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JARO RIHÁK
STORY OF STEAMER PENTCHO

original title of literary script
NA DRUGU STRONU
(OVER TO THE OTHER SIDE)
Film script version 3

English translation: JULIA SHERWOOD

for MÁRIA
Devín on the Danube, 1,880 kilometres upriver, 2018

SCENE 2
INT/EXT. A FLAT IN PRAGUE. A STREET. AN OFFICE - DAY
________________________________________________________________________
Prague. Winter 1939. A bathroom. A man is lying in a bathtub, his body submerged
under water.
A telephone rings in the distance, a muffled voice.
We see a blurred image of someone leaning over the tub.
A woman shouting. A violent splash of water.
THE MAN abruptly rises to the surface, as if waking from a dream.
WOMAN:
Zoltán! Get dressed, quick! Apparently the passports with the
Paraguay visas have been left in the safe! Where are you planning
to go?
The WOMAN in a bathrobe hurriedly dries the man who has emerged from the bathtub.
He is in his thirties. She hands him a shirt, trousers, a jacket and tie.
WOMAN:
There was a raid but they couldn’t open the safe….
THE MAN picks up his cigarette case and briefcase. In the hallway he puts on a hat and a
long scarf.
MAN:
We will sail down the Danube to the Black Sea. We won’t need
transit visas. The final destination is Paraguay.
He looks himself over in the mirror and picks up his gloves. A lingering kiss. The two
bodies are moving apart but the lips find it hard to separate.
SCHIFRIN:
Send a wire to Toledano: Buy her at any price!

________________________________________________________________________
THE MAN gets into a car waiting for him in the street. A view from the moving car,
which nearly collides with a stationary German military ambulance. The ambulance is
surrounded by passers-by. A young man is lying under its wheels.

________________________________________________________________________
Nr. 2 Benediktská Street, second floor. The MAN hurriedly opens a safe, takes out a
bunch of passports and a bundle of banknotes and stows everything in his briefcase. He
looks around: papers and files are strewn all over the floor; there is an overturned chair
and a broken tea cup on the table. On the wall hangs a framed picture of a man in glasses,
Vladimir Jabotinsky.
THE MAN takes out a handful of small change from his pocket, tosses it into the safe and
locks it, smiling.
View from the window. A car screeches to a halt in the street. Three men hastily get out,
one is carrying a wooden toolbox.
Loud noise of three car doors slamming shut in the quiet street.

Credits roll

SCENE 9
INT. SHIPPING AGENCY – MORNING
________________________________________________________________________
Amusement reigns in CITRON’S office. A newspaper with a photograph is being passed
around. It shows the Reichsjugendführer BALDUR VON SCHIRACH with a boy in
national costume.
KARCHI’S GRANDFATHER
Karchi, show us how you greeted Herr Baldur von Schirach.
The blue-eyed boy does the Hitler salute. The whole company bursts into laughter,
except for KARCHI’s mother, MRS. GIZELA FARKAŠ. ZOLTÁN SCHIFRIN enters.
He returns KARCHI’s salute, unbuttons his coat and removes the button with a swastika.
Silence. SCHIFRIN waits for the tension to mount.
SCHIFRIN:
Two hundred and eighty. After counting the dollars, the Consul
of Paraguay asked: ‘How many more will you need?’
Great joy all around. SCHIFRIN produces the passports. CITRON’s girlfriend and
secretary SHOSHA is sitting at a desk with HERCZEG, one of the men from the Sixth
Labour Battalion.
She is pounding away at her Hermes baby, filling out forms. There is a bundle of Slovak
banknotes on the table. She counts the money one more time.
SHOSHA:
Seven thousand Slovak crowns. Thank you, Mr. HERCZEG.
She snatches a moment to cast a loving glance towards CITRON. The energetic young
man is the leader of the Betar movement in Slovakia.
SHOSHA:
What a pity you don’t want to join us, Mr. HERCZEG, you would
travel free of charge. We are Betars, the youth wing of
Jabotinsky’s Revisionist Party. We shall build a new Jewish
homeland in Palestine, that’s why we exercise, learn crafts,
study Hebrew and prepare ourselves for our new
life in Palestine… and Mr. Citron, as the Betar leader in
Slovakia…
HERCZEG, the medical student, is not keen on SHOSHA’s recruitment talk. He clearly
has other priorities in life.

HERCZEG:
I know.
SHOSHA:
… but what’s more important, unlike everyone else, we know
that we will have to fight for our new homeland, as our onearmed hero Trumpledor had to… You don’t find this interesting,
Mr. Herczeg?
KARCHI’s GRANDFATHER takes a little notebook out of his pocket and hands it to the
boy.
KARCHI’S GRANDFATHER:
You must describe everything you see, write down every thought
you have. It’s a diary, so you’ll have to write it every day.
Promise, Karchi?
KARCHI’s eyes start to shine, he is already dreaming of the journey. He sits down and
immediately enters his name and title: The passage by steamboat ….
KARCHI:
What’s our steamboat called, Mr. Citron?
The energetic leader replies with undisguised pride.
CITRON:
San Stefano.
Applause. CITRON gestures to the excited crowd to calm down. He knocks on wood
superstitiously.
CITRON:
Not yet. It’s not been paid for yet….
KARCHI continues writing…. „… by steamboat San Stefano from Bratislava to
Palestine.”
KARCHI’S GRANDFATHER:
The passage will take three to four weeks; you’ll have plenty of
time… keep your writing small. There’ll be lots to see and there
aren’t many pages.
He speaks with great emotion. KARCHI looks at his GRANDFATHER in surprise.

KARCHI:
Are you not coming with us, Grandfather? Daddy is waiting for
us there…
The old man gives a deep sighs. He looks round at the people in the office. They are all
young and energetic.
KARCHI’S GRANDFATHER:
I’ll join you later, after I’ve got your first letter from your new
home. I promise.
The phone rings.
SHOSHA passes the receiver to CITRON.
CITRON:
Mr. Strelinger? Have you got the medicines, bandages and the
rest of the medical supplies ready? OK, wait for a telegram.
He rubs his hands together with satisfaction and passes the receiver to SHOSHA.

CITRON:
You can tick off medication from the to-do list.
CITRON takes SCHIFRIN aside. He is speaking quietly even though he’s so happy he
feels like shouting at the top of his voice.
CITRON:
Zoli, a telegram from the Aliya Office in Bucharest has arrived.
You have to go to Romania straight away. There is a steamboat
for sale in Braila… What’s happening in Prague? Has everyone
been arrested?
SCHIFRIN loosens his tie and gives a thumbs down. CITRON takes out the telegram,
re-reading it, just in case. He passes it to SCHIFRIN.
CITRON:
This chap TOLEDANO is great…. The steamboat is in bad shape
but it can be repaired and the main thing is – it’s affordable. Bon
voyage, Zoli.
SCHIFRIN tightens his tie again, he is used to setting out immediately. CITRON leans
toward him.

CITRON:
It’s time for you to make up your mind. Are you coming with us or
not know it’s not just a question of whether life here will be
possible or not…
It’s about our dream, Zoli!
SCHIFRIN opens the door, pulls his hat right down on his forehead.
SCHIFRIN:
You know what I’m like, I can’t manage without creature
comforts and cafés. A desert settlement is not my cup of tea.
Don’t worry Cziti, if I stay behind I might be able to organize
one more transport…

SCENE 11
EXT. ROMANIA. BRAILA, A PORT ON THE DANUBE - DAY
________________________________________________________________________
A wharfside crane is slowly moving on rails. Open cargo barges are being loaded with
bags. A German flag is fluttering on the stern of a German tanker.
The wheel steamboat San Stefano is moored at the pier. It used to be white but rust and
soot have turned its colour brown. Now it is only white where the seagulls sit.
SCHIFRIN scrutinizes the steamboat distrustfully. On the shore, an OLD MAN in white
polo neck sweater and threadbare uniform is leaning against the railings. He is wearing
the uniform of the long extinct Russian imperial fleet.
SCHIFRIN:
Do you think this wreck will ever sail down the Danube again,
Mr….
TOLEDANO, a bubbly man from Bucharest stops him in his tracks. He turns around,
smiling and offering his hand.
TOLEDANO:
Toledano. Reuven Toledano. It will have to. We will get all the
shipping permissions… It’s the only boat that is for sale anyway.
Tomorrow I will send a budget for the refit, the sales contract and
photos to headquarters.
With a Leica, he takes pictures of the rusty steamboat. He presses his eye to the
viewfinder, a cigarette sticking from his mouth. He pulls out the exposed film, puts the
camera back in its case and takes out a silver hip flask. He hands it to SCHIFRIN along
with his business card.
TOLEDANO:
Tonight we’ve got to strike a deal with the steamboat’s mysterious
owner. Do you understand? We’ve got to… Dr. Kordofano, our
Bulgarian agent, will assist us.
SCHIFRIN, not used to drinking outdoors, pushes the hip flask away. He focuses on the
deal.
SCHIFRIN:
Should we try to haggle?
TOLEDANO smiles and shakes his head. SCHIFRIN is obviously not familiar with the
Balkans.

TOLEDANO:
There are no other boats for sale - and he’s quite aware of that. It’s
our last chance. If we cut a deal, it will be the last Danube
transport…
SCHIFRIN has a more optimistic view than TOLEDANO, the Aliya agent. TOLEDANO
takes a sip, savouring the drink.
TOLEDANO:
Transports have never been easy to arrange but now it’s getting
more and more difficult. There is a concentration camp in Kladov,
Yugoslavia. I hope this transport won’t end up the same way as
the last one from Vienna…
He takes out a box of cigarettes and lights one in the wind.
TOLEDANO:
This steamboat is dreadful, truly dreadful, but it’s got a beautiful
name:
San Stefano. Let’s do it. Aliya headquarters will pay one half, the
Slovak Betars, i.e. yourself, will pay for the other. And now, let’s
get something to eat…
The classy SCHIFRIN has trouble getting used to his jovial and loud partner.
SCHIFRIN:
We’ve already paid for a boat once. But then the Poles got
priority and….
TOLEDANO turns to SCHIFRIN. Suddenly he is a changed man. No more jokes. He
grabs SCHIFRIN by his coat collar, shaking him. He whispers, hissing through his teeth.
TOLEDANO:
Their situation was more pressing, Mr. SCHIFRIN. I have seen
photographs from Poland….
SCHIFRIN is shocked; he does not understand TOLEDANO’s rage.
The OLD MAN in threadbare uniform is watching them curiously. He takes a few steps.
He has a limp.
TOLEDANO:
I guess you haven’t seen them. Do you know what Guernica is?
Have you seen photos from the Spanish civil war in a magazine?
The bombed houses, the children killed, the executions…. Or do
you only read men’s fashions and automobile journals?
TOLEDANO grabs SCHIFRIN and pushes him, gritting his teeth but articulating clearly.

TOLEDANO:
Things will be much worse in Poland. That’s why the Polish
Betars got priority, do you understand?
SCHIFRIN is confused. He is beginning to realize that TOLEDANO knows much more
than he can even guess. He wants to say something but the man from Bucharest does not
give him a chance.
TOLEDANO:
To make things clear, I decide who has priority and who doesn’t.
In your case, Mr. SCHIFRIN, we’re only talking about... You
know what…
Another sudden switch in mood. TOLEDANO smiles at his partner from Bratislava and
offers him his hand. He adjusts SCHIFRIN’s tie and gives him a jovial pat on the
shoulder.

TOLEDANO:
And do call me Pentcho, everyone calls me Pentcho…

SCENE 14
EXT. BRAILA: OUTSIDE THE HOTEL – EVENING
________________________________________________________________________
Fresh evening air. The port is shrouded in darkness. SCHIFRIN takes out his cigarette
case. He’s upset that the meeting with the boat owner is not working out. He inhales.
Outside the hotel is a luxury limousine, jacked up. The driver is changing the inner tube
of a tyre. A LADY IN A FUR COAT is standing next to him. She takes out her cigarette
case. She glances at the restless man through her dark glasses.
LADY IN FUR COAT:
Love or money worries?
SCHIFRIN starts and pulls out his lighter. The light illuminates a face behind a little veil.
Lowered eyelids, red lips and a mysterious smile. She exhales the smoke into his face
seductively.
DR. KORDOFANO and TOLEDANO watch their conversation through the window.
SCHIFRIN is gesturing, the LADY listens. The driver puts the wheel back and gives a
salute. The LADY sitting on the back seat beckons to SCHIFRIN, who disappears inside
the limousine; a female hand slams the door shut. The driver lights a cigarette, walking
up and down discreetly.
The men are at the window. DR. KORDOFANO glances at his watch. The BOAT
OWNER is also looking out of the window.
After a while we hear the engine start.
The hotel windows rattle. The eight-cylinder engine accelerates rapidly.
The dust settles in the street. SCHIFRIN adjusts his tie and quickly turns on his heels.

SCENE 15
INT. BRAILA. HOTEL – EVENING
________________________________________________________________________
SCHIFRIN walks back through the bar. He is not walking. He is flying! He is dancing.
He gives MARKEYEVICH an extravagant smile.
A tired ELDERLY WOMAN comes down the stairs carrying a doctor’s briefcase. She
gives MARKEYEVICH a stern look. He finishes his drink and quietly nods to the
passing SCHIFRIN.
________________________________________________________________________
SCHIFRIN slams open the door to the private room. The silence is audible. There is long
ash on the BOAT OWNER’s cigar. DR. KORDOFANO looks at SCHIFRIN anxiously.
Ten thousand dollars are lying on the green tablecloth. With a nonchalant gesture,
SCHIFRIN pulls out a bundle of fresh notes. TOLEDANO’s eyes nearly pop out of their
sockets; DR. KORDOFANO loosens his tie.
The bundle is smaller than the one already on the table.
SCHIFRIN:
You said 15,000 dollars? All right. 15,000 now, five after the refit,
10,000 when the boat arrives in Bratislava…
It’s a game that big boys play. The camera moves from the dollars to the BOAT
OWNER. He raises his eyebrows and waits, poker faced. It has, of course, not escaped
him that SCHIFRIN is offering five thousand less.
SCHIFRIN:
Do we have a deal?
DR. KORDOFANO picks up the fifteen thousand and hands it to the BOAT OWNER
who looks at the classy SCHIFRIN with admiration, then lovingly counts the rustling
banknotes.
BOAT OWNER:
I’m in a mood to raise the price…. But ok, it’s a deal.
He snaps his fingers and wipes his mouth. DR. KORDOFANO gets the contracts ready
and hands him a fountain pen. The men shake hands.
KORDOFANO:
Do you know who that lady was, Mr. SCHIFRIN? TOLEDANO, do
you know?

TOLEDANO does know but he hasn’t got over his shock yet. Both of them eye the
King’s portrait.
KORDOFANO:
It was Madame Lupescu ... the King’s mistress…. Hm. My
compliments. Mr. SCHIFRIN. I don’t remember seeing anyone get
five thousand dollars so fast… You’re quite something….
He too snaps his fingers the way the BOAT OWNER just did. SCHIFRIN puts on a
mysterious air. He performs a little etude with his lighter, a golden cigarette case and
clouds of smoke. With a gentle smile, SCHIFRIN makes a magician’s gesture. The lighter
disappears. PENTCHO laughs quietly.
TOLEDANO:
Magda Wolf, of course.

SCENE 53
EXT. THE STEAMBOAT AT OPEN SEA – DAY
______________________________________________________________________
The riverboat is out on the open sea. The wheels are turning regularly, the land retreats
further and further into the distance.
MARKEYEVICH, the man who has not sailed the sea for ages, is standing on the
Captain’s bridge. Hastily he pulls on a thick white poloneck sweater. OSKAR is at the
ship’s wheel for a while. MARKEYEVICH tells him to go and put some more clothes on.
CITRON is taking notes.
CITRON:
Captain, can you tell me the position of the port of Sulina?
MARKEYEVICH gives the fastidious CITRON an admiring wink. Is that a test or what?
MARKEYEVICH:
45° 06´ 20´´ N, 29° 37´ 00´´ E …
MARKEYEVICH pulls a rubber coat ou of a crate. CITRON realizes that
MARKEYEVICH knows what he’s doing; SCHIFRIN too is beginning to believe the
captain is no wreck. MARKEYEVICH rummages through the crate and turns to look at
SCHIFRIN over his shoulder. He produces a bottle of rakiya.
MARKEYEVICH:
I left my sextant behind at Piraeus where Mr Toledano found me!
It’s in a pawnshop. But look – I tilt the bottle 20 degrees above
the horizon, add the height of the sun…
He points to his greying head again, with a self-satisfied smile.
MARKEYEVICH:
Don’t you worry. It’s all in there: positions, maps, lighthouses,
shallows, anchoring spots, ports, all the experience.
He starts tying down everything that moves with ropes: the clock, the rakiya bottle, the
signal gun. First he checks the gun meticulously and inserts a thick bullet. Everything he
does today he does particularly meticulously.
MARKEYEVICH:
I’m concerned about the crew. It’s bad. Very bad. But it was the
best we could get in Sulina, that Turkish hellhole. But we had no
choice, no real sailor would dare to sail the sea on a riverboat…
And no captain either…

SCHIFRIN and CITRON give the Captain a worried look.
SCHIFRIN:
Do they know something we don’t know?

MARKEYEVICH:
They do. There will be problems: with stability, with water for the
boiler. We had a river full of fresh water on the Danube, but
seawater is all we’ll have at sea.
SCHIFRIN has no idea of technical issues relating to steam boilers; MARKEYEVICH is
not too keen to discuss them either.
SCHIFRIN:
What was in the letter from the Consul, Captain?
MARKEYEVICH smiles and looks at the inquisitive SCHIFRIN mischievously.
MARKEYEVICH:
A warning: if I’m detained in British territorial waters at
Palestine I shall end up in prison. In Akko… but we already have
that here…
He laughs at his own joke, then looks at the sky and shouts to the engine room through
the loudhailer.
MARKEYEVICH:
Increase pressure!
CITRON looks at SCHIFRIN nervously. The Captain takes off his greasy peaked cap,
replacing it with a waterproof sailor’s hat, tying it tightly under his chin. He loves days
like this. He shouts in the direction of the deck.
MARKEYEVICH:
Steersman! Stavros! To your places! Yossi, check the anchors,
tighten the anchor winches. Tie up the lifeboats. Tighten
everything!
The crew is putting on storm clothing. STAVROS crosses himself. IMI is already feeling
seasick.
______________________________________________________________________
YOSSI, a thick-built broad-shouldered man gets to work immediately. He tightens the
anchors to stop them from swinging; he runs around the boat checking all four lifeboats.

In one of them he finds GRETA and MIŠO. He puts his hand over his eye but only so he
can see GRETA putting on her clothes hastily. He chases them onto the lower deck.
YOSSI lifts the lid of a large crate with life jackets. He looks towards the bridge.
_______________________________________________________________________

Decision time. MARKEYEVICH shakes his head. No, not yet. There are not enough life
jackets to go round anyway.
He puts his binoculars aside and gets the bottle of rakiya. He takes a sip and passes it to
SCHIFRIN. He points his finger ahead of the boat. SCHIFRIN and CITRON feel
uncertain. Like the riverboat, they have never been at open sea before.

MARKEYEVICH:
Go below. Tie down everything. Move the people from the annexe
to the lower deck. No passengers on bunks. Everyone on the
floor! Lower the boat’s centre of gravity! A storm is brewing.
Black clouds are gathering. Lightning in the distance. MARKEYEVICH counts the
seconds.
Distant thunder.

SCENE 71
EXT, INT. ABOARD THE STEAMBOAT. LOWER DECK – DAY
_____________________________________________________________________
It is late afternoon. There is tension, the engines are still. The Captain is sitting on the
prow thinking. He is holding the piece of paper with the sketch chart.
Everyone is awaiting his decision - the ENGINEERS in the engine room door, the
passengers in the door leading to the lower deck.
MARKEYEVICH looks around and sees the Bulgarian flag on the Pentcho’s stern
fluttering in the breeze.
MARKEYEVICH:
Yanis, Kostas, Yossi, Ali, come here! We will turn the steamboat
into a sailboat. Mr. Citron, Mr. Schifrin … We’ll have to build a
mast! Bring all the bedsheets and towels to the deck! All of them!
Pass me some paper and a pencil!
A brief consultation among the men on the Captain’s bridge. MARKEYEVICH points
to a spot in the sky where the mast will be erected. He quickly sketches the shape of the
sails.
CITRON immediately sets out to implement MARKEYEVICH’s plan. VALY copies his
sketches onto the deck with tailor’s chalk.
______________________________________________________________________
The Betars are requisitioning bed sheets. There are dramatic scenes in Ilava. MRS. TAUB
has brought damask sheets embroidered with a monogram and refuses to hand them over.
MARCEL:
Try to understand, lady, if we want to survive we have to turn the
Pentcho into a sailing boat. We need everything, including your
sheets…
Both are holding to one end of the sheet, pulling and tugging.
MRS. TAUB:
… but this is my trousseau, I got it from my parents! It’s genuine
damask!
MARCEL yanks the sheet out of her hands and MRS. TAUB falls over. MARCEL picks
her up.

MARCEL:
Don’t worry. Damascus is only a stone’s throw from Palestine.
You’ll get new ones!
______________________________________________________________________
KORDA dismantles his dentist’s drill and EHRENSTEIN attaches the foot pedals to
GRETA’s sewing machine. GRETA and SHOSHA are on the deck, sewing sheets
together into large pieces, GIZELA cuts them according to the Captain’s sketch. VALY
is assembling the complete sails.
The crew, assisted by the more dextrous young men, is building an impromptu mast.
They attach bargepoles to the funnel. SCHIFRIN ties ropes to them, IMI, MARCEL,
SAMSON, LANSKY and Feri NAUMAN lift up the new mast.
KARCHI is trying to help in any way he can.
MARKEYEVICH:
Somewhere near here there ought to be a rocky island. It’s about
fifty nautical miles from Crete. The Lieutenant’s map gives its
name as Chamilonisi. Ali, watch the horizon at two o’clock!
The CAPTAIN indicates the direction to ALI and keeps explaining his plan to the men.
MARKEYEVICH:
We shall drop anchor there, even though it’s a deserted island.
If a tempest came now we would drown.
The TALMUD TEACHER looks at his watch and then at the sky. He comes up to the
CAPTAIN.
TALMUD TEACHER:
Allow me to point out, Captain, that tomorrow is the beginning
of a great Jewish holiday, Yom Kippur. Please stop working…
People ought to start getting ready.
MARKEYEVICH smiles. Oh yes, this is the man who came up with the joke about the
lost mine. Then his expression turns serious and he turns to face CITRON.
MARKEYEVICH:
Commander, if this man is not on the lower deck in three seconds
I will have him locked up and tied to a hot boiler! Do you want to
survive? You won’t celebrate your holiday unless we survive.
Is that clear?
The TALMUD TEACHER is led to Akko against his will. ALI is on the Captain’s
bridge, watching the sea through binoculars. He notices something and shouts.

ALI:
I see an island! Captain! An island!
In the direction the Captain pointed out there is a small strip of distant island. Just at that
moment the men who have been building the mast and preparing the sails finish their job.
EHRENSTEIN:
Captain. The sails are ready.
MARKEYEVICH decides who will take care of the main sail and of the jib. He shows
ERNEST how to hold the towlines and where to tie the rope. He attaches a little strip of
canvass to a small steel cable. It flutters in the wind. The direction is favourable.
Everyone on board watches him intently.

MARKEYEVICH:
Unfurl the sails! Steering wheel to southwest! Everyone else
down to the lower deck!
CAPTAIN is watching the sails in suspense. They are too small for a big steamboat but
the wind has picked up in the meantime. The sails unfurl slowly and the Pentcho starts
moving.
HAAS is humming the Italian song which he has recently learned
about sailors and sails on the horizon that are but an illusion .
______________________________________________________________________
KARCHI is bending over the prow. The steamboat is slowly parting the waves. He turns
around and happily shouts for everyone to hear.
KARCHI:
We’re sailing! We’re a sailing boat...
KARCHI (off-screen):
„October the 8th. Everyone has been talking about the Yom
Kippur Holiday. My Mum has also been looking forward to it.
Nobody knew where and how we would celebrate it. Now we
know. On the island!”
The prow of the old river steamer San Stefano, rebuilt for diesel fuel and renamed
Pentcho is cleaving the water. It is moving slowly but it is moving nevertheless. The
people who have transformed the steamboat into a sailing boat are in the doors of Akko
and Ilava. HAAS is teaching and conducting a choir of laughing people.

KARCHI (off-screen):
„Everyone was thinking of saving their lives. We all had faith and
a lot of respect for Mr. Markeyevich. He is a real Captain.”
Captain MARKEYEVICH smiles happily. This is his stellar moment.

