RI DE THE SUN
by Daryl Henry
From t he novel SCHALLMAUER by Hardy Kruger

FADE | N:
EXT. G TY OF HAMBURG - DAY

W are viewng the msted city through a streaked wi ndow on the
eighth floor of a 22-stor aEartnent bl ock. CQutside, cold rain
is hurled against the dark skyline by a nobaning w nd sweepi ng
sout h across the El be.

| NT. APARTMENT - DAY

PULL BACK to reveal a MAN staring out the wi ndow. W' ve been
seeing the day through his eyes. Frombehind he is hard to pin
down-- taller than average, brown hair, wearing a Era¥ | eat her
flight jacket and a scarf made froma knotted chunk of white
parachute nylon. W will cone to know hi mas ALEXANDER
WESCOIT, an Anerican jet-fighter pilot.

ALEXANDER S VO CE
Sure, it's possible the pain won't | ast
forever. But the doubt renmains, Ml ene.
VWhat really happened up there, and why?

(beat)
It isn't fair. 1t's always tougher on
the ones | eft behind.

(beat

But then nobody ever said he was fair.

Al exander turns to | ook back over his shoulder at the door. W
catch a glinpse of his face-- gray eyes, subdued.

ALEXANDER S VO CE ( CONT' D)
All he has to do is walk in through that
door and everything would be back to

normal. But I1t's Inpossible. He's
gone. He's already past tense, a
nmenory.

(beat)
He's made way... for ne.

He turns again. The rain outside the w ndow continues to
darken the afternoon sky.

DI SSOLVE TO
EXT. WLSTENSEN Al R BASE NEAR HAMBURG - PRE- DAWN

Still dark. Lights burn in only one hangar, throwi ng a band of
pal e yell ow across the ﬁllstenlng aﬁron at a row of parked
Starfighters. Beside the hangar, the red-brick Bachel or

( CONTI NUED)



Oficers' Quarters. Al but one of it
t hat wi ndow, too, goes black. Then, s
clinbs out.

dows are dark. Now

S W ndo\
lowy, it opens and a man

Al exander Wescott is dressed for flying-- orange flight suit
under his leather jacket, carrying a battered while hel net
bearing the |n5|%n|a of the 91st Fighter Squadron. He wal ks
head-bent through the rain, clinbs into a green Vol kswagen

j eep.

OPENI NG TI TLES BEG N

W follow the jeep off the base and onto the nmain road | eading
into the city.

EXT. H GHWAY: W LSTENSEN TO HAMBURG - PRE- DAWN

Like the North Sea in winter, scattered puddl es are whi pped
into mniature storns, throw ng off clouds of gray m st,
throwing theminto the path of the jeep

| NT. VOLKSWAGEN JEEP - PRE- DAWN

Al exander, a Captain in the US Air Force, |iaison officer to
the 91st, wears his silver bars on an otherw se German uniform
The boyish grin crinklin% the corner of his eyes contracts with
the mature precision of his novenents, as though he's being
reluctantly pushed over the threshold from boy to man.

EXT. REEPERBAHN - PRE- DAWN

The slap of the wi ndshield w pers drowns the sound of the rain
as the jeep turns onto the broad Reeperbahn. On both sides of
the street a rainbow of neon |lights closes one eye after

anot her, bidding farewell to the night. Street |ife abounds.

An ol d PENSI ONER waits, shivering, while his ancient Dachshund
l[ifts his Ie% agai nst a shop wall. Nearly unseen in the
shadows of the doorway, a young COUPLE necki ng.

Agai nst the danF boards of a sausage stall a WOVAN props up a
DRUNK with her |eft hand while her right pushes a curried
sausage into his protesting nouth.

At a bus stop, an uneven row of sonber OFFI CE WORKERS on their
Mﬁ% dFrntomn-- col d, sleepy, gray faces under dripping
unbr el | as.

EXT. CTY CENTER - PRE- DAWN

Under the tall dome of St. Mchael's Church, close by the dark
tower of St. N cholas, the jeep heads upriver, w nding past the
Rat haus and the Stock Exchange.



EXT. H GHRI SE APARTMENT - PRE- DAVWN

The jeep slides to a stop at the edge of the fish narket

bet ween the 22-story apartnment block and the river. Al exander
rolls his wi ndow down six inches, peers out and up. As he does
so, he flicks the jeep's headlights on and off three tines.

H GHRI SE FROM ALEXANDER S POV

Only one apartnent shows a light. An eighth-floor wi ndow. As
we watch, the |light goes on and off three tines.

OPENI NG TI TLES PAUSE
ALEXANDER AGAI N

He smles briefly, then grows reflective.

ALEXANDER S VO CE

| went to pick himup, like |I'd done
many tines before. Typically m serable
weat her. Not hi ng bet ween Hanburg and
the Arctic except a thousand mles of
rain. A fitting day for what was about
to happen...

(beat) _
But who the hell could have predicted
t hat ?

(beat)
How was | supposed to know he had | ess
than three hours left?

Al exander | ooks toward the entrance courtyard, waiting.
H GHRI SE ENTRANCE

Tw n Plass doors swing open. A MAN energes, gliding into the
pal e |'ight as though wal ki ng on water, ich he practically is.
This i s FRANK TONDERN, hungover. Unruly blond nane, in need of
brushing. An engaging if Infrequent smle. He is 45, a
Berliner, noody and nercurial, KEt one of Gernmany's top test

ilots. A flying poet who, rather than nerely steer jet

ighters at twice the speed of sound, prefers to dance them
across the sky.

He wears a tan flight suit under a German Air Force | eather
jacket. The tattered jacket is covered with insignia of the
vari ous squadrons he once flewwth. H's helnet 1s chipped
white, bearing the orange enblemof the Gty of Menm ngen.

Wt hout acknow edgi ng Al exander he crosses in front of the jeep
and clinbs into the passenger seat.
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