
EXT. - PARIS, FRANCE - MORNING

INSERT: JUNE 23, 1940, PARIS

It’s a warm day in Paris. The wind blows and trees rustle.

It’s a clear day with clear skies and few fluffy, white

clouds.

NARRATOR (O.S.)

Once upon a time there was the City

of Lights. It was a beautiful city

known for romance and intrigue, art

and brotherhood. But to many it was

simply known as "home." One day a

darkness crept upon the city...

Hitler’s Nazi troops march into the City of Lights under the

Arc de Triomphe.

NARRATOR (O.S.)

It fell upon the buildings...

Church bells aren’t ringing even though it’s Sunday.

NARRATOR (O.S.)

...seeped its way into homes...

Women hurry children into homes.

NARRATOR (O.S.)

...and clawed its way down the

streets.

Nazi jeeps drive down the streets of Paris.

NARRATOR (O.S.)

One man lead the darkness,

directing it which way to turn and

go. How to create fear in people’s

lives and twist its ways into the

hearts of thousands. And as this

blanket fell, soon Paris dimmed and

the City of Lights was lit no more.

FADE TO: BLACK

EXT. - PARIS, FRANCE - DAY

A flash goes off. We see a picture being taken and we see

that it is of ADOLPH HITLER, leaning casually upon a

concrete wall. He is standing in between architect ALBERT

SPEER on his left and artist ARNO BREKER on his right. The

Eiffel Tower stands tall in the background even though the

Nazi Germans have taken over its land.

(CONTINUED)
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Hitler turns around, arms sprawled across the concrete,

looking towards the Eiffel Tower and over Paris. He sighs.

HITLER

(In German, with English title

cards)

What a beautiful city. Look at it!

A breath of fresh air.

A pause as Hitler looks over the sights, taking in another

full breath of air as if trying to take it all in.

HITLER

Speer.

Hitler snaps towards his now right and Speer snaps to

attention and walks over to him.

SPEER

Sir?

HITLER

(Determined)

I want you to destroy Berlin.

SPEER

(startled)

WHAT?? Uh, I mean, sir??

HITLER

Look at this city. It’s a city of

sparkling sunlight in the day and

the City of Lights at night.

There’s art. Culture. History. I

want you to demolish Berlin and

recreate it. Make it more beautiful

than Paris.

SPEER

(reluctantly, but accepting what

he’s being told)

Yes, sir.

HITLER

(with sympathy, shaking his head)

Poor, poor Napoleon. What would he

think? A defender of his prized

city. Now it’s sinking in its own

(MORE)
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HITLER (cont’d)
filth of those new "art" movements

and housing the Jews, that

scum...No. It’s time for a new

leader--a new art leader--of

Europe. And Berlin will become its

new prized jewel.

We see the cameraman talking to a female, ODILE ROSENBERG.

Rosenberg is a woman in her mid- to late-30s. With blonde

hair and blue eyes, she is the perfect example of German

aryanism and is one of Hitler’s right-hand officers.

HITLER

Officer Rosenberg, let’s talk.

Rosenberg smiles devilishly, her blue eyes sparkling,

knowing what is to come.

CUT TO:

INT. - THE LOUVRE - DAY

A young girl, about eight-years-old, with dark brown eyes

and dark brown, almost black, short-cropped hair is staring

directly toward the audience. MARVAL JAUJARD, as we soon

see, is not looking at us but rather at the hustle and

bustle of last minute preparations of the coming storm. She

runs about the mess, helping as she can.

Most of the Louvre is cleaned out. There is not a lot of art

out on display. Most of what is out are actually fake copies

as can be seen as a man takes out a painting out of a

box--"reproduction" written on the back--and placed upon a

nail on the wall.

People are also putting paintings and sculptures into boxes

labeled "lait," "oeufs," and "legumes"--breakable yet

undetected by normalcy. People are placing these wooden

boxes into a van outside the back of the Louvre.

A man, a sharply-dressed JEAN-CLAUDE JAUJARD, in about his

mid- to late-40s is walking about with purpose about the

people and boxes, searching.

JEAN-CLAUDE JAUJARD

(FRANTICALLY)

Marval? Marval?? Marval!

Marval appears and Jean-Claude grabs her hand.

(CONTINUED)
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JEAN-CLAUDE JAUJARD

Ma petite brosse, what are you

doing here? You should be home with

your nanny.

His eyes look frantic. A woman in her mid- to late-30s,

MARIE JAUJARD, comes over. She is tall with a heart-shaped

face framed by dark hair that is pulled back to show a

widow’s peak upon her very light skin. Her dark eyes also

look frantic. There is no mistake where Marval gets her

looks from.

MARIE JAUJARD

I was not going to leave her at

home today of all days, Jean.

She starts to brush Marval’s hair with her fingers. It seems

to calm Marval and Marie down a bit. Jean-Claude sighs,

looks up to the heavens, and loosens his grip on Marval’s

hand.

JEAN-CLAUDE JAUJARD

D’accord. Just be...careful.

He kisses his daughter’s hand and let’s it fall as he gives

his wife a sad smile. He walk away to talk to some of the

workers who are still packing up items. Marie watches him as

he walks away, but she soon drops to one knee to get on

level with Marval, holding onto her locket necklace. She is

now serious towards her daughter.

MARIE JAUJARD

Marval, listen to me. Things are

going to change here for a while.

Things might even get a bit scary.

But we have to keep a brave face,

okay? Just promise me that.

Marval nods her head and Marie hugs her daughter. When she

pulls back she smiles sadly, playing with her hair and

sighs.

MARIE JAUJARD

Ma petite brosse, when are we going

to get your hair from going every

which way?

They are soon interrupted.

WORKER

They’re coming! The Nazis are

coming!

(CONTINUED)
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Marval and her mother get up and scurry in every which way.

People put last minute objects in crates and put them into

the van. Time is running out. Minutes turn into seconds. The

Nazis are coming. They clean things up as a few people jump

in the van as it drives away. Someone sweeps. People grab

hay with their hands. Pictures are straightened. Statues are

inspected. Jean-Claude cleans his glasses and mumbles a

prayer under his breath. Marie is inspecting Marval and

herself to make sure they don’t have anything on their

clothes or in their hair to give anything away. People head

to their positions. Seconds are running out.

A military car pulls up to the front of the Louvre. In it is

Hitler, Breker, and Rosenberg along with a couple of young

officers, and a driver. There are large military vans in

front and behind the car. They look like the vans out of

Indiana Jones and the Raiders of the Lost Ark with men piled

in them. The soldiers come out and surround the front of the

Louvre. They salute as Hitler, Breker, and Rosenberg jump

out of the car and make come into the Louvre. Jean-Claude,

Marie, and Marval stand there to greet the Fuhrer.

BREKER

Sir, this is Monsieur Jean-Claude

Jaujard, his wife, Marie, and his

daughter, Marval.

JEAN-CLAUDE JAUJARD

Heil Hitler!

Jean-Claude salutes awkwardly. Was that proper? We really

don’t know, but we feel awkward and tense just watching it.

Hitler looks amused. There is a beat.

HITLER

Yes. Thank you, Monsieur Jaujard.

Hitler walks past him and towards Marie. He takes her hand

and kisses it as he speaks.

HITLER

Madame Jaujard, I would address you

properly, but you must forgive me.

My French is poor at best.

If Marie is tense she doesn’t show it. However, we do

experience a hint of sliminess in Hitler’s polite comment.

It feels as if it shouldn’t be there.

He walks over to Marval. Time is still ticking slowly and we

want it over with. Marie notices a piece of hay in her

daughter’s hair. How did it get there? We don’t know, but

it’s there now. We hope that Hitler doesn’t notice it and

wonder...

(CONTINUED)
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Hitler stops and looks at Marval. He doesn’t say a word. A

long beat occurs. Marval is starting to look timid. He then

jumps into a mock-British-salute.

HITLER

Mademoiselle Marval!

Marval smiles and jumps into a mock-salute too. She’s so

young and too naive to really understand what is going on.

She just sees some important, uniformed man playing with

her. Hitler, historically, was good with children and we see

that here. Another way to get a child to follow him. It

should make us feel slightly dreaded. We like to think

villains are evil in all forms of life. That villains hate

puppies and kitties. This is not always true.

HITLER

It looks like you’ve been playing a

bit.

He pulls out the piece of hay, examines it, and then looks

at her parents. They are tense, quickly thinking of an

explanation.

MARIE JAUJARD

Our little Marval likes to help the

local shopman unpack his products.

She enjoys helping him and

sometimes he’ll give her a baked

treat.

Marval looks at her mother slightly quizzically, but when

Hitler looks back at Marval she nods her head in agreement.

There is a beat before Hitler humphs and smiles at Marval.

HITLER

Well, then. We’ll need some good

assistance to help the cause of

ours. I hope to see you assisting

soon, mademoiselle.

MARVAL JAUJARD

Oui, monsieur.

Jean-Claude and Marie let out a small breath, but soon

tension is up again as Hitler makes he way around the entry

way of the museum.

HITLER

Such a museum you have here. It

looks a bit...empty.

He smiles back at Jean-Claude, hands clasped behind his

back.

(CONTINUED)
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JEAN-CLAUDE JAUJARD

Well, we change out the art works

every so often. It helps bring

freshness to the museum.

Hitler walks over to a painting and inspects it. Another

long, slow beat. He frowns but is it of seriousness or has

he detected the falsity of the painting?

HITLER

It’s...It’s remarkable. Very good.

He heads back over to the family.

HITLER

Well, I have to be off, but I look

forward to looking around more.

He looks around, breathing in the atmosphere. He turns to

leave, but stops one last time.

HITLER

Oh, before I forget. This is Odile

Rosenberg. She’s in charge of a

small group we have that is very

interested in art that has been,

ehh, displaced. She will be working

with you now. Just think of it as a

German-French collaboration. Well,

good day.

Hitler, Rosenberg, and all the Nazis leave, returning caps

to heads. They motor off in their cars and trucks leaving

the Jaujards and the Louvre in peace for now. The three of

them let out a large breath of air as if they were holding

it in the entire time. They look at each other as if asking,

"what now?"

EXT. - PARIS, FRANCE - DAY

We see a tree that has green leaves--it is still summer--and

we see Marval and Marie walking the streets of Paris.

Marval’s hair is now parted down the middle and braided down

each side with red bows at the ends.

NARRATOR (O.S.)

The funny thing about darkness is

how it moves.

CUT TO:
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EXT. - PARIS COVERED MARKET- DAY

Marval and her mother are at a covered market. Her mother

buys some red apples from an old lady along with a baguette.

Marval we see is talking to older gentleman and twirls

around. We see her mother pay and they walk off.

NARRATOR (O.S.)

You see, darkness moves in

different paces.

INT. -THE JAUJARD HOUSEHOLD- DAY

We see Jean-Claude reading a French newspaper that is German

propaganda. It declares that the bombing of Britain is going

as planned and that Hitler has declared a blockade on

British exports. Marval is playing with a doll in the

background with her nanny.

NARRATOR (O.S.)

For some it’s fast and sinking.

INT. - THE LOUVRE - DAY

We see Jean-Claude giving a tour to Rosenberg. Very few

people are in the museum looking at the art. There are a few

Nazi soldiers around. Marval, round glasses on, is sitting

in a chair reading Hitler Youth. She looks up and sees her

mother going into a back room. She goes back to reading.

Soon her mother comes and gets her and she has a bag with

her. They leave.

NARRATOR (O.S.)

For others it’s slow and steady

before it grabs you without you

seeing it coming. It makes people

think it’s better to not even

notice when it happens.

EXT. - PARIS COVERED MARKET- DAY

We are once again at the same stall as before, but this time

Marie buys a couple of green apples and some croissants.

NARRATOR (O.S.)

But to some--especially those

observant--it’s worse when it’s not

noticeable,
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INT. -BACK OF THE JAUJARD HOUSEHOLD- NIGHT

It’s dark. Someone is at the backdoor. We see silhouettes of

Marie giving someone outside small piece of artwork, the

outline of it. Marval sees the exchange.

NARRATOR (O.S.)

because one day when you notice the

blackness is there it makes you

realize that

EXT. - PARIS, FRANCE - DAY

We see Marval sitting outside of her household. The leaves

are now falling. She is staring at a leaf she is turning

over and over again. She sees a couple of children playing

outside with a kite. She sees a young boy--a Jewish boy--and

the other children start throwing rocks at him. She is

alarmed at what she sees and runs inside.

NARRATOR (O.S.)

you were happy, that you were

content, and it all comes crashing

upon you all at once.

INT. - THE LOUVRE - DAY

Marval is once again reading her Hitler Youth book.

Rosenberg is furiously talking to her father and a lady

worker who we have seen interact with with Marval kindly

before. She is not happy. Rosenberg flashes up a piece of

paper up which announces an underground viewing of an

anti-Nazi animated film. How Rosenberg is interacting with

the worker we realize that the lady is behind it and she is

arrested, struggles against the Nazis, and they clobber here

on her head. She passes out. Marval sees all of this and as

the lady is being dragged out Rosenberg walks past her with

Jean-Claude on her heels who is avoiding Marval’s

questioning gaze. They go into his office and the door slams

shut.

NARRATOR (O.S.)

No. Innocence is not bliss. It’s

cold and unfeeling.

EXT. - PARIS COVERED MARKET- DAY

We are again at the market. Most of the leaves on the trees

have fallen off as it’s almost winter. It is cold and Marval

has on a jacket now. Her mother again buys red apples,

slightly reluctantly, slightly sorrowfully, and Marval

watches her almost knowingly now. Her events have opened her

eyes and she is awake now. She is no longer as naive as she

(CONTINUED)
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once was, but only will the next event shed her naivete and

girlhood forever.

NARRATOR (O.S.)

It’s when you do start

feeling that makes you wonder how

you got here in the first place and

where you plan on going.

FADE TO BLACK:

EXT. - PARIS, FRANCE - DAY

It’s a cold, crisp winter day. The air lingers low to the

ground and the sky looks gray and cloudy. Marval and her

mother are both wearing coats and are heading to the Louvre

like any other normal day. Marie has a large bag again.

INT. - THE LOUVRE - DAY

Marval and her mother enter the Louvre. They don’t take off

their coats. Nazis and people are enjoying the museum like

any other day.

MARIE JAUJARD

I’ll be right back, okay ma petite?

Marval goes and sits down in a chair, unbuttoning her coat .

INT. - THE LOUVRE CORRIDOR - DAY

Marie heads down a long corridor, checking behind her as she

rounds corners. She passes a Nazi and nods to him, keeping

her head down, but eyes high. He nods back. She finally

comes to a door and checks around her before entering.

INT. - THE LOUVRE BACK OFFICE ROOM - DAY

The door leads to a new back office door. It is an extra

office that also doubles as a storage space. There are

cabinets and a desk both ransacked with papers, a trash can

is overflowing with balled up papers, and books of various

art topics spanning from Michelangelo to Degas are stacked

upon each other on the floor and any where that can be used

as shelves as if someone hurriedly stashed them there.

INT. - THE LOUVRE CORRIDOR - DAY

The Nazi who passed Marie looks back and sees the door

closing behind her. Something is suspicious.
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INT. - THE LOUVRE BACK OFFICE ROOM - DAY

Marie searches the room and heads to the desk. She is

looking for something.

INT. - THE LOUVRE CORRIDOR - DAY

We see the Nazi officer talking to Rosenberg. She looks

curious.

INT. - THE LOUVRE BACK OFFICE ROOM - DAY

Marie pulls a key out from her bag pocket.

INT. - THE LOUVRE CORRIDOR - DAY

We see Rosenberg head to the office door.

INT. - THE LOUVRE BACK OFFICE ROOM - DAY

Marie unlocks and opens the drawer. We do not see what’s in

it yet.

INT. - THE LOUVRE CORRIDOR - DAY

Rosenberg opens the door.

INT. - THE LOUVRE BACK OFFICE ROOM - DAY

We see Marie grabbing another book and looking through it.

She looks up calmly to find Rosenberg there. She was not

caught by her.

MARIE JAUJARD

Oh, hello. Can I help you?

ODILE ROSENBERG

(Slowly)

Yes. What are you doing here?

Marie closes the book and puts it back on the self.

ODILE ROSENBERG

I don’t think I gave you permission

to come back here.

MARIE JAUJARD

(Playing naive)

Oh, I didn’t know that I needed

permission. My husband keeps some

of his books back here. I thought I

would come and take some to read.

There is a beat and Rosenberg makes her way over to Marie.

(CONTINUED)
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ODILE ROSENBERG

What did you pick out?

MARIE JAUJARD

I picked out one on Michelangelo

and another on Degas. I thought

that would be good for Marval to

see before we go to the ballet next

week. Don’t you agree?

Marie opens her bag. There are the two books just as she

said.

ODILE ROSENBERG

(reluctantly, but still

suspicious)

Yes. That would be good for her. I

actually prefer Gentileschi when it

comes to art. Judith Slaying

Holofernes is such a strong

painting, with the decapitation a

true symbol of the power of women,

don’t you agree?

MARIE JAUJARD

(reluctantly)

Yes.

ODILE ROSENBERG

Men. They think they have all the

power. But do you know what I

think?

Marie looks at her, not moving, not sure what to do.

ODILE ROSENBERG

We let them think they in charge of

the household or that they can

allow us--their women--to roam

about freely.

Rosenberg gets closer to Marie. She is right on top of her.

Marie tries to keep her gaze on her, eye to eye.

ODILE ROSENBERG

Next time, I would greatly

appreciate it if you let me know

when you come back here.

Understood?

Marie nods her head furiously.

(CONTINUED)
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ODILE ROSENBERG

Good. I will see you out then.

Marie leaves out of the back office room with Rosenberg on

her heels.

INT. - THE LOUVRE - DAY

Marie tries not walk too fast to be suspicious. Marval is

still sitting in the seat she left her with.

MARIE JAUJARD

Come, Marval. Let us get to your

doctor’s appointment.

She tries to say it with a smile and they leave the museum.

Odile is left there in the lobby and the Nazi officer, CAIN,

from earlier comes up next to her.

ODILE ROSENBERG

Cain. Follow them and take three of

the boys. And if anything funny

goes down, put an end to it.

Rosenberg walks away. Cain whistles and three young soldiers

come over with him. They head out to follow them.

EXT. - PARIS, FRANCE - DAY

Marie and Marval walk down the street casually on their way

to the "doctor’s," but when they turn a corner they start

walking faster and faster to put distance between them and

the Nazis.

EXT. - PARIS, FRANCE - DAY

Cain and the three Nazi soldiers follow them, but as soon as

Cain’s and Marie’s eyes meet, they start sprinting after

them.

EXT. - PARIS, FRANCE - DAY

Marie and Marval are still running, coats open against the

cold breezes of winter. They are running down some back

alleys. Do they know where they are going? We definitely

don’t.
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EXT. - PARIS, FRANCE - DAY

Cain and the three soldiers still run after them. They all

have their guns on hand.

EXT. - PARIS COVERED MARKET- DAY

Marie and Marval suddenly find themselves in the crowded

marketplace we have seen them so many times go to. Good.

It’s a place they can blend into the crowd and they

disappear into it.

EXT. - PARIS COVERED MARKET- DAY

Cain and the three soldiers appear in the market place. He

looks around and spots them and runs.

EXT. - PARIS COVERED MARKET- DAY

Marie and Marval are running, pushing past and running into

people. People drop items, but they don’t notice.

EXT. - PARIS COVERED MARKET- DAY

Cain and the soldiers are behind them!

CAIN

Hault!

Cain pulls out his pistol and aims it Marie and Marval. The

crowd splits to get out of the way and some people scream.

Two shots ring through the marketplace.

Marie and Marval both fall. Marval screams. The bag Marie is

carrying is lost from her grip.

Cain and the three Nazi soldiers run over to them.

Marval isn’t dead. She was scrapped by a bullet and is badly

shaken up but is alive.

MARVAL JAUJARD

Mama!

She screams and cries and crawls to her mother who lies

lifeless in front.

MARVAL JAUJARD

No! Please!

(CONTINUED)
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Cain and the three soldiers run over. Cain looks smug as if

he just shot a prized deer. One of the soldiers seems a bit

taken aback but soon remains neutral and unfeeling like the

other two.

Marval is crying into her mother’s hair, the black wisps

falling every which way, a blank stare in her eyes.

CAIN

(smugly)

She should have listened to my

command.

Marval looks up suddenly very angry. But before she says or

does anything out of hatred, she notices next to her mother

is the bag she was carrying. Out has fallen the book on

Michelangelo, the book on Degas, and a canister that is no

bigger than her shoe. She looks at it closer, scrunching up

her face. No. Not a canister. An artillery shell. She

reaches across her mother and picks it up. It looks like

there are a bunch of equations on it in different colors:

red, blue, yellow, green. Around the middle is a white line.

There are also other shapes and angles. Black is splattered

across it. "A.E." is written on the bottom. (NOTE TO SELF:

CHANGE IN ITEM DESCRIPTION) What is it?

All of sudden Cain snatches it from her grip.

MARVAL JAUJARD

Hey!

He laughs to himself.

CAIN

Well, now. It looks like we caught

a thief boys.

He grins wickedly.

INT. - THE LOUVRE BACK OFFICE ROOM - DAY

ODILE ROSENBERG

WHAT IS THIS??

We find ourselves back in the office room where Marie picked

up the art piece. Rosenberg is standing behind the desk and

she is furious with Jean-Claude. Jean-Claude is in between

"stunned" and trying to keep calm. He is trying not to look

guilty.

JEAN-CLAUDE JAUJARD

It looks like a statue.

(CONTINUED)
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ODILE ROSENBERG

Looks like?? What do you mean

"looks like?"

JEAN-CLAUDE JAUJARD

I don’t actually know what it is.

So, yes, it looks like a statue.

ODILE ROSENBERG

How do you now know what it is? Are

you not the director of this

museum??

JEAN-CLAUDE JAUJARD

Be fair. There are so many art

pieces both on display and in

storage it’s virtually impossible

know every single one of them.

Rosenberg brings her hand to her temple. She cannot believe

what she is hearing.

ODILE ROSENBERG

Ugh, fine. that seems plausible.

But pray tell me why did she have

it??

JEAN-CLAUDE JAUJARD

I have no idea.

ODILE ROSENBERG

Actually, a better question is

where did she get it? Do you know?

JEAN-CLAUDE JAUJARD

No.

ODILE ROSENBERG

Well, according to one of the

privates she came in here with your

precious daughter...

JEAN-CLAUDE JAUJARD

(biting)

Don’t bring her into this.

ODILE ROSENBERG

...and went straight to the back.

Cain confirmed it that he saw her

come here. That’s when I found her.

And then she left.

(CONTINUED)
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Rosenberg is now less than a foot away from Jean-Claude as

she walked around to confront him head on. Jean-Claude is

still keeping calm.

ODILE ROSENBERG

She got it from here? Didn’t she?

Jean-Claude doesn’t bat an eye. Rosenberg starts to smile a

Cheshire Cat-grin. She knows what’s going on.

ODILE ROSENBERG

Ohhh. Oh, I see. She’s been

sneaking them out, hasn’t she? I

knew something was up. That’s why I

sent Cain and his goons.

Rosenberg gets in his face now. There is no space between

them.

ODILE ROSENBERG

(threateningly)

Do you know what I could do to you?

Oh no, that won’t bother you, will

it? Do you know what I could do to

your daughter?

Jean-Claude’s eyes get wide. Rosenberg smiles again. She

knows she hit the right button.

ODILE ROSENBERG

I could take your title away. I

could throw you and your precious

daughter in a back of those trucks

and have them drive far, far away

and no one will ever hear from you

again.I can you know. So tell me

the truth.

Jean-Claude stands his ground. Regardless if he knew about

it or not he’s not giving anything away.

JEAN-CLAUDE JAUJARD

I said: I don’t know.

Rosenberg stares at him, sizing him up. She waits a beat.

ODILE ROSENBERG

Fine. Well, I guess there’s no more

harm she can do.

She grins menacingly.

(CONTINUED)
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ODILE ROSENBERG

I want to see the paperwork on it.

Now.

JEAN-CLAUDE JAUJARD

I can’t do that.

ODILE ROSENBERG

Excuse me?

JEAN-CLAUDE JAUJARD

I said: I can’t do that. I

apologize but you are not

officially on staff.

ODILE ROSENBERG

Then make me.

JEAN-CLAUDE JAUJARD

Fine. I will.

ODILE ROSENBERG

And how do I know you’ll keep your

promise?

JEAN-CLAUDE JAUJARD

I’m a man of my word.

ODILE ROSENBERG

That means little to me. I want

something more...

JEAN-CLAUDE JAUJARD

Such as?

ODILE ROSENBERG

If you are a man of your word, then

marry me.

Jean-Claude looks disgusted. Marry her??

JEAN-CLAUDE JAUJARD

You just killed my wife!

ODILE ROSENBERG

Nuh-uh-uh. Cain killed her. And she

would still be here if she wasn’t

pilfering about. That was her

fault. I want to be with you at all

times. I want access to all areas

of this museum. And you are NOT

going to stop me.

He looks at her still disgusted.

(CONTINUED)
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ODILE ROSENBERG

Think of your pretty Marval...

His eyes soften and he sighs.

JEAN-CLAUDE JAUJARD

Okay. I will marry you. And I will

make you an official staff member.

But nothing will happen until after

the funeral.

ODILE ROSENBERG

Of course.

INT. -THE JAUJARD HOUSEHOLD, MARVAL’S ROOM - DAY

Marval is sitting on her bed. She is sadly playing with a

doll. We see her room and it’s empty with a case open and

her things packed in it including a picture of her and her

parents. She places the doll in her suitcase.

NARRATOR (V.O.)

There was no funeral. Rosenberg

said that the Nazis took her body

away and burned her body for

punishment of her crimes.

Her father comes in and says something to her. She nods. He

comes in and kneels next to her bed. He has something for

her. He reaches into his pocket and pulls out a locket. It’s

her mother’s locket. He gives it to her and she looks--won’t

look at him-- at it while he kisses the top of her head and

leaves the room.

NARRATOR (V.O.)

And then the wedding occurred the

very next day. It was the quickest

wedding and by the time they said

"I do," we packed up and left

Paris.

EXT. - NOTHERN FRANCE - MORNING

We cut to seeing a car splash through puddles. It is raining

out and it is wet, cold, and dreary. The car is coming up to

an old, run-down chateau. It’s dark in complexion and looks

unwelcoming. This is Rosenberg’s place and it is crawling

with Nazis.

NARRATOR (V.O.)

Rosenberg we were moving to a place

where she would have easier access

to talk to others about her quote

(MORE)
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NARRATOR (V.O.) (cont’d)
unquote "project." She said we were

moving to an old chateau.

Marval stares at it, mouth agape.

NARRATOR (V.O.)

More like an old, run-down haunted

mansion to me.

INT. - ROSENBERG’S CHATEAU, ENTRYWAY - DAY

Marval walks into the Chateau. It is grand in design but

lacking with furniture and decorations. It is plain and

haunting.

INT. - ROSENBERG’S CHATEAU, MARVAL’S ROOM - DAY

Marval’s room is the opposite of her old room in Paris. It

is empty with only a military cot and some left over wire on

the walls. She drops her bags to the ground in response. She

does have a window though and it looks out over the garden

in the back. She looks out of it. The garden isn’t very big,

but is lined with a fence with barbed wires. Nazis with

German Shepherds line the perimeters.

NARRATOR (V.O.)

Yeah. That was our new "home."

INT. - ROSENBERG’S CHATEAU, HALLWAYS - DAY

Time passes and Marval is roaming the chateau. None of the

Nazis pay attention to her, but Cain will occasionally keep

and eye on her to make sure she isn’t making any trouble.

NARRATOR (V.O.)

There was nothing to do there. And

no one had much interest in me.

INT. - ROSENBERG’S CHATEAU, HALLWAYS - DAY

We see Rosenberg grabbing Marval’s arm and throwing her

away. She near falls to the floor as Rosenberg points for

her to get out. She slams the door as Marval rubs her arm

after we see a glimpse of the art piece her mother tried to

steal. She walks away, still glancing at the door.

NARRATOR (V.O.)

Partially out of boredom and

partially out of curiousity I

roamed the halls. Learning where I

could and couldn’t go. Regardless,

I was still curious to see that art

(MORE)
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NARRATOR (V.O.) (cont’d)

piece again, the one my mother

stole from the museum. And it never

really left the back of my brain.

What was it? And, more importantly,

why was Rosenberg interested in it?

INT.- ROSENBERG’S CHATEAU, ROSENBERG’S OFFICE - NIGHT

It’s raining outside, pouring to be exact, with lightning

and it’s lagging thunder. Rain beats onto the old window

panes of Rosenberg’s office windows. One light hangs by

wires low and its yellow light reflects onto a desk that’s

underneath it. There are a couple of candles placed around

the room for late night working. Books in German are

scattered about the room.

Rosenberg hangs her head down over her desk. She is standing

up with her arms spread out wide leaning on it. Cain is also

in the room, sitting in a chair at the opposite side. The

mysterious art piece is on the desk.

Cain sighs.

CAIN

I know you’re not thrilled with

this information, but it shouldn’t

mean anything yet.

ODILE ROSENBERG

Why wouldn’t it mean anything? Of

course it does! Just think. Because

Germany was just bombed they’ll

need more money for home defense.

They’re not going to be taking the

money from the war front and giving

it to the home front. No. They’ll

take it from us.

Cain crosses his hands and folds them onto his lap.

CAIN

Not necessarily. This project is

very personal for the Fuhrer. No

matter how many bombs they release

onto us, the British will not

impact this project.

Rosenberg is not calming down. If anything she is getting

more tense and more furious.

(CONTINUED)
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CAIN

I have some good news.

Rosenberg doesn’t move.

CAIN

It’s about that.

He points to the art piece. She looks up to it and then to

him.

ODILE ROSENBERG

What?

He rummages through a suitcase he has next to him, looking

for something.

CAIN

That’s why I went back to Paris

the other day.

INT. - ROSENBERG’S CHATEAU, HALLWAYS - NIGHT

Marval is once again roaming the halls. She is so quiet the

sounds of her shoes hitting the marble floors don’t even

make a sound. She has an envelope in her hands.

She soon hears them talking, pauses, and gets closer to the

wall. The door is slightly ajar and light pours out of it

into the dark hallway. She creeps silently closer to it,

back against the wall, trying to listen into the

conversation.

CAIN(O.S.)

(cont.)

Some of the soldiers found

something in the back of a drawer.

INT.- ROSENBERG’S CHATEAU, ROSENBERG’S OFFICE - NIGHT

He throws a manila envelope onto the desk. It says

"Classified: Access Clearance Needed" in a red, large

stamped letters. It doesn’t look like it’s been opened. It

almost looks forgotten about.

CAIN

I did my research and it sounds

like there are some very, very old

rumors about this...this...this

piece of art. I talked around to

some of the workers who had been

around for a while. I think you

might be interested in them?

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: (2) 23.

He leans back in his chair and his hands rest behind his

head. He laid down his cards, but will she take them?

Rosenberg picks the envelope up, not yet opening it. She

holds a beat.

ODILE ROSENBERG

I don’t have time for rumors.

CAIN

Well, suit yourself then.

Rosenberg opens the envelope and there is only one sheet of

paper in it and a black and white picture of it. On the

paper it says "Title: Peace in our Day, Creator: A.E.

Obtained: 1932; Notes: shipped to us one day with no return

address and no information."

ODILE ROSENBERG

(screeching)

That’s it?? You’ve looked at it?

Haven’t you?

She knows the answer before he even opens his mouth. He

doesn’t even get a chance before she inquires.

ODILE ROSENBERG

What were those rumors you were

talking about?

CAIN

Ah, I thought you didn’t need those

rumors?

ODILE ROSENBERG

Don’t toy with me, Cain.

CAIN

Okay, how about we make a deal? I

tell you the rumors. You put in a

good word so I can go up in rank.

Fair?

ODILE ROSENBERG

Why would I do that? Especially for

a handful of rumors?

CAIN

Oh, my dear Rosenberg, you will

want these ones. If they’re true

they might just help us win the

war. And you really don’t have much

to go by now, do you?

(CONTINUED)
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Rosenberg glares at him. She sees where he has put her and

she doesn’t like being in this corner.

ODILE ROSENBERG

(huffy)

Fine. I’ll do it.

CAIN

So, like I said, I talked to a

couple of people and they have been

rumors about who A.E. is. They

think it might be Albert Einstein.

ODILE ROSENBERG

That Jew? Really? That’s you’re

important rumor?

CAIN

I’ve heard that we have also gotten

some new information from some our

people in America. They obtained

some information that the Americans

have been working on a concept

lately called the Manhattan

Project. They are trying to create

a monstrosity of a bomb to win the

war. And do you know who is on the

team?

ODILE ROSENBERG

Einstein.

CAIN

Bingo.

Rosenberg picks up the art piece.

ODILE ROSENBERG

So you think this was created by

Einstein? A shell from the Great

War that has a bunch of math

problems on it? You don’t think

they’re...?

CAIN

I think it’s possible. Why else

would he be interested in working

with the Americans if he didn’t

have something nagging in the back

of his head like his art piece

might be found and someone might

figure out what it is? I do think

they might be equations to build a

bomb.

(CONTINUED)
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ODILE ROSENBERG

But we don’t know that for sure.

Those are all just rumors and

speculation.

CAIN

Ah, but think if they were true?

INT. - ROSENBERG’S CHATEAU, HALLWAYS - NIGHT

Marval hears the information. Her eyes get wide and she

gasps, immediately covering her mouth with her hand.

INT.- ROSENBERG’S CHATEAU, ROSENBERG’S OFFICE - NIGHT

There is a beat. She is still staring at the art piece.

ODILE ROSENBERG

If those rumors are true, this

could be the missing link. We might

be able to use it and win the war!

CAIN

Of course, as you said, this is all

based on a few rumors.

Rosenberg inspects the art piece. She picks it and and runs

her fingers gently over it as she turns it around examining

it as if she could see the answer right in front of her.

A beat.

INT. - ROSENBERG’S CHATEAU, HALLWAYS - NIGHT

Marval creeps her head to the door opening and looks in. She

sees Rosenberg with the piece.

ODILE ROSENBERG (O.S.)

We need to get this to Berlin. Now.

INT.- ROSENBERG’S CHATEAU, ROSENBERG’S OFFICE - NIGHT

Rosenberg is still at the desk, art piece in hand. There is

a knock on the door.

ODILE ROSENBERG

Come in.

Marval opens the door and slowly enters the room.

ODILE ROSENBERG

Ah. My dear, sweet step-daughter.

What have you there?

(CONTINUED)
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Marval sheepishly holds out the letter towards her

step-mother, but she detects a hint of warning in the

sweetness of her tone.

MARVAL JAUJARD

I...I brought you this letter. I

was asked to. By one of the

soldiers.

Rosenberg takes the letter from Marval, opens it, and starts

to read it. Her face gives away no expression.

Just as it seems like Rosenberg has no more left to say to

Marval, Marval turn around to the door. But before she

reaches the door Rosenberg addresses her.

ODILE ROSENBERG

Thank you, Marval. Oh, and before

you leave, let me address one

thing: if you heard anything--even

one word--of our conversation

before you walked in, you will not

express any of the information to

anyone. Of there will be

consequences. Do you understand?

Marval’s eyes widen and nods her head quickly. Rosenberg

smiles to her and Marval quickly leaves the room.

EXT. -CHATEAU GROUNDS - DAY

We see many men in Nazi uniforms walking around carrying

many large, wooden boxes. They are taking them to a military

truck and loading them in one by one.

It’s a bright day out which with good weather should mean

good traveling. Rosenberg, who is outside watching the men

loading the truck from the top of the back stairs, smiles at

this with hands on her hips.

Cain walks over to her.

CAIN

The truck should be good to go

soon, ma’am.

ODILE ROSENBERG

Good. I’m glad to hear this.

Marval and her father come out to see what all the commotion

is about. They walk over to Cain and Rosenberg.

(CONTINUED)
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JEAN-CLAUDE JAUJARD

Looks like they have a long day

ahead of them. What’s going on?

Rosenberg doesn’t even look at him.

ODILE ROSENBERG

Oh, they just have to make a small

trip that’s all.

JEAN-CLAUDE JAUJARD

Well, it’s been a couple of days

since the rain stopped. The roads

should be dry by now. They

shouldn’t have any problems with

that at least.

Rosenberg doesn’t reply, but still stares at the men.

They soon finish loading it up and they all turn to salute

Rosenberg.

CAIN

Well, we are off. We’ll send a

message to let you know when we

arrive.

ODILE ROSENBERG

Of course.

Cain gets in the truck and they follow an armed jeep and are

followed by a decoy truck and another armed jeep. They zoom

out of the grounds and are on their way.

Marval, Jean-Claude, and Rosenberg watch as they leave and

soon head back into the chateau.

INT. - ROSENBERG’S CHATEAU, LIBRARY - DAY

Marval and her father head into the library. Even this room

has been touched: very basic chairs and tables are in the

middle with a handful of books on the shelves. There are

some maps pinned randomly to walls and between shelves.

MARVAL JAUJARD

Will you read me a story?

JEAN-CLAUDE JAUJARD

Of course I can.



28.

INT.- ROSENBERG’S CHATEAU, ROSENBERG’S OFFICE - DAY

Rosenberg is sitting at her desk with the door closed

looking over a map with a red line of the chateau to Berlin.

EXT. - NORTHERN FRANCE, FOREST - DAY

We cut to a map and we then see the trucks driving in the

woods. Not much is going on as they are just focusing on

heading to Berlin as shown by Cain’s map. Cain is in the

truck with the "answer to the war" piece by Einstein.

They come to a fork in the road. Cain looks at his map and

his eyes follow the right road up to Berlin. He looks back

up to the streets. The right road looks very wet and that a

tree is down across it. He looks to the left road and even

though it’s still a bit damp, it’s manageable and there

isn’t a tree down in it.

Cain sighs as he looks back to his map. He points to the

left road. Soon after making it down the road a bit we look

around a see that the trees and earth slopes up on both

sides of the road. They are in between two large

hills--almost like in a small and very narrow valley. The

trees are thick on both sides.

All of sudden a gunshot rings in the air. The first jeeps

driver gets hit and is instantly killed.

CAIN

(yelling)

Hault!

All of the trucks and the back jeep stops. Cain peers around

in all directions and listens. Some men grab and hold onto

their guns.

Soon another gunshot is heard. Cain’s driver is shot and

instantly killed. A firefight erupts between the Nazi’s and

the forest fighters.

Cain opens the other door and shoves the soldier out, moving

into his spot. He put the truck into gear and goes.

Shooting still occurs between all of the men as they start

driving away to get away. Some men are killed by shots.

A motorcycle with a passenger car along with two other

motorcycles emerge from bushes onto the road. The men

driving them are wearing all black with the exception of a

multi-colored arm band on their right arm. Everywhere else

is covered with the exception of their eyes behind goggles.

(CONTINUED)
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More shooting occurs. The jeeps and trucks spread a part.

There is a wire that is connected between two trees and the

first jeep runs straight into it and it severes the top of

the car from the bottom and falls apart.

Cain see this and make a hard right. He tries to maneuver

the truck between the trees. The motorcycle with the

passenger seat follows him.

The other truck and jeep split from him and head left.

EXT. - NORTHERN FRANCE, FOREST, RIGHT SIDE - DAY

Cain is racing between the trees. The truck is remarkably

agile and fast on the hilly terrain. The motorcyclist and

his partner is catching up to the truck. He catches up to it

and his partner jumps on the back of the truck from the

passenger side. Cain continues to weave to try to lose the

motorcyclist.

EXT. - NORTHERN FRANCE, FOREST, LEFT SIDE - DAY

On the other side of the forest the jeep and truck are

nacing neck and neck. The two motorcyclists follow them.

They soon switch to just following the jeep which is on the

left of the truck. One motorcyclist is behind the jeep and

the other is on its right side. On the left side appears a

steep drop-off. They first try to make the jeep go off the

side of the hill, but after no luck, the motorcyclist shoots

the driver, the jeep loses control and it tumbles down the

drop off.

EXT. - NORTHERN FRANCE, FOREST, RIGHT SIDE - DAY

We head back to Cain’s truck. The motorcycle is right behind

the truck still following him, but trying to keep out of the

rear view mirror. His partner is on the roof of the truck,

slowly inching forward to Cain. Cain goes on a bump and

notices the motorcycle behind him and then his partner on

top. He gets onto the other road they were initially

supposed to take and he makes a hard turn to straight back

on the road to shake the partner off the roof. The partner

slides to the right and their legs dangle off the side.

EXT. - NORTHERN FRANCE, FOREST, LEFT SIDE - DAY

The motorcyclists are now chasing the other truck. Each

takes a side. The truck is driving really fast and they keep

up with him. The driver sees this and tries to pay attention

on both sides of the side mirrors as they eventually get

fast enough to surpass the truck, cross in front of him and

each other. He is going so fast and not paying attention

that he rams front first into a tree. The truck stops and
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the tree overcome with force breaks in half and falls onto

the truck. The two motorcyclists stop in response to this.

EXT. - NORTHERN FRANCE, FOREST, RIGHT SIDE - DAY

The partner Cain tried to fly off the truck is now climbing

their way back into the roof of the car. Cain is now going

as fast as he can go as they are on a road and the

motorcyclist tries to keep up with him. Soon the partner

jumps into the seat next to Cain from the left side window.

They begin to fight. Cain tries to reach for his gone, but

the partner won’t let him. They continue to fight and the

partner is overcome by Cain’s wait and falls onto their

back. Cain tries to strangle them.

The motorcyclist spots a car coming straight at them and he

honks his horn. The partner and Cain look up and see the

car. The partner, who is still lying on their back, pushes

Cain’s hand away, flips over, grabs the bottom of the seat,

and pushes their leg out to hit the bottom of the steering

wheel.

The abrupt change of direction at this high a speed causes

for the truck to swerve, fall, and flip a few times. The

oncoming car tries to slow down but runs into the top of the

truck. everything quickly stops.

The motorcycle pulls up to the crash and stops. After a

couple of seconds his partner opens the left side door like

a hatch and climbs out of it.

MOTORCYCLIST

(in a southern American

accent)

Not bad for your first rodeo, kid.

How’s your friend there?

The partner groans as they stretch and shakes off what just

occurred. They are covered in some blood no doubt from the

accident.

PARTNER

(in a British accent)

Dead. He got knocked around a

couple too many times.

The motorcyclist heads over to the car. He shakes his head.

MOTORCYCLIST

Yeah, same here with this poor

fella.

(CONTINUED)
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The motorcyclist takes off his helmet and what has been

covering his face. He’s as black as the night sky, with a

warm, handsome, chiseled face. He is no older than 20 with a

buzz cut. He walks over to the back of the truck.

MOTORCYCLIST

Ehh, you’ll get used to the action.

The truck’s interior is entirely a mess. Some boxes have

stayed shut, but those that aren’t are leaking hay with some

of it still lingering in the air. Papers are scattered

about.

His partner walks over to see what he is looking at. They

both soon spot the mystery art piece partially still left in

its box. Altogether though it looks like it wasn’t even

harmed in the action.

MOTORCYCLIST

It looks like we found our missing

link.

His partner takes off their helmet and unwraps their face.

It’s a young woman of about 18. She has long strawberry

blonde hair, a couple of freckles on her face, and bright

emerald green eyes. She smiles.

PARTNER

Well, then. All in a good day’s

work.

INT.- ROSENBERG’S CHATEAU, ROSENBERG’S OFFICE - DUSK

Rosenberg is sitting at her desk. She is calculating her

next plot over some maps.

There is a knock at the door.

ODILE ROSENBERG

Enter.

A young Nazi soldier walks in. He has a piece of paper in

his hand.

SOLDIER

Here. It just came in.

Rosenberg takes it firmly from his grip as he hands it to

her. He takes a step back. She reads the telegraph and her

eyes get wide.

She slams the telegraph and her hands on the desk.
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INT. - ROSENBERG’S CHATEAU, HALLWAYS - DUSK

We see Rosenberg marching down the long corridors. She is

furiously on a mission and is searching for something.

She opens a couple of doors and slams them, not finding what

she is looking for. A few soldiers come from different

directions and stare at her wondering what she is doing.

ODILE ROSENBERG

(furiously screaming)

MARVAL! MARVAL! Where is that brat?

INT. - ROSENBERG’S CHATEAU, LIBRARY - DUSK

The sun is setting through the old stained glass window.

Marval is sitting on the ground closer to the door and her

father is sitting in a Versailles chair reading a fairy tale

book.

JEAN-CLAUDE JAUJARD

...and then the big bad wolf...

He is immediately surprised interrupted by Rosenberg opening

the door wide open. Her eyes grow wide when she spots

Marval. Marval is stunned and immediately gets scared when

her step-mother barges in and locks eyes with her.

ODILE ROSENBERG

YOU!

Marval scoots back quickly but isn’t quick enough to get out

of Rosenberg’s line of fire. Rosenberg charges at her.

Marval tries to get to her feet, but Rosenberg grabs her by

the collar of her dress, lifts her up, and throws her back

to the ground.

By this point Jean-Claude is up and coming to her aid.

Rosenberg notices him coming to her and surprisingly

strongly and forcefully pushes him in his chest.

ODILE ROSENBERG

You stay out of this!

Jean-Claude stumbles a bit backwards.

ODILE ROSENBERG

(screaming)

WHO DID YOU TELL?!

Marval looks at her quizzically.

(CONTINUED)
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ODILE ROSENBERG

TELL ME YOU STUPID BRAT!

Rosenberg kicks Marval. She recoils with the pain.

MARVAL JAUJARD

I...I don’t know what..

Rosenberg picks her back up but this time by her throat.

Marval grabs Rosenberg’s hand to try to stay stable and to

not choke. Rosenberg thrusts her against the wall. Marval

catches herself and tries to become another panel in the

wall. She is absolutely terrified.

Jean-Claude comes racing back towards Rosenberg. But before

he is able to do anything, Rosenberg punches him hard square

in the jaw.

ODILE ROSENBERG

I thought I said stay out of this!

Jean-Claude stumbles back into the corner of the fireplace,

hitting his head on the mantle and gets disoriented.

Rosenberg turns back once again to Marval. Rosenberg’s eyes

are on fire. The hatred in her has burst open at the seams

and there is no way she is going to cool down.

ODILE ROSENBERG

Now I ask again. And don’t tell me

that you don’t know. I know you saw

what that telegraph said when you

delivered it to me. There is no way

that that delivery could have been

arranged outside of...

Her eyes get wide. She knows--or rather thinks she

knows--who is behind the event.

She turns and faces Jean-Claude.

ODILE ROSENBERG

You.

She says it so deliberately, so clearly. It comes off as

quiet. And that is what’s terrifying. It now all makes sense

to her.

She marches towards Jean-Claude who is draped over the

mantle, one hand over his jaw. He looks up to her,

questioning her with his eyes.

(CONTINUED)
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ODILE ROSENBERG

You. She told you. You could no

doubt have told someone...and now

Cain is dead. And the art piece is

gone...You were the one...you were

the rat! Guards!

A couple of soldiers who at some point came to see what the

commotion was about snap to attention.

ODILE ROSENBERG

Grab him!

They do her bidding and go get Jean-CLaude forcefully by his

arms. He tries to struggle against them, but with no avail.

MARVAL JAUJARD

No!

Marval gets up and rushes towards her father. But before she

gets to him Rosenberg backhands her and once again she

sprawls to the floor.

ODILE ROSENBERG

Now you will see, my sweet

step-daughter, what happens when

you do not listen to my warnings.

Her voice has turned sickly sweet and she smiles to Marval a

horrifying smile filled with revenge.

ODILE ROSENBERG

Take him out to the lobby! We have

a lesson for little Marval to

learn.

They march out of the library.

Marval scrambles to her feet and races after them.

INT. - ROSENBERG’S CHATEAU, HALLWAYS - NIGHT

The sun has now set. There is very little light and

everything is very gray as the moos is covered by clouds.

Rosenberg strides with a determined gait, fire still blazing

behind her eyes.

Behind her is the two soldiers dragging Jean-Claude and

trailing behind them is Marval.
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INT. - ROSENBERG’S CHATEAU, ENTRYWAY - NIGHT

They enter the entryway/lobby that overlooks the back

garden.

ODILE ROSENBERG

Place him there!

Rosenberg points to a place in the middle of the floor. The

two soldiers take him, make him get on his knees with hands

behind his back. One of the two grabs his neck and forces

him to look to the ground.

His hair is messy now. He is unkempt with his tie loose and

his top button on his shirt gone and partially untucked.

Many soldiers have now appeared.

Marval runs in.

ODILE ROSENBERG

Grab her!

A soldier comes from behind and grabs her arms. She tries to

struggle against him but he is too strong.

Rosenberg walks over to Jean-Claude, stoops down to his

level, and takes his chin into the cup of her hands.

ODILE ROSENBERG

Now, you see. I take significant

care with my confidential

discussions and when I say I’m

serious, I mean it. Apparently the

two of you...

She grins cockilly to Jean-Claude and let’s go of his

pulling face. She stands up and now faces Marval, who is

glaring at her. Rosenberg walks calculatedly towards her.

ODILE ROSENBERG

(cont.)...don’t take things that

should be taken seriously,

seriously. And you know what

happens when people take light of

my requests?

Rosenberg is almost on top of Marval and she looks down her

nose upon her. She grabs the hand gun from the soldier

holding Marval and cocks it. Its metallic sound echoes

throughout the room.

Marval looks onto Rosenberg in terror.

(CONTINUED)
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JEAN-CLAUDE JAUJARD

(breathlessly)

Marval!

Rosenberg turns back towards Jean-Claude and walks towards

him.

ODILE ROSENBERG

They get a bullet between the eyes.

Any last words, dear husband?

Jean-Claude fights to look up straight at Rosenberg who is

now pointing the gun at his head.

JEAN-CLAUDE JAUJARD

You are no Marie.

He spits the words out.

ODILE ROSENBERG

Well, she’s not here to protect

you, is she?

She smiles wickedly. He frowns at her.

JEAN-CLAUDE JAUJARD

Marval, run!

All of a sudden Jean-Claude rams his fists into the back of

the knees of the soldiers on either side of him. They all of

a sudden cripple to the ground.

The soldier not sure of what to do loosens his grip on

Marval. She stands there stunned as Rosenberg fires three

times into her father’s chest. He slumps to the ground.

She finally snaps out of it and struggles away from the

soldier now easily and she darts towards a door that leads

to the garden.

Rosenberg spots her and fires at her three more times until

she is out of bullets. One grazes a spot just below the scar

from the last time. It’s almost like hash marks of the

amount of times she has been in near-death experiences.

She runs out the door.

ODILE ROSENBERG

(calmly)

Kill her.
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EXT. - ROSENBERG’S CHATEAU, GARDEN - NIGHT

Marval runs into the night. She can barely see as she rushes

through the garden.

Nazi soldiers with flashlights and barking, fierce German

shepherds appear to follow her.

Marval finds her way through the garden with them on her

heels.

She finds a spot in the fence that is broken, bends it back,

and climbs through it.

They are still on her trail.

EXT. - WOODS BEHIND THE CHATEAU - NIGHT

Marval continues to race on. The woods are dark and dense

with many roots and rocks filling the space between the

trees. We hear the rustle of leaves and the mad barking of

dogs.

She looks back over her shoulder. We see the Nazis with the

dogs still chasing her.

They race on.

She dodges between trees and takes a hard right to try to

put space between them.

She looks back again and she trips over a tree root. She

goes sprawling and rolling as she somersaults down a very

steep hill. Her head hits a rock and she rolls at full force

into a river with a large splash.

The Nazis and the dogs that are following her stop at the

top of the hill and look down. They see her head bob up

above the water and then slowly sink down again before

heading with the current.

EXT. - ROSENBERG’S CHATEAU, GARDEN - NIGHT

The soldiers and the dogs return back to the garden.

Rosenberg is waiting for them, gun still in hand.

ODILE ROSENBERG

Well?

SOLDIER

It has been done. She drowned in

the river.

(CONTINUED)
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Rosenberg tosses the gun down to them. It lands in the

grass.

ODILE ROSENBERG

Good. Now reload my gun.

Rosenberg grins triumphantly.

INT. - ROSENBERG’S HIDEOUT - DAY

We cut immediately to Rosenberg of 16 years later. She is

much older--the war was not kind to her. She has changed

from the beautiful step-mother to a wicked witch. Her face

is shocked and furious.

ODILE ROSENBERG

WHAT??

We are in a very old run-down, underground building. There

is very old technology.

INSERT: Underground, West Germany. 1960.

ODILE ROSENBERG

She’s alive? How can she be alive??

I would kill Abel and Gerber if the

Americans didn’t beat me to it

already. Where is she?

RICHTER, a tall, broad man in his early-forties, is standing

reading a telegraph.

RICHTER

Our sources say that she has been

found in Oxford, England. We have

her residency address.

ODILE ROSENBERG

Good. I want her dead--truly

dead--this time. I don’t want the

old Allies to find her. Jager, go

with four of your best men and take

her out.

HANS JAGER, a very handsome, blonde-haired, blue-eyed, Armie

Hammer-looking man, stands in a matching poor, black-suit

uniform.

HANS JAGER

Of course. It shall be done.

(CONTINUED)
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ODILE ROSENBERG

That’s what I was told last

time. Bring me back her heart. I

want it for proof.

He salutes her and looks towards four men who nod and follow

him out.

EXT. - BROAD STREET, OXFORD, ENGLAND - DAY

It is a sunny day in Oxford, England.

INSERT: Oxford, England

The city is a combination of the old medieval and

renaissance college buildings and relatively modern store

fronts.

Girls are wearing either dresses that can be seen in The

Help or mod dresses as seen in The Man From U.N.C.L.E.

Men are wearing bespoke suits or cardigans with thin ties.

James Bond posters line the windows while the Beatles can be

heard via vinyls.

We travel down the street see Trinity College and then the

Sheldonian Theater and then finally we focus on the Museum

of the History of Science.

INT.- MUSEUM OF THE HISTORY OF SCIENCE - DAY

A young woman, mid-late 20s, with dark brown, almost black

hair is chewing on a pencil. She is remarkably short and has

bangs with her hair messily pulled up into a bun with a pint

brush sticking into it holding it together. She has big

wire-framed glasses that cover her face and she is wearing

an older-looking shabby dress with an old paint splattered

men’s button down over it with Oxford shoes.

She is actually reading a book on Henri Poincare and is

sitting on a bench across from Albert Einstein’s chalk

boards. She focuses intensely at it.

She sighs, puts her book into her pain splattered bag, gets

up and leaves.
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EXT. - BROAD STREET, OXFORD, ENGLAND - DAY

As she travels through the crowd, she immediately gets

picked out. While everyone else is very put together and new

looking, she has this look of holding onto the old and

almost has a way of blending into the old, ancient Oxford

college buildings.

She turns down a street that parallels the Thames River.

She approaches an older building that is simple and

relatively plain. It is white washed with a red tiled roof.

She takes out her keys, unlocks the door, and walks in.

INT. - MARVAL’S APARTMENT, OXFORD - DAY

Marval’s apartment is a mess to say the least.

Art paintings that look like Pollock and Picasso,

Impressionistic, still life, any and all kinds line the

walls, are scattered across the floor, stacked on top of

each other.

And as there are many art pieces there are books. Art books,

physics books, chemistry books, history books, Pride and

Prejudice, Shakespeare, Tolkien. They are on shelves and

stacked on piles on the floor.

Paintbrushes are scattered around the room and stuck in

random locations such as in the couch and in a flower vase

next to an old dried up rose apparently dead from the paint

that washed off the brush.

She takes out a book on Henri Poincare and throws the bag

against a wall where it falls over.

She goes over to her paint splattered couch, sits down, and

opens her book.

EXT. - BACK OF MARVAL’S APARTMENT, OXFORD - DAY

In between the shadows of the rooftops, five men creep out.

They are all wearing outfits of black that fully cover them.

They all look the same. They are in the back of Marval’s

apartment on the parallel apartment’s roof.

One man heads the pack and address the other four. It is

Jager.

HANS JAGER

You two, take to the back street.

You, take the side street. And you

(MORE)
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HANS JAGER (cont’d)
stay here. Keep your scope on the

apartment. I’ll keep watch on the

front. In 15 minutes, if she’s here

and you spot her, you know what to

do.

SNIPER

Yes, sir.

HANS JAGER

However, if you do not spot her,

retreat back to base location.

Understand?

The men all nods their heads and disperse.

EXT. BACK OF MARVAL’S APARTMENT, OXFORD - DAY

Jager watches as the men go and clasps a hand on the

sniper’s shoulder. They nod in agreement and walks away in

the opposite direction of the other men.

EXT. OTHER BACK STREET - DAY

The two men climb between the shadows and watch from

strategic areas to make sure no one is there or chasing

them.

EXT. LEFT SIDE STREET - DAY

The one man is cleaning his pistol in a relaxed manor

watching cars go by from afar.

EXT. BACK OF MARVAL’S APARTMENT, OXFORD - DAY

The sniper adjusts his scope on the window at the back of

the apartment.

EXT. RIGHT SIDE STREET - DAY

Jager is now in regular clothes with a weathered leather

brown jacket with a navy hat and sunglasses to cover his

features and stuffs a paper bag into a trash can before

making his way to the front of the house.

EXT. FRONT OF MARVAL’S APARTMENT, OXFORD - DAY

Jager makes sure of his surroundings before walking up to

the door. He takes a short breath before knocking on the

door.

He waits a bit. A car drives past the house and he watches

it go by. Nothing happens.

(CONTINUED)
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He raises his hand to knock on the door again, but before he

knocks the door opens to show a very short lady still

focusing on whoever she is talking to.

MARVAL JAUJARD

...and then after you can get

dinner. What do you prefer? Chicken

today?

She then turns around to greet her visitor, but is startled

by his appearance.

MARVAL JAUJARD

(stammering)

Oh, wow. Uh. Hello.

She coughs.

MARVAL JAUJARD

Can...can I help you?

HANS JAGER

Got company?

MARVAL JAUJARD

Oh, no. No. I was talking to, uh,

Picasso.

HANS JAGER

(shocked)

Picasso??

MARVAL JAUJARD

No, no. Not that Pica...It’s my

cat. His name. It’s Picasso. But

no, no company.

HANS JAGER

Good.

He opens the door farther and walks in straight past her.

She is surprised by this bold move, takes a moment to

understand what just happened, and then closes the door.

INT. MARVAL’S APARTMENT, OXFORD - DAY

Jager makes his way into her apartment and takes it in. He

immediately notices the window in which the sniper is aiming

for.

He turns back around and Marval is following him.

(CONTINUED)
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She looks at him with distrust. And keeps her distance of

him.

She makes her way past him to the couch.

MARVAL JAUJARD

Sorry, it’s kind of messy I wasn’t

expecting any vis--

HANS JAGER

Can I have a cup of coffee?

She stops short.

MARVAL JAUJARD

Excuse me?

HANS JAGER

Can I have. A cup. Of coffee?

A beat.

HANS JAGER

Please?

She let’s out a disgusted grunt and rolls her eyes.

MARVAL JAUJARD

Yeah. Sure, whatever. First you

walk into my place and then you

demand for coffee. What else do you

want? A massage to go with it?

He blinks at her.

MARVAL JAUJARD

Get it yourself.

She tries again to get to the couch, but he acts fast.

HANS JAGER

Wait.

She stops in her tracks and pivots to face him.

HANS JAGER

Could you please get me some

milk?Yyou know, for the coffee?

She huffs over back towards the fridge, but before she gets

there he grabs her arm. She surprisingly faces towards him.

He is right in her face.

(CONTINUED)
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HANS JAGER

Are you Marval Jaujard?

MARVAL JAUJARD

(angry now)

Who wants to know?

HANS JAGER

Do you see your window?

She takes a moment and then looks past him to the window.

He continues.

HANS JAGER

There is a man--a sniper--and his

scope is aimed at your head. If you

make one move towards the window he

will light this place up quicker

than a stick of dynomite going of.

MARVAL JAUJARD

Wha...? Why?

HANS JAGER

Do you remember that art piece? The

one your mother found? Well people

are after it. And they want you

dead and out of the way. Do you

understand?

Marval nods her head.

HANS JAGER

Now. We are going to get in your

car and drive away. Understand?

MARVAL JAUJARD

Yes, yes. I understand. I just need

my book and my bag. It’s on the

couch.

He looks over to the couch and spots both with the bag lying

on the ground.

HANS JAGER

You stay here. I’ll go get it.

MARVAL JAUJARD

Okay, I’ll get that milk you

wanted. For the coffee.

(CONTINUED)
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He walks over to the couch, trying to not give himself away

to the sniper by adjusting his body away from the window.

She notices this and opens the fridge.

He walks back over to her.

HANS JAGER

Here. Now if we can be on our

way...

MARVAL JAUJARD

Can you get my keys? They’re by

that jar.

She points over to a jar that is holding spaghetti and a few

pencils.

HANS JAGER

Yeah, sure.

When he walks over to grab the keys she immediately knocks

him on the side of his head with a pot lid. He gets

disoriented and falls to the ground.

Marval grabs her bag, then her keys. She looks around and

then spots Picasso on the couch. She yells to him in a high

pitched whisper/shout.

MARVAL JAUJARD

Psst! Picasso! Come here!

She makes grand gestures to get him to come to her. He

slides down onto the couch and lays there, tail flicking

back and forth.

MARVAL JAUJARD

Ugh.

She looks at the pot lid and cowers behind it failing at it

as it faces towards the window and runs towards the cat.

EXT. BACK OF MARVAL’S APARTMENT, OXFORD - DAY

The sniper seems jolted when he spots her and then starts

shooting at her.

INT. MARVAL’S APARTMENT, OXFORD - DAY

The bullets come and the glass of the window shatters. She

screams.

She scoops him up amongst her and runs back towards the

other side of the apartment that doesn’t have the window.

(CONTINUED)
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Jager still slightly disoriented checks his head with his

hand.

She runs out the door with her cat.

EXT. FRONT OF MARVAL’S APARTMENT, OXFORD - DAY

She runs toward her car, an old 1960s style Mini Cooper with

a Union Jack on top.

She takes out her keys and unlocks the door, throws Picasso

in the back with a loud "meow!," and gets into the driver’s

seat.

She is about to take off when all of a sudden Jager jumps

into the passenger seat.

INT. MARVAL’S MINI COOPER - DAY

MARVAL JAUJARD

What are you doing here?!

HANS JAGER

Go!

He quickly puts on his seat belt and starts to grab for the

gear shift. She grabs it first.

They really start screaming at each other.

MARVAL JAUJARD

No! Why should I trust you? You

have only been making demands since

you knocked on my door not even ten

minutes ago.

HANS JAGER

Says the girl who knocked me over

the head with a pot lid after I try

to warn her of the sniper!

MARVAL JAUJARD

With good reason!

He tries to calm down.

HANS JAGER

If you want to argue, fine we can

do that later, but unless you want

your head on your step-mother’s

silver platter than I suggest you

drive. Now!
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MARVAL JAUJARD

...my...my step-mother? She’s

alive? How do you know this?

HANS JAGER

Yes, she knows that you are still

alive and she wants you dead and

you’re going to end up dead if you

don’t take off soon.

Around the corner all of a sudden a black van comes around

and heads straight towards them. Guns are out and they are

shooting the Mini Cooper.

Marval screams and then puts the car in reverse.

HANS JAGER

Go! Go! Go!

MARVAL JAUJARD

(angrily)

I’m going!!

She starts driving backwards through the Oxford streets.

Jager takes out his pistol and starts shooting out his

window.

EXT. OXFORD STREETS - DAY

Marval continues driving backwards down the street. The guys

are still in front of them, weaving back and forth in order

to avoid Jager’s gun shots but still shooting back when they

can.

HANS JAGER

You know, for being some small,

artsy girl, you sure know how to

drive a car.

MARVAL JAUJARD

Yeah, well, would you believe it

that I learned how to do this

because of an art project?

People are scattering across the streets trying to avoid

both the cars and the bullets flying.

HANS JAGER

Really?
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CONTINUED: (2) 48.

MARVAL JAUJARD

Sure. Let’s go with that.

EXT. BROAD STREET - DAY

When Marval gets an opportune chance she pulls the parking

break on, swerves the car, puts it in gear, and soon starts

driving straight.

MARVAL JAUJARD

Hope you don’t mind the change of

pace, but I really had no interest

in using my head as target

practice. No offense.

HANS JAGER

None taken.

He rubs the side of his head reminded of the encounter from

earlier.

He looks out the window and continues to shoot.

Marval tries to avoid groups of tourists and near hits a

cart holding concert posters. The cart’s man runs away.

The van isn’t so lucky and runs straight into it, posters

flying everywhere and landing on the windshield.

Marval looks in her rearview mirror.

MARVAL JAUJARD

HA!

She turns back forward and she screams: a truck is coming

directly towards her. It honks it’s horn and she grabs Jager

to pull him back in as she swerves onto another street.

EXT. OXFORD STREETS - DAY

He goes back and checks behind him. No one is behind them

for now. He sits back in his seat, pistol still in hand at

the ready if need be.

MARVAL JAUJARD

Okay. Now. How do you know my

step-mother is alive?

HANS JAGER

I work for a group called the

Iveniarte.
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MARVAL JAUJARD

Ahh, the Illuminati’s lost cousin.

He scowls at her.

HANS JAGER

No. We look for lost art. Most

notably after the war.

MARVAL JAUJARD

Okay, archeology. Not religion

then.

HANS JAGER

I like to think of us as curators.

MARVAL JAUJARD

Well, I haven’t had much luck with

curators.

All of a sudden the van pops out in front of them again.

MARVAL JAUJARD

Hold on!

She take a sudden right. They trail her and Jager continues

to shoot.

MARVAL JAUJARD

Okay, fine. How and why does she

want me dead again?

HANS JAGER

Do you know what you’re even doing?

MARVAL JAUJARD

Yes, I have a plan. So my question

again: why does she want me dead?

HANS JAGER

Well, she thinks you are the only

one still alive--that is not a part

of her group obviously--who knows

about the art piece your mother

stole so very long ago.

MARVAL JAUJARD

So?

HANS JAGER

She thinks that the old allies may

find you and help them find it

before she can get to you. So she

wants you dead.
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MARVAL JAUJARD

Well, I must not be the only one

who knows about it.

HANS JAGER

Yeah?

MARVAL JAUJARD

Well, you know. How do you know?

HANS JAGER

I’m a part of the group, remember?

MARVAL JAUJARD

Fine. I guess that makes sense.

She makes another swerve, checks and make sure the van is

behind her, and floors it. She is heading straight for the

river.

At the very last minute she swerves again to continues down

the street. The other van not so lucky drives across a dock

and plunges into the water.

Marval stops the car. They look back and notice it sinking.

HANS JAGER

Not bad. Okay then, let’s go.

Marval drives around a corner and stops.

HANS JAGER

What are you doing?

MARVAL JAUJARD

What are we doing?

There is a pause. He sighs.

HANS JAGER

My team decided to try to get to

you before Rosenberg did. Looks

like good thing I did or you’d be

dead by now.

MARVAL JAUJARD

Except I was the one who actually

got us away.

HANS JAGER

Look. I know...We know that you

know what the art piece looks like.

We want your help to track it.
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MARVAL JAUJARD

And what do I get out of it?

HANS JAGER

For a reader in the arts who

studies physics in her free time,

it sounds like you might have the

pleasure of figuring what it’s all

about too.

Marval opens and closes her mouth. Nothing comes out. She

thinks for a moment before putting the car out of park and

starts driving.

MARVAL JAUJARD

Okay, fine then. Where to?


