it off your mind . (T~E 

SIRENS COME NEA..RER) -- Forget it . Just - wor k . I f we 

mind our own business they ' ll 

(FULLY EXCITED) They ' re coming down the road, right 

through there -- David -- I could cut through and --

No . :e see e~ough of the~ . Once was enough. Let them 

scream t!lrough town and go . 

THE SIRE:iS FA.:>E OFF . 

Come on . We can get another tree cut up before su..11down . 

They oughta be r ight in town now. Right in town . 
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And right on through . So 

FAROFF ..; - A SHOT, THEN, RAPIDLY, THREE MORE . 

VI.hat was thatt 

One of their autos backfiring . Look, kid -- What do you 

want me to do -- chop this forest to cord-length by 

myself ? 

SILENCE 

All right -- we'll never get any wo r k done till you 

find out . Co~e on, I ' llucarry your axe . 

No . I can carry it. 

( Si1)ILE ) Then -- turn the blade ~ from your neck. I 

don ' t want to have to carr.,I you home t 

CROW CAWS --

AN E~LOSION FAROFF . S:SVERAL OTHER S. OV5R IT , l!.ACHINE 

GUN AND RIFLE FIRE . HOLD, TEEN STOP . TEEN SOME llORE 

MACHINE GUN FIRE . A SHOT OR TWO ECHOES . LETS TRY 'IRE 

RICHOCHET RECORD 

(Q~IET) Backfiring? Tell me that was backfiring . 

SIRENS CREEP I N BERIND 

(LOST) I t could be -- it could be something --

(QUIET . UATURE) I t could only be - - dynamite -- machine 

guns -- r ifles . 
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No -- it 

And -- we don't have dynal'lite . We don 't have -- anything t 

YOU ARE KEEPING TEE SIRENS COMING ON 

OVER SIRENS, ?OOTSTEPS GOIXG AWAY 

(PROJECTING) Kid, kid -- where you going? 

( FR0:1 OFF) To the road, the road --

( YEL:,r:w) :; o 1 ~ o - - stay a'rlay f r oM tne r oad 1 Walter 1 

WALl'ER l 

A SHOT . TEE:J TWO :~ORE . THE SIRS:~s FADE A VAY TO UTTER 

SILENCE. 

V.'ALTER . I told you to -----

A CRY AND SILENCE IT 

Stay away ---! 

( DYI.·G) David -- I --

Shb:l, kld -- shhhh. • • 

No -- no, they 

Shhh, -- I'll -- I'll carry you home 

You said -- you said you didn ' t want to carry me --

don' t don ' t fo rget my -- axe 

No . I got the axe t oo . (PAUSE) Put your arm around my 

neck, kid 



t:USIC : 

WALTER: 

DAVID : 

WALTER: 

DAVID: 

WALTER : 

1.({JSIC : 

D.'i VID: 

MUSIC : 

SOUND: 

DAVID: 

MJSIC: 
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THE LULLABY BEG:'.:KS TO SNEAK 

David 

Don ' t talk,kid -- save your strength -- in to?m, the 

doctor --

I didn ' t dQ -- anything ~ I just -- ca.me to the edge of 

the - - woods --- the woods ••• They --- they shot me . 

They --

Not rr.uch longer, kid -- just a little way. 

David -- I -- (PAUSE) (SOB) ?fama -- r.'la 

\iVEEP FOR THIS CEILD, FO:t HE IS DEAD. 

Soon, baby -- soo:-i, \ e'll -- (PAUS3) Walter ••• • (EOLD} 

Kid ••• (PAUSE}(W!iISPER) It's all right, Walter . I'll 

still carry you home , And-- I didn ' t forget -- your 

axe . 

GRiid LIKE A FUNERAL MARCH AND UNDER 

FOOTSTEPS ON STO.~ . THEY STOP . A CRACYLING IS EEAHD, AS 

OF A FIRE . 

(~UIET) I lied to you, kid . I carried you here -- but 

it ' s not ho~e . There ' s nothin~ here but -- fire . 

Dynamite? You were right ••• A.~d - - - mach~ ne guns 

right . (LONG PAUSE) I -- I lay rou do\m, kid -- I lay 

you down by -- your mruna . • • 

POIGNANT BUT GROWING ANGRY UNDER 



DAVID: 

f<:USIC : 

SOU ND : 

DAVID : 

MUSIC : 

DOCTOR: 

DAVID : 

DOCTOR: 

11JSIC: 
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Nothing left . Your house -- '.'iill i ' s house -- my house ~ 

(HE YELLS, SHRIEKs)-·~ Thero ' a nooody"· left alive but me l 

STAB AND FADE WITE A SOLITARY OBOE UNDER 

SCRAPE OF SHOVEL, UP , UNDER, WEAVE WITH OBOE DARKLY 

TELLING THE LULLABY 

(SORT OF DELIRIOUS) I read (PAST TENSE, 11 RED") the story 

in the fire and blood • • • the bricks that were houses •• 

the - - things that were people . • • the -- stink and 

the silence that was my to~n, my Jedestadt . • • I r ead 

the story in the ruins and the bodies by the walls, 

Walter -- and the -- broken rocker in my Martha's kitchen-

and the broken cradl e in my - - - ( rt.E BREAKS, THE MUSIC 

SAYING IT ) For o~e Gros smund shot, for one gauleiter 

killed, for one tyrant dea.d -- my whole town -- murdered! 

And I buried them all . 

UP AND I NTO DREAM THOUGHTS AND UNDER 

( FADIMG FROK OUT OF MUSIC) Stein! 'lake up ! Stein! 

No -- no -- I have to dig --- have to -- bury -- every 

body -- every body 

(GENTLY) It ' s all right , David . You' re not -- back there . 

Come on -- ge t ready f o r breakfast . (SMILE) I t was only 

a d r eam. 

ACCENT AND UNDER 
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NARRATOR : The dreamt (LIGHT STilJG) Every time you fall asleep -

the dream. And when :i. t is over -- they always say --

SOUND: 

"It was only •11 They lie . (SOUND OF IRREGULARLY MA.'9.CEING 

FOOTSTEPS COMES IN UNDER) For as you march with the others 

out into what they call the garden -- on your arm is the 

mark that says it was not ''only . " The mark of the number 

tattooed on your arm, bu:-ned into your mind. (THE 

FOOTSTEPS STOP) 

SPADES B3GIN TO SCRAPE AGAIN, C~E IN F . G. 

NARRATOR : Now, out a.gain in thei r "garden, " you are digging . Each 

with his spade, his piclc ••••• The one in white wal ks 

around, talking to one here, smiling to another there •• • 

But you -- you dig . • • 

SOUND : 

DOCTOR : 

DAVID : 

DOCTOR : 

DAVID : 

DOCTOR : 

DAVI D: 

DOCTOR: 

DAVI D: 

SCRAPE OF SHOVEL CLOSE 

"'!ell , David? How is it today? Working hard? 

Yes . 

W"..J.a t are you digging there? 

You know . 

No . I want you to tell me . 

Graves . 

(QUIEl') You don ' t have to dig graves any more . This is 

a garden . 

No . Why would I be di~ging graves in a garden? 



DOCTOR : 

DAVI:> : 

DOC':'OR: 

DAVID : 

DOCTOR : 

DAVID : 

DOCTOR : 

DAVID: 

DOCTOR : 
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That ' s a twisted logic, David . 

I don ' t understand. 

I t ' s not that this is not a garden -- but that these are 

not graves . 

No . They ~ g r aves . 

How do you know? • 

Who sr.ould know better? 

But for whom? The ::-e c.re no dead people here . 

There ·ill be . 7here always are . 

All ~ig.~t~ David. 

SCRAPE SCRAPE MJ) "J:OER 

NARRATOR: You have your special place to dig, by the wall . Three 

al~eady done this morning, as the sun shines from straight 

overhead down into them. One -- a l arge one , yet not too 

long. For a WO!llall, say . • • ( LULLASY SNEAKS) A.."1other 

l-11JSIC : 

a tiny one . For a baby, say . A third -- smaller than the 

first, larger than the other . For a boy . For the people 

of tne dreamo Every day it is the same -- you ~ to 

start like that - - those three . 

TO A SLIGHT PEAK TEEN OUT FOR 

KARRATOR : But today, as you dig - - sometru.ng happens . It is when 

you rest a bit, to wipe your mouth with the back of your 

hand. • • and in that moment 
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SOUND: A BABY CRI ES OFFMIKE 

~;ARRATOR : ::Vhe dream? 

SODND : A BABY CRIES AGAIN 

NARRATOR: The dream -- if it is the dream -- then --

MUSIC : A GIRL SINGS THE SAf~ LULLABY A.i'lD THE EABY STOPS CRYING 

GRADUALLY . 

NA..JIBATOR : (OVE~ IT) It ls the dream . In the briget, straight - down

shining sun -- the dr eam! Eve~ywhere in ~~is place with 

walls -- the dreamt (SINGING COHTINUES UNDER) I f you 

can get a·1ay from this place -- r.iaybe you can kill that 

dream! 

1XSIC.: 

DOCTOR : 

BIZ : 

DOCTOR: 

SOUND: 

DOCTOR: 

MUSIC : 

SHARP AND Rt1N!rING AWAY WITH 

(OFF) Ste1n1 Stein t Get off that wall ! Stein ! 

A BABBLE OF EXCITED VOICES IN B. G. THEN 

(YEIJ 1S) Guard ! David Stein - - over the wall - - bring him 

backt 

SHRILL POLICE WHIS'ILES BLOW 

(CALLS) Be careful -- he ' s got a heavy pick! 

WITH \1\1.HISTLES AND ~ELEE, HIT AND FADE UNDER 

NARRATOR : You hear the wbistles, and know ;i:.u have to hide, once 

you reach the other side of the wall . But you have hidden 

before from those who chase . A..Dd a good place is -- the 
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very nearest place ! There, they look last . So --

SOUND : A DOOR IS OPENED HURRIEDLY, SHUT SLOWLY 

N_~q_RATOR : A farmhouse -- right on the other side of the wall ••• 

into its back yard you dr opped, with your pick . And 

inside -- you hang on to your pick. Because, inside 

MIRIA.1\1 ; 

DAVID : 

MIRIAM: 

DAVID : 

MI RIAM : 

DAVID : 

MI:UAM: 

DAVID: 

SOUND : 

~~RIAfft.. : 

DAVID : 

MIRIAM : 

DAVID : 

MI RIAM: 

(YOUNG, WARM} Hello . 

Don ' t ~ove . Don ' t !llake a cry t 

Why? Is somebody after you? 

No -- no . 

What do you want, t..11.en? 

Nothing . Don ' t get up -- stay there . 

You looked thirsty . I was eoing to get you water . ( P.i{USE) 

Why don ' t you set your pick down and drink some water? 

I'll get it . 

STEPS . POURING OF WATER INTO TI N. 

You were running . 

Who are you? V'lhy do you ask me questions? 

My name is Mi riam. I live here . 

Alone? 

No . (PAUSE) Don ' t be af r a id of me . 



DAVID : 

MIRIAr: : 

DAVID: 

DAVID : 

~OUND : 

SOUND : 

DAVID : 

DAVID : 

1.:IRIAM: 

DAVI D: 

KIRI~ : 

DAVI:>: 

1iIRIA11: 

DAVID: 
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I ' m not afrai d . 

(QUIET) Then why don ' t you put cown your pick? 

I -- I might need it . (FAST) Ste.y where you a~e 

I was only going to shut the door to the lit t le roo~. 

I ' 11 do it . 

FOO?STEPS . DOOR E:SGINS TO CREAY. . ffJ~DEN!,Y -

A BABY CRIES . 

Oh . The baby . 

There is no baby. Ho 'I can you hear a baby? I hear the 

baby. I t is in r-y dream. 

1.'!1at a.re you talking ab~ut ? 

The baby -- there is no baby . It ' s dee.d -- I buried it . 

( i~LDLY) Ever y day I bury it -- but it cries in my 

hee.d --

(SMILE) No . It cries in ~he other r oom. 

No . When I work by the wall -- it cries! 

The wall • ( P .AUSE} You ' re from the other side . 

Yes . The.t is why I carry the pick . I re.n away . 

I know . 

How? 



MIRIAM: 

DAVI D: 

I.!IRIA:1 : 

DAVID : 

l·lIRIA!i : 

SOUND: 

: IIRIAM: 

SOUND ; 

ifiRIAM.: 
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I guessed it when you came in . Please - - let me go to 

the baby . 

The e is no baby, there is no baby l 

Please . 

Don ' t come ne~r me --

(GENTLE) I won ' t hurt you . Eut -- I ' m going to tne baby . 

FOOTsr:sPs 

NO\"! let me through the door • . 4.nd -- thank you fo r putting 

the pick down . 

DOOR O?E!~ s o:·; EABY CR:r..rr ~·a . ALSO ON 

SINGI~!G :1HE SA!':E LTILLABY 1.'ft!ICE !~:~AI~JS TJ5l! GOES U~IDE.R 

N.Ai~RATOR : The same lullaby, t.he sB.r'!e . A 

a different baby . A real baby 

a different gi r l -

on the outside of the 

wall -- and thi s girl -- she sL~gs to it . The same song . 

MUSIC.: HER SINGI?l:G UP A BIT THE.; BAG!: UN:):SR 

NARRATOR : No . I t's the eream. She isn ' t real . She is -- she is dead . 

SOUND : 

MIRIAM~ 

You buried her . You must see that she doesn ' t sing in your 

dree.m again . Nor the baby cry. Across the wall , tlLere are 

graves fo r her - - for the baby -- l ift your pick -- open 

the door -- a littl e more 

DOOR CREAY S OPEN ON HER SING ING LOUDER 

( A...HTER A PAUSE) Shhh . He ' s sl eeping . 



DAVID a 

SOuND: 
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DAVID : 
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DAVID: 
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DAVID : 
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SOUND : 

DAVID: 

lr:IRIAi~ : 
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I -- (PAUSE) I (AGONIZEDLY) I was going to --

THE BABY CRIES SIDDENLY 

ow see what you ' ve done ? 

It ' s ( TWISTEDLY) it 's music 

~.na t did you say? 

I t ' s music . (WEARILY) Didn ' t I say that before -- · 

someVJhere? 

(SOFTLY) Not to - - me . 

Sing. Sing to the l~ttle one . 

Why? 

Sing the lullaby -- sing -- ~or my sake, sing t 

SHE EEGINS WHEU SUDDENLY 

K1-WCKING ON DOOR OFF!:IKE 

Shh l Put down the pick! I ' ll r.ide itt - No -- you -- you 

hide t Here t 

No, no - -

Hide, hide t 

KNOCKI NG IrtPORTJNATELY 

FOOTSTEPS A17AY FROM MIKE 

(A LITTLE OFF) Hide t 
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?t.USIC : STING AND U!'t-:)~R 

NARRATOR : (URGENT) Don ' t believf" her t s: .. e 1 11 tell them "!here you 

are t Hold your pick -- stay in t~e opent 

S .. .iC'ND: 

DOCTO~ : 

i.!I RIAM : 

:JOCTOR: 

t:IRIAM: 

"'"'OCTOR : 

I.:IRIAM : 

DOGrOR: 

JITRI.A:.i: : 

DOCTOR : 

SOC ND: 

::usic: 

DAVI D: 

MIRIAM: 

DOOR IS OPENED 

I ' m sorry to annoy you -- but I' m from the hosnital out 

back -- Doctor Kremer 

Yes, docto r . 

One of our pat i ents -- ran away a 1hile ~go . Jumped over 

the wall -- there . Into your yard . 

Into my yar d --

Apparently . Did you see cim? Did he knock on your door, 

or -- is he anyw~ere about? 

No . I haven ' t seen anybody . 

He was tall and lean, and he carried a pick . He has -

illusions . Ee I!lB.Y be --

I haven ' ~ seen anybody, doctor . 

I ' m sorry . 

:JOOR CLO SES 

CUTS OFF 

,,'.by did you do that? 

Because I know who you are . 



DAVID: 

: :IRIA~~ : 

:;)AVID: 

MIRIAM: 

:JAVI:::> : 

1II RIAN. : 

D.n.VI:::>: 

MIRIAii: 

DAVID: 

If.I ru Al!. : 

DAlfID : 

! I~AH : 

DAVID: 

MIRIAM: 

SOUND : 
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Vlho am I? 

One of the ~en who Porks in the hospital told me . You ' re -

David Stein . 

(DULL) That ' s what they always tell me . They always lie 

to ne,. though . 

No they don ' t. I know about you . You think it ' s a 

concentrat!on c~o . You d lg -- al .. 1ays ere ves . 

Yes -- always graves . 

We don ' t need grg_ves here . 

Yes -- everTNhere . For Jews -- nothing but graves . 

No . ~his is not -- the old country . This is a new country . 

~hat ' s a hospital . You ' re not a prieoner, David -- you ' re 

a patient . You' re not accused of anything - - just sick. 

You don ' t have to be afraid . 

What do you mean -- this is a new country . 

Don ' t you know where you are, David? 

No . When you talk -- I -- I believe what you say . I 

believe you . But -- I B.I'1 -- 111.ixed up • . !here is this? 

(~UIEI') The homeland . 

No . 

Yes . Palestine . Come . I ' l l show you . Come to the door . 

DOOR OPENS 

I 



MIRIAM: 

DAVID : 

MUSI C: 
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Se e? Ti"lere is your hosp ital ·~ That isn ' t a pr ison. And 

there -- there is a road you can go on -- when you a re 

better. Th e r e are hills you can climb --

Hills . I see -- t rees . (PAUSE) I think - - (BEAT) Yes . 

I remember. I was a woodcut ter , I was a farmer l 

Tnoae are olive trees . {.msIC S.I'EAKS) Do you know now, 

David Stein? You are home . Look at all the land that 

needs a fa?':;'ler . Look at the river running wild down there . 

Look at the earth waiting for t:ie seed s --

I T RISES THEN DIVES U:LlER 

NARRATOR: ( 'ilHISPER) 'Sut you a.r e looking at her, a t the girl . The 

land she tells you about is a bride, waiting for the 

husband, the land is asleepr awaiting the husoandman 

!!JSIC : 

MIRIAM : 

DAVID : 

MIRIAM: 

f.lt;SI C: 

Now do you know, David ? A ::ew land -- '.vai ting . (PAUSE) 

Vlha t are you thinking? Why are you l ooking at me? 

I was v10ndering . The baby . ( PAUSS) What about your 

husband? 

We we r e at 'Suchenwa.ld . 

POIGNA1;T STI NG 

NARHATOR : She stretches out her a rm . I t is tattooed with the mark 

of the concentration camp ~ I t is an answer . 

MJSIC : STING 



DAVID: 

l.iIRI~ : 

DAVID : 

tURIAM: 

:>AVID : 

MIRIAM : 

D.;vrD: 

I.URI.MI ~ 

l;)AVID : 

?.URI~: : 

L~IRIAI~ : 

!.ITJSIC : 

SOUND : 

DAVID : 
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And the little one? 

Not mine . A woman gave h.in to me to care for . She i s 

gone . I think -- sometimes when they want me to put him 

in the nursery in town -- I think no, I must keep him and 

bring him up . 7e who are lef't must nurse the young ••• 

the young chil dren and -- the young l and. • • 

No more graves . 

I \'lanted to hear you say that . 1Jor1 you have to go . 

( FRIG:iTE~:E:>) wtere -- wh;? 

(GE.iTLE, S!.:ILE) 3acY. to t~e hospital . By yourself . Walk 

in . Tell then ~no you a r e . 

They won 't l et me out . 

(SOFT) Do you ~ant to be out -- to be well ? 

(WHISPER) Yes . 

( SOFT, SOFT) Why7 

(QUIET) You lc"..no"" wt:y . ( ?AU~) To come back to you . If 

you will let me . 

I want you to . (P~~SE) So go - - now . 

RI':1 AN':> FA:::>E UNDE? 

DOOR OPENS 

Doctor --



DOCTO~ : 

D~VID : 

DOCTOR: 

DAVID : 

DOCTOR : 

:>AVID : 

DOCTOR : 

DAVID: 

DOCTOR : 

DAVID : 

DOCTOR : 

DAVID : 

DOCTOR : 

DAVID : 

DOGrOR: 

DAVID : 

DOCTOR : 

DAVID: 
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(ZXCIT3D) Ste in -- who brought you backt !/here have you 

been -- (SHARP) put down the pickl 

(QUIET) It ' s a ll right,. Doctor . I know who I am . I know 

where I am. 

Who a re youl 

David Stein, a woodcutter from J edestadt . 

( CACSIOUS, CLI~;ICAL) And where a ::-e you? 

( s::ILE) A hospit;al . In the !1.or:ela.'1.d . I ha\•e been sick. 

( SA1:2) You -- have been sick? 

Yes . But no mor e . 

Do you know .. ,l:at we call you here? 

David . 

No . The Gravedigger of J edestadt . 

Yes . Jedestadt . That ¥as my home . 

But were you a --gravedigger? 

(SOFTLY) No . Only -- afterward . 

Take up your pick. 

Yes? 

And come wi th me . 

Where ? 
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DOCTOR: Over to the wall . You will see why . 

MUSIC : HIT QUESTIONINGLY AND UNDER 

NARRATOR : The doctor, the one in white , leads you to the wall . 

NI!SI C: 

DOCTOR: 

DAVID : 

DOCTOR : 

DAVID : 

DOCTOR: 

DAVID : 

DOCTOR : 

There are the others, digging, spad5.ng -- but why does he 

take you to the wall? Is he - is he really a docto r? Was 

there really a girl over the wall -- a baby -- a lullaby 

a new life? Or is the dreara corning back --

OUT 

David 

Yes . 

Do you see that? Do you see those? 

(HE IS ALMOST AS HE WAS IN TEE BEGINNING--DULL) Yes . 

VVho dug them? 

I • 

What are they? And those ve filled in day after day -

what were they? Do you know? 

DAVID : Yes . 

DOCTOR: 

DAVID : 

DOCTOR: 

DAVID : 

Tell me . 

They a re --

Yes? 

I dug them -- I know what they are -- but -- when I see 

them --



uusic: 

DAVID : 

DOCTOR: 

Di..VID : 

i:WSIC : 

DOCTOR : 

DAVID : 

DOCTOR: 

DAVID : 

DOCTOR : 

DAVID: 

DOCTOR : 

DAVID : 

DOCTOR: 

MUSIC : 
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A WOHAN'S VOICE BEGINS 'ro SIHG THE LULLABY A LIT1'LE OFF . 

A BABY I S CR"'.tING, TOO, B'UT QuIETS AS THE SINGING MAINTAINS 

Vlait . Doctor -- do you hear -- a baby? And a woman, 

singing? 

or co urse . The girl on the other side of the waJ.l . (QUIET) 

But why are you stalling? W'nat are these you have dug? 

Jothing . Just -- holes in the ground . 

IT PIC:'::S t;P SOF1'LY TEE Lt;WLA3Y T33!~, CP.Af:GIMG IT TO 

SOMETHI KG QUI:STLY TRIUf.PHA.!~T AND ffimER 

(RAPPY AND Q.UIET) All right , David . You have vvon . 

Thank you, Doctor . That means -- I am well . 

Yes . You are well . 

Then - - may I have my pick and my spade? 

f.'hat for? You don 't need them any more . 

No.~ut I need something to begin with . And a farmer needs 

a pick and a spade . (PAUSE) There is land -- beyond the 

wall . (PAUSE) May I go -- beyond the wall? 

(AFIBR A PAUSE) Yes . 

When'? 

Now . 

HIT TRIUI.PHANTLY AND UNDER 
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NARRATOR : With your pick and your spade, you go beyond the wall . 

To dig g raves no more . You go beyond. t:!'.le wall where the 

dream lies buried, where the past is earthed deep and 

covered over . Beyond the wall -- to plow, to plant, to 

harvest life. Gravedigger no more . David Stein, you 

go free • . ~ . 

MUSIC: !-II'!' TRil1"MP~l!TLY AND FADE FOR 

ANN ' R: You have been listening to Gregory Peel~ starring in 

"To- Morrow The Ha.rvesttt a program especially written for 

the United Jewish Appeal by Allen E. Sloane . Now ••• a 

message from your local chairma!'l for the United Jewi·sh 

Appeal : 

LOCAL ANNR • ••• CUTS I N FOR TrlO Iv:I:-.1.7TE APPEAL 

MUSIC 

ANN ' R 

TWO ·,rrNU'I'SS TO FILL , •• S"CGGZ.:ST PERHAPS Ac::RON ' S HEBF@.11/ 

MELODIES 03 S0!11STEING cm'.lP J...RAELE) 

The Unit ed Jewish Appeal is C.eeply gra te.ful to the Mutual 

Broadcasting System and tb all the artists who made this 

program possible . In the cast to- nite we heard Gregory 

Peck as David, as Miriam, 

as the Doctor, as Martha, 

as Walter and as the Wardman . The music 

was composed and conducted by • The 

entire production was under the direction of Himan Brown. 



COLU!£3IA FROADCASI'ING SYSIE:: 

OPERArION NIGHTMARE - U:fITD J3'iI&1 AP?:C:AL 

MOUDAY, JUi'IB 9, i9.;7 

7 : 30 - 8 : 00 PM EDST 

CUE : ( CGLU1.i3I A BROADCAS'i'I.t:G SYSTE!II) 
{ •• • ••• • • 30 seconds •• • • •••• ) 

Al Jol son a..'l"ld John Garfield • • • 

MUSI C: 

C!l be:Calf of t~1e U!1ited Jev;i~h Appeal, the 

Co~UJ""'bia Ero~icast!n: SJste~ presents ---

Ope r a tion :agh tmare . 

JOLSO · ; Thie is Al ~olso~ . I ' ve cot a story to tell , -

a s"tory acou.a; :;::aopl o, juat like you 2nd me . 

These people got mixed up i.t'l the 1.1ar, - they 

were i :i the 1·1ar, - what ' s left of them. A..'1.d 

it ' s fo r tr~em that the United Je\"!ish Appeal ---

the UJA --- is cond'.lcti~g one of tl..e grestest 

campai@l.a in the history of this country . 

Let me tell you about - -

I:VSIC : 

Operation NiLhtmare . 

SOt"N:> : 

}ill SIC : I ? ~·:nms DARELY UNDER 

pmt 
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Ever wake up in the middle of the night -

drenched with col d sweat • • • breathing in 

hard sobs ••• your fingernails d i gging into 

your palms • ~ • scared by a drea.1!1? This kind, 

ma.Y be? 

I dreamt I was driving my car •• • (A HUGE CAR 

SNEAKS, 3UILDING) ••• the road went straight 

ahead., far as I could see . • • the car went 

faster, faster, faster and faster -- then all of 

.a sudden, no road, nothing. I slammed on the 

brake s ••• I p~essed and pressed •• • but they 

wouldn ' t hold ••• the car just shot out from 

under me, until --

A I:.."UG3 CRASH ECROZS AWAY UN:JER : 

Nightmare . (A PAUSE) Or this kind 

I dreamed I was corn.in ' home fro~ school. . . 
( ~-aHNG FOOrSTEPS UP STAIRS) runnin' up the 

po~ch stairs ••• rir~in ' the bell L1'J old way 

you know ( S!lAVE AND A F...A:LRCUT) (CONTINUING TO 

RE- LIVE IT) . But nobody answered . I knew !flY 

ma hadda be home, so I neek in the window . Sure 

enough, she ' s sittin ' there, sewin ' or something. 

I rat t le the door (SO'UND THEREOF) . She doesn ' t 

hear me . I start to yell . Ma, I holler -- Hey, 

N~~ ! I can hear myself hollering, but ~he can ' t . 

Then -- she looks rig...~t through the window at 

:ne -- and right on through me, like I ' m not 
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( 
..., I\ T .T 301- ~- ... r .:w.i. · l_.:~u, ~uSIC ) I start in to 

bawl and yell mo?n, KO~, MOMMA t 

A P OI GNAliT ACCE:fr : 

Nightmare . 

Or t~e kind I ha7e, t_~e sa.~e one , over an1 

over . • • 

S:-!o~v time • ':he band tur-1:1.g up in the p i t • L:e 

ir. ~he wings . '"ia.i ti:ig . S:1eat under nzy makeup, 

s·:;eat in my ha..'1ds . • • tl:en - -

ORCHESTRA INTO VAI:P FOR TYPICAL JOLSON SONG . 

( TD:sE) rr:iey go into ny Val'.'lp . I crack r;;,y 

knuckles, give it the smile -- and run or:s: tage . 

( APP:!:in.U8E :a5GINS ':0 R=SE) I open my mouth to 

air..g 

Yeah --

And notJ:'l...ing comes out . (APPLAvS3 BEGil~S TO GO 

CLAP, CLAP, CLAP- CLAP- REPEATEDLY) Nothing . 

I ca~ ' t hear myself sing -- the audience is 

right out th~re -- I ' ~ sL~ing -- but nothing 

comes out -- nobody hears me -- nobodyt 
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our:i OF CI,APPING, TEE JOLSON SONG HORRIBLY 

TORTt"RSD AND OUT FOR : 

(QUIEr) And then - - I wake up . Just -- a 

dream. 

A STINJ . 

But there is a nightmare I have to tell you 

about that needs no sleeping for its setting. 

~here is a nightmare alive in the world from 

v:l:ich r.:en a!1d VJO!!'len and kid.s l!Jill not awake to 

rub the eyes and say -- "Aaah • • • just a 

drea.;'11 . " There is nightmare in which a million 

people a_Yld nore - - live WIDE A.7A..~E ! 

S?ING k\D CNINCUS u~;:JER : 

.. 
Weary, hopeless_, despairing, people· with no 

place to go, except from -- on a road that has 

no end. Not a dream - - a reality, with numbers . 

(PAUSE) \ ·ai t a minute - let ' s have some 

statistics . 

One milli on people -~ one million and some 

thousands nore, in the Displaced Persons Camps 

of Europe . Of these, t wo hundred and I'ifty 

tbousa....""ld are J ews, - seven hundred a..'1.d fifty 

thousand are Balta, Yugoslavs and Poles . 

A..~ ACCENT 
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:Tig.."ltmare -- ~'.'i th numbers . And a lJ.ame --

Displaced Person . And only one stop on t he 

weary road -- a Ce.mp . The second sWiir.ler 

after • •• Liberation and peopl e are still 

living in -- camps . Let me show you . 

AS ll FROit! ALOE'!: I T CIECLES DO'.'IN\':ARD trNB£R 

( SOF':'LY) Look into a building ·11 thin the wire 

and ual l s of a carp -- an7 ca"llp . For what •;·ill 

happen no·.1, is :1a.ppe_1!ng in all the camps . 'Ee re 

is a man, here is a worran . 

The 

co~cont::ia.tion caq:> nU!1b"r tat';ooed on my arm 

is A- 8443 . A .for Auschwitz . I ' m 32 . I weig..."1 

about a :"luncred and eighteer: . ldy parents, 

two b r others, a sister, and some uncles and 

aun~s, died in a concentration camp - before 

liberation . I don't mo,., how I escaped . I 

only have one person left in all the world . 

My name i s .AnZa . Anka We.ndl er • I ' m 28 . I 

weigh about -- nL.~ety- eight . I lo st my parents, 

and three br others . I have nobody but my 

husb:ind, Natha,.~ o 

ACCE7r 

Pr e senting -- ?!r . a...Yld Mrs . D. P. 
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ACCENT AND WIND Ulm~~ 

A yea.:r ago, they ~ere r.iarr i ed . Somebody 

brought a handful of ffeld flowe~s ••• 

s0mebody rustled up a shawl for the bride, 

another scrounged two glasses of 1.~1ine . • • 

a..~d ai'ter the cerenony an1 the blessL~g, they 

stood 5.n the ope~ barracks area of the camp 

BIRDS sr:~G ;0;:) R.EPB.~ OCCAS!C:_:iLLY 

( i JJ.R:ilJ:tD·7G) The foxes have hol es . • • the birds 

of the sir heve nests •• but rran ha th not where 

to lay !:is head • • 

( SOFTLY) Don ' t talk like that , .Tathan ••• be 

haopy . 

I am . • • but tnere ' s so little we ask to be 

happy . A home -- but where? Just married 

am: we have to live separate -- in barracks . 

We could live in r.!ine . There are· only two 

famil ies in my r oom ••• but the room is 

sn:a.11 . • • 

Or ~3.ne . The room is l arge -- but there are 

four families living ther e ••• You decide . 

't'hatever you say, Nathar .• 

( SHILE) wnateve r ~ say -- Mrs . Wandler . 
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(SOFI') : say -- I say it doesn ' t matter now. 

So~e day is what matters . And some day 

\78 ' 11 find a ho:?B, we ' 11 ha'1e a hoFue of our 

own . We'll -- (A TAKE) Oh, Natha_~ t 

( ALAR.IBD) What's the matter, A..."lka? 

Everybody ' s watching us out of the windows 

your barracl:s a."ld nine 1 

Let ' en a l l •ratch . (SOFT) Come close . 

Nathan t 

(SOFT) So, then . Kiss ll13 . 

A LIGE'.: KI SS . 

'I'hat ' s for the busybodies in your barracks •• 

AGAIN' A KI SS 

That ' s for my barracks ••• 

Mathan t 

A GOOD BI G KISS 

That ' s for me . 

For me • • • 

For -- us . For now . But soon -- no m::>re 

barracks ••• soon, another land, no walls, no 

camps -- free - and a home . Soon t 
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POI GKANTi iY PUNCTUATE AJ.~D FADE FOR 

Soon, hey? ~hat was last year . Theytre still 

in that camp . Living in his barracks now. 

( WIT::i A SHRUG) Of course, instead of tl1.ree 

families, there are seven now -- but the r 0om 

is a little larger . (A PAUSE} Not large enough 

for one family . 

AN ACGENT 

Honeym::>on -- in a D. P . Camp • • • Nightrr.a.re . 

Just a r:tl.nute 11r . Jolson 45 thousand Jewish 

refugees did find new ho~s in 1.946 . 

Found. new homes? \"'here? 

Twe::ity- six thousand in Palestine . Fifteen 

thousand in the United States -- four thousand 

elsewhere . 

You said forty- five thousand? 

That ' s what I said . 

h""IT AND FADE FOR 

Homes . That ' s where some of the United Jewish 

Appeal money goes . Home s and how to get there . 

To get people out of the nightmare . But - uh -

you, you with the statistics - -
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Right here . 

Ho~ about the kids? 

Well •• • 

Tell me . 

Well , for eY..ample -- of every ten J ewish 

childr en in all Eu~ope 

Go al:.ee.d • 

You asked for this. (PAUSE) Only one is left 

al~ve . Gne in every ten chilcren is l eft . 

s:::LE.'..'TCE . 

Prom tho latest cable to the Cnited Jewish 

A!Jpeal f ron- Europe, I q tote ~rou the follov:ing . 

( ?At;SE) Children who are t-.1el ve years of age 

!lave the average heiiht, weight, and develoonen~ 

o~ children o~ -- six. 

A SOE . 

~lightmare --- and when the children wa.1".:e up in 

t..1-ie rr~orning, -:t.er e is no ~other 01• father to 

say, "It ' s all r ight . I ' m here . '' They r1ake 

up t o - - nightmare . (PAUSE) D. P. Junior . 

All ACCE~~T ;,,:o r _;n: IT A\'lAY 

THE SAi :E THE.'lE: AS WE USED WFORE TC D3SCENT 

IN.L10 THE D • P . C.~1P, AlD U~DER : 
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All 1•ight . A year has passed since the wedding 

of Nathan and A...·1.l';:a . -- Look down into the room 

witn seven families . It ' s all right . AD . ? . 

has no privacy • • • 

(SOFTLY) Anka -- An.ka honey • • • 

(WEAK) Nathan ••• 

I have to leave you a while, Anka . I want to 

get into the food line early • • • 

Don ' t leave me ••• 

I:t•ll be bacl{ . The earlier I get there -- the 

hotter the soup ' 11 be when I get back • o • 

Please 

Don't worry, dearest . ( SiiILE) It isn ' t time 

yet . The doctor said :.t will be a while yet 

sleep • • • sleep • • • a:id I'll come back . . . 
UP SOFTLY AUD U!m:SR Al ID INTO : 

STIRRING OF A LADLE I N A BIG POT . 

There ' s for you • •• soup ••• 

SOUP POURED INTO EOWL .• 

And bread . 

BREAD -- HARD -- ON A TIN FLATE 

-
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.All right . Next? 

va:...t , please . Could you fill this bowl too -

for my wi!'e? 

Ca.ni t a-~e co~e herself, friend? 

No . She ' s going to have a baby, you see. 

All right . There ' s for her . . . eoup ••• 

And bread . 

AS BEFORE . 

Tilank you , 

Careful . Don 't spill it . 

Don ' t worry . I \'Ion ' t . 

Wait . 

Yes? 

Her e . A soldier gave me this. I was saving it 

f'o .r my own, but -- you take it . For your v:ife . 

An orange . - -

( S?!ILE) Take it -- take it before I lose th~ 

courage to let it go . 
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A whole ora1ige ••• I - - I can' t take it •.• 

(SOFT) You don ' t take it . I give it . (PAUSE) 

For the baby . It m~st be strong . 

HIT AND FADE UNDER : 

Anka ••• 

I was asleep ... 
I k:'low . It t s good . I wouldn ' t wake you . But 

I' ve reheated the soup . ~ere . I ' ll feed you . 

And I r.ave a sarprise for you . 

What is it? 

Wait . I hid it while you were sleeping ••• 

(A LITTLE OFF) Right here, I hid it ••• under 

the -- (PAUSE) It 1 s gone . 
' 

What was it, Nathan'? 

Nothing . Eat your soup, Anka . I 'll be back . 

'111.ere are you going? 

To look for it . (BITTER) I never thought 

anybody could steal from others who have 

nothing t 

HIT Ai~D FADE FOR : 
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Sonny~ did you see anybody sneaking out of our 

barracks a while ago ? 

Nope . 

Okay . Tha:-.iks . (PAUSE) Wait . Wb.o're you? 

Who're yo~? 

Don' t sass rr.e . You don ' t belong with the folks 

in this barracks • Where ' d you come from? 

What're you doing, hanging around here? 

That ' s my business . 

What ' s that inside JOUr shirt? 

(LOH) Leggo my wrist . 

I said w!1at ' s that inside your sr..irt t 

(LOW) Legge -- leggo o t me1 

CI.,OTH RIPS . 

An orange . ~'here ' d you get that? 

(LOW) I give you one chance to leggo . 

{FURIOUS) I give you one chance to tell me 

where you got that orange, or I' ll 

You ' ll 'Nhat t You won ' t turn me in --

(QUIET) Put that rock down --
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(LOW) Legro MY arm. Legge 

I said --

A GUTTURAL SOI.JN~ , LIKE AN A...WUML . 

(A GASP -- ~) You - - you hit me t ?or -

for an orange t 

(A SNARL) I told you to let go! 

(EE YELLS) Stop him -- stop that kid1 

F..Il' RA;ID AN:> F nDE . 

There. That ' ll hold it, Nathan . Just a bad 

bruise . • • 

Thanks, Doctor . And don' t tell ),.nka . 

No . 

Did t~ey catch the kid? 

. Yes . 

\~'1.B.t ' ll they do with him? 

Depends on you. You can bring charges in the 

camp court -- if you want to . You s ee - we 1 ve 

got the responsibility and the privilege --

of governing ourselves but 
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Eut he al ugged me --

But, I was goL~g to say, that we 're pretty 

luc!cy. We ' re pretty luch-y that only a fei;1 

of these kids who ' ve been living in caves 

and forests, living by starving and stealing -

have become proble~ children. They ' ve got 

a hard row to hoe, harder than grownup s o 

I ha -ce to t~5 nk •·;hat !:e ' 11 gro''' up to be • 

(QUIEI') I s it his fault the only law he 

knows is -- taJ.;:e what you can get, any way 

you can get it? ~e had to live that way t c 

l i ve at all . It ' 11 take all our time a.."'ld 

ca re to bring him around . (PAUSE ) But it ' s 

up to you . 

(SOFT) My wife ' s gonna have a baby . A ·ooJ, 

maybe . And God lmows -- he 'll need a break 

1n this r;orld . so -- I guess - - - yeah . 

I ' l l give one to this kid . (PAUSE) No Charges. 

HIT AND F .ADE FOR 

A b reak in this world for t~e kids -- t he one 

in ten l eft alive . Go al:ead, statistics. 
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U, J ,A. has supplied juvenile delinquency 

experts for ~he regeneration of Je71ish 

c:'lild.ren . Teact-era, psycholog~sts, - and 

the United Sta~es Army have helped to set up 

training progr811"s fo r the children. T.t.ere 

already are 13, COO stucents in 73 ~ew 

schools - another 13, 000 are still vrithout 

a..~y form of educat!on . 

Yes, much bas been done . Eut a D. ? . Ca11lp 

i s still -- !li&~tmare . 

A n.i.gtitrure in w!'lic:'l a wo!"..a.n lives and looks 

bac1: to a pas-: that is -- terror . Because --

Thi~ is Ar~:a . I forgot to tell you before . 

I was married before . I had a baby before . 

In Buchem·1ald I was in c::--..arge of co-i.mting 

shoes . One pair I counted and threw on t::e 

pile - - one pair of little shoes, belonged 

to m;1't bab;r . 

A YEISP~RED .:IOTE 

A nightmare in w!'lich a man lives and looks 

around at a present that is -- horror . 

Because -
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This is Natha..'1'1 . I ':1a.s marri~d before too . I 

rad a wlfe before . Right here, right in th1. s 

ca.mp, right here in this ca.mp, she died . 

Right here . 

A \"~EI SPE!ra:> NOTE 

A nightr:w.re in which a child liv3s 2nd looks 

for ~ard to a future that is - - unlrr..owa . 

Bo cause 

(;'Ji:SPER) I ' u the Y.~d ~1th the rock. 

Everybody keeps prom.isir_g "1e' 11 ~et out of 

h6re . Yea.~ . I heard that before . I don' t 

believe ' em. I don' t believe -- nobody . 

~he ingredients of nightmare . !!.::> 1'.:ome - - no 

past, present, or ruturs - - and food others 

may steal . But a man doesn ' t live by bread 

alone . Re ·vants work . So it ' s wonderful 

when t~e camp director calls you to his 

office . • • 

Na than Wandler'? 

Yos sir --

You applied for a job a w~ile ago . You 

listed ;oarself as an arc~itect? 

Ye s . 
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Well -- you ' re lucky . There ' s a job for ;rou . 

Wo:iderful t "fi1ere? 

Right here in camp . 

Doing what? 

Building more barracks . 

Barracks. 

Of course, ~e don ' t really ne ed an 

architect, but I guess you can still use 

(VEEY VERY Q'Jii:T ) :Jirector -- don ' t 

misund.e:-stand r.e . I ' d carry bricks -- in 

.A?nerica . I ' d ni.ix cement -- iu Paleetir.e . 

I ' d ct.op t r ees, di3 di tches, atraigJ1te:i out 

rusty nails with rr.y bltr e hands -- any plac.e 

el se i n the world I could get to -- but in 

GerLiany, in All Europe -- I wouldn ' t d.ri ve 

a thumbta ck. (PAUSE) Maybe some guye would - 

maybe some wa.~t to stay her e -- but rr-e - - not 

ne . Sit her e end rot ? ~!e, a .C.ead .fiul of' 

hones to tuild for my people, cities ~o 

plan -- (SOFI1) I d r eam of cities growing in 

the desert -- and not just me, either. 

( :;;:rrsPE!t) ..;.aron the violinist, lives 1:i ey 

barracks -- a heart full of music ••• his 

fingers move all day, playing a r i ddle he 
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hasn ' t got -- music, he d.rea.Ms -- ( t:ORE AND 

MORE) Levjne in my barracks, Levine the 

chemist, the scientist -- not so much as a 

test- tube •• • Martha, the teac~er -- in my 

barracks -- where is her classroom, ·r.·here are 

her boo~s, -- and Joseph, big, husl:y Josep~ 

t~e steelworker - - in my barrac~s, ma.king 

dishes from r ation tins -- Good He~vens we 

~ave a barr acks full of b r ains and ~uscle 

f'o r dreB..t;o.ing a-'l"ld bui ld.i~ - - anyY;!lere el Ee 

in the \7!:ol e v1orld -- s.r..d JOU ask me to put 

up ba.!'racks in a D . Po Ca..~.p L ( PAt1'SE:) ~Tot me . 

F!nd me a clean job on the training farm . 

I'll dig the ear~h with my hands t 

This is wha.t is known es -- despair . 

A LIGHT STI!;G 

l:.i:r . Sta ti sties ::ow quotes you a conf'ider:.ti.al 

reporv from a U. JoA. zone director L.~ 

Germany . Q.uote . 

The J ews ho.ve been in D. P , Camps for almost 

two yea.rs . The gr eG.t major:.ty of them war.t 

to go to Palestine . Many pin their hopes o~ 

e!!ligration to the United States and to other 

l ands whi ch will give them a haven • They 

f ear having to stay in Germany indefinitely . 
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There is a necassity for work for these 

people in order to keep up their morale . 

But there is a refusal on the part of the 

D . P ~' s to do work which will build up the 

Geruan economy. This is understandable . 

Unquote . (PAUSE) There is, ho~ever, -- a 

however . That however is what Nathan asked 

for -- work on the training farm . 

BIRDS . 

They so.id I should report to you . 

Well t Look who ' s t-ere t 

Yep . It ' s me . 

So I have to make n far.mer out of you? 

I guess so . Don ' t be sore at me . I 'll be 

good. 

Yeah, sure . 

Honest I will . (LOW) SPECIALLY FOR YOU , 

Why me? 

Oh • • • you know . 

No I don ' t, kid . 

You gave me a break, didn'tcha? 
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You ~ean, by not pressing charges? 

Yop . {PAUSE) Nobody ever gave me a break 

before . So -- I ' ll do anything you say . 

Okay • Friends? 

Friends . 

Attaboy . Okay -- where do you want to start? 

PicY.in ' potatoes, ~.aybe? 

They do~ ' t pick . They dig . 

Vlell w!'laddaya know ~ 

Not Much, but I ' m learning. You see, I was 

a..'1 arctiitect . 

What ' s that? 

A house designer ••• a builder ••• 

(SOFl') A..,d they got you -- doin ' this? 

{QuIET) I asked for it . 

Gee . You wouldn't think an architect 

Look . Before you can have houses -- you have 

to ~ave -- land . Before you put up to~ers --

you have to have the foundations Not this 

land, kid -- our o·m. Some day -- our OVl:l --
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You believe that? 

I have to . 

Then I do . 

All rig~t . We ' ll be farmers first . We'll 

learn hot7 to make our land -- gro':7 things . 

There ' s more to it than sticking seeds in 

the ground . All kinds of t:.tings to learn 

when to pla.~t, how to sow then you 

reap . You ' re living off the land then 

you live on it -- then -- you build on it . 

See? 

Kind of . [t sounds nice. 

Drea.n- talk . Here . l'ake a spade . 

I get t o dig in the dirt, hey? 

Not dirt, kid -- earth. Soil. Dirt is - 

dirt is -- (REACHING FOR ~ORDS) evil 

.fii.thy -- barre!lt • • • Soil, earth - - it ' s 

frul tful -- it grm?s thL~gs • • • it -- (BEAT) 

Speeches I ' m making . Come on - - dig. Dig 

the way you' ll dig some day in Palestine . 

T'.10 SPADES GOI::lG UNRRYT!lv.ICALLY IN EAR'DH . 

What a!'e you going to be when you grow up, 

kid? 
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~ou won ' t laug..°'1., wil l ya? 

I won ' t l a.ugh . 

An architect . ( PAUSE) For you . 

Tcarllis, k~d . But keep d::.gfing, just the 

same, bec ause -- ( ~AUSE) Oh- oh . 

What ' d you hit ? 

I do!l ' t knoVI . something . • • 

DIOC I KG "GP A EI T =r:iE~~ S:'O? . 

V.".ha. t ' d you f ir..d? 

~ook for youraol£ . 

{k-""T~R .A ?.h.uSE~ Bo:ies . Lyin' in t:ie eartr: . 

Earth? (PAUSE) Thi s is dir t . 

HI T A.~D F AD3 . 

\·rn:::.t Cllll a J ew har Ye st from a le~11d .fertil:izeJ 

wit..."1 J ews? ( ?AUSE) Nightnare . 

THE1·1ATI C STI NG AND AF~AY FOR : 

A total o~ 4o, 3C 4 refugees are be~ng given 

t he chance to build a neq li=e t~~ough 610 

trai!ling center s all over Europe . Forty- tvo 

t housand D. P . ' s are expected to take part 

L"'l a pl anned wor k progr a.n . Twenty- eigt.t 

t housand ar e al ready employed . 
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Good . 

You in~erested in 586,000 yar d s of material ? 

".'Jhnt about it? 

The ca_~ps have received the mate~ial . The 

J ews will make new clothe s . 

HIT hl~D FADE FO~ 

Will make . A .. tld f ood, i f UJA l:elp contir..ues . 

§md t~ere are always core D. P.' s, for tcere 

are a nillion outside t~e canps o And 

inside -- 600 baule s bo::.'n each mo:ith. To 

parents like Na than ;·1a:.1d.ler, '.'lai ting 

outside the hosoital • 0 

:JOOR OPEN S 

Nathan? 

Yes, Doctor . A-~ything hapoened yet? 

Not yet . 

Doc, be honest with me . W~at ' s wro~..g ? 

What ' s v1rong \'"'i th A"!ka ? 

She ' s not strong enough . 

Could I hel p -- could I give bl ood? 
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DOCTOR: You could give her bl ood -- if you had the 

strength yourself . But it isn ' t blood she 

needs . She needs -- food she didn ' t ilave 

for the last nine months . She needs 

~ope she ' s lost for the last two years . 

She needs -- heart, and strength, and --

more . 

NATHAN : VT.r..at else? 'Tr:at nore? 

DOCTOP. : ( Q.TIEI') ?:ie will to have a child . 

NATHAN: '.:IJhat a.re you sa.y!.ng? \~at are you saying'? 

~he baby -- she ~ants tr...e baby - - our baby ! 

DOC'i'OR: ( QUIE:') Does s..l-ic? 

SO'J:ID : !)()QR OPENS 

K\JRSE : (OFF) Doctor l 

DOOl'OR: Comiag l 

SOUND : 

NURSE : I think 

DOCTOR : ....... ~ 
ital...., - -

A!ll'KA : Nathan • • • Nathan ··-

fib.at is it, Anlm? 

Na t-'11.a.:l - -
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&'1111:1, Anka -- be quiet . 

It ' s not fair, Nathan . It ' s not .fair ••• 

What ' s not fai r, Anka? 

To -- to bring a baby -- here • • • 

(SOFT) You haven ' t had the baby yet, Anka ••• 

Forgive me, t;athan -- I --

Ar.Jr..a. 1 

(\7liISPER) Forgive me -- I don ' t -- want him 

any more . 

( FI3RCE) S.'1.e ' s right~ she ' s right 1 What 

right have \'!e got to bring babies into this 

world ? 

Be quiett 

I ' m sorry . 

Never r.rlnd sorry! Prepare for a Caesaria~! 

She'll have her baby whether she wants to 

or not t 

HIT HAHD 

(~~ARY) All right . Take care of her, nurse , 

I' ll see if I can get t;his lit tle D. P. to 

yell. 
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A SEA .. ::u> SL A? 

s:LEN.::s 

sn.;;;NCE 

A SHARP SLAP 

SILENCE 

(A eoa) Yes . 

s..--:e didn ' t - - s.11.e didn't really vant:; to 

brint:; a caby in co th1 s kind ot' a '.:-orld -

ali va . ( P nUSE) $Lie did.."1 ' t . 

HIT k~D FADE FOR 

~ou think I ' M going to give you the old 

happy endi!1g and tell you the baby lived? 

W'ny should I ? That ' s for t~e ~ov~es . k 

technicolor drean vii th a haopy ending? l'o . 

This is ~o dream . This is real, t~is is 

~~£g1::t:-:are . 

:·U? A!~ F A:IJE FOR 
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It is true that for evary .Anka who doesn't 

want to bring h er baby into this kind. of a 

worl.G. -- hund reds of D. P . ts :..!'e havir-~g tlteirs, 

cor.:.fident in the h~lp t hat comes from 

America . And for every };a t han who drsams 

o! a home , wor k, decency, outside the 

re~inder that is Ger".?1B1ly -- hunjreds do get 

away . But whatever is done for those who 

despair in the old wo::-ld, must co.!'.'le from 

the nevi • .At the end o:' t!:is month m::~a; is 

going out of business . Ond day sone of its 

~rork \1!11 bs taken up by ~!1e Inte r national 

Re~ugoe Or gani zation of the United ~aticns . 

In -c11e meant!r.:e, for the hw1dreds of 

thous'lnds of J e11s who wait in the D. ? . ca:npe 

:'rom da~~ to day, !'ro:n month to month • • • • 

fro m yee..:r to year --- ther e a re only the 

efforts of the United States Army and the 

united ~e·.vish Appeal . To the end that the 

misery of t~ese people rr.ay bo sometting 

less than the nightmare I have sho~n you, 

the United Jewish Appeal is r aising 170 

n::.llion dollars . It is not too :nuch. I t is 

not enough . But to many sufferers it will 

bring brigb.ter tor1orrm•1s . 

AUTO CQ!.IBS UP FAST AN:> CR:\S:~S . 
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&~d to be a D. P . in Europe is not a drea~ 

in which you open your mcuth and s:.ng, and 

the audience ~oes not hear you . I t is a 

nightr.iare in which a million hands raa~h 

out and a million voices cry out to ce 

heard. Por the love of hun:anity -- \tlll 

those voices be answer ed? 

Cr '"ill '.'Te nave them say Eili, ~:!_li, l a."'la 

azavtanu . "?·:y God, ny God, w!ly hast thou 

fo r saken l'?"e?" 

You havo heurd Al Jolson, and John Garf~eld 

in Operation t-tightr.are, presented on behalf 

of the United Je·vish Am.:.eal . The scPipt was 

written by Allan :r!: . Sloane, and the progr£...11 

was produced and di r ectod by Himai1 Browno 

For a copy of tonight ' s script you inay 

wr!te to the United J ewish Appeal, at 1 65 

West 46t~ St!'.'cet, New York 19, Ne\7 York. 

TO FILL . 

This is CBS, the COLUMBIA BROADCASTING 

SYSTEM. 
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(NETWORK CUE) 

The American Broadcasting Company, in coopei--

ation with the United Jewish Appeal ••• • presents 

John Garfield, Agnes l-1oorehead, Paul Muni , 

Edward G. Robinson, Selena Royle and Victor 

Young' s !mlSic in a special program dedicated to 

one hundred seventy thousand children who survived 

the Nazi concentration camps • •• and who l i ved for 

so long under the • •• "Barbed Hire Sky. n 

IN ••• EST.Al3LISH .!LID PAUS3 FOR: 

You will hear the voices of John Garfield, Selena 

Royle, Edward G. Robinson, .Agnes Moorehead and 

• 
Paul l.fu.ni, in that order. 

UP FUL!.i Al!D OOWN FORt 

Another collection, you might s~. .Another group, hat 

in hand, palm outstretched, saying - this is worthy, 

this is good. Give. 

Yes. But there is something more •••••• 

A responsibility • •• a shouting of the conscience ••• a 

voice somewhat louder and more im~r ious than ours ••• 

a thread from us to you that is stronger than the 

thin band of electric impulse that presently holds 

us together. 

ROBINSON: Press the button ••• turn the dial ••• pull the swithh •• • 

still the voice will be heard ••• the program will go on • •• 
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ROBINSON: Your responsibility ,.,111 not end •••• you will 

be aware of it. You cannot esca::_:>e. 

MOOBEHEAD: You cannot evade the facts of the matter . You know 

as we do9 •• that across the bright blue skies of Europe •• ; 

shining in the sun •• • glistening in the night ••• there is 

barbed \tire in the s1.7 • •• • 

MUNI : And behind the evil barbs ••• still imprisoned; • • Jeuish 

people. r.:en , women and children. Formerly victims 

of the Nazi horror. Ifo1·1 victil'ls of circumstance. And 

only you can save them ••• you are their only hope. 

They're looking at you. Do you feel the bright, 

desperate pressure of their quiet eyes? 

GARFIELD: Turn us off now, if you will. Get rid of us, and 

our outstretched pa.l.!!ls. Then - try to sleep tonight. 

MUSIC: UP FULL .AlTD OUT 

GARFIELD: Times change. People change,. The world changes. 

Many things, in many weys , change and change again. 

It 1 s tough sometines to kno\1 the score• So most 

of us, in one way or another, form a personal 

philosophy.~. a. method of dealing wit h things a s 

they come up •••• little facts, ideas~ opinions ••• 

it starts when we're very young •••• 

VOICE: Two and two is f aur. 

GAnFIELD: .And it goes on as we grow older •••• 

VOIO~: White is a combination of all colors·. Black is 

the absence of color. 
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GARFIELD: i·le s tore these t hings up ••• • and cling to them 1n a. 

changing world. n.This is '·1hite •••• this is :Black. •• 

t wo and two is fourc- ••• and in time the aUbsta.nce of this 

accumulated personal knowledge begins t o sen e us iii 

many wa.ys ••• makea things .know to us in terms of 

menor y. You press a ment al button • •• something clicks ••• 

the mind sifta, assorts, digests , selects . .... you ask 

a question and the answer comes. r o . 

VOICE: (ON bC~O) What is the autumn like 1n lTew En&land? 

MUSIC: IN UlIDER 

G.ABFIELD: A.utw:m in New Tingland.~ •• falling l eaves ••• red and 

gold ••• a trace of frost in the morning ••• sometimes 

the milk in the bottle on t he doorstep pushes out 

t he cap ••• cider ••• the t as6e of apples ••• cold and 

sweet ••• next door the man is burni~ maple leaves.~4 

and for an instant, you can s~ell it. 

MUSIC: OUT 

VOICE: (ON Z:CHO) San Francisco. What is San Francisco like? 

MUS I C: IN UNDER 

GARFIELD: San Francisco ..... hills ••• clean white buildings ••• 

people laughing ••• sea.gulls crying hoarsely t~ile 

you eat on Fisherim.n1 s wharf •• ~across the bay a 

bridge of steel gleaming in the sun •.•• trolleys 

going up ••• trolleys coming down ••• taxis ... busy ••• 

busy • •• very clean. 

MUSIC: OUT 
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GARFIELD: 

VOICE~ 

GARFIELD: 

VOICE: 

GARFIELD: 

MUSIC : 

VOICE: 

GARFIELD: 

MtEIC : 

G.ARFI3LD: 

VOIC E: 

The pleasant things oon::e to mind easily. Tm 

memory of happiness. The thought of a ll those 

mo!U3nts when the warld seemad very good. How 

quickly tl:e mind will bring them t o you. But 

hov1 slowly . .. and VTith what pe.in ••• we ren:ember 

other thingsc; other nanes . 

(ON IDHO) Belsen . 

Belsen? 

(ON IDliO) Belsen. 

Belsen . It eans souething. It suggests 

son:etbing. E'yabrows . Small, pi ggish eyes . 

Xran:arl That was his na.ID3l-

STii~ IN AND CONrnrut:S 

Item. 

xrazrer, the comnander of the concentration 

camp at Belsen, loved :fl ower s . H3 used a kind 

of fertilizer that r anlcs him with Attila the Hun, 

with Gol gotha. and his hill of skullj ••• .I<:rai:isr 

used tm r emains of hun:an beings to fertilize 

his flowers . 

How quickly it oon:es now . The gates a.re oi:an. 

we remmber suddenly. Things tha.t all of us 

have tried very bard to forget . Nan:as , and 

placoa , and things that happ:ined, Buchenwald.•. 

Item. 
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QARFIELD: The wife of the ccmna.nder at Buobenwal d o oll.eoted 

tattooing, Sm co-vered her books with human skin. 

Tu.oh.au, 

V<ICCE: 

GARITCLD: Men and wolll3n were impaled on hooks through t he 

roof of the mouth whilD waiting to b:l t ossed 

into the ftn'na.oe ~ .tBdama.r . 

VOICE : Item. 

Fift een hundred n:en sealed int o a room with 

gasol i ne and acetate , tll3n burned a live . 

MtSIC: 

The nan:es of these places arl) enough t o bring 

back the taste of hcn-rar ••• Stettin, Auss i g .. 

KohnStein, Ncn-dhau.sen , Au.soh\vi tz, Ma.i dene k, 

six million Jews died in agony. 

MtEIO: 

GARFIELD: Or l i ved. Seven hwc.red thousand lived. 17i th 

typhus ••• typh;id ••• tuberculosis ••• anaemia ••• 

inflwnza~ eodiptberia ... , and a number of otl13 r 

diseases not considered poli tei to imntion. 

They Tl0re naked, starving , beaten, t ortured, 

btn:'ned and various other things ••• in various 

degrees . 

Mt.SIC: 

GAm'IELD: I s t hat enough~ Will you settle f ar that? Or 

would you like one more faot? 

VOICE : I n parenthesi s . 
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GABFI~ . . In ea.oh of these oamps ttero wore mounds of a ~culia.r 

sort 0 ~ mound e.t Belsen was three hundred feet long, 

one hundred feet v1ide ~ and f OU':' feet high.. It consisted 

of thirty thouso.nd hur.ia.n bodi es r s t acked up like oordwood. · 

A few s teps from this., . 0 within sight and sound and smll 

of it ,.e'l'18B the children ' s section of tm Be lsen 

concentration i:iamp~. oa.nd tm children themselves • • • f ive 

hundred of themo 

VOICE: 

SOUND: 

ROYLE: Ttiay were fir st t o be tah"0n from tb3 cru:ip at Bel.sen •• • 

at Nordhausen. uJ»cbau,. •• and all the otb.ers ••• the 

children were liberated f irst ••• .marched away from harror 

• •• those v1ho o()uld still \'7a lk ••• Look at tmm • . See them 

go by .. Sil ent o Always quie::> t . ':'hey wer e taught t.hat 

first of all. Lnok a~ tmir eyes . A three year old boy ... · 

his face is e i ghty. A six yee:r old girl ••• nho will never 

live to be seven o Look at t bemo A n:e.r led place in your 

history books. kn excl amation point in tiJ?B • One 

hundred s e venty t housand children. 

somn 
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ROYLE: :Eerbaps it's difficult far you to imagine that IIE.ny. 

Tiell ooncentrate ••• use a magnifying glass ••• the story of 

one of these ohildren is the stary of them all. So pick 

a ohild • •• a.ny child. That girl tmre? All right, we•ll 

talk to ber. Cot:te here, little girl. 

SOUND: OF FOCJI'STE?S OFF.. • ~TANT 

ROYLE: Closer. Closer still. 

SOtND: I N AND STOP 

• ROYLE: Lock at her closely. Se~ h3r ~ith your mind ••• touoh bor 

with your mart . A little girl. :ark hair , bl'own el10s , 

fair skin. Merely a child . But if you c~ closer still 

• • • and look v.:Jry deep into her eyes ••• you will see 

smoothing there you• ve never seen before in the eyes of 

a obild •• • you•ll see the farnBtion ••• tm hint ••• tm 

desire ••• to make a sound that all tbe world should bear ••• 

sown: (OFF MJ.:KE) A PIERCIID S::REAM 

Mt.SIC : STIOOS 

ROYLE: This silent child ••• and all tbs others like ~r • • is one 

vast , unartioulated scream of agony. 

}.{(5IC: CONI'INlES 

ROYIE: Vlhat happened to her? That•s quickly and simply told• It 

began nith the sound of footsteps on the stair . 

SOUND: 
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ROYLE: Tmre bad been a ti.ma when this child, l.ike any otmr 

child, begc,<'8d for candy., ma.de up songs around tm house , 

and liked to feel her father ' s hand against :tt:ir ems~. 

And that time ended with a knock upon t~ door . 

SOWD: OF POUNmNJ <?J THE .i)()QR ••• IT O?EN3 

VOICEt Out , Jew1 

lHSIC: POOTUAT.T!S 

ROYLE: Her father , whose band had been so soft and gent l e , was 

made into fertilizer . B3r motmr , whose voice had been 

so svweet and tender , hung fr.tr a time from a hook until 

she was grateful to die . 

MUSIC : UP A..'tllD our 

ROY.U: (QUI:EI'LY) Ttese things have happened . Tmre is a. certain 

monotony about death, and dying. It tends to becOim a 

figure • •• a vital statistic, of ~hioh we , in Otn' ti~ , will 

make one. 

But we , at least ., ba.ve this advant a.ge ••• we ne-ve:r lmow 

until that last split instant of time ••• tha.t final tenuol.18 

l ine betv~en ourselves and eternity •• • the face and step 

and voice of death. Dut six million Jt3ws in EuroP3 have 

known death intimately • • • have sensed its inexarabl.e approach •••• 

have seen its fa.ce ••• and heard its approaching step ••• 

SOtND: OF FOOT&l'EPS CCllIN:} UPSTAIRS ••• R>tNDING ON oorn ••• IT OPEN3 
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ROYL3: And teen its voice • •• sounding in tM night . 

VOICE: out, Jew: 

ROYL:: All these children have heard that voioe ••• those 

footsteps ••• whatever they are , ar will be , is 

intit:8tely ground f rom the memory of that holTar . 

Ji.JJ tl'.13y grow older , and begin to sense that these 

things v.ere in no way a normal a.speot of living 

far those who are Jewish, tm ha.r:ror if it will 

mount in them, a.s it has in all of huna.ni ty ••• 

as they realize what happened t o tooir fathers ••• 

VOICE: 

ROYLE: Mothers ••• 

VOIC3: .D3e.dt 

ROYLE: COW3ins ••• 

VOICE: Dead l 

ROYLE: An unola in Sohierstenstadt ••• 

VOICE : .t:»adl 

ROYLE : Another in Bremer haven ••• 

VOIC";: 

ROY.LI: : Et Cetera. Et cetera. Beyond ordinary human 

cape.cit y far mderstanding, into the realm of higmr 

mathematics . until holTor becon:es a figure ••• 

VOICE: Six n:il.lion Jewish dead . 

MU9IC : POOTUATES 

.. 
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ROYLE~ And not only the children ••• but the aged , infirm, and 

hon:eless • •• a ml.llion and a. half of them, They stand 

before you now ••• a monument to Kultur •• • a headstone on the 

grave of huma.nity • • • with a simple inscription reading, 

"}i)re J.ies decency -- long dead in Germa.ny. " 

MtSIC : S'JEEPS UP AND our 

ROBINSON: In hours and minutes , the second world war 
~~- -~~ 

will have been over in Europe two years exac~ly. These 

people we speak of, ~re officially free on May 8th, 1945. 

Let ' s g o back a little , !JJt •s restate the problem as i t 

existed tt:en. 

VOICE; In the rubble of German oi ties ••• in the stench of German 

concentr ation camps •••• there are thirty million displaced 

persons . They are without food , clothing, n:edioal 

supplies • • • and most of them without hon:es . 

ROBINSON: Now, how do we go about the process of solving the problem? 

Can we Jea.l with such a ma.gni tu:le of distress on a 

statistical basis'? Shall tie ma.ke out little cards, 

properly r.erfore.ted, to be filed by imchino . , o onsulted by 

' ma.chine ••• analyzed by imchine ••• so that these i:eople need 

never be toucb3d by huzmn compassion • •• shall we leave them 

to tb3 recording mcbines'? 

VOICE: They ItllSt be dealt with on a. businesslilre be.sis . 
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ROBINSON: All right, let's try it. Let's get at the facts. Trot out 

the figures. Forget the concentration camp1 •••• the heaped 

up bodies of the dead ••• the rachitic residue ot the living. 

Peace has come. Horror has gone. Put it on a businesslike 

basis. Start with this girl. This child. She needs help. 

Consider her in terms of need. Reduce her to a statistic. 

VOICE: Age? 

ROnINSON: She doesn 1 t know. 

SOUND: PUNCHING MACHIN~ ( SIMIT...iAR TO ADDI!:G !·~GRINE) 

MUSIC: PUNCTUATES 

VOICE: l3orn, where? 

ROBmsoN: She doesn't remember. 

SOUND & MUSIC 

VOICE: Father's name? 

ROBINSON: Unknown 

VOICE: Mother's name? 

ROBINSON: Unknown 

SOUND &: MUs:c 

VOICE: Weight? 

ROBINSON: Sixty-three pounds 

S>thTD & MUSIC 

VOICE: Height? 

ROBIN&>N: Fifty-four inches. 

SOUND & MUSIC 
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VOICE: Physical development? 

ROBINSON: Retarded.. 

VOICE~ By illness? 

ROBINSON: No. History. 

SOUND & MUSIC 

- l.a-13--

ROBINSOlT: So much for statistics. Those are the fi&'lres. Add them 

up. Give us a total. 

SOUND: OF MACHIFE Ilf OPERATION, •• l3RISK Al'1> EFFICU2JT 

MUSIC T.AGS 
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ROBINSON: What does it a.mount t o '? 

VOICE: Total. This would appear t o be a.n ordinary ohild, in need 

of two thousand (? J Calories of food t:er diem. 

ROBINSCN: Io that all? 

VOICE: \1e mke a certain allowance for the exhaustion of musclB 

buildi ng t issti:s. 

ROBINSON: JUld what allommce far th:l br ain'? What oonoession to the 

?.i:3mory '? What about 1 t? 

VOICE: Psychi atric examination of this chil d reveals anxiety 

nourosis syndrolm, verging on traUJ:1a. 

ROBI NSON: A neat, pr.;cise , soientific statomnt to the effect that 

this girl is unhappy. 

VOICE: Yes . 

ROBINSCl~ : You•re wrong. Sbe •s not unhappy. How could she be? Sb:} •s 

uovar had e. neat , preoiso, sci(}ntifio basis of canpariscn 

between t~ way she 11ves and tll3 way the rest of the world 

lives • This gir 1 thinks t te whole world 11 ve s be hind 

barbed wire. 

MllilC : IN ANJ OCl.fN FOR: 

ROBINSCNt Sbft doesn• t cry . \Th.at is there t o cry about •• a broken doll? 

She's never had ono • • • and it wouldn •t matter to her anyhow. 

In her blood is the memory of a worse breakage . The guards 

at Belsen \'lere not too fond of children , 

MUSIC: PUNCTUAT~ : 

ROBINSON: Sb;l doesn•t complain. '\?hat is tl:~re to complain about? 

Anything that haptsns now is bettor than the way things 

used t o be . 

MUSIC : POOTUATES: 
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ROBINSON: Vlbat if sb:l bas been to four different D.P. camps sinoe 

Belsen. They wero all better. The barbed wll'e sin•t charged 

with electricity any mare. 

MU3IC : PUNCTUATES: 

ROBINSCN: What if she is a little hungry because there isn•t enough 

to go around? She's not starving a.ny more. 

W.EIC? Pl.NJTUATES: 

ROBINSON: V7he.t if she is cold from tirr.B to ti~ because tb3re isn•t 

enough fuel to keep the barracks warm. It's wa:rrrer than 

tb3 grave at B:ilsen. 

PUl'nTUAT!iS: 

ROBINSON: Can you deal with such hopelessness on a statistical basis? 

Can you ptmcb a ca.rd that nill adequately express tr.a 

misery of this child and all the othel's like her, on Ma.y 

8th,, 1 945? Is thore a machine anYi·1here that will convolute 

boom its insensate depths the answer to this misery? 

{A PAU3E) 

And tl:e ans\'ier is so simple. So ex&ct . So inescapably 

correct • The answer is • •• froodom. 

MU3IC: t:> AND our 

It seenad a simple p:t'oblem tivo years ago,, and the answer was 

easy and quick. Tbel'e wer e this mmy displaced persons here,, 

that many displaced JSrsons there. What should \\e do with 

them? 

VOICE: Feed them, o lot he . t b3m, sond them hone• 

MOORE!EAD: A simple thing to do • •• r easonable , logical, and 

humanitarian. 1''irst ,, the children ••• 

MU3IC: COMiES IN 
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MOOREHE:AD: Tl:ey '~:re to be ta~n away from the camp.s ••• to places where 

they could forget the past, and learn how t o be children.•• 

how to laugh, and be DDrry. All tl:e gentle t hings that 

belong to children. Songs that rree.n nothing, S\lllg in the 

bath. The shape of an orange, and the proper way to i;eel 

it• How t o use a crayon , How t o t'll' i te one ' s name. Trust , 

confidence , affection ••• all the simple things that ma.he 

childhood such a happy state of affairs, we r e to be theirs, 

MU3IOi UP JI.ND JOUN: 

MOOBEJEAD~ Jind far the elder s ••• a new faith in hurm.nity •• a r estaration 

of their hozoos and J;Ossessions ••• a pl ace in the sun, and tm 

w~rming certainty that once again they were tree Ill3n and 

women, with bc.rbarity and barbed wire far behind them. 

MU3IC: 

MOO!iliffi:AD: For those pl.n'pcses , UNRRl!. was founded , And to these 

purposes the United Jewish Appeal was dedicated. The Joint 

lli.stribution Committeu would l ook after tb3 Displaced 

Persons until they loft. In Palestine , the lbited Palestine 

Appeal would look after the immigrants as trey arrived, 

.And in the Uli ted States I the uni tea Service for New 

.Aioorioans would help those who cam9 here becan:e good 

citizens . This was the plan, And in the concentration 

camps , in the J.~ . camps , and the interruoont places , there 

was hope thero was exci telttlnt and gratitude , •• thanks 

to .America. 
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VOICES: 

I~ POLISH: Thank you, .Am3rica~ 

HOOARIANa 

ROUMANIAN: 

CZJEH: 

RtSSIAN: 

ITALIAN: 

EIC: 

MU3IC: Sl'IELI.S UP AND our: 

MOOREHEAD: That was two years ago. '.1.'ho war was over. .Anti-Bemitism, 

butcl13ry, and savagery wure officially a thing of the past. 

There was peace, and hop;i far the future,, these peopl e could 

go ho~. It might take a li ttlo tin:e •• but two yea.rs should 

be onough1 So the m1i ted Nations decided • • • 

VOICE : On June 30th, 1947 UNRRA \7.lll end. Relief far the displaced, 

lost peoples of .Eur o!)3 wi 11 ce a.so. 

MOOR:.:HGAD: And why not? By that tilll3 trey would all ha-ve gone home. 

They would be restored to their prop;:irty in various ~uror;ean 

countries ••• happily r osottlod \7ith complete freoC..om and 

oi vil liberty. 

VOICE: ::::;ighty- five thousand Jewish displaced persons. 

That ' s the figure as of January 1946. ~ghty-five thousand 

Jews in D.P. camps. Surely, in another year they'd all be 

taken caro of, So tooy thought. 'I'he thi ted Jewish Apr;eal 

last year vras base d on such an estimate, and the feeling that 

this yoa:r there would bE:l no further need. V1hy then, are vie 

wre, asking far mare money? 
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VOICE: 

MUSIC: 

Mtm : 

MIBIO : 

MUNI: 

Mi.SIC: 

Mtfil : 

VOICE: 

MlNI: 

VOICE: 

MU3IC: 

MUNI: 

AS of January, 1947, there were two hundned fifty-six 

thousand Jews in the D.P. oamps. 

Tbat ' s v1hy we ' r o here • 'Ilhere are not 1e s s pe ople to take 

ca.re of • •• but more l And on JUne 30th, shortly to a.rri ve, 

UNRRA ends . vihich br i ngs a thought to mind - on July 1st , 

r1hich by custom fol l <ms Ji.me 30th by only a. small margin , 

uho is goi!ll; to supply breakfast far toos(J people? Lunch? 

!linner'? And so on, to starvation. \Tho will feo.d them? 

lNDERL1~: 

That's question A. QU3stion B, politely asked •• is this, 

ilby arc there ~ Jei75 bohind barbed wire now, than a 

year ago? 

our: 

So muoh for questions. How about some answers. 

Question A. l"Jho will feed them? 

The .Aimrica.n Army is doing uhat it can . But beginning July 

l st , very nearly too only thing oot woon those people and 

starvation is the United J&'l"lish Appeal. ~appeal, farxoorly 

a. natter of relieving suffering -- non a netter of life or 

death. 

Question B. tJby a.re t hare mare this year'? 

It goos back to the end of th;) uar • Two- thirds of all the 

Jows who had onco lived in Europe were dead. The fraction 
. 

that rarnained , who v'101·e HUngarian, Roumani an , Czechos l ovakian, 

r rench, and every othor nationality, started back to their 

hcmes •• to the land they owned beforo the war •• to the businesses 
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SOUND: 

MlNI: 

MLSIC : 

MUNI 

SOUND: 

VOICE: 

MUNI : 

Mt'SIC: 

MUNI:.· 

SOUND: 

MUNI : 

SOUND: 

VOICI!: : 

MUNI : 

MU3IC : 

MUNI: 

they bad build up , the schools that nore theirs, tte places 

woore they had boon born. Haro troy mt with flowers in 

Pnland? 

A 11elcOIID home f:rom s~ who themse l ves were once among the 

rersocutod in Poland. 

STUDS : 

Did bands play, and p&opl o sing, l1hen the Jews started 

back into Htmgary? 

(SHOurim) Go back to tho gas chamoors, JonL 

Gr eetings and salutations f:ra:i a former friend in Hungary. 

STI!\US: 

Surely the µ>oplo of Roumania, som:i 6f them noH living on 

Janish prop:irty, r:elcnmod their friends hone uith loving 

hoarts • . 

()j.' A DLCX' ANJ A GROAN: 

:aut what a.bout Austria? Surely this nation of the rre.ltz and 

gomutlich keit •• • surol y b:>re , tho Jew crould go back to his 

land, in p:iace and safe ty. 

POUlmI!-!1 ON IX>OR. •.IT OP: ~.NS : 

nut , Jew1 

A vielcOJ:ll3 committed in Austria . 

STINJ.S : 

There i s , to be , sure , a. trace of anger in the way these things 

are mentioned. But there is al so undol'standing. Hitler•s 

Tlork was done in these cotmtries . One does not live. far 

seven yoars exposed to l eprosy without catching it. 
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MT.SIC; U? Ji.ND our: 

But what are these people to do? Git there in the oemps. •• 

waiting for life --

VOICE : How many of you D.P. ' s are there? 

MT.NI: And answering silly qmstions? nanting liberty -

VOICE; l7hic h way 11 please ? 

MUNI: And receiving investigation Co1;1mittee? Hoping for the 

pursuit of happiness -

'/OICE: (CLZARU•U 01•' THROAT) It seems reasonable to telieve that in 

dt:e tin:e, l:eyond a qws tion of doubt, there is every reason 

to believe , that in the course of human events, beyond a 

i;:eradventure 11 vie have every reason to think ••• (FADE) 

.And being LJade the subject of a thousand objectives reports? 

If this to be the fate C1f the ~wish P3 ople still alive in 

Euroi;:e? l or us, i;:eace has ce>W3, long since. li'or these people, 

the war is no1i yet owr ' 

MtBIC: 

VTe will not mention he1·e one of tbfl few places in the world 

where these p:Jopla could exi;:ect a hearty v.elcOJJe . Vie will 

not argt:e the pros and cons oi' a subject to be decided, we 

hope and trust , by the tbited Nations . But \"i0 would like to 

point out to you, humbly and with dw respect for your poli tioal 

feelings . \7batever they may be •• while t'hey wait far nhatever 

fate the CCl!lgl"ess of the nations assigns to th&m •• while they 

sit and hope that one day they will b:t truly free ••• tmse 

peopl e are threa.temd with starvat ion, disease, and death, 

unless you help. Ca.n you refuse? 
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' 
MUSIC: FULL AND our: ----- - ----- ---
ANNO~:R: From New York v.e present the Honorable ~nry liorgentbau• 

J\mior. 

(MR . MORG~NI'HAU'S ADm:;;ss .APHtOXIMAT:sLY TVTO nINUI'T!S} 

14USIC: IN 1' OR: 

.ANNOlNC:::::R: You ba.i;e just reard an address by the honorable !bnry 

Morgenthau. J'lmior -- General Chairman of the Ui:lited .'n:lwish 

Appeal . You have reon listening, ladies and gentlemen, t o 

a spacial program featll!'ing John Garfield. Agnes Moore:t:ead, 

Paul lluni , Zdward G. Robinson and Selena Royle, 

Tre program w~s writte n by Ranald Mac Douge.ll, produced by 

Alan need , and directed by Hooard L. Nussbaum • • • w1 th music 

composed and conducte d by Victor Young •• in behalf of the 

thi ted Jovrish APt:eal. 

Copies of the script of tonight ' s play can be obtained by 

writing to the National a:adquarters of t~ Ulited Jewish 

Appeal at 342 ~adison .Avenue, N:i71 York l?, N. Y. 

THIS IS Aro • •• TH:: .A! JSRIC.A. ~ BROA.XASTI ID C CMPANY • 




