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Germany, 1929.

PART ONE

EMIL strolls home through Neustadt. He carries flowers.
A distant bell rings.

~

IDA looks out for EMIL.
IDA: Emil?

IDA shakes her head.
IDA returns to doing MRS WIRTH’s hair. MRS WIRTH is swathed in towels.
EMIL arrives home.

IDA: You’ll be late for the train, Emil. Pins.
EMIL: Pins.

EMIL takes pins from IDA.
EMIL: No cornflowers in the market. I had to go all the way to Mrs Grun.
IDA: Scissors.
EMIL: Scissors. Hello, Mrs Wirth.

EMIL hands scissors to IDA.
MRS WIRTH: Mmllggbbllnn?
EMIL: What?
IDA: Emil.
EMIL: I do beg your pardon, Mrs Wirth, I didn’t quite catch that.
IDA: Fresh towel.



EMIL: Fresh towel.
EMIL helps IDA change MRS WIRTH’s towel. MRS WIRTH has a moment of
coherence between towels.

MRS WIRTH: I said – Mmllggbbllnn!
IDA: Emil, your packing, your clothes –
EMIL: It’s all ready, Mum. Nearly.

EMIL finishes packing. IDA unwraps MRS WIRTH.
MRS WIRTH: Emil is going to Berlin?
IDA: As long as he doesn’t miss his train.
MRS WIRTH: A child in Berlin, Ida Tischbein!
IDA: Only for a few days. Neustadt is a bit dull for a child.
MRS WIRTH: Dull? We have the ornamental flower garden, the equestrian

statue of Duke Augustus, the regional nutcracker museum – what does
Berlin have?

IDA: Cars, he says.
EMIL: I’m going to see a Studebaker President, or a Commander. Two

thousand, seven hundred and fifty-three vehicles cross Berlin every hour,
Mrs Wirth.

MRS WIRTH: We’ve got a car in Neustadt, Mrs Homburg’s noisy thing.
Blocked the whole street outside the Crystal Salon this morning.

EMIL: Mrs Homburg went to the Crystal Salon?
IDA: Finish your packing, Emil.
MRS WIRTH: Everyone’s talking about their new electronic hairdryer. We

don’t need contraptions like that in Neustadt.
IDA: Lots of my customers want to try it.
MRS WIRTH: Big city ways. No loyalty. I said to Chief Constable Jeschke,

make them apply for a special permit if they want to plug people’s hair
into the electricity.

EMIL: That isn’t how a dryer works, Mrs Wirth.
IDA: We don’t contradict the customers, Emil.



MRS WIRTH: Whizzing, whirring – like a horror film! Even if I do decide to
try the Crystal Salon, I shan’t like it, Ida. That’s a promise.

IDA: You’re packing those old boxing gloves?
EMIL: For Pony the Hat.
MRS WIRTH: Pony the Hat? A gangster!
IDA: She’s Emil’s cousin.
MRS WIRTH: A girl!
EMIL: Pony is a featherweight, but I’m a light heavyweight.
IDA: And still not changed for the train.

EMIL changes his clothes.
IDA: That jacket used to be huge on him. They grow so fast.
MRS WIRTH: After Berlin, he’ll have grown into a delinquent. Or a hoodlum.

Or both.
IDA: Emil won’t get into any trouble.
MRS WIRTH: What about the childnappers, Ida Tischbein?
IDA: Childnappers?
MRS WIRTH: The Frisco gang. Ship little kiddies to Borneo for coconuts and

jewels.
IDA: Wasn’t that the story of a film you saw, Emil?
MRS WIRTH: A terrible thing it was. Mr Wirth and I went three times.
EMIL: Must I wear my Sunday suit? Pony will think it’s childish.
MRS WIRTH: He is a child. In Berlin they slice the clothes off your back with

flick knives and leave you to starve in the gutter.
EMIL: That was Savages of the Street, Mrs Wirth.
MRS WIRTH: A film with nightclub scenes, if you know what I mean. Ladies

singing. And not what Neustadt would consider ladies.
EMIL: Let me sweep up, Mum.
IDA: My mother is meeting Emil straight from the train in Berlin. I try to put

a little aside for her every month. You know pensions now.



MRS WIRTH: By the time you’ve walked down the street your money’s worth
half what it was.

IDA: My sister does her best, but her husband may be losing his job. So it’s
good Emil can take what I’ve saved to Berlin.

MRS WIRTH: You’re letting an infant travel with cash!
IDA: You can’t trust the post. As for the banks –
MRS WIRTH: The banks! Those robberies in the newspapers? Cleaned out the

vaults and escaped through the sewers. That’s the city for you, young
man. A festering sea of criminality.

EMIL: That wasn’t Berlin, Mrs Wirth, it was Hanover.
MRS WIRTH: Well it wasn’t Neustadt. Every police force in the nation is onto

them.
IDA: I don’t think Chief Constable Jeschke is likely to catch international

bank robbers.
MRS WIRTH: Jeschke can’t tell the Kaiser from a cart horse without his

spectacles. And you’ve heard about this business with Duke Augustus’s
statue –
EMIL drops the broom.

IDA: Emil! What business with Duke Augustus’s statue?
EMIL: We mustn’t be late for the train. Your coat, Mrs Wirth.

EMIL helps MRS WIRTH into her coat.
MRS WIRTH: Haven’t you heard? Someone drew whiskers on the Duke. Put a

bucket on top and gave him a big red nose. It was the image of Chief
Constable Jeschke!

IDA: Oh dear! Did you hear about that, Emil?
EMIL: We don’t want to keep you, Mrs Wirth.
MRS WIRTH: Half Neustadt has had a good old laugh. But Jeschke says an

attack on a symbol of authority is an attack on authority itself. Treason.
He wants the culprit flogged when they find him. Flogged! And there’ll
be a huge fine.



EMIL: You have a good day, Mrs Wirth. With that hair you look better than
any Berlin nightclub lady.

MRS WIRTH: Cheeky. But it’s a fact.
EMIL: Mrs Ida Tischbein is the finest hairdresser in Neustadt. Tell them that

at the Crystal Salon.
IDA: Emil!
MRS WIRTH: I know you haven’t got a telephone, so if there is some dreadful

disaster in Berlin, Emil’s grandmother is to ring me and I’ll come straight
round, my pleasure.
MRS WIRTH pays for her appointment.

IDA: Thank you, Mrs Wirth.
MRS WIRTH: It’s the least I can do since you’re determined to let your child

run amok in the city. Have you ever been away from home on your own,
Emil?

EMIL: No, Mrs Wirth.
MRS WIRTH: Well, if they murder you in Berlin, it will be your own fault.
EMIL: Thank you, Mrs Wirth.
MRS WIRTH: Same time next week, Mrs Tischbein.

Delinquents and hoodlums!
MRS WIRTH goes.

EMIL AND IDA: ‘Delinquents and hoodlums.’
IDA: But maybe you shouldn’t be going all that way on your own.
EMIL: We’ve bought the train ticket. Pony and Grandma are expecting to

meet me.
IDA puts MRS WIRTH’s money into a cash box.

IDA: We’re nearly three marks down! How many customers yesterday?
EMIL: Six.
IDA: Plus Chief Constable Jeschke wanting his whiskers trimmed.
EMIL: Again. You paid the milk bill this morning, remember. And the

butcher.



IDA: That’s right! What a relief. Now look.
EMIL is awed by the amount of money IDA takes out.

IDA: This is one hundred and forty marks. Everything I’ve managed to save
this year. Give it to grandma as soon as you’re safe inside the flat and say
I’m sorry it’s not more. Ask her to give two marks to Uncle Robert and
Aunty Martha for your share of everything while you stay.

EMIL: They won’t accept.
IDA: Then you insist. All the money is going into this envelope. Here.

IDA goes to put the envelope into EMIL’s pocket.
EMIL: I can do it, Mum.

EMIL puts the envelope into his pocket. IDA pats the jacket to make sure
the money does not show.
The distant bell rings.

EMIL: The train, Mrs Tischbein!
EMIL and IDA head off.

IDA: The cornflowers!
EMIL rushes back and grabs the flowers.

~

EMIL and IDA travel to the station.
A few NEUSTADTERS go about their business.
NEUSTADTERS: Have you heard? / Jeschke and the statue! / The whiskers! /

The bucket! / The big red nose!
EMIL: Hurry, Mum. The station.
NEUSTADTERS: I heard it was kids. / I heard it was foreigners. / I heard it was

foreign kids.
IDA: Emil? You seem worried. Is it the journey? Is it Berlin?
NEUSTADTERS: I heard it was connected with the Hanover bank robberies. / I

heard it was the left-wing agitators. / I heard it was the right-wing militia.
/ I heard it was artists.



IDA: Is that Chief Constable Jeschke over there?
EMIL: The Berlin train comes in at this platform. Soon. Hurry.

~

EMIL and IDA wait at the platform.
IDA: Terrible business about Duke Augustus’s statue. Who on earth –
EMIL: Look out for the train.
IDA: Don’t you speak to people in Berlin the way you do to me. Mind your

manners, respect your elders –
EMIL AND IDA: And all will be well.
IDA: I was a bit cross that you were late back from town. But you got these

lovely flowers.
EMIL: We will have our own garden one day, Mrs Tischbein. Where you can

grow all the flowers you want, I promise.
IDA: Not if that new hairdryer catches on.
EMIL: You mustn’t worry about the Crystal Salon. You’re the best.
IDA: Some people prefer modern things. You do, Emil.

The train approaches.
IDA: You won’t sit on grandma’s cornflowers? And put that suit away

carefully when you arrive.
EMIL: On a hanger.
IDA: A shame we had to sell your father’s clothes. Not long now and you’ll

have grown into them.
EMIL: I should get on the train.
IDA: You still have the money?
EMIL: See, here.
IDA: Put it away! You’ll give me a heart attack. Grandma and Pony are

meeting you at Friedrich Street Station. The stop after Zoo Station.
EMIL: Friedrich Street Station, Mrs Tischbein. Under the clock.
IDA: Don’t get off at the wrong station, promise me.



EMIL: You promise me, Mrs Tischbein. Don’t work too hard or you’ll make
yourself ill and I’ll have to come rushing back on the express train. We
can’t afford that.
A whistle blows.

IDA: That cuff! I didn’t repair it.
EMIL: We’re holding up the train.

IDA takes out a pin. A uniformed GUARD is impatient.
IDA: It’s my son, he’s going to Berlin.
EMIL: Leave it, Mum.
IDA: I’ll pin it for now.
EMIL: I have to go.
IDA: The flowers!
EMIL: Here.
IDA: Handkerchief?
EMIL: Mum –

IDA pushes her handkerchief into EMIL’s hand.
IDA: Don’t let anyone know about the money. But what’s more important –

The train noise drowns IDA’s voice.
EMIL: Mum everything will be fine, I promise. Goodbye.
IDA: I will always be thinking of you, Emil!

The train pulls EMIL and IDA apart until they cannot see each other any
more.

~

In the train compartment are MRS JAKOB with her feet up, MRS KEUCHEN with
her goat HEINRICH, and MR SNOW.
EMIL: Excuse me.
MRS JAKOB: Excuse him? What has he done?

MRS JAKOB guffaws.



MRS KEUCHEN: Child’s being polite, you donkey. Squeeze in.
MRS JAKOB: Oh! My feet!
MRS KEUCHEN: Seats is for sitting.
MRS JAKOB: Got a ticket for that goat?
MRS KEUCHEN: Goats is baggage.

The train jolts. EMIL comes face to face with MR SNOW.
EMIL: I beg your pardon, sir.
MR SNOW: Good manners. A valuable asset, Emil Tischbein.

Your name is on your case. Snow. Mr Snow.
EMIL sits.
MRS JAKOB eats a bonbon from a bag.

MRS JAKOB: Mm. Got on at Neustadt?
MRS JAKOB eats another bonbon.

MRS JAKOB: Mm. That your mother?
And another.

MRS JAKOB: Mm. Pretty. Oh!
MRS JAKOB drops her next bonbon on the floor.

EMIL: Please, madam –
EMIL retrieves the bonbon.

MRS JAKOB AND MRS KEUCHEN: Aah. Good boy.
MRS JAKOB: Have it dear.
MRS KEUCHEN: He don’t want it off the floor! Give it to Heinrich.

EMIL feeds the bonbon to HEINRICH.
MRS KEUCHEN: Heinrich don’t mind a bit of muck.

MR SNOW grimaces.
MRS KEUCHEN: Never seen a goat before? Don’t let the silly man spoil your

appetite, Heinrich.
HEINRICH belches.



MRS KEUCHEN: Naughty Heinrich.
MRS JAKOB: Your mother’s pretty. Hope you’re a credit to her. Not like other

children you hear about.
MRS JAKOB continues to work through her bag of bonbons.

MRS JAKOB: Mm. Undisciplined. Mm. Ruffians. Mm. Feral beasts.
MRS KEUCHEN: Going far?
EMIL: I’m travelling to Berlin.
MRS JAKOB AND MRS KEUCHEN: Berlin. Oh.
MR SNOW: In the city there are buildings with a hundred floors or more.

They have to be fastened to the sky.
MR SNOW returns to his newspaper.

MRS KEUCHEN: Things were better in the old days.
Everything knew its place.

MRS JAKOB: The air smelled sweeter.
MRS KEUCHEN: The cows had bigger heads.
MRS JAKOB AND MRS KEUCHEN: In the old days.
MRS JAKOB: Neustadt boy. Does Chief Constable Jeschke know you?
EMIL: Chief Constable Jeschke?
MR SNOW: An interrogation? Even criminals can remain silent.
MRS JAKOB: You tell Chief Constable Jeschke that his sister’s schoolfriend’s

cousin Mrs Jakob of Great Oak says hello. Oh! My station!
MRS KEUCHEN: It’s my station too, calm down, you goose. Heinrich!

MRS JAKOB, MRS KEUCHEN and HEINRICH scramble out.
MRS JAKOB: Remember – Chief Constable Jeschke!
MRS KEUCHEN: So polite!

The train moves on.
MR SNOW opens a window.

MR SNOW: And we can breathe. Not the sort of people who made this
country great, Emil Tischbein.



MR SNOW hums a tune.
The train passes through a tunnel.
MR SNOW takes out a knife.

MR SNOW: Apple?
MR SNOW slices an apple.

MR SNOW: Your mother would want you to eat healthy country food.
MR SNOW passes EMIL a slice of apple on the blade of his knife.

MR SNOW: Berlin.
EMIL: Do you live in the city, Mr Snow, sir?
MR SNOW: I operate in various metropolitan areas. In the city there is no

need to be poor if you have a brain. You can leave it at the bank.
EMIL: Your brain?
MR SNOW: It’s called collateral. You deposit your brain and the bank gives

you – say – one thousand marks.
EMIL: One thousand marks!
MR SNOW: Lesser people can only live without their brains for a few days.

They have to go back to the bank. And to redeem your brain, the bank
charges one thousand, two hundred marks.

EMIL: They give you money for your brain, but to get it back you have to
pay the bank even more?

MR SNOW: Finance is a complicated business.
The train passes through a tunnel.

MR SNOW: I hope you won’t consider me rude, Emil Tischbein, if I shut my
eyes for a while. Business has been demanding recently. Excuse me.
MR SNOW lowers his hat over his eyes.
EMIL tries to find out if MR SNOW is asleep. MR SNOW snores.
EMIL moves as far away from MR SNOW as he can.
EMIL takes out the envelope and checks the money is there. But he is still
worried.



The train passes through a tunnel.
IDA: (Remembered.) That cuff! I’ll pin it for now.

EMIL has an idea.
EMIL takes the pin from his cuff and pushes it through the envelope and
the money inside. He pricks his finger.

EMIL: Ow!
EMIL checks MR SNOW has not woken up. MR SNOW snores.
EMIL pins the envelope firmly inside his jacket pocket. He realises his
finger is bleeding. He sucks it. He shakes it. He wraps it in IDA’s
handkerchief. He holds it above his head.

MR SNOW: There is a penalty. For improper use of the Emergency Cord
above your head. A large fine to punish you for sounding an unnecessary
alarm. You don’t want that.
EMIL buttons his jacket.

MR SNOW: Feeling a chill? Maybe you need to sleep.
EMIL: I don’t think so, Mr Snow.
MR SNOW: More apple?

MR SNOW takes out his knife.
EMIL: I’m not hungry, Mr Snow.
MR SNOW: No? How fortunate, Emil Tischbein. So many people are.

MR SNOW hums his tune.
MR SNOW: What a lot of sheep in the countryside. One. Two. Three –

EMIL starts to feel sleepy.
MR SNOW: Eight, nine, ten –

EMIL struggles to stay awake.
MR SNOW: Twenty-five, twenty-six, twenty-seven –

EMIL falls asleep.

~

The train enters an endless tunnel.



Voices emerge from the noise of the train.
MRS WIRTH: Someone drew whiskers on the duke!
NEUSTADTERS: The whiskers! / The bucket! / The big red nose!
IDA: Emil? You should be in Berlin.
MRS JAKOB: Does Chief Constable Jeschke know you?
NEUSTADTERS: The whiskers! / The bucket! / The big red nose!
EMIL: Mum! It was me. I drew on the statue.
IDA: You can’t come in Emil, I had to sell the door. I couldn’t wait for you

to grow into it.
EMIL: The whiskers, the bucket, the red nose – it was only a joke.
MRS WIRTH: An attack on a symbol of authority is an attack on authority

itself!
IDA: Is it an emergency Emil? I’ll pull this cord.
EMIL: No, Mum, there’s a penalty. Every police force in the country will be

on to me.
IDA: You’ve nothing to fear as long as you’ve done nothing wrong Emil.

You haven’t done anything wrong?
EMIL: Don’t pull the cord!
IDA: That cuff has come undone again. Where is the pin?
EMIL: I’m sorry!
IDA: As long as you take care of the money, Emil.
EMIL: The money?
VOICES: The money…

EMIL crashes down.

~

EMIL wakes on the floor of the empty train compartment.
EMIL: Mr Snow?

EMIL checks his pocket. The money is not there.



EMIL: The money! Mr Snow!
MR SNOW makes his way through Berlin TRAIN PASSENGERS and uniformed
STATION OFFICIALS.

STATION OFFICIALS: Zoo Station! Zoo Station, Berlin.
A whistle blows. EMIL’s train begins to move.

IDA: (Remembered.) Don’t get off at the wrong station. Promise me.
EMIL grabs his case and the flowers and leaps from the moving train.

~

EMIL struggles to pursue MR SNOW through the crowd of Train Passengers
and Station Officials. Crowds in Berlin follow rituals and procedures which
obstruct and bewilder EMIL.
STATION OFFICIALS: This way only! / That way only! / Move! / Wait! / Wrong

way!
TRAIN PASSENGERS: Watch where you’re going! / Make your mind up! / This

is Berlin, kid!
EMIL finally catches sight of MR SNOW and follows him out of the station.

~

EMIL emerges from the station and is engulfed by the scale and noise of the
city.
EMIL sees MR SNOW cross a road.
EMIL steps into the traffic. It screams around him as he struggles to cross the
road.

~

EMIL tracks MR SNOW along busy streets, dodging Berlin PEDESTRIANS.
NEWSPAPER SELLERS compete for business.
NEWSPAPER SELLERS: Coffee down five points! / Coal up half a point! / Gold

markets latest!
Film star scandal! / Divorce court details! / Tonight’s cabaret shows!
Hanover bank robberies! / Police still baffled! / Latest on sewer escape!



MR SNOW stops to look at the headlines on a newspaper stall carried by a
war veteran and his grand-daughter HILDE.
EMIL slowly creeps closer to MR SNOW.
MR SNOW takes out his knife.
The knife catches the light.
MR SNOW cuts the end off a cigar.
EMIL keeps his distance.
A clock strikes.

EMIL: Pony and grandma!
MR SNOW looks round.
EMIL retreats.

~

GRANDMA and PONY wait under the clock at Friedrich Street Station. PONY
has a bicycle.
GRANDMA: I don’t like it. I don’t like it at all.
PONY: Are you sure Aunty Ida said Emil would meet us straight off the

Neustadt train under the clock at Friedrich Street Station?
GRANDMA: I have told you, Pony.
PONY: But we’re at Friedrich Street Station and we’re under the clock and

the Neustadt train has been and gone. So where the heck is he?
GRANDMA: In my day, children did not question adults’ instructions.

PONY rings her bicycle bell.
PONY: I need a louder bell.
GRANDMA: In my day, girls did not ride bicycles.
PONY: Maybe he doesn’t recognise us. I need to attract his attention.
GRANDMA: In my day, girls did not attract the attention of boys.

PONY rings her bicycle bell harder, annoying other PASSENGERS and the
uniformed STATION OFFICIALS.



PONY: Maybe we don’t recognise him? He could have grown taller or fatter.
Maybe he’s gigantic. Or he’s under the wrong clock? Or he got the
wrong train? Boys can be stupid. Maybe Emil has grown stupider since
we last saw him.

GRANDMA: Growing older makes people wiser. That is an immutable fact of
nature.

PONY: Emil isn’t here, grandma. That is an immutable fact of nature. The
next train isn’t for two flipping hours! We need to ring Aunty Ida and tell
her Emil hasn’t arrived.

GRANDMA: She doesn’t have a telephone, she has to go to the neighbours’.
And it would worry her.

PONY: You’re right, imagine the shock. Aunty Ida would probably have a
big old heart attack. Drop dead with the phone in her hand.

GRANDMA: Pony!
PONY: OK Grandma, we’ll come back for the next train. But if Emil isn’t on

it, he’ll get a goddamn piece of my mind. Ride on my handlebars.
GRANDMA: Your handlebars!
PONY: You can’t be heavier than Arthur Zickler in my class.

And he’s always on my handlebars.
PONY hurries GRANDMA away.

GRANDMA: I don’t like it. I don’t like it at all.

~

NEWSPAPER SELLERS: Latest Markets! / Latest Scandal! / Latest Crime!
MR SNOW realises HILDE is glaring at him as he reads her newspapers. He
heads off.
HILDE notices EMIL following MR SNOW.

~

MR SNOW gets onto a tram – the 177.
EMIL leaps on the other end of the tram as it pulls away.



~

EMIL keeps watch, making sure that MR SNOW cannot see him, as PASSENGERS
get on and off the tram between them.
EMIL has to hold tight to keep his balance as the tram moves through the
streets of Berlin.
MISS ZETTEL, wearing the uniform of the City Transportation Authority, sells
tickets.
MISS ZETTEL: Tickets!

EMIL realises he has no money for a ticket.
MISS ZETTEL: Tickets. Where’s your ticket, sonny?
EMIL: I’m really sorry, but I don’t have any money. Please –
PASSENGERS: What’s that? / No ticket? / We have to pay.
MISS ZETTEL: Off!
EMIL: No!
MISS ZETTEL: No?
EMIL: I mustn’t get off. You see –-
PASSENGERS: The child looks shifty. / Looks foreign. / Looks you know

what.
MISS ZETTEL: Then it’s the police.
EMIL: The police! But my mother –
PASSENGERS: The child has something to hide. / Evading justice. / Probably

got a record as long as your arm.
MAN FROM THE 177: I will pay for his ticket.

The MAN FROM THE 177 Tram steps out from the crowd.
MISS ZETTEL: The child has already committed the offence.
PASSENGERS: Unauthorised travel. / Attempting to defraud the City

Transportation Authorities. / It’s a youth crimewave.
MAN FROM THE 177: A child’s tram fare. Is that the worst fraud in this city?
PASSENGERS: He’s a liberal! / The child’s a storyteller. / Con trickster. / Liar.



MAN FROM THE 177: Plenty of children in this city don’t have the price of a
tram fare.

PASSENGERS: He’s a revolutionary!
MAN FROM THE 177: I simply remember what it was like to be a child. Here.

The MAN FROM THE 177 pays MISS ZETTEL.
EMIL: Thank you, sir. I’ll pay you back, I promise. Oh!

EMIL notices MR SNOW getting off the tram. He rushes after him.
MAN FROM THE 177: Are you in some sort of trouble?
EMIL: Where can I send the money? I’m Emil Tischbein, from Neustadt.

The MAN FROM THE 177 passes EMIL his card as EMIL hurries away.
MAN FROM THE 177: I work at the City Press.
EMIL: I have to go! I’m sorry!

~

EMIL plunges after MR SNOW into streets filled with SHOPPERS, BEGGARS and
ADVERTISERS.
TOOTS notices EMIL following MR SNOW.
TOOTS follows EMIL.
MISS KLOSS of Café Josty shows MR SNOW to a table.
EMIL looks for a spot to watch MR SNOW from.
TOOTS hoots.
EMIL turns round but TOOTS has hidden his hooter.
EMIL goes back to watching MR SNOW.
TOOTS winds EMIL up with his hooting.
EMIL: What are you playing at?
TOOTS: What are you playing at? One man hide and seek? Sad.

EMIL goes back to watching MR SNOW.
TOOTS: You’re not from round here. Or you’d know me.

TOOTS tries to move EMIL on. EMIL pushes him away.



TOOTS: I’ll box you.
EMIL: I’ll box you. But I haven’t got time.
TOOTS: ‘Cos you’re a yellow belly bumpkin.

EMIL moves away from TOOTS.
TOOTS: Did mummy make that outfit for you?
EMIL: Don’t talk about my mother.
TOOTS: Does she know you’re out on your own? Is she ashamed that she

brung up a milk toast? Your poor mum.
EMIL hurls himself at TOOTS.
EMIL and TOOTS fight.
TOOTS hoots during the scuffle.
MISS KLOSS throws something at EMIL and TOOTS.

MISS KLOSS: Oi! We got respectable paying customers. I’ll have the police
on you!
EMIL pulls TOOTS away.

TOOTS: The police? Dunno what the G-men are like out in the wheatfields,
but the Berlin buzzies are evil. Chuck a fella in the slammer just for
walking down the road wrong. See this scar? Copper’s spurs.

EMIL: I did something back home.
TOOTS: And the cops are on to you?
EMIL: Chief Constable Jeschke may suspect me.
TOOTS: You’re on the run? Ace!
EMIL: I’m pursuing a thief.
TOOTS: A thief!

TOOTS hoots.
TOOTS: Who did he rob?
EMIL: Me.
TOOTS: You!

TOOTS hoots.



EMIL: One hundred and forty marks.
TOOTS: One hundred and forty marks!

TOOTS hoots.
MR SNOW looks across.
EMIL grabs TOOTS’ hooter.

TOOTS: You could buy anything with that much money.
EMIL: My mother trusted me to give it to my grandmother.

But he stole it while I was asleep.
TOOTS: Had he hypnotised you?
EMIL: He gave me a slice of apple.
TOOTS: Must have been drugged! Did you see Doctor Mabuse? What a film!

So where is the dastardly villain?
EMIL: There.
TOOTS: There in Café Josty? With the –

TOOTS mimes MR SNOW’s hat.
TOOTS: And the –

TOOTS mimes MR SNOW’s moustache.
TOOTS: If he’s having the dumplings – Café Josty has the munchiest

dumplings.
EMIL: Do you eat there?
TOOTS: Who has the dosh to do that?
EMIL: He does.
TOOTS: ’Cos he nicked it off you! A hundred and forty marks! You could

buy sweets for ever. Is he armed?
EMIL: I know he has a knife.
TOOTS: You can’t go to the authorities on account of this Jeschke bloke –

Mind you, no one would believe a kid’s word against a smart gent.
EMIL: He’d probably say I’d stolen his money.



TOOTS: He’s stolen your money, you can’t go to the police, and he’s armed
and dangerous. This is ace!

EMIL: It is?
TOOTS: It’s like being at the movies. It’s like being in the movies.
EMIL: How can I ever tell my mum?
TOOTS: A hundred and forty marks. You could buy a motorbike.
EMIL: Maybe – I wonder – Would you help me?
TOOTS: Help you? Me help you?
EMIL: I understand. You don’t know me –
TOOTS: That would be ace!
EMIL: It would? You could? I would be so –
TOOTS: No speeches. Gustav. But everyone calls me Toots.
EMIL: Emil.

EMIL and TOOTS shake hands.
EMIL: Do you know Fifteen Schumann Street?
TOOTS: I know Schumann Street.

EMIL writes a message.
TOOTS: You clever? Gonna need to be. Only thing I could do at school was

boxing. When I went to school. I’m fast and I’m strong. You get good
marks? Is your mum pleased? She should be. You box? I’d beat you of
course. Hurry up! Even Café Josty dumplings don’t last long enough for
an essay.
EMIL gives TOOTS the note.

EMIL: This is a message for Pony the Hat. Take these boxing gloves to show
Pony you’ve come from me. Fifteen Schumann Street, can you
remember?

TOOTS: I can remember anything as long as it’s not maths or French. I like
you, Emil. The other kids at my school, they looked at me as if I was –
you know. Except the Professor, but his parents are communists. The
Professor, yes!



TOOTS hoots.
EMIL: What is it?
TOOTS: Keep your eye on Mister Sticky Fingers. You can’t rush Café Josty

dumplings so we’ve got a bit of time. But don’t look such a hick, country
mouse.
TOOTS adjusts EMIL’s clothing to become more ‘city’.

EMIL: Are you taking your bicycle?
TOOTS: I haven’t got a bicycle. Just a hooter.
EMIL: My mum can’t afford to buy me one either. She says the way things

are –
TOOTS: Emil, shut up. Worry about Mister Moustache – and his dumplings!

Mm.
TOOTS goes.
EMIL watches MR SNOW eat.

~

TOOTS hoots up at a tenement building.
MRS GANS throws something down onto TOOTS.
MRS GANS: Kids!
TOOTS: Adults!
MRS GANS: Your noise is putting me off my dinner!
TOOTS: Your face is putting me off my dinner! Not that I’ve had any dinner.

Dumplings…
The PROFESSOR looks out.

TOOTS: Professor! What took you so long?
PROFESSOR: I was reading.
TOOTS: Reading? Opposite Café Josty in ten minutes!

TOOTS zooms off.

~



At Café Josty, MR SNOW is getting through his plate of dumplings.

~

TOOTS comes to a posh house. He hides his hooter and tidies his hair.
MR and MRS TUESDAY (at least that is how we will know them) pass in evening
dress.
TOOTS: Off somewhere nice? Is Tuesday in?
MRS TUESDAY: I beg your pardon?

TUESDAY rushes out.
TUESDAY: It’s all right, ma, pa, this is my friend Toots, I mean Gustav.

MR TUESDAY looks sceptically at TOOTS.
MRS TUESDAY: Delighted to make your acquaintance, Gustav.
TOOTS: Delighted to make yours.

TOOTS sort of bows.
TUESDAY: You don’t want to be late for the opera.
MRS TUESDAY: Remember your piano practice while we’re out. Do you play

an instrument, Gustav?
TOOTS: Oh yes.

TOOTS shows MRS TUESDAY his hooter.
MRS TUESDAY: How original. You two must play us a duet some time.

TUESDAY waves MR and MRS TUESDAY off.
TOOTS: Café Josty, five minutes. It’s an adventure.

TOOTS rushes off.
TUESDAY: An adventure!

~

At Café Josty, the plate of dumplings is getting worryingly small.
Police Officer WEISS passes EMIL. EMIL tries to look innocent.

~



PONY repairs her bicycle lamp outside her building.
TOOTS arrives and hoots.
TOOTS: Which is number fifteen, fella?
PONY: Who wants to know?
TOOTS: You’re a girl!
PONY: Your point is?
TOOTS: Pony the Hat! Emil wants you to –

PONY gets TOOTS in an armlock.
PONY: Emil! Where is he? Grandma! If anything has happened to Emil!
TOOTS: Hey, hey, hey! See these gloves – I’m down the line. Read this note.

TOOTS gives EMIL’s note to PONY.
PONY: ‘Dear Pony. This is my friend Toots.’
TOOTS: That’s me. Toots.
PONY: ‘We are chasing a – ’
TOOTS: ‘A thief.’
PONY: A thief! His handwriting is terrible. What else?
TOOTS: ‘The adults won’t understand, but you will. Don’t tell grandma.’

GRANDMA has come out.
GRANDMA: Don’t tell grandma what?
TOOTS: Lots of love. That’s him, not me. The love bit.
GRANDMA: What is going on?
PONY: No time to explain.
GRANDMA: Is that a boy?
PONY: Better be good on handlebars, Toots.

PONY and TOOTS zoom off.
GRANDMA: I don’t like it. I don’t like it at all.

~



At Café Josty there is a single dumpling left. STREET MUSICIANS beg outside.
EMIL thinks of IDA.

~

In Neustadt IDA checks the day’s takings. The radio plays.

~

At the City Press, the MAN FROM THE 177 tries to work, but wonders what
happened to the boy on the tram.

~

TOOTS hoots.
TOOTS: Dreamer!

TOOTS brings PONY, the PROFESSOR and TUESDAY to EMIL outside Café Josty.
EMIL: Pony!
PONY: Emil you jellybean! Five minutes in Berlin and you’re already having

an adventure.
TOOTS: Emil, Pony, this is the Professor and Tuesday.
TUESDAY: And this is Count Hindenburg.

TUESDAY takes out COUNT HINDENBURG.
PONY: A mouse?
TOOTS: You brought your mouse?
PROFESSOR: Which is the perpetrator?
TOOTS: That joe swigging plonk at Café Josty.
PONY: With the –

PONY, the PROFESSOR and TUESDAY mime MR SNOW’s hat.
TUESDAY: And the –

PONY, the PROFESSOR and TUESDAY mime MR SNOW’s moustache.
EMIL: Mr Snow.
TOOTS: He’s nicked the dough Emil’s mum saved for his grandmother.



EMIL: One hundred and forty marks.
PONY, PROFESSOR AND TUESDAY: No!
TOOTS: But he’d be choking on his dumplings if he knew what he was up

against. Us.
PONY: Us?
TOOTS: What?
TUESDAY: We’re kids.
EMIL: He’s a grown-up.
PONY: He looks like a big shot.
TUESDAY: He looks like a bank manager.
TOOTS: He’s a thief.
PROFESSOR: My parents say bank managers are thieves.
TOOTS: No politics, Professor.

MR SNOW stands.
PONY: He’s getting up!
EMIL: We have to follow him.
PROFESSOR: But then what?

~

EMIL, PONY, the PROFESSOR, TOOTS and TUESDAY follow MR SNOW through the
rush hour streets.
PROFESSOR: We need a strategy.
TOOTS: We need to make sure he doesn’t get away.
EMIL: We need to be less conspicuous.
PONY: Maybe someone else should carry Emil’s suitcase and flowers.
TUESDAY: Can I carry Emil’s suitcase and flowers?
TOOTS: No.

HILDE sells her papers.



HILDE: Coffee down five points! Film star scandal! Hanover bank robberies
latest!

TOOTS: Hilde!
TOOTS takes them over to HILDE.

PROFESSOR: If you ever need to know the dollar exchange rate, the situation
in Manchuria or who’s making a movie, ask Hilde.

HILDE: I saw you before when that cheapskate there was reading our papers.
We’ve got a living to make!

TOOTS: Ssh. We’re on his tail.
PONY: Would you look after my cousin’s suitcase?
EMIL: Careful of the cornflowers!
TOOTS: That fink lifted Emil’s nan’s dough.
HILDE: Count me in!

HILDE stores EMIL’s case and flowers in her stall and heads off.
HILDE: Coal up half a point! Divorce court latest! Police still baffled!
BERLINERS: Taxi! / Nollendorf Square! / Potsdam Station! / Opera House!

MR SNOW hails a taxi.
PONY: He’s hailing a taxi!
BERLINERS: Taxi!
PROFESSOR: Someone must take another taxi with Emil and tail the

scoundrel.
TUESDAY: Can I take another taxi with Emil and tail the scoundrel?
TOOTS: No.
BERLINERS: Taxi!
PONY: I can take someone else on my bicycle.
TUESDAY: Can I go with Pony on her bicycle?
TOOTS: No.

MR SNOW gets into a taxi.
BERLINERS: Taxi!



EMIL: He’s getting away!
EMIL and the PROFESSOR get into a taxi.

PROFESSOR: Follow that cab!
TOOTS: Taxi fare, Tuesday!

TUESDAY has to run to pass money to EMIL and the PROFESSOR as the taxis
pull away.

PONY: All jobs are important, Tuesday!
EMIL: And thank you!

PONY and TOOTS follow the taxis on her bicycle, leaving TUESDAY alone.
TUESDAY takes out Count Hindenburg.

TUESDAY: All jobs are important, Count Hindenburg.

~

MR SNOW’s taxi drives through Berlin’s rush hour traffic.
EMIL, amazed by the streets and vehicles, follows with the PROFESSOR in their
taxi.
PONY and TOOTS follow further behind on PONY’s bicycle.
TUESDAY follows further behind, running to keep up.
PROFESSOR: He’s going down Motz Street! Go round Victoria Luise Square.

Back onto Motz. Now duck!
EMIL: Duck Street?
PROFESSOR: Red light ahead.

Both taxis stop at a red light. EMIL and the PROFESSOR duck. MR SNOW turns
and sees nothing. But he senses something is wrong.
The taxis pull away, leaving PONY and TOOTS (and TUESDAY) far behind.

EMIL: Is a taxi ride very expensive?
PROFESSOR: Our capital reserves are running low.

MR SNOW gets out of his taxi.
EMIL: He’s pulling over!



PROFESSOR: Nollendorf Square. Stop!
EMIL and the PROFESSOR leap out of their taxi.

~

EMIL: He’s crossing the square!
PROFESSOR: Keep the perpetrator in view.

EMIL and the PROFESSOR pursue MR SNOW, annoying a CROWD of adults as
they push through.

ADULTS: Watch it kids! / What are you doing? / Why the hurry? / Out of the
way!
Officer WEISS stops EMIL and the PROFESSOR.

WEISS: What are you kids up to?
PROFESSOR: None of your business.
EMIL: Professor!
PROFESSOR: Independent citizens have a constitutional right to free

movement!
WEISS: You’re not independent citizens, you’re children.
ADULTS: Know your place. / Respect your elders. / Mind your manners. /

Out of the way!
PONY and TOOTS arrive on PONY’s bicycle.

WEISS: Riding on handlebars. That’s against the law.
ADULTS: In the city on their own? / Should be doing something healthy. /

Learning to sew. / Learning to fight. / Marching with a youth group. /
Athletics in the park.

EMIL: Officer, we apologise.
PONY: We do?
WEISS: You’re not from Berlin. I don’t mind country kids, it’s the city ones I

can’t stand. Filthy cosmopolitans.
TOOTS: Leave it Professor.
ADULTS: In our day kids knew their place. / Silent and still. / Out of the way!



OFFICER WEISS goes.
TUESDAY runs in and collapses.

TUESDAY: I ran all the way! Where’s Mr Snow?
The children all look. MR SNOW has gone.
HILDE arrives.

HILDE: News update?
PONY: We’ve lost Mr Snow.
PROFESSOR: Which means Emil has lost his money.
HILDE: A hundred and forty marks!
TOOTS: Is your mum rich?
PONY: No, she’s not rich.
TOOTS: I could –

TOOTS hoots.
PROFESSOR: Toots.
HILDE: Not now.
TUESDAY: Is Emil crying?
PONY: Come on Emil. Don’t want grandma calling Neustadt.
EMIL: Mum.

In Neustadt, IDA looks out. It is getting dark.
In Berlin, street lamps start to light.

EMIL: I’ll have to tell her the money is gone.
TUESDAY: Would that be very bad?
HILDE: Leave it, Tuesday.
TUESDAY: Would telling your mother be even worse than having the money

stolen in the first place?
EMIL: Yes, I think it would.
TUESDAY: Then we must get the money back.
PONY: Impossible.



HILDE: No way now.
PROFESSOR: The odds are insurmountable.
TOOTS: It’s totally kaput.

IDA looks out as she did at the beginning.
IDA shivers.

IDA: Emil.
PONY: Emil?
EMIL: How many children are there in this city?

CHILDREN appear throughout the city.
Poor children, rich children, girls, boys, dark-skinned children, light-
skinned children, children of different religions and none, able bodied
and disabled children, beggars, aristocrats, gypsies, labourers…

EMIL: Would any of them help us?
TUESDAY: Other children?
TOOTS: We can ask.
HILDE: Meet back here again in –

The PROFESSOR consults his watch.
PROFESSOR: Twenty minutes!

The other children head off.
PONY: What if your mum finds out you’re missing?
EMIL: My mum.

EMIL hesitates.
IDA: You’re a worrier, Ida Tischbein. He’s safe, the money is safe,

everything is fine. Relax.
TOOTS: Emil!

EMIL races off with the other children.
 

INTERVAL
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PART TWO

Night falls.
EMIL looks in wonder as lights fizz alive across the city. Neon reds and
sodium yellows turn night into a kind of day.
ARNIE Middleton, Silent IRENE (or ISAAC) and PETZOLD arrive with HILDE,
PONY, the PROFESSOR, TOOTS and TUESDAY.
HILDE: This is Emil.
PONY: He is the victim of a dastardly crime.
TOOTS: But he can’t involve the feds on account of he’s on the run from the

peelers out in the sticks.
HILDE: This is Arnie Middleton.
TUESDAY: Our best poker player.
PETZOLD: Petzold.
PROFESSOR: From my building.
ARNIE: Silent Irene (or Isaac).
TOOTS: She (or he) doesn’t say much.
PONY: This isn’t going to be easy.
PETZOLD: Not for girls, maybe.
PROFESSOR: We need to find a perpetrator last seen heading that way twenty

minutes ago.
HILDE: Who knows all the alleyways round here?

TUESDAY puts up his hand.
PROFESSOR: Petzold, Toots, Arnie – post lookouts at every junction.
HILDE: Who is good at drawing?



TUESDAY puts up his hand.
PROFESSOR: Irene (Isaac), make portraits from Emil’s description of the

suspect.
EMIL: Hat like this.

EMIL, HILDE, PONY, the PROFESSOR, TOOTS and TUESDAY demonstrate MR
SNOW’s hat.

EMIL: Moustache like this.
EMIL, HILDE, PONY, the PROFESSOR, TOOTS and TUESDAY demonstrate MR
SNOW’s moustache.

HILDE: Who has a telephone at home?
TUESDAY puts up his hand.

PROFESSOR: Tuesday.
TUESDAY: Yes!
HILDE: All memorise Tuesday’s telephone number.
TUESDAY: B A V zero five seven nine.
DETECTIVES: B A V zero five seven nine.
HILDE: Any information, call that number and tell Tuesday.
TUESDAY: But I won’t be there. No! I don’t want to stay at home.
PETZOLD: Do as you’re told.
PROFESSOR: We are joined in a common purpose.
HILDE: We are Detectives.
PONY: We need a password.
TOOTS: So Tuesday knows we’re legit when we call.
ARNIE: Emil.
HILDE: Password Emil.
PETZOLD: This is never going to work.
PROFESSOR: Good luck Detectives!
DETECTIVES: Password Emil!



DETECTIVES spread out across the city.

~

MADAME MIMI: Now the sun is down,
the lamps are bright.
Children are asleep
But I’m awake…

IDA prepares to sleep in a lonely house.
The MAN FROM THE 177 drinks.
DETECTIVES show the sketches of MR SNOW to other CHILDREN – Shoe-
shiners, Messengers, Street Sweepers – some of whom can show the way
MR SNOW went.

PETZOLD: (Telephone.) Password Emil! Sighting outside Metropol Theatre.
TOOTS: (Telephone.) Password Emil! Seen turning down Martin Luther

Street.
ARNIE: (Telephone.) Password Emil! Suspect passed the Western stores.

HILDE tracks sightings of MR SNOW on a map.
HILDE: Here. Here. Here. He must be somewhere on Nuremburg Street.
EMIL: What’s on Nuremburg Street?
HILDE: Hotels.

On Nuremburg Street, uniformed Hotel DOORMEN guard their separate
hotels, each accompanied by a PAGE.
DETECTIVES work their way along the hotels trying to get information from
the PAGES without the DOORMEN noticing.
TUESDAY’s telephone rings.

TUESDAY: Password Emil. Hotel Eden, negative.
TUESDAY writes down the message.

TUESDAY: This is an important job, Count Hindenburg.
The telephone rings.

TUESDAY: Password Emil. Hotel Bavaria, negative.



TUESDAY sighs as he writes the message.
TUESDAY: There are a lot of hotels in Berlin.

The telephone rings.
TUESDAY: Password Emil. Hotel El Dorado – Yes!

PONY cycles up to EMIL and HILDE.
PONY: Detective Hilde! Detective Emil! Hotel El Dorado. And we’ve got

someone on the inside!

~

GERDA, a chambermaid, guides EMIL, PONY, the PROFESSOR and TOOTS along a
hotel corridor.
TOOTS: We’ve definitely got him now.
PROFESSOR: This is Gerda.
PONY: She used to go to my school.
TOOTS: And she’s no fan of Mr Snow.
GERDA: Open and close doors, carry his stuff, fresh water in his bowl, not a

pfennig. The richer they are, the meaner they are.
PROFESSOR: He’s in Room Sixty-One.
GERDA: The spare key. But if you get caught, I’ll be sacked.
PONY: Look out!

MR SNOW comes out of Room Sixty-One. EMIL, PONY, the PROFESSOR and
TOOTS hide.
MR SNOW looks round, suspicious.

GERDA: Room Service, sir?
MR SNOW: I shall see if you have any acceptable dishes in your restaurant.

Then no one is to disturb me until nine o’clock tomorrow morning.
GERDA: I’ll call the lift for you sir. Nothing is too much trouble for the staff

of the Hotel El Dorado.
MR SNOW hums his tune as he and GERDA go to the lift.

TOOTS: He’s only just had something to eat!



PONY: What is that tune he’s humming?
EMIL: I remember it from the train.
PONY: And can you smell something?
TOOTS: Like –
PROFESSOR: Sulphur.
EMIL: I’ll go in.
TOOTS: Not on your own.
PONY: Then I’ll go too.
TOOTS: But –
PONY: What?
TOOTS: In films this is the bit where the girl screams or hides.
PONY: You two stand guard.
PROFESSOR: In and out, get the money. Quick!

EMIL and PONY enter Room Sixty-One.
PONY: What do we do if the money isn’t here? Emil?
EMIL: I don’t want to think about that.

EMIL and PONY search the room.
PONY sniffs a bottle.

PONY: This bottle smells of sulphur. Hair dye. Why would your Mr Snow
want hair dye?

EMIL: Look for an envelope. He paid with coins at Café Josty. The money
could still be in the envelope.

PONY: And if it’s not?
EMIL: Just look everywhere.
PONY: But if it’s not here after we’ve looked everywhere?

The lift bell rings.
EMIL: Don’t stop.
PONY: That was the lift. If Mr Snow is coming back –



EMIL: Find the money.
PONY: It’s not here. It could be in his jacket pocket. We need to get out.

Now!
Footsteps approach.
A key turns in the door.

PONY: I told you.
EMIL: Hide!

EMIL and PONY rush to hide.
MR SNOW enters.

MR SNOW: No dumplings! What kind of hotel restaurant does not serve
dumplings!
MR SNOW switches on the light.
He does not see EMIL and PONY. But he has a strange feeling.
MR SNOW takes off his jacket and hangs it up.
He approaches where EMIL and PONY are hiding. He is bound to discover
them. He is just about to find them when –
The telephone RINGS.
MR SNOW looks at it, suspicious.
GERDA, the PROFESSOR and TOOTS crowd round a telephone elsewhere in
the hotel.

TOOTS: Answer the phone, Mr Snow!
PROFESSOR: Can you keep him talking long enough for Emil and Pony to

sneak out?
GERDA: I can try.
MR SNOW: Who is this?

GERDA looks to the PROFESSOR and TOOTS for inspiration. They indicate she
has to say something.

GERDA: Good evening. Is that Room Sixty-One in the Hotel El Dorado,
Berlin?



MR SNOW: Why do you want to know?
GERDA: Congratulations, sir.
MR SNOW: Congratulations?
GERDA: You are the winner of a large cash prize.
MR SNOW: A large cash prize. Oh.

MR SNOW settles down, allowing EMIL and PONY to creep towards the door,
unseen.

GERDA: Please remain on the line while –
MR SNOW: Wait. What is this prize for?
GERDA: The prize is for – the National Moustache Awards.
MR SNOW: The National Moustache Awards?
GERDA: They’re new.

PONY eases open the door. But EMIL tries to reach MR SNOW’s jacket.
PONY tries to pull EMIL out, but EMIL is determined to try and get the
money.

MR SNOW: I don’t believe you.
EMIL and PONY freeze.

MR SNOW: How did you know I was in this room? How do you even know I
have a moustache?

GERDA: Mr Snow –
MR SNOW: Who gave you that name? Who is behind you? What do you want

from me!
GERDA: Er –
MR SNOW: Never contact me again. If you value your life.

MR SNOW takes out his knife.
EMIL and PONY look at MR SNOW in horror.
MR SNOW slices the telephone cord.
GERDA hears the telephone go dead.
MR SNOW tries to calm himself down.



MR SNOW roars.
In a sudden fit of violent rage, MR SNOW smashes the telephone to pieces.
EMIL and PONY run out of the room.
MR SNOW pants like a hunted beast.
EMIL, GERDA, PONY, the PROFESSOR and TOOTS flee the hotel.

~

The DETECTIVES regroup outside the hotel
TOOTS: Dumbbell!
GERDA: What if Mr Snow had used his knife on you?
TOOTS: Or Pony!
PONY: Gerda could have lost her job.
PETZOLD: And you haven’t even got the money back!
PROFESSOR: I propose we focus on the positives.
PETZOLD: What positives?
GERDA: We know where Mr Snow is until tomorrow morning.
HILDE: This is a good spot for an HQ.
ARNIE: I can do alerts.

ARNIE does a seagull.
HILDE: Seagull for a sighting of Mr Snow.
TOOTS: Irene (Isaac) could play some music.
PETZOLD: Music!
PONY: Did anyone tell Tuesday what’s happened?
PETZOLD: Who cares?

The DETECTIVES set up HQ and light a fire.
HILDE: We should construct a psychological profile of the suspect.
ARNIE: What do you know about Mr Snow?
PONY: He has hair dye in his room.



GERDA: He hums that tune.
EMIL, GERDA, PONY, the PROFESSOR and TOOTS hum MR SNOW’s tune.

GERDA: Anything else?
TOOTS: He likes dumplings.
ARNIE: Dumplings. I’m starving.
PETZOLD: Dumplings, hair dye! You said we’d be catching a thief like in the

films. Not psycho bloody blah blah.
PONY: That’s not very constructive, Detective Petzold.
PETZOLD: Who gave you the right to talk to me, girl?
TOOTS: Who gave you the right to talk to her?
PONY: We need a way to steal Emil’s money back.
GERDA: It’s not stealing, is it?
PROFESSOR: It depends whether you’re talking legally or ethically.
PETZOLD: What are you on about?
PROFESSOR: Mr Snow could charge us with robbery if we take the money.
HILDE: Unless we can prove it’s Emil’s.
PONY: It would be his word against Mr Snow’s.
GERDA: And Mr Snow is a grown-up.
PROFESSOR: Which reflects an underlying social injustice –
PETZOLD: Talk, talk, talk. Someone do something!

ARNIE does a young sheep calling for its mother.
GERDA: What?
ARNIE: That’s a young sheep calling for its mother.
HILDE: Do your buffalo, Arnie.
PETZOLD: I want action! A buffalo!
EMIL: He is good though.
GERDA: You’re behaving like a bunch of kids!
ARNIE: We are a bunch of kids!



PETZOLD: The hick has lost his cash? So we get him some.
HILDE: How?
PETZOLD: This city has foreigners swarming everywhere. They take what’s

ours. So we’ll take some back.
PROFESSOR: Detective Petzold is dismissed!
PONY: What if Petzold agrees to abide by Detectives’ principles from now

on?
HILDE: We can vote on it.
PETZOLD: Principles, votes? Pathetic.
PROFESSOR: Those things are what stop us being animals.
PETZOLD: Your sort are the animals.
HILDE: Say sorry, Petzold.

PETZOLD spits at the PROFESSOR.
TOOTS grabs PETZOLD.

PROFESSOR: Toots. It’s not about who hits the hardest.
TOOTS releases PETZOLD.

PETZOLD: Who’s with me?
No DETECTIVES join him.

PETZOLD: Plenty of others will be.
PETZOLD goes.

GERDA: I must get back to work before they miss me.
HILDE: We’ll need even more Detectives when Mr Snow gets up.
ARNIE: Eyes on every street, tomorrow morning.

DETECTIVES either leave or settle down to sleep.
TOOTS: Look, Pony!

TOOTS picks up a cigar.
PONY: A cigar?
TOOTS: These cost a bomb.



PROFESSOR: You don’t know where that’s been.
TOOTS spits on the cigar and rubs it with his clothing. He lights the cigar
from the fire.

PROFESSOR: Are you aware of the latest scientific evidence about smoking?
TOOTS: Surprisingly – No. Smoke rings, Pony.

TOOTS blows smoke rings.
PONY: He’s good.
TOOTS: Try, Emil.
PROFESSOR: Smoking destroys your lungs. It affects your brain –
TOOTS: Go on!
EMIL: Professor?
PROFESSOR: I can tell you the facts, Emil. We’re each responsible for our

own actions.
EMIL can’t decide what to do.

PONY: Give it here.
EMIL: Pony!

PONY takes a puff of the cigar. The others are astonished.
PONY starts to cough –
And cough and cough.
Finally she gets her breath back.

PONY: That – is – DISGUSTING!
PONY gets her bicycle.

TOOTS: Let’s have a look at that busted lamp.
PONY: Come on, Emil.
EMIL: I’m staying out here.
PONY: Then I’ll stay too.
EMIL: You can’t.
TOOTS: She can.



EMIL: If Pony doesn’t go home, my aunt and uncle will call the police.
HILDE: And Emil thinks he’s already in trouble with the cops in Neustadt.
PONY: You are?
TOOTS: Pony, I’ve been in trouble with the cops loads of times.
PONY: OK. But you boys get to camp out here all night while I have to tuck

up in a rotten old bed. I don’t like it at all.
PONY hoots TOOTS’ hooter and cycles off.

TOOTS: Pony the Hat. Wow.
HILDE: Did anyone tell Tuesday what happened?

~

TUESDAY sleeps at the telephone, cradling COUNT HINDENBURG.
MR and MRS TUESDAY return home.
TUESDAY: (Murmurs.) Password Emil.

MR and MRS TUESDAY look at each other, puzzled.
They pick TUESDAY up and take him off to bed.

~

TOOTS switches PONY’s bicycle lamp on and off.
EMIL: You fixed Pony’s lamp!
PROFESSOR: Toots’ dad is an electrician.
TOOTS: Was. Now he just sits there. Time for kip. Give us a lullaby, Irene

(Isaac).
TOOTS settles down.
Silent IRENE (ISAAC) plays.

EMIL: I’ve messed up everything.
PROFESSOR: Do they beat pupils at your school, Emil?
EMIL: Of course. Hands, legs, backside. Ruler and strap. Mr Schur soaks his

canes before a thrashing so it hurts even more.



PROFESSOR: Beating us, threatening us, bribing us – most parents and
teachers are animal tamers. They treat children like beasts. And then
they’re surprised at what we turn into. You should see how scared
Petzold is of his dad.

EMIL: Do you think that will ever change?
Silent IRENE (ISAAC) finishes playing.

PROFESSOR: ‘Night, Irene (Isaac).
EMIL: Thank you.

EMIL and the PROFESSOR look up at the stars.
PROFESSOR: If we can’t get the money back, will your mother punish you

really badly?
EMIL: She worked so hard for that money. She would do anything so I don’t

have to wear worn out clothes to school. She makes sure I can sometimes
buy sweets to share. Where we live it’s the poorest kids who get picked
on.

PROFESSOR: It’s the same in the city. Ashamed of being poor, but not of
being cruel.

EMIL: It isn’t only money. She says I can stay out with my friends. But I
come back so she doesn’t have to eat dinner on her own. You think I’m
what Toots called me – a milk toast? Mummy’s boy. I started boxing to
stop them calling me that. Are those exactly the same stars you can see in
Neustadt?

PROFESSOR: You really love each other, you and your mum.
EMIL: I suppose we do. What’s going to happen if I can’t get back that

money?
PROFESSOR: You’re a worrier, Emil Tischbein. Sleep.

The PROFESSOR settles down.
PROFESSOR: If Mr Snow hadn’t stolen your money, we would never have

met you.
EMIL tries to sleep.

~



Figures stalk the night in a nightmare chorus.
MAN FROM THE 177: Are you in some sort of trouble?
MR SNOW: … various metropolitan areas …
MRS WIRTH: … delinquents and hoodlums …
MISS KLOSS: … have the police on you …
MISS ZETTEL: … already committed the offence …
PASSENGER: … liar …
IDA: Be careful, Emil!
MRS WIRTH: Mrs Tischbein! Ida! Wake up!

~

IDA rushes out to find MRS WIRTH, partly in her nightclothes.
MRS WIRTH: There’s been a telephone call from Berlin.
IDA: Not about Emil? Tell me it’s not about Emil!
MRS WIRTH: You mustn’t panic, Ida. But they don’t know where he is.
IDA and PONY: Emil!

~

PONY cycles in at full speed.
PONY: They rang Neustadt! I told them not to a million times, but they did.

Some DETECTIVES wake.
TOOTS: Pony? It’s still dark!
EMIL: Not my mother. They haven’t told my mother I’m missing!
TOOTS: I fixed your bike lamp, Pony. Here.
PONY: Not now!
HILDE: You mustn’t panic, Emil.
PROFESSOR: We have a strategy.
PONY: Eyes on every street.
PROFESSOR: More detectives will be here at dawn.



TOOTS: So can I go back to sleep?
ARNIE does a seagull.

TOOTS: Shut up, Arnie!
PROFESSOR: Seagull! Arnie’s spotted Mr Snow.

GERDA rushes up.
PROFESSOR: He’s trying to sneak out in the dark.
HILDE: You rattled him last night.

EMIL takes PONY’s bicycle.
EMIL: Maybe this man can help us. He paid my tram fare.

EMIL gives HILDE the MAN FROM THE 177’s card.
PONY: Emil!
PROFESSOR: You can’t tackle him alone.
PONY: Wait!
GERDA: He’s dangerous.
HILDE: The City Press?

ARNIE does another seagull. EMIL rushes away.
TOOTS: What the flip are we going to do now?

~

EMIL cycles through the deserted early morning in pursuit of MR SNOW.
Rain beats down.
MR SNOW appears and disappears in the half light.
EMIL cycles like a demon.
He gets closer –
And closer –
And then MR SNOW disappears.
EMIL lets out a great cry of frustration and despair.
And then he listens to the silence.



He can hear something – beneath the street.
He traces the sound.
He sees a sewer grate.
EMIL: The Sewers!

EMIL opens up the grate.
He takes PONY’s bicycle lamp and shines it down.

PONY: (Off.) Emil!
EMIL lowers himself down –

~

Deep into the city’s underground sewer system. The smell is not pleasant.
EMIL hears movement. He lights his way with PONY’s lamp and pursues the
noise into the unknown.
EMIL gets closer and closer to MR SNOW.
Near a ladder reaching back up to the surface, MR SNOW stops and consults
a plan, trying to work out where he is.
MR SNOW catches sight of EMIL’s huge distorted shadow.
EMIL hides.
MR SNOW: Who are you?

A rat scuttles.
MR SNOW jumps.

MR SNOW: What do you want from me?
EMIL adjusts his position. His shadow towers over MR SNOW, who cowers.

MR SNOW: Leave me alone!
MR SNOW’s voice echoes through the vaults.

EMIL: Mr Snow –
EMIL’s voice echoes through the vaults.

MR SNOW: Please, don’t hurt me. Let me go and I promise, whatever you
want. I’m alone in this terrible place. Have pity!



EMIL steps forward
MR SNOW: You?
EMIL: Who did you think was after you, Mr Snow?
MR SNOW: Unfortunately there are those who object to my hard work in the

financial sector.
EMIL: Well, my mother works hard in the hairdressing sector. She earned

that money you stole.
MR SNOW: In the financial sector, it is considered bad manners to call what

we do stealing.
EMIL: In your world isn’t there a difference between right and wrong?
MR SNOW: My world? What about your world Emil Tischbein? What does

Chief Constable Jeschke have to say about right and wrong?
EMIL: That’s different. It was a joke! I never meant –
MR SNOW: Hush, I understand. Honestly, I do. We are not so different. It’s

rare that I meet someone who impresses me as much as I do myself.
EMIL: I’m not like you.
MR SNOW: I had a mother. I know you have a mother. I saw her at the station,

looking rather sad.
EMIL: Don’t talk about her.
MR SNOW: Let us make a deal. You want this envelope from me? In return, I

ask –
EMIL: What?
MR SNOW: Come and work with me. You have courage. You take risks.

You’re smart. It can be lonely work in the financial sector.
EMIL: Why would I ever do that?
MR SNOW: I suspect you’ve been brought up with the preposterous notion

there are more important things in life than being rich. So let us talk
about your mother instead.

EMIL: I told you –
MR SNOW: Your mother the gambler.



EMIL: What?
MR SNOW: Not on the roulette wheel, or the racetrack. But you know she

stakes everything – her hopes, her dreams, her life – on a single card. On
one roll of the dice. On you. Be rich, Emil Tischbein, for your mother.
The work will be hard, but often exciting. I am good at what I do and I
will teach you. You know this is a better offer than anything you will ever
get in your dull little town.
The morning sun glints down from above, turning the sewer water
golden.

EMIL: I’m not interested.
MR SNOW: Stop thinking only of yourself. Your mother. The clothes she has

never had, the places she has never seen. She must have dreams – a great
house, a magnificent garden, a ride on an aeroplane –

EMIL: A garden…
MR SNOW holds out the envelope.

MR SNOW: Join me and your mother will have her garden. We have a deal?
EMIL: No. Just give me the envelope.
MR SNOW: And what do I get in return?
EMIL: Nothing.
MR SNOW: That is not how business is done.

EMIL grabs for the envelope.
MR SNOW slashes EMIL with the knife.

MR SNOW: I am sorry. I thought you were smarter than this.
EMIL: When you were scared just now, you promised to do whatever I

asked. You begged for mercy.
MR SNOW: But now I’m not scared. And you are nothing but a child.

MR SNOW starts to climb the ladder out of the sewer.
EMIL rushes after him.
MR SNOW kicks EMIL down.
MR SNOW races towards the surface



EMIL struggles up towards the morning.

~

DETECTIVES play in a park.
EMIL emerges from a dislodged sewer grating.
DETECTIVES: Password Emil!

Some DETECTIVES run off.
EMIL: I have to get to Mr Snow. Before –

EMIL collapses.
Some DETECTIVES rush back with TOOTS.

TOOTS: He’s here! You’re bleeding.
TOOTS binds EMIL’s wound.

EMIL: I’m sorry Toots, he broke Pony’s lamp.
EMIL tries to go after MR SNOW.

TOOTS: There’s Detectives on every corner from here to the Zoo. Hilde and
Pony have gone to the City Press.

EMIL: I have to find him.
TOOTS: Emil, it’s too late.
EMIL: What do you mean?
IDA: Emil!

IDA arrives with ARNIE, the PROFESSOR and TUESDAY.
EMIL: Mum.
PROFESSOR: She was on the dawn express train.
TUESDAY: Your grandma made Pony tell her about HQ.
ARNIE: She insisted on coming to find you with us.
TUESDAY: Are you cross, Emil?
EMIL: Mum.

EMIL staggers into IDA’s arms.
EMIL: It was – I wanted to – I –



IDA: Hush. We are going straight home to Neustadt. Thank heavens this is
all over.

TOOTS: I don’t reckon she suspects a thing, Emil.
IDA: Suspects what?
EMIL: Mum – Mrs Tischbein, there’s no time to explain.
IDA: These children seem all right, but what on earth – Is that blood?

EMIL pulls away from IDA.
IDA: Tell me what is going on right now, Emil Tischbein.
EMIL: You shouldn’t have come. They shouldn’t have called you. I’m sorry

but I have to go.
IDA: You are going nowhere. You are a child Emil. Don’t you understand

the trouble you have caused?
EMIL: It’s you who doesn’t understand.
PROFESSOR: Emil –
IDA: What did you say?
EMIL: I have to go.
IDA: What has happened to you here?

IDA tries to hold on to EMIL.
EMIL: Let me go. Let me go! You have to LET ME GO.

EMIL pushes IDA away and rushes off.
IDA: Emil?

ARNIE, the PROFESSOR, TOOTS and other DETECTIVES follow EMIL.
TUESDAY: I have asked my parents to bring their car to collect you, Mrs

Tischbein. I am sure they will like you very much. The flowers in this
part of the park are very pretty.
TUESDAY follows the others.

IDA: What happened to you?

~

MR SNOW appears.



He checks he is not being followed. He wipes his shoes.
A DETECTIVE passes MR SNOW and recognises him.
Without MR SNOW realising, the DETECTIVE signals for another DETECTIVE to
join the pursuit.
Who signals another.
And another…
An ever-growing team of DETECTIVES pursues MR SNOW.
MR SNOW starts to sense that something is going on. But every time he turns
round, the DETECTIVES manage to look innocent.
MR SNOW carries on. He tries changing direction, but cannot shake off the
DETECTIVES.
MR SNOW approaches Officer WEISS.
MR SNOW: Officer, is there a bank nearby?
WEISS: The Commerz Private Bank on Kleist Street? That way.
MR SNOW: The police do such excellent work. Good day.

Some DETECTIVES follow MR SNOW. Others start to send a signal back to
EMIL and the others that they know MR SNOW’s location.
As the signal travels, MR SNOW enters the bank.

~

Inside the bank, uniformed BANK GUARDS ensure security. Bank CUSTOMERS
wait in silent lines.
CUSTOMERS: Hush. / Quiet. / There is a queue. / Orderly line. / Join the

queue.
MR SNOW checks he has not been followed into the bank. He joins Cashier
MRS SCHLESINGER’s queue.
EMIL and TUESDAY sneak in.

CUSTOMERS: Do Not Disrupt the Smooth Operation of the Bank.

~

At the City Press, NEWSPAPER PEOPLE tap, rattle and clatter.



HILDE and PONY pursue THE MAN FROM THE 177.
PONY: You helped Emil before.
HILDE: You paid his tram fare.
MAN FROM THE 177: Anyone could have done that.
PONY: But they didn’t.
HILDE: You did.
MAN FROM THE 177: I am at work.
NEWSPAPER PEOPLE: Mr Kästner! / Your copy! / Your deadline!
HILDE: Put Emil having his money stolen in your newspaper.
PONY: On the front page.
MAN FROM THE 177: It’s not big news.
HILDE: What is big news?
NEWSPAPER PEOPLE: Results! / Prices! / Gossip!
HILDE: Mr Snow is a thief!
PONY: Eating his dumplings and humming that tune –

PONY and HILDE hum MR SNOW’s tune.
NEWSPAPER PEOPLE: Mr Kästner! / Your copy! / Your deadline!
MAN FROM THE 177: Quiet! What was that?

The MAN FROM THE 177 hushes the work around him, so that PONY and
HILDE can hum the tune again.

MAN FROM THE 177: Dumplings. Of course! Which way?
NEWSPAPER PERSON: Mr Kästner!
HILDE AND PONY: This way!

HILDE and PONY lead off the MAN FROM THE 177.

~

EMIL and TUESDAY work their way closer to MR SNOW, who is nearly at the
front of the queue.



TUESDAY: Do you call Pony the Hat Pony the Hat even when she’s not
wearing a hat? It’s a romantic name. You could fall in love with a person
with a name like Pony the Hat. I think Toots might have.

EMIL: Concentrate on the queue, Tuesday.
MR SNOW is almost at the front of the queue.

TUESDAY: Could a person fall in love with another person if they had the
name of a day of the week? Like Tuesday for example.
MRS SCHLESINGER signals for her next customer.
MR SNOW steps forward. So does TUESDAY.

MRS SCHLESINGER: Children may not approach the counter.
MR SNOW: I wish to exchange some banknotes for gold.

MR SNOW takes out the envelope with the money.
TUESDAY: Stop! Emil?
MRS SCHLESINGER: Are these your children, sir?
MR SNOW: How dare you! Now, I am in a hurry.
EMIL: That money is stolen!

Everyone in the bank is astounded.
TUESDAY: It is.
EMIL: It was for my grandmother.
TUESDAY: It was.
EMIL: And Mr Snow stole it.
TUESDAY: He did.
MR SNOW: I am a wealthy man. Why would I rob a child? A filthy, frankly

rather smelly child.
TUESDAY: You’re the one that’s smelly, Mr Snow!
EMIL: Tuesday –
MRS SCHLESINGER: Children may not disrupt the smooth operation of the

bank. Guards! Hold them until the police arrive.
EMIL and TUESDAY struggle with the BANK GUARDS.



MR SNOW: Feral beasts. Now, these banknotes –
TUESDAY: Get off!
EMIL: Tuesday, mind your manners. We must show children are reasonable.
TUESDAY: What’s the point if the adults aren’t reasonable?
EMIL: Check his identity at least! He claims to be Mr Snow, but everything

else he says is a lie.
MR SNOW: Throw them out!
MRS SCHLESINGER: We will need to see your papers. I apologise, sir, but

under the circumstances, for a transaction of this kind…
MR SNOW: My papers. Of course. They must be back at my hotel. Excuse me

–
TUESDAY: He’s getting away!
EMIL: Are none of you going to help us?
MRS SCHLESINGER: I would appreciate some respect from you children.
TUESDAY: I would appreciate some sense from you adults. He’s a bloody

crook!
MR SNOW slaps TUESDAY. BANK CUSTOMERS applaud.

MR SNOW: Blame the decline of discipline in our schools. Good day.
MR SNOW leaves the bank.

MRS SCHLESINGER: Next customer.
EMIL: OK Tuesday, no more being reasonable. Is Count Hindenburg with

you?
TUESDAY: Password Emil, Count Hindenburg.

TUESDAY releases COUNT HINDENBURG.
BANK GUARD: A mouse!

EMIL and TUESDAY escape in the mayhem.

~

Outside the bank, MR SNOW collects himself. He heads in one direction.
DETECTIVES follow him. He heads in a different direction. More DETECTIVES



follow him.
DETECTIVES: Mister Snow,

take good care
where you go,
Mister Snow.
Every kid knows what you did,
Mister Snow,
Mister Snow.

DETECTIVES start to impede MR SNOW’s progress, minimally at first, but
growing more and more of an obstruction.
MR SNOW snaps when he cannot stand it any more. He grabs the smallest
DETECTIVE of all and lifts her or him into the air.

MR SNOW: Who do you children think you are!
ARNIE: We are Detectives.
EMIL: Mr Snow.

EMIL emerges from the crowd of DETECTIVES.
MR SNOW looks round desperately. Every escape route is now blocked by
DETECTIVES. Except –
MR SNOW leaps off the stage and into the auditorium.

GERDA: Password Emil!
ALL: Password Emil!

The DETECTIVES pursue MR SNOW throughout the stage and auditorium.
An intimidating line of UNIFORMED ADULTS forms on stage. Mr Snow
rushes for their protection.

MR SNOW: The authorities, at last. I have a train to catch.
The UNIFORMED ADULTS hold the DETECTIVES back from MR SNOW.

MR SNOW: If children stop obeying adults, civilisation collapses.
MAN FROM THE 177: A popular theory in some circles, sir. Kästner, City Press.

The MAN FROM THE 177 gives MR SNOW his card.



MR SNOW: Print these hooligans’ pictures in your paper. Name them and
shame them.

PONY: That won’t be tomorrow’s front page.
HILDE: Mr Dollfuss.
ARNIE: Who?
PROFESSOR: The Hanover bank thief?
HILDE: Remember how he made his daring escapes?
GERDA: Through the sewers!
MAN FROM THE 177: The police had only two clues. The suspect was thought

to have eaten a particular dish before every raid.
TOOTS: Dumplings!
MAN FROM THE 177: And he would hum a distinctive tune.

All the DETECTIVES hum MR SNOW’s tune.
MR SNOW: There are photographs of this Mr Dollfuss. He has blond-hair.

And no trace of a prize-winning moustache.
PONY: Your hair dye!
MR SNOW: If you want a crime to investigate, my hotel room was broken

into last night.
GERDA: To get the money!
MR SNOW: Condemned out of their own mouths. The law protects

respectable businessmen from public abuse.
PROFESSOR: The law protects the rich against the poor!
MR SNOW: Criminals and communists. This one is wanted by Jeschke of the

Neustadt police.
The UNIFORMED ADULTS turn on EMIL.

MAN FROM THE 177: I don’t believe that.
EMIL: I’m sorry, sir. I am.
TOOTS: Emil!



EMIL: I am going to tell the truth and face the consequences. It’s what my
mother would expect, sir. And it’s what you should do, Mr Snow or
Dollfuss or whoever you are. I confess. I am guilty of the Grand Duke
Augustus incident.

GERDA: What incident?
ARNIE: Did you injure this Grand Duke?
TUESDAY: Did you kill him?
EMIL: I drew a moustache on his statue.
ARNIE: And?
EMIL: I gave it a red nose.
MAN FROM THE 177: I don’t think that is a matter which will concern the

authorities here in Berlin.
TOOTS: I should cocoa! Is drawing on a statue what they call crime where

you live? That’s appalling.
MR SNOW: I swear, on the life of my own dear mother, that I have an

excellent alibi for the time of the robbery.
ARNIE: How do you know when it happened?
MR SNOW: I have an excellent alibi, whenever it happened. Unless the child

immediately produces proof of these allegations, it is your duty to escort
me to safety, then disperse this illegal demonstration using all the force at
your disposal. Go on boy, prove it. No? Goodbye.
The UNIFORMED ADULTS help MR SNOW through the crowd.

ARNIE: It’s so unfair!
PONY: I could weep.
EMIL: Here, Pony.
PONY: I said I could weep, not I would.
GERDA: Your handkerchief has blood on it, Emil.
EMIL: Blood! Stop him.
MAN FROM THE 177: There is nothing more you can do.
EMIL: But if I can prove he took the money?



PROFESSOR: Detectives!
PONY: Detectives, we need to stand up for Emil.
TOOTS: You lot too.
ARNIE: All children –
MAN FROM THE 177: And those who remember what it was like to be children.
HILDE: Stand up for justice!
TOOTS: Stand up for Emil!
GERDA: Password Emil!

Every DETECTIVE in the theatre stands and cries out.
DETECTIVES: Password Emil! Password Emil! Password Emil!

The UNIFORMED ADULTS pause escorting MR SNOW.
MR SNOW: Excuse me, my train.
EMIL: The blood on this handkerchief is from when I pricked my finger. I

pinned the envelope and money inside my pocket so it would keep them
safe.

TOOTS: That didn’t work, did it?
EMIL: But there will be pinholes through the notes if they are mine.
MR SNOW: Pinholes? Absurd.

TOOTS and other DETECTIVES grab MR SNOW. HILDE and PONY get the
envelope out of MR SNOW’s pocket.

MR SNOW: How dare you go through my pockets!
HILDE: Not so nice being on the receiving end?

HILDE and the MAN FROM THE 177 examine the envelope, supervised by
UNIFORMED ADULTS.

MAN FROM THE 177: This looks like a small bloodstain on the envelope.
MR SNOW: That proves nothing!

GERDA, PONY and the PROFESSOR each hold a note up to the light.
GERDA, PONY and PROFESSOR: Pinholes!
EMIL: And here’s the pin that made them!



MR SNOW: That is ENOUGH!
MR SNOW struggles free.

ARNIE: What’s this on my hands?
DETECTIVES who have been holding MR SNOW show their stained hands.

PONY: Hair dye!
The DETECTIVES grab MR SNOW, but he slips out of his jacket to pull away.
MR SNOW’s jacket rips open. Clouds of banknotes billow out everywhere.

GERDA: Mr Snow’s jacket!
ARNIE: It’s stuffed with money!
HILDE: He is the Hanover bank thief!

The UNIFORMED ADULTS restrain MR SNOW and try to stop the DETECTIVES
collecting the money.
The MAN FROM THE 177 gives EMIL the envelope with the money.

MAN FROM THE 177: You do know there is a reward for capturing the Hanover
bank thief?

ARNIE: A reward!
GERDA: Emil?
HILDE: Where are you going?
TUESDAY: Everything is all right now.
MR SNOW: Tell your mother she was not worth a garden, Emil Tischbein.

Remember Mr Snow.
MR SNOW is taken away –

~

And IDA is with EMIL.
EMIL: Mum, Mrs Tischbein –
IDA: Don’t, Emil.
EMIL: They say there’s a reward.
IDA: A reward. Is that what this has been about?



EMIL: No –
IDA: All a great adventure for you. But you didn’t give a thought to how I

would feel.
EMIL: But –
IDA: No, Emil. Not now.

MRS WIRTH arrives with HILDE.
MRS WIRTH: Ida!
IDA: Mrs Wirth!
MRS WIRTH: Have you heard? Jeschke has decided to drop the Grand Duke’s

statue affair. And this young lady says I should sell my story to the Berlin
newspapers.

HILDE: Exclusive! Child Crime Fighter – the Neustadt Years!
MRS WIRTH: They’ll insist on photographs, so I must have my hair done. I

always said things would turn out well for Emil in Berlin!
TUESDAY: Can I help give Emil’s grandma the money? Can I show her

Count Hindenburg? Can I not have to sit by the telephone next time there
is an adventure? Please?

GERDA: Yes, Tuesday.
DETECTIVES: Yes, Yes, Yes, Tuesday!

DETECTIVES hoist up TUESDAY and COUNT HINDENBURG.
The PROFESSOR pushes the MAN FROM THE 177 forward.

PROFESSOR: Go on! Tell her she’s wrong.
IDA: I beg your pardon!
MAN FROM THE 177: Your son did things which you may not have liked –
IDA: Racing around a strange city, staying out all night, risking who knows

what –
PROFESSOR: But he never stopped thinking about you!
MAN FROM THE 177: Emil says the reward should be shared by all the

detectives. Although he is saving up to buy an electronic hairdryer.
IDA goes to EMIL.



IDA: An electronic hairdryer?
EMIL: I wanted it to be a surprise.
IDA: I have had enough surprises. Now please give grandma that envelope.

DETECTIVES crowd round as EMIL gives GRANDMA the envelope.
HILDE: And here’s your cornflowers!
GERDA: They’re a bit –
ARNIE: Ruined.
GRANDMA: I don’t like them. I don’t like them at all. In my day –
PONY: Not again, grandma!
GRANDMA: In my day – I never had so much fun!
DETECTIVES: Grandma, grandma!
GRANDMA: I am not your grandma!
TOOTS: Your lamp’s bust again, Pony.
GERDA: And it’s been in quite a lot of sewage.
TOOTS: I could come round and fix it. If you like.
PONY: Maybe.
TOOTS: Yes!
ARNIE: Are you writing all this down, Mr Kästner?
GERDA: Our story.
TUESDAY: If it’s a story for children, it should have a moral.
HILDE: Who says it’s for children?
GERDA: The moral of the story is Don’t Trust Anyone.
PROFESSOR: Don’t Trust Some People.
IRENE / ISAAC: The moral is Don’t Trust a Man with a Moustache!
ARNIE: Silent Irene (Isaac)! You spoke!
PONY: I refuse to be in a story that ends with a moral.
TOOTS: Who says you’ll be in it at all?

The DETECTIVES head off, playing.



EMIL: Mum. I am sorry. Really sorry.
IDA: You’re safe.
EMIL: Shall we go home now?
IDA: Would you like to play with your friends?
EMIL: Is that all right?
IDA: Yes, Emil. Off you go.
EMIL: Is this a happy ending, Mrs Tischbein?
IDA: I think it is.

EMIL gives IDA a quick kiss. He rushes to join the DETECTIVES. Just before
he disappears, he turns and waves.

 
END
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