
The boy was a thief ...
  ... partly because it was his nature to take,
partly because the only way for a kid 
without parents or brothers or sisters to
survive was to take. No one knew his name,
but everyone knew he was a thief and 
hated him for it. They worked hard for 
what little they had and what they had
wasn’t enough. There was never enough.

                       -- Opening words of Jim Foster’s original script





































Hagen watches the crew ...
... on the dock shrink in the distance, an odd

look on his face. He then hears a woman on a
cot beside the bridge groan in pain. Without
thinking, he turns to her, dampens a cloth in
warm water, bends down, and begins to gently
wash her forehead. He then turns to a kid standing
nearby watching him, sullen, stand-offish, arm in
a sling, and offers him the washcloth for the
woman’s forehead ...

-- Closing words of Jim Foster’s original script


