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INT. TRAIAN'S BARN - NIGHT

Traian steps into the barn, gently patting his war horse, a 
silent moment of kinship between them.

TRAIAN
The work never stops for us, huh?

Families climb into the wagon and lie flat on their backs.

JEWISH BOY
Mama, I need the bathroom.

JEWISH MAMA
Can you hold it?

JEWISH BOY
Is it far?

JEWISH MAMA
Not too far, sweetheart. Just hold 
on.

In the background, the Jewish man from Elie's birthday party, 
the one with hay fever, starts sneezing at the sight of hay.

JEWISH MAN WITH HAY FEVER
No, no, I can’t, the hay, can't go 
in there.

TRAIAN
You want to face a bullet instead? 
Get in.

Reluctantly, the man climbs in, his sneezes echoing in the 
barn. A wooden plank covers the hidden passengers as Dr. 
Topolski carefully disguises it with hay. 

Maria, standing at the barn doors, tries to mask her worry. 
Traian joins her briefly.

TRAIAN (CONT’D)
Keep our little rebel in line until 
I return.

MARIA
I’m trying, but he’s already 
planning his great escape.

Traian extinguishes the lantern. Maria opens the barn doors 
for him to leave. As he disappears into the night, she stands 
there, strong for him but visibly shaken. Esther Topolski 
gently wraps an arm around her, offering silent support.
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EXT. VAST WILDERNESS

AN OWL sweeps low, tracking the wagon. Full of hay, full of 
desperate souls.

EXT. FOREST - NIGHT

A hand parts the thick undergrowth. Traian navigates a steep 
and densely wooded hillside. The refugees trail close behind, 
clinging to each other.

Emerging into a clearing, they're met with an unexpected 
sight. Shadowy figures materialize around them - GYPSIES, 
armed with an array of improvised weapons. The refugees 
cluster together.

The GYPSY LEADER steps forward, an antique pistol in hand. 
His eyes meet Traian’s, and recognition softens his demeanor. 
The pistol is lowered, and the two men embrace to everyone’s 
relief.

Later, by the warm glow of the campfire, Jews and gypsies sit 
together in a peaceful gathering, sharing bread and stories. 
The atmosphere deepens as a GYPSY GIRL, cradling an 
accordion, starts to play. Her voice harmonizes with the 
accordion’s haunting melody, a song carried through the 
forest, over their journey...

INT. CAVE - NIGHT

Traian, torch in hand, guides them through the cave's 
darkness, urging them to keep pace.

EXT. RIVER - ROPE BRIDGE - NIGHT

Traian carefully navigates the unstable bridge over the 
raging river. He assists refugees as they cross one by one.

EXT. FOOT OF THE MOUNTAINS - DAY

As the sun rises, Traian emerges from the dense foliage at 
the mountain's base. The families, parents and children 
alike, offer him heartfelt goodbyes. He stands silently, 
observing as they make their way into the breaking day.

EXT. TRAIAN'S COTTAGE - DAY

A weary Traian returns, guiding his horse towards the barn. 
He pauses at the well, splashing his face with the refreshing 
chill of the water. 
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INT. TRAIAN’S CELLAR - DAY 

Traian steps into the cellar, now even more crowded with 
additional families. They huddle together in the dim light. 

INT. BEDROOM - DAY

Quietly, Traian slips into bed, enfolding Maria in his arms. 
She turns to him, scanning for any hint of harm.

MARIA
Did you have any trouble?

TRAIAN
They’re not used to the forest, 
city folks.

MARIA
I had this dream... You were in the 
woods with a bunch of peaches. 
Guards were chasing you, shouting. 
Then they started shooting at the 
peaches, laughing... But you 
weren’t hurt. When I looked again, 
the peaches... they were bleeding.

TRAIAN
(falling asleep)

Just a bad dream...

MARIA
But maybe it’s a sign. The forest 
might not be safe now. What if... 
you try crossing the border 
directly? It’s dangerous, sure, but 
it would be faster. They wouldn’t 
expect us to be stupid enough to go 
right through their checkpoint.

Traian lies still, his initial sleepiness replaced by a sharp 
alertness. Maria's crazy idea starts to take root.

EXT. HUNGARIAN-ROMANIAN BORDER - DAY

The border checkpoint is desolate except for a few 
disinterested guards. In the OBSERVATION TOWER, a SENTRY 
dozes off. The HEAD GUARD, young and thin with freckles, 
barely glances at Traian's ID.

TRAIAN
Tough night, eh? Thought they’d 
have more guys out here.
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