I N THE BLACKNESS
The hypnotic voice of a master story-teller:

THE MARQUIS (V. Q)
Dear Reader...|'ve a naughty tale to
tell, plucked fromthe pages of
history. Tarted up, true, but
guaranteed to stinulate the senses...

FADE UP ON:
A STORM TOSSED SKY

Rising into the franme, a YOUNG WOMAN s FACE. Her hair whips
about in the wind; her face is brittle...beautiful...and as
engimatic as St. Theresa. |Is she in ecstasy, or in pain?

THE MARQUI S (V. Q)
The story of Madenoi selle Renard, a
ravi shing young ari stocrat, whose
sexual proclivities ran the ganmut from
w nsone to bestial. Who doesn't dream
of indul gi ng every spasm of | ust,
feedi ng each depraved hunger?

MALE FI NGERS appear at MADEMO SELLE RENARD s col | ar bone;
they start to trace the delicate curve of her neck; her
decol | et age. .. MADEMO SELLE seens to withe, to twst...

THE MARQUI'S (V. QO.) (CONT' D)
Owm ng to her noble birth, Mdenoiselle
Renard was granted full immunity to do
just that, inflicting pain and pl easure
W th equal zest, until one day--

Suddenly, ANOTHER FACE enters the frame; a BRUTI SH FI GURE
W TH A NEANDERTHAL FACE in a roughly sewn | eather hood.

THE MARQUIS (V. Q.) (CONT' D)
Madenoi sel | e found herself at the nercy
of a man whose skill in the Art of Pain
exceeded her own.



The WOVMAN s eyes flare with fear. There's no question as to
her enotion now, she is terrified. The DARK FI GURE
forcefully pulls down her dress, revealing the pale skin of
her shoul ders.

ANGLE ON: THE WOVAN' S HANDS. The MAN secures them behi nd
her back, and tightens | eather bindings around her arns;
they cut into her flesh. He gathers her hair gently in his
gl oved hands, then--viciously--he yanks her head back.

ECU. THE WOMAN S FACE. She gasps, her eyes thrust upward.
She's in a courtyard of some kind. And--in an enornous
tower, standing behind a barred w ndow, the SHADOW FI GURE
OF A PRI SONER, his hands in irons.

TI TLE CARD: "Picpus Prison outside Paris. 1794."

TI GHT SHOT: The eyes of the PRI SONER, watching the grisly
proceedi ngs bel ow.

THE MARQUI S (V. Q. ) (CONT' D)
How easily, dear Reader, one changes
frompredator to prey! And how swiftly
pl easure is taken from sone and given
to ot hers!

ANGLE ON: THE WOMAN as t he MASKED MAN- - her executi oner - -
| oners her head into the grooved block of the guillotine.

WOVAN s POV: Rows and rows of faces are stare up at her
the jaunty red caps of the JACOBINS interspersed

t hroughout. The CROAD is eerily silent. They seemto be
wai ting like vultures, ready to descend once bl ood is shed.

Near - by, the BODIES OF FRESHLY KI LLED ARI STOCRATS are
tossed--like refuse--into a cart. MEN stand anong the
dead, foraging for stray riches. An OLD HAG westles to
pull a gold ring off a wayward, stiff hand.

CLOCSE UP: THE WOMAN' S FACE i n shock. A DROP OF BLOOD | ands
on her cheek from above.



The CAMERA sweeps UP, UP, UP, past the | oom ng EXECUTI ONER
all the way to the GLINTI NG BLADE OF THE GUI LLOTI NE, bl ood
fromthe previous victimdripping fromits edge.

TOP SHOT OF THE WOMAN, HER HEAD PO SED FOR DECAPI TATI ON

The basket waits bel ow; bl ood seeps through the wi cker onto
t he cobbl est ones and beneath the FEET of the THRONG

THE PRI SON TOWNER

The PRI SONER turns away fromthe grisly proceedi ngs bel ow
MASTER SHOT: THE GUI LLOTI NE LOOMsS ABOVE THE CROMAD

ANGLE ON: QUILLS, RIPPLING IN THE BREEZE

Through a tiny wi ndow, THE PRI SONER sits with his back to
us, hunched over his desk in a silk dressing gown. A |ush
wgtrails inringlets dowmn his back. He wites, furiously.

ANGLE ON: THE BLADE, TREMBLI NG READY TO FALL

THE EXECUTI ONER jiggles the rope, and--with a terrible,
runbling gravity--the bl ade breaks free--wobbling wldly--
accel erating in speed--

ANGLE ON: THE PRI SONER S QUI LL

as he dips it into a crinmson ink-well. 1Issuing fromthe
depths of his soul, an odd sound indeed; a little tune with
t he sing-song cadences of a children's nursery rhyne:
Claire de la Lune. Qutside his wi ndow, the BLOCDTHI RSTY
ROAR OF THE MASSES.

ANGLE ON: THE GUI LLOTI NE

The bl ade falls--down, down, down--aimng right for the
woman- -t he tender flesh of her exposed neck---faster--
faster--until: THE SCREEN SPLASHES BLOOD RED. A S| CKENI NG
CRUNCH, followed by a dull THUD

| NT. CORRI DCR - CHARENTON



A di agonal patch of red slides open, and we see the EYES OF
A YOUNG G RL, staring straight at us:

MADELEI NE
Your |inens, please.

CARD: "The Charenton Asylum for the Insane; Years Later."
I NT. CORRI DOR - CONTI NUED

MADELEI NE, on tip toe, stares through the peephole of a
cell door, her laundry basket on her hip. She's a sweet
faced naif with a dirt-snudged face and plenty of spirit.
Atrap in the lower half of the door opens, and through it
an unseen hand pushes a bundle of dirty bedsheets.
MADELEI NE gat hers them in her basket and noves to the next
cell.

MADELEI NE
Your |inens.

VALCOUR, the asylum s prefect, leads a bald, effem nate
lunatic named PITOU fromhis cell for a norning
“constitutional."” MADELEINE skirts past them both.

VALCOUR
(t o MADELEI NE)
Mor ni ng.

MADELEI NE
G nor ni ng.

She reaches the | ast door, and gl ances anxiously up and
down the hallway before sliding open the peephole.

MADELEI NE' S POV: The PRI SONER--over a decade ol der--is
still hunched over his desk, conposing to his heart's
content. His silk robe is tattered, and his wig is thin
wi th age.

MADELEI NE ( CONT' D)
Pss. 'S ne.



A bundl e of sheets tunbles out the trap. MADELEI NE kneel s.
There's sonet hing bul ky hidden in the cloth: a manuscript,
witten in an ornate hand.

VO CE OF THE MARQUI S (O. S.)
(el lifluous and | ow)
Careful. The ink's still wet.

The peephol e slides open frominside; a single eye stares
out, bl oodshot and reptilian.

VO CE (O S.)
Now hurry.

MADELEI NE smi |l es a m schievous smle, then noves on her
way.

I NT. THE LAUNDRY ROOM - CONTI NUOUS

She enpties the dirty sheets into an enornous pile, then
pl ucks the manuscript fromthe bottom of the basket, and
conceal s it under her shawl. Her MOTHER--an ol der womnan
with mlky white eyes--stands over a steam ng vat of
boiling lye. She stirs a twisted mass of |inens with her
| ong, forked laundry pole. Blindness prevents her from
seei ng MADELEI NE, but she hears her nonet hel ess:

MADAVE LECLERC
That you, Maddy?

MADELEI NE hoi sts up a basket of clean, wet l[aundry. She
says with feigned i nnocence:

MADEL EI NE
Yes, Mother. Just taking the bl eached
ones out to dry.

EXT. CHARENTON COURTYARD - MOMENTS LATER

Hangi ng sheets, two chanbernaids: M CHETTE and CHARLOITE,
the first as conely as the second is dour. Hastily,
MADELEI NE drops off her basket of wet |inens.

CHARLOTTE



Aren't you going to |lend us a hand,
t hen?

But MADELEI NE' s al ready di sappear ed.
EXT. CHARENTON- - THE TERRACE AND GROUNDS

MADELEI NE dodges past PATI ENTS, basking in the norning
l'ight, clutching the hidden manuscript tightly to her
breast. PITOU conbs inmaginary |locks with a silver hair-
brush; OTHER LUNATICS toss a |leather ball in a gane of
cat ch.

As MADELEI NE careens around an enor nous hedge, she
practically runs into THE EXECUTI ONER from t he openi ng
sequence: BOUCHON. His grimduties during the Terror have
since landed himin the madhouse. MADELEI NE can feel the
manuscri pt slipping under her shawl and scranbles to catch
it before it drops. When she tries to dodge BOUCHON, he
bl ocks her way.

VO CE (O S.)
Bouchon!
MADELEI NE | ooks up to see--sure enough-
-the ABBE de COULM ER, the asylums
adm nistrator. He's surprisingly young
with [ustrous eyes and a handsone face.
He calls to the LUNATIC, sternly:

COULM ER
Renmenber your manners.

BOUCHON of fers a shy smle, sans nost of his teeth. Then--
wWith great solemity--he bows |ow for MADELEI NE to pass.
She nmout hs "thank-you" to COULM ER, then scurries on.

ANGLE ON: THE ABBE DE COULM ER, watchi ng MADELEI NE go. HE
gazes out at the Elysium spread before him He can't

di sqgui se his satisfaction; Charenton is a good place, a
happy pl ace.

EXT. A PAVILION ON THE EDGE OF THE GROUNDS - MORNI NG



Qut - of - breat h, MADELEI NE reaches the front gate. She
gl ances nervously to and fro, then slips the manuscri pt
t hrough the bars to a waiting HORSEVAN

MADEL EI NE
Here it is; the last chapter.

HORSEMAN
Monsi eur Masse says he'd |i ke anot her
manuscri pt, quick as you please. He's
got hinmself three presses, and he can't
print 'em fast enough.

MADEL EI NE
"Il pass the word on, then.

HORSEMAN
"Il pay you another visit, with a
share of the profits, once its sold.

MADEL EI NE
["1l be waiting.
HORSEMVAN
(grinning flirtatiously)
Maybe soneday you'll tell me your nane.

MADELEI NE coquettishly arches an eyebrow. The HORSEMAN
rears his steed, then charges away in a cloud of dust.

EXT. ALLEY - DAY
CU. A HUGE WOODEN CRATE.

A BLACK MARKETEER pries the lid off with a crowbar. | nside,
stacks of new y-bound vol unes enbossed with the title
Justine.

BLACK MARKETEER
This just in; the very latest fromthe
Mar qui s de Sade!

VEELL- DRESSED CUSTOMERS snake their way down the griny
street. The MEN hide their faces behind high collars; the



WOMEN wear veiled hats. Mney changes hands; books fly from
the box. Trade is brisk.

EXT. FOP STREET - CONTI NUCUS

A CROND has secretly gathered: a MLLINER, a BLACKSM TH, a
BUTCHER, and a SOCI ETY FOP, to nane a few A STREET URCHI N
keeps an eye out for passing police. The FOP reads fromthe
book in a | oud whisper:

FOP
"Qur story concerns a nynph naned
Justine, as pretty a naid as ever
entered a nunnery, with a body so firm
and ripe, it seenmed a shane to comm t
it to God..."

I NT. THE EMPEROR S PALACE - DAY

CLCSE UP: THE BOOX as THE FOP'S VA CE bl eeds i nto anot her
nmore stentorian ONE

VO CE (O S.)
"“One norning, the Bishop placed his
hand upon her thigh. 'Holy Father!,'
cried she, '"I've cone to confess ny
sins, not commt them anew "

PULL BACK TO REVEAL:

A CABI NET M NI STER- - MONSI EUR DELBEN..- - r eads al oud.

NAPCLEON | i stens, surrounded by his retinue: M N STERS,
GUARDS, a PAINTER, a SCULPTOR and TWDO GAUNT TAI LORS- - nout hs
rimmed with pins--who trimhis erm ne cape.

DELBEN...
"HEEDLESS, THE COLD PRI EST TURNED HER
OVER ON HI S KNEE AND LI FTED HER SKI RTS
H GH ABOVE HER HI PS, EXPOSI NG THE PI NK
FLESH OF HER BACKSI DE. THERE- - BETWWEEN
THE ORBS OF HER DI MPLED ASS- - LAY A
BLUSH NG ROSEBUD, BEGGE NG TO BE. ..
plucked."



DELBEN...cl ears his throat.

DELBEN... ( CONT' D)
"Before Justine could westle fromhis
grasp, this nost ungodly man took a
comuni on wafer--the body of our Lord
Jesus Christ--and placed it on the
girl's twitching orifice--"

DELBEN... ( CONT' D)
Must |, Your Majesty?

The PAINTER, THE SCULPTOR and THE TAI LORS are on tenterhooks;
NAPCLEON nerely arches an eyebrow.

DELBEN... ( CONT' D)
"As he | oosened his manhood from beneath his
robes, The Bishop nuttered a Latin prayer. And
then--with a mghty thrust--drove it into her
very entrails--"

NAPCLEON
(interrupting at |ast)
Enough!

THE EMPEROR grabs the book from DELBEN...
NAPOLEON ( CONT' D)

Sei ze every copy; we'll torch them
all on the palace |awn, in ful
public view.

NAPCLEON tosses it into the fireplace. For a blistering nonent, we
see the book's title: Justine, by Anonymous. It explodes into a
bal | of flane.

NAPOLEON ( CONT' D)
As for the author...shoot him

DELBEN...
A word of caution, Sire: we all renmenber what
happened to Robespi erre, Danton and Marat. Put



the Marquis to death, and history m ght even
regard you as a despot.

NAPOLEON
But | am history.

DELBEN...
O course, Your Hi ghness. Nevertheless...cure
the Marqui s de Sade...succeed, where countless
physi ci ans and priests have failed...

NAPOLEON
Yes?

DELBEN...
(sly)
No one can fault Napol eon for nerely bringing a
man to his senses.

NAPCLEON gets it; he smles. This DELBEN...is clever; very clever
i ndeed. DELBEN...smles back; it's a plan.

DELBEN... ( CONT' D)
M ght | suggest that we order an
apprai sal of the Charenton Asylum and
the rather notorious inmate in her
care. |I've the perfect candidate for
the job: Doctor Royer-Collard, the
di stinguished alienist. He's a
staunchly noral man of inpeccable
character and iron resol ve--

I NT. TREATMENT ROOM AT THE HOTEL DI EU

CLOSE UP: A BLI THERI NG MADMAN with wild eyes and a drooling
lower-lip. Wth a LURCH, he tips backwards. Hi s head is
subnerged in a pool of icy blue water. He puckers and
gasps for air.

Refl ected in the pool, the face of DR ROYER- COLLARD, an

i mmacul ately groonmed gentleman, in his fifties with a
square jaw. He | ooks down at the waterl ogged LUNATIC with
chilling satisfaction.



ROYER- COLLARD
My col | eagues have called ne ol d-
fashi oned; even barbaric.

PULL BACK TO REVEAL:

The LUNATIC is strapped into a chair with a collapsible
back. Wien ROYER- COLLARD gi ves the signal--an inperious
nod- - a POCKMARKED ATTENDANT- -t he DOCTOR S foot man, GAI LLON-
-cranks the lever, and the LUNATIC flips backward into a
“cal m ng pool." The effect is anything but. As the MADVAN
fl ounders, ROYER- COLLARD expl ains to DELBEN..:

ROYER- COLLARD ( CONT' D)
But here at the Hotel Dieu we favor
an. ..aggressive...course of treatnent.

DELBEN...
Quite.

ROYER- COLLARD
| don't seek popularity or renown,
Monsi eur Del benE. Mne is a higher
m ssi on.

ROYER- COLLARD gi ves the signal again. GAILLON raises the
| ever, and the GOON surges upright, his ribcage heaving.
ROYER- COLLARD strides up to the PATIENT and regards him
wi th sanctinony. The MADMAN qui vers under his gaze.

ROYER- COLLARD ( CONT' D)
To take God's tiny blunders...those He
has forsaken...and condition themwth
the sane force...the sane rigor...you
woul d enploy to train a feral dog or
wild stallion.

Anot her nod, another crank, and--with a scream of protest--
the LUNATIC is again |lowered into the pool.

ROYER- COLLARD ( CONT' D)
It may not be pretty, but it is nmercy
just the sane.



Spl ashi ng and gurgling; DELBEN...shouts above the tunmult:

DELBEN...
It's the Enperor's dearest hope that
you m ght bring your expertise--your
proficiency--to the Charenton asyl um -

ROYER- COLLARD tastes the idea for a nonent.

ROYER- COLLARD
Charenton? The administrator there is
quite well-loved, is he not?

DELBEN...
|'mafraid so; he's an idealist.
You' Il have to be politic.

ROYER- COLLARD
Do you know how | define "idealism"
Monsi eur Del benE?

DELBEN...wai ts for an answer; the DOCTOR s eyes tw nkl e.

ROYER- COLLARD (cont"' d)
Youth's final |uxury.

ROYER- COLLARD emts a know ng | augh. DELBEN...joins him
EXT. THE SI NI STER GATES OF THE HOTEL DI EU - LATER

They swi ng open with a deafening clang, and a DARK CARRI AGE
bursts forth. Riding atop it, a pock-nmarked footnman naned
GAILLON. Its curtains are drawn and it noves at a hell -bent
pitch. Strapped to the back, the "cal mng" chair.

I NT. CHARENTON CHAPEL - DAY

ONE HAND, GENTLY GUI DI NG ANOTHER over script witten on
parchment. COULM ER teaches MADELEI NE penmanshi p; toget her,
they copy a page from St. Augustine's City of God.
MADELEI NE can't hel p gl ancing at COULM ER from the corner
of her eye: such a virile man dressed in the chaste robes
of a nonk. An intriguing contradiction.



COULM ER
O course, we nustn't just copy the
words; it's inportant that we know what
they mean. St. Augustine tells us that
angel s and denons wal k anong us on the
earth; that sonetines, they jointly
i nhabit the soul of a single man..

MADELEI NE can feel his breath on her neck. She turns to
hi m and asks with i nnocent eyes w de:

MADELEI NE
Then how can we know who is truly good,
and who is evil?

COULM ER
W can't. All we can do is guard
agai nst our own corruption.

Sel f - consci ous now, COULM ER draws back

COULM ER ( CONT' D)
You'll practice reading tonight on your
own? For ne?

MADELEI NE nods. | ndeed she will.
| NT. LAUNDRY ROOM - CHARENTON - NI GHT

Lol I ygagging in straw, FOUR RI PE ADOLESCENTS: GUERI N, the
stabl e boy, his shirt open in the heat fromthe near-hby

| aundry vats; M CHETTE, the scullery maid, tunbling out of
her corset; LOUI SON, the groundkeeper's son, in his

ni ghtshirt; CHARLOITE, primy buttoned to the neck; and
MADELEI NE. As she "practices reading" froma few stray
sheets of parchnent, the OTHERS |isten enrapt:

MADEL EI NE
"And so the Professor lifted Col onbe's
skirt high, above her waist. 'Let ne be
your Tutor,' said he, '"in the ways of
| ove.' Wth that, he slid her
pant al ettes down, down, down over her
knees, and there--nestled between her



| egs--as pink as a tulip, as slick as
an eel --"

CHARLOTTE
(interrupting)
We oughtn't be reading his nasty
stories--

MADELEI NE
No one's forcing you to |isten.

The TWO G RLS | ock eyes; CHARLOTTE burns with humliation
Sl owl y, she sinks back to her place on the ground. Even she
can't resist THE MARQUI S prose.

MADELEI NE ( CONT' D)
(with satisfaction)
Very wel | then.

MADELEI NE re-settles, resum ng her story:

MADELEI NE ( CONT' D)
"...he gazed upon Her Venus nound; her
flaxen quim the wi nking eye of God."

GQUERI N nuzzl es M CHETTE s neck; CHARLOTTE gl ances at
LOUI SON hopefully; he ignores her. She pouts, then
interrupts again:

CHARLOTTE
You' ve been to his quarters, haven't
you?

MADEL EI NE

Once or tw ce.

CHARLOTTE
| hear he's got a whetstone and chisel,
and he uses themto sharpen his teeth.

MADELEI NE
He's a witer, not a madman.

CHARLOTTE



Then what's he doi ng here?

LOUI SON
Mur der .

MADELEI NE
That's not so!

LOUI SON
He wites books so wi cked--so bl ack
wth evil--that one man killed his
wife, after reading "em..

GUERI N
And two young nothers mscarried their
babi es!

LOUI SON

I'"d say that's nurder enough.

MADELEI NE
If you' re going to slander him then
you don't deserve to hear his stories--

CHARLOTTE
(an accusati on)

| think she's sweet on him that's what
I think.

GUERI N- - reanwhi | e- - has groped beneath M CHETTE' s bl ouse and
now fondl es her breast. She purrs and gl ances at MADELEI NE
with alittle half-smle:

M CHETTE
I[t's not the Marquis she's sweet on;
Is it, Madel ei ne?

MADELEI NE gi ves M CHETTE a pl ayful slap, and the TWO G RLS
burst into giggles.

ANGLE ON: THE LI NEN PANTRY, A FEW FEET AVWAY

In the wall, the discernible shape of an old wooden door
with wought-iron hinges. Cearly, it was once a portal,



but it was plastered shut long ago. In its knotty, rotting
wood- - where the hinge neets the stone--a tiny gap. Peeping
t hrough it--spying on the FOURSOME-- BOUCHON. A | ow GRUNT as
he pl easures hinself in the dark.

EXT. A COUNTRY ROAD - NI GHT

The HORSES' HOOVES of the DOCTOR s carriage cut into the
dirt; nud flies as it barrels on its way.

INT. A CORRIDOR | N CHARENTON - THE NEXT MORNI NG

MADELEINE is slipping fresh Iinen through the traps in each
cell door. She reaches the | ast one.

MADELEI NE
Fresh |inens.

A HAND reaches out to grab hers. It's heavily powdered, and
wears an anber ring with an arachnid trapped in stone.

THE MARQUIS (O.S.)
I"'m hungry for a proper visit.

MADELEI NE
(hol di ng her own)
Don't start--

THE MARQUIS (O S.)
Go ahead; you've a key. Slip it through
nmy tiny hole...

The HAND | ets her go. MADELEINE rises, cautiously | ooking
about. She reaches into her apron pocket and pulls out a
key. She inserts it in the lock; it turns.

I NT. THE MARQUI S' APARTMENT - CONTI NUOUS

MADELEI NE enters. Upon first glance, it's less like a
hospital roomthan the apartnent of a faded aristocrat. On
the walls, sketches of courtesans in erotic poses, culled
from Justine and Juliette. On the bookshel f, nedical

vol unes: The History of Madness, Lateau"s Illustrated
Anatomy, and Diseases of the Bowel. 1In the corner, a foot-



stool carved from hunman bone. And--atop an ornate wooden
desk, nottled with ink-stains--an explosion of quills. But
no sign of the MARQUI S.

MADEL EI NE
Marqui s? Were'd you get to, then?
Tentatively, MADELEI NE proceeds toward
t he bedroom

I NT. THE MARQUI S APARTMENT/ BEDROOM - CONTI NUOUS

A |l arge canopi ed bed--its velvet drapes closed-- beckons to
MADELEI NE with the om nous allure of an open casket. She
extends a trenbling hand to part the curtains.

ANGLE ON: THE BED. It's enpty. But--rearing up behind
MADELEI NE- - a SHADOW

VA CE
ell....?

MADELEI NE whirls around to face the MARQUIS. He steps into
a halo of light. Gven his years of incarceration, he's

still dressed in the finery of Louis XV, though its becone
frayed and off-color. H's wig is immuacul ately coifed but
thin with age. Still, there's sonething sensual about him

perhaps it's the odor of decadence, which |ingers over him
i ke perfune.

THE MARQUI S
Did | frighten you?

MADEL EI NE
You? Frighten ne? That's a good one!
I"'mtw ce as fast as you are. Wo'd
have thought such a spent body can

still boast such a fertile m nd?
THE MARQUI S

It's the only frontier | have left,

pl uncake.

MADELEI NE



| suppose you want to know about that
silly book of yours.

MADELEI NE can't restrain herself any |onger; she smles,
and pulls a small bag--heavy with coins--from her apron
pocket .

MADELEI NE ( CONT' D)
It sold Iike the devil, 'fore they
started burning it.

She tosses the bag to THE MARQUI S, who catches it and
grins:

THE MARQUI S
The peril of conposing such incendiary
prose. ..

MADELEI NE

| put nyself at life and linb. Surely
that's worth a few | oui s.

The MARQUI S runmages in the pouch for some noney.

THE MARQUI S
If only these coins purchased your
ot her talents, too.

MADELEI NE
There's sonething else | want from you

THE MARQUI S
You' ve already stolen ny heart, as well
as anot her nore prom nent organ, south
of the Equator...

MADELEI NE
Your publisher says I'"'mnot to | eave
wi t hout a new manuscri pt.

THE MARQUI S
|"ve just the story...inspired by these
very surroundi ngs. ..



The MARQUI S di sl odges a stone fromthe wall, and pulls out
a scroll of pages, then blows on them Dust fills the air.

MARQUI
The unhappy tale of a virginal |aundry
| ass, the darling of the | ower wards,
where they entonb the crimnally
I nsane.
MADEL EI NE
Is it awmfully violent?

THE MARQUI S
Most assuredly.

MADEL EI NE
Is it terribly erotic?

THE MARQUI S
Fi endi shly so.

MADELEI NE squeal s with delight.

THE MARQUI S ( CONT' D)
But it conmes with a price.

MADELEI NE' s face pales a bit. What mght that be?

THE MARQUI S ( CONT' D)
A kiss for each page.

MADELEI NE
Must | adm nister themdirectly, or
m ght | bl ow t hen?

THE MARQUI S
(cooing low in her ear)
The price, ny coquette, is every bit as
firmas | am..

MADELEI NE
(with a nervous giggle)
Oh, you. You talk sane as you wite.



She bl ows a wayward curl from her face, and leans in to
kiss THE MARQUIS. A quick peck. He passes her a single
page. She takes it, shuts her eyes, and puckers her I|ips
again. This tinme, THE MARQUI S traces her lower |lip with his
forefinger. MADELEINE trenbles, partly in fear, partly with
pl easure. Then he plants a kiss on her |lips. He inserts
his tongue--forcefully--and her eyes pop open in surprise.

I NT. CORRI DOR - CHARENTON - MEANVH LE

As COULM ER nmaekes his rounds, he encounters CLEANTE, "the
bird man." CLEANTE carries a tiny cage, conplete with a
war bl ing BIRD. CLEANTE gives a little trill. COULM ER
sm | es.

COULM ER
What are we today, Cleante? A bull-
finch, or a nightengal e?

CLEANTE
There's but one kind of bird in a
madhouse, Abbe.

COULM ER notices--at the end of the hall--the door to the

MARQUI S's cell is ajar. Concern flashes across his face.
COULM ER
Don't tell nme: a loon. Sorry. 1've

heard that one before--
And with that, he heads down the hall to investigate.
I NT. THE MARQUI S APARTMENT/ BEDROOM - MEANWHI LE
AN EVER- GRON NG PI LE OF PAPERS

MADELEI NE draws back fromthe MARQU S; her breasts rise and
fall under her blouse. THE MARQU S eyes flare with
hunger .

MADEL EI NE
It's a long story, this one.

THE MARQUI S



The climax cones at a higher cost; you
must sit on ny | ap.

MADELEI NE

You demand a | ot fromyour readers, you
do.

She gathers her skirts, and crawls into his lap. As she
fidgets to get confortable, the MARQUI S gives a | ow,
pl easur abl e noan. He passes her another page.

THE MARQUI S
The story's thrilling conclusion cones
at a prem um

MADELEI NE
VWhat's that then?

He grabs her breasts, tight as a vice, and hisses:

THE MARQUI S
(I ow and hypnotic:)
Your mai denhead. And then you nust sew
it up as tightly as the day you were
born, and cone back to ne renewed so |
can deflower it a second tine.

MADELEI NE wri ggl es out of his grasp, and SLAPS him hard.
The MARQUI S is stunned, but inpressed by her gunption.

MADELEI NE
Sone things belong on paper, others in
life. It's a blessed fool who can't
tell the difference.

VA CE (O S.)
Madenoi sel | e Lecl erc.

COULM ER stands in the doorway, | ooking none too pleased.
Qui ckly, MADELEI NE shoves the manuscri pt under her bl ouse.

MADELEI NE
You're in the nick of tinme. This old
| ech forgot hinself. He thought | was



a character in one of his nasty
stories!

She heads out the door, clutching the manuscript agai nst
her bosom COULM ER ducks out after her.

I NT. THE MARQUI S APARTMENT/ DRAW NG ROOM - CONTI NUOUS

He steals a nonent al one with her:

COULM ER
Madel ei ne- -
MADEL EI NE
Yes, Abbe?
COULM ER
The next tinme you feel the urge to
visit the Marquis, | hope you'll cone

to confession instead.

MADELEI NE nods, contrite, and slips out. COULMER turns to
find THE MARQUI S standing right behind him

THE MARQUI S
Care for a splash of wi ne, Abbe?

COULM ER
It's not even noon- -

THE MARQUI S
Conversation, like certain portions of
t he anatony, always runs nore snoothly
when it's [ubricated.

G ug, glug, glug as the MARQUI S pours two gl asses of w ne.

THE MARQUI S ( CONT' D)
It's a rare vintage from an obscure
vill age in Bordeaux. Rather than crush
the grape underfoot, they place the
fruit on the belly of a bride and reap
its juices when the young husband
steers his vessel into port.



He sniffs his glass rapturously, then passes one to
COULM ER

THE MARQUI S ( CONT' D)
A full-bodied flavor with just a hint
of wantonness? Bottom s up!

COULM ER t akes the glass. THE MARQU S wat ches; will he gag?
WIIl he spit it out? COUMER sips. He swallows. Finally:

COULM ER
It's fromour own cellar. | recognize
t he taste.

THE MARQUI S' face falls.

THE MARQUI S
| should' ve told you it was the bl ood
of Christ; you'd believe that, woul dn't
you?

COULM ER
W treat you well enough here, don't we
Mar qui s? Your very own featherbed, in
lieu of a straw mat. Your antique
witing desk, all the way from LaCoste.
Enough quills to feather an ostrich---

THE MARQUI S
(grunbling)
It's true, dear-heart, you've spoiled
me pi nk.

COULM ER
I n exchange, we ask only that you
follow the rules. Now you know as wel
as | do...you're not to entertain
visitors in your quarters.

THE MARQUI S
|"mentertaining you now, aren't |?

COULM ER



I"'mnot a beautiful young prospect,
ripe for corruption.

THE MARQUI S
Don't be so sure.

COULM ER s anused in spite of hinself. THE MARQU S | aughs,
too, only with a slightly sinister edge.

COULM ER
Take your pen in hand, Marquis. Purge
t hese wi cked thoughts of yours on

paper; maybe they'll govern you less in
life.
THE MARQUI S
(with a smle)
"1l fill page after page, | prom se.

COULM ER raises his glass in a friendly toast:

COULM ER
Cheers.

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - MEANVH LE
The swi ftness of the COACH nmakes the ground quake.
| NT. CHARENTON - THE ART STUDI O - LATER

COULM ER reads froma | arge parchnment scroll with a Royal
wax Seal, new y-broken. VALCOUR stands by, anxious.

VALCOUR
They' ve got no right, sending soneone
to sit on your shoulder. | work for
you; | won't take orders froma
stranger.

COULM ER

(brightly; hiding concern)

You needn't worry, Valcour. It's

adm ni strative, nothing nore.



VALCOUR wat ches COULM ER, unconvi nced, as the ABBE rolls up
the scroll, tucks it under his arm and strolls anong the
PATI ENTS, dressed in snocks and painting at easels. He
gently chasti ses one LUNATI C who's chewi ng on his brush:

COULM ER ( CONT' D)
Pl ease don't eat the paint, Pascal.

Next, he steps forward to inspect a painting by DAUPHI N, a
cheery fellow with severe burns on nmuch of his face. The
canvas depicts a grisly scene; a desperate father shepherds
his children out of a burning house, his robes abl aze.

COULM ER ( CONT' D)
Bravo, Dauphin. It's far better to
paint fires than to set them isn't it?

DAUPHI N grins, happy for COULM ER s approval. A joyous
burst of the Papae Marcelli nass.

I NT. CHARENTON - CHAPEL

A ROV OF HAUNTED, RUI NED FACES. But--fromdeep in their
soul s-- AN ASTONI SHI NGLY BEAUTI FUL SOUND, |ike a choir of
angel s. COULM ER conducts, jubilant. As the nusic soars,
it seens to transform-even redeem-the singers. MADELEI NE
wat ches--adm ringly--fromthe corner.

EXT. CHARENTON TERRACE AND GROUNDS - MEANVH LE

The RUMBLE of HOOVES. The DOCTOR s COACH -with its Gothic
accoutrenent--lurches into the drive. GAILLON hops off, and
opens the door. ROYER-COLLARD di senbarks. Emanating from
wi t hin, the EXH LARATI NG MJSI C. The DOCTOR and GAI LLON
exchange a | ook; have they cone to the right place?

I NT. CHARENTON - CHAPEL - M NUTES LATER

As COULM ER conducts, he notices several SINGERS are

di stracted; they're staring past him all the way down the
nave. He turns to see ROYER-COLLARD, flanked by GAILLON and
VALCOUR, in the doorway. VALCOUR shoots COULM ER a | ook
that says "He's here." COULMER turns, and silences the
choir wwth a smle



COULM ER
That's all for today, thank-you.

The CHO R di sperses. COULM ER bounds down the aisle, his
armoutstretched in wel cone. MADELEI NE |ingers, listening.

COULM ER ( CONT' D)
Dr. Royer-Collard? May | be the first
to wel cone you to Charenton--

ROYER- COLLARD
This may feel a tad awkward, mny friend,
but it needn't be. 1've nerely cone to
oversee your work here; understood?

COULM ER
O course.

ROYER- COLLARD
It's a formality; truly.

COULM ER
You're a man of Science; |I'ma nman of
God. Charenton stands to profit from
us both, I'mcertain.

ROYER- COLLARD
['"ll need an office on the grounds;
sonmepl ace to store ny things.

COULM ER
(a hint of anxiety)
If you don't m nd ny asking....why has
t he Enperor taken such sudden interest
in nmy...our...affairs?

ROYER- COLLARD
It seens a particular patient of yours
has captured his fancy.

THE MARQUI S, VI EVED THROUGH THE PEEPHOLE OF HI S CELL DOCR

He rails against the world:



THE MARQUI S
Way, why, WHY shoul d this be happening
to me?!

PULL BACK TO REVEAL:

A TRI O OF LUNATICS, REHEARSI NG A PLAY I N THE MARQUI S
COMPANY

THE MARQUI S
Once again, gentl enman!

FRANVAL kneels before PITQU, holding a |ady's satin shoe.
Pl TOU- - neanwhi | e--is preoccupied with his wg; a flow ng
cascade of golden curls. Behind them a tawdry back-drop of
the French countrysi de. FRANVAL wreaks havoc with his
lines, reciting themin painfully sing-song fashion:

FRANVAL

"I"'mjust a lowy cobbler, and | have
been all ny life. But with this shoe,
" masking you to be a cobbler's wife--
THE MARQUI S

(interrupting)
It's a dreadful play, true! A
festering pustule on the face of
literature. Why the parchnent it's
witten upon isn't worthy to w pe ny
ass! BUT YOU NEED NOT MAKE 1T WORSE!
Say your lines with conviction, m
cherie! Like a true actor!

FRANVAL
But I'"'mnot an actor; |I'ma dyspeptic.

THE MARQUI S
Seduce her, you goon!

I NT. THE CORRI DOR - MEANWH LE

COULM ER and ROYER- COLLARD confer, en route to THE MARQUI S
CELL.

ROYER- COLLARD



| understand he practices the very
crinmes he preaches in his fiction.

COULM ER
A few indiscretions in his youth.

ROYER- COLLARD cocks an eyebrow

ROYER- COLLARD
I ndi scretions, Abbe? Please. |'ve read
his case history. At sixteen, he
violated a serving girl with a
crucifix. After six nonths in the
dungeon at Vincennes, he nutilated a
prostitute, cutting her flesh with a
razor, then cauterizing the wounds with
wax- -

COULM ER
| hope you'll judge himby his progress
here, and not his past reputation.

THEY reach the cell door. ROYER-COLLARD gazes in at THE
MARQUI S as he would a creature at the zoo.

COULM ER (cont' d)
He's made a great success of our Little
Theater; there's seldoman enpty seat.
Not to nention its therapeutic val ue.

ROYER- COLLARD
Pl ayi ng dress-up with cretins? That
sounds |ike a synptom of nmadness; not
its cure.

Suddenly, THE MARQUI S rears up in the peephole to confront
ROYER- COLLARD f ace-to-face.

THE MARQUI S
Homo perversio, Doctor. A species that
thrives in captivity.



Their eyes neet; flicker of recognition passes between
them Doppel gangers, neeting for the first tinme. COULM ER
i nterjects:

COULM ER
This is Dr. Royer-Collard; he's joining
us here in an...

He | ooks to the DOCTOR for hel p:

COULM ER ( CONT' D)
... advisory capacity.

The DOCTOR considers the word "advisory", then nods. THE
MARQUI S eyebrow arches in surprise.

THE MARQUI S
Wel cone to our hunbl e nmadhouse, Doct or.
| trust you'll find yourself at hone.

And with that, he slans the peephol e shut.

I NT. THE ATRI UM - MOMENTS LATER

COULM ER and ROYER- COLLARD nake their way through the
asylum Hi gh above--along the railing of the grand
st ai rcase-- MADELEI NE appears, flanked by M CHETTE and
CHARLOTTE. They've cone to size up the new DOCTOR

ROYER- COLLARD
Wiy is he in your care, and not a
proper prison?

COULM ER
H s wife's influence.

ROYER- COLLARD
H s wfe's?

COULM ER
Better to have an insane spouse than a
crimnal one.



Wi spers fromthe G RLS above; COULM ER shoots MADELEI NE a
| ook that says "behave yourself." She watches the TWO MEN

turn the corner

ROYER- COLLARD
And he's never once attenpted escape?

COULM ER
A man of his notoriety? He woul dn't
| ast a day on the streets w thout
capture.

I NT. THE | NFI RVARY - CONTI NUOUS

NUNS t end PATI ENTS with vari ous nmal adi es; ot hers nmash
herbs. A PHRENOLOG ST uses pincers to neasure a PATIENT' s

scal p.

COULM ER
Besi des, every whol esone thing he m ght
desire, he has at Charenton. A library,
filled wth the world's great books,
nmusi ¢ | essons, watercol or exercises--

ROYER- COLLARD
What is the inpact of all these
ameniti es upon his psyche?

COULM ER
He no | onger roars or spits. He no
| onger taunts the guards or nolests his
fell ow wards- -

ROYER- COLLARD
And his witing?

COULM ER suppresses a tiny smle.

COULM ER
Oh. That.

ROYER- COLLARD
ell....?



COULM ER
It's essential to his recovery; a
purgative for the toxins in his m nd.

ROYER- COLLARD
Do you favor its publication?

COULM ER
For sale? To the general public?
Certainly not; it's unprintable.

DR. ROYER- COLLARD reaches inside his jacket, and pulls out
a copy of Justine. He hands it to the ABBE, who's

dunbf ounded. COULM ER starts to scan the pages; the

unm st akabl e prose of you-know who.

COULM ER ( CONT' D)
Dear Cod...

He | ooks up to see that the DOCTOR has noved on, strolling
down the hall with authority. He races to catch up.

I NT. CORRI DOR - CONTI NUQUS

COULM ER
You have to believe ne, | had no idea--

ROYER- COLLARD
Al'l France is aghast at this book, yet
you' ve not heard of it?

COULM ER
|"ve taken vows to live ny life within
these walls; not outside them

ROYER- COLLARD

Abbe, | admre you; | do. You' ve a
conviction...an idealism..peculiar to
the very young. And so I'll be candid.

The M nistry has sent nme here with the
nost explicit...the nost severe
i nstructions.

COULM ER



(nervous now)
Yes?

I NT. CHARENTON - R C S OFFI CE - CONTI NUCUS

GAI LLON, VALCOUR and ORVOLLE appear, bringing in

par aphernalia fromthe DOCTOR s carriage. A fewitens are
particularly nenacing; a helnmet for trephining; a wire
sar cophagus, and the nefarious calmng chair. COULM ER
stares at these instrunents of torture with a m xture of
wonder and forebodi ng.

ROYER- COLLARD
Unl ess we set Charenton on a strai ght

and narrow course, she'll be shut down
forever by order of the Enperor.
COULM ER

(di sbelieving)
Shut down?

ROYER- COLLARD
In their eyes, the Marquis is the
surest baronmeter of your progress here.

COULM ER
(his voice rising in protest)
But he's one anpbng sone two hundred
war ds- -

ROYER- COLLARD
Have you tried bleeding himwth
| eeches? The cal m ng chair? Maybe you
should flog himat the stake?

COULM ER
VWiy? So he'll learn to fear
puni shrent, rather than pursue virtue
for its owm reward?

ROYER- COLLARD
You're a sentinental man.

COULM ER



A practical man, sir. Gven the

Mar qui s' unusual tastes, a sound

t hrashing on bare flesh may not qualify
as a deterrent.

ROYER- COLLARD
You find this anusing, do you?

COULM ER ral li es passionately on his own behal f:

COULM ER
On the contrary. Let nme take up this
matter with the Marquis nyself--

ROYER- COLLARD
And place ny reputation at stake?

COULM ER
Charenton is ny life's work. To have
her wested from beneath ne now -

ROYER- COLLARD pauses. His face softens, and he sighs:

ROYER- COLLARD
|'ve stringent standards, true, but
|"ve sonething else the Mnistry failed
to take into account; a heart.

COULM ER al nost col |l apses with relief and gratitude.

COULM ER
Thank-you, Doctor. I'll effect his
contrition; you have ny word.

I NT. A CORRI DOR AT CHARENTON - SHORTLY THEREAFTER

COULM ER barrels down the hall, fumng. H's head is deep
in the pages of the book; he al nost bunps headlong into
MADELEI NE on her norning rounds. She drops her |aundry
basket and flattens herself against the wall:

MADELEI NE
What is it, Abbe?



She starts doggi ng COULM ER down t he hall

COULM ER
The Marquis. He's enbarrassed us...
(with incredulity)
- . -before Napoleon himself.

COULM ER stops. He turns to MADELEI NE, di sheartened, and
confides the full force of THE MARQUI S betrayal:

COULM ER ( CONT' D)
He"s been slipping manuscripts to his
publisher.

MADELEI NE feigns surprise and says in a guilty voice:

MADELEI NE
He has?

COULM ER nods--tersely--and marches toward THE MARQUI S
door. He reaches for the key-chain on his belt.

COULM ER
| place nmy trust too carel essly,
Madel ei ne.

Unbeknownst to COULM ER, this stings her. He turns the key
in the lock and enters, closing the door behind him
MADELEI NE opens the peephole to spy on the scene which
fol | ows:

I NT. THE MARQUI S' APARTMENT/ DRAW NG ROOM - CONTI NUOUS

COULM ER storns in to find THE MARQU S in a cloud of white
powder; he's dusting sonme fresh pages to set the ink.
COULM ER sl ans t he book down.

COULM ER
This is a conplete...an utter...
(his voice falls)
.. .disappointment.

THE MARQUI S fingers the book, disapprovingly:



THE MARQUI S
Yes! It is! The paper's cheap, the
type's too small---

COULM ER
What did you do? Bribe one of the
guar ds?

THE MARQUI S
But you inplored ne to wite! For
curative purposes, to stave off ny
madness- -

COULM ER
But you've no right to publish! Behind
nmy back, w thout ny sanction!

THE MARQUI S
Have you truly read the book in
question? O did you run--straightaway-
-to the dog-eared pages?
COULM ER
Enough to discern its tenor.

THE MARQUI S
And- - ?
COULM ER
It's not even a proper novel! It's

not hi ng but an encycl opedi a of
perversions! Frankly, it even fails as
an exercise in craft. The characters
are wooden; the dialogue is inane. Not
to nention the endl ess repetition of
words |ike "nipple" and "pi kestaff"--

THE MARQUI S
There | was taxed; it's true.

COULM ER
And such puny scope! Not hing but the
very worst in man's naturel!

THE MARQUI S



| wite of the great, eternal truths

that bind together all mankind! The

whol e world over, we eat, we shit, we
fuck, we kill and we die.

COULM ER
But we also fall in love; we build
cities, we conpose synphonies, and we
endure. Way not put that in your books
as well?

THE MARQUI S
It's a fiction, not a noral treatise.

COULM ER
But isn't that the duty of art? To
el evate us above the beast?

THE MARQUI S
| thought that was your duty, Abbe, not
m ne.

COULM ER
One nore trick like this, and I'Il be
forced to revoke all your |iberties!

THE MARQUI S
It's that Doctor fellow, isn't it? He's
come to usurp your place here, hasn't
he?

COULM ER
(blurting the truth)
More than your witing' s at stake. The
M nistry has threatened us with
cl osure.

THE MARQUI S
They can't be serious.

COULM ER
Qur future lies in the stroke of your
pen.



THE MARQUI S
(i mpressed, even flattered)
M ghtier than the sword i ndeed.

COULM ER
Put yourself in ny place. |I've your
fellow patients to consider. If
Charenton falls, they' ve no place to
go. No manner in which to clothe or
feed thensel ves--

THE MARQUI S
Fuck "em They're half-wits and
pi nheads. Let '"emdie on the streets,
as Nature intended.

COULM ER
You among them?

This gives THE MARQU S pause; COULM ER has a poi nt.

COULM ER ( CONT' D)

(hi's nbst passionate plea yet)
If ever | showed you a kind hand,
Marquis....If ever | granted you
wal ki ng privileges on a Spring day, or
slipped an extra pillow beneath your
door...if ever | shared your w ne,
| aughed at your vulgarities, or hunored
you Wi th argunent...then you wl|
obl i ge ne now.
For your sake, and for all Charenton.

THE MARQUI S--seenm ngly touched--says quietly:

THE MARQUI S
You' ve a touch of the poet, too;
per haps you shoul d take up the quill

COULM ER
(undaunt ed)
Do | have your word?



THE MARQUI S catches MADELEINE' s reflection in his mrror.
In her face, the question: "Wat on earth are you going to
do?" He w nks at her.

THE MARQUI S
Have no fear, Abbe.

He turns back to COULM ER He has the open, honest eyes of
a Spaniel, but his words are doubl e- edged:

THE MARQUI S ( CONT' D)
| swear; all that Charenton has given
me, I'll repay a hundred-fold.

MADELEI NE' s eyes grow wi de with wonder at the prospect.

COULM ER
If you only nean to dupe ne again--

THE MARQUI S

(i ndi gnant now)
Honestly! You cut nme to the corel!
What's the point of all your valiant
attenpts at rehabilitation if--when
finally succunb--when at |ong |ast, |
pl edge nyself to righteous conduct--you
regard ne with nothing but suspicion?
Have you no faith in your own medicine?

COULM ER sm |l es; THE MARQU S has a point.

COULM ER
(reassured)
Thank- you.

I NT. THE CORRI DOR QUTSI DE THE MARQUI S' CELL - MEANWH LE

MADELEI NE sl i des the peephol e shut. She hears a sound;
staring at her intensely fromthe opposite end of the hall
ROYER- COLLARD

ROYER- COLLARD
My, ny. At Charenton, even the walls
have eyes.



MADELEI NE
(under her breath)
Mmm . .don't they?

She scoops up her laundry and barrels on her way. COULM ER
| eaves the MARQUI S and steps into the hall. He's surprised
to see the DOCTOR

ROYER- COLLARD
Vel | ?

COULM ER
| spoke to himwth reason and
conpassi on; the tools which serve us
best here.

ROYER- COLLARD
And---7?

COULM ER
He's sworn to obedi ence.

The DOCTOR--ever doubtful --nutters "tsk, tsk, tsk," and
turns to |l eave; COULMER calls after him insistent:

COULM ER ( CONT' D)
He's nore than a patient, Doctor; the
Marquis is ny friend--

ROYER- COLLARD
You keep strange conpany, Abbe. But if
you truly have matters in hand here--

COULM ER
| have.

ROYER- COLLARD
--then I've friends of ny own to visit.

ANGLE ON: THE MARQUI S, watchi ng, ever-watching, fromthe
hol e in his door.

EXT. THE COUNTRYSI DE



The THUNDER of HOOVES. The DOCTOR s COACH takes a hair-pin
turn at a furious pace.

EXT. THE PANTHEMONT CONVENT - MOMENTS LATER

ROYER- COLLARD st ands beneath the convent's trellis, and
pounds on the door. It opens, revealing the MOTHER
SUPERI OR- - SI STER NO RCEUI L--a severe-|looking nun in a

wi npl e.

S| STER NO RCEUI L
Yes?

ROYER- COLLARD
|'ve cone for ny bride.

I NT. PANTHEMONT CONVENT/ CLO STERS - CONTI NUOUS

SI STER NO RCEUI L | eads ROYER- COLLARD down the corridor; a
heavy set of keys dangles fromthe belt around her wai st.

SI STER NO RCEUI L
We' d not expected you for sone tine.
Si nrone has not yet cone of age.

ROYER- COLLARD
|'ve taken a new post at Charenton; |
need the succor only a wife can
provi de.

They arrive at the roomof the convent's ward, SI MONE.
[ NT. PANTHEMONT CONVENT - SIMONE' S QUARTERS - CONTI NUOUS

They interrupt the GRL in prayer before a porcelain figure
of the MADONNA; she rises. Wth her doe-Ilike eyes and
cherubi c skin, SIMONE could be the DOCTOR s daughter as
readily as his wfe.

S| STER NO RCEU L
You renenber Dr. Royer-Coll ard.

SI MONE bl ushes, and casts her eyes downward.

SI MONE



I"d not forget the man to whom | was
prom sed.

SI STER NO RCEUI L
He's conme to collect you.

SI MONE
(with alarm)
Today? This mnute?

ROYER- COLLARD
My apol ogi es, Madenoiselle; 1'd no tine
to wite.

EXT. QUTSI DE THE PANTHEMONT CONVENT - M NUTES LATER

SI MONE stands in her traveling cape, clutching her MADONNA,
ROYER- COLLARD besi de her. A CLUSTER of NUNS has gathered to
bid SI MONE adi eu; anong them the tw ns SISTER FLAVI E and
SI STER ROSE FATI MA. The MOTHER SUPERI OR hands SI MONE a

smal | vali se:

SI STER NO RCEUI L
Be grateful, child. 1It's ny experience
that nost poor girls who are orphaned
never wed; They wi nd up spinsters, or
worse still... nuns.

She takes SIMONE by the chin; her fingers are talons.

S| STER NO RCEUI L ( CONT' D)
Thank God that Fortune has spared you
fromsuch a Fate.

SI STER NO RCEUI L bows her head toward ROYER- COLLARD, gi Vi ng
hi m perm ssion to go. He extends his armto SI MONE.
Hesitantly, she takes it. He guides her toward the waiting
carriage. SISTER NORCEU L is grimy pleased. SISTER FLAVIE
and SI STER ROSE FATI MA exchange a | ook of grave concern.

SI STER ROSE FATI VA
Good- bye, Sinone.

SI STER FLAVI E



God bl ess, Sinone.
EXT. THE COUNTRYSI DE - A SHORT Tl ME LATER
The DOCTOR s carriage |urches down the cobbl estone road.
I NT. THE DOCTOR S CARRI AGE

ROYER- COLLARD sits stiffly by his new bride; she stares out
the wi ndow. Loom ng on the horizon, a towering chateau.

SI MONE' s eyes grow wi de with wonder. TWDO MEN st and out si de,
waiting to greet them with their own carriage and driver
st andi ng by.

DELBEN... (O. S.)
The Enperor wi shes to ensure your
confort while at Charenton

EXT. QUTSI DE THE CHATEAU - CONTI NUCUS

DELBEN... acconmpani es ROYER- COLLARD and SI MONE across the
drive toward the chateau

DELBEN...
Consi der the chateau a gift, provided
you're willing to finance the necessary

repairs.

The DOCTOR assesses his new hone up-close; it's fallen into
grave disuse. Practically a ruin. DELBEN...gestures to
MONSI EUR PROUI X, a di npl ed young fellow, nattily dressed.

DELBEN... ( CONT' D)
Monsi eur Prouix is the court's nost
prom si ng young architect; he's at your
di sposal .

MONSI EUR PROUI X offers a friendly grin; the DOCTOR gi ves
himthe cursory once-over

I NT. THE CHATEAU - ATRI UM



The THREE MEN enter, SIMONE a few paces behind. An opul ent
space, fallen into desuetude: a nmarble floor with matching
colums, a doned ceiling, and an expansive staircase.

ROYER- COLLARD

(drily)
It has possibilities, yes. Sinone?

SI MONE flinches, surprised the DOCTOR i s addressing her so
publicly. She says in a voice hushed with awe:

S| MONE
I"'mto |live here?

ROYER- COLLARD noves toward the stairs; sonething catches
his attention. Underfoot, a huge, crinson stain, rimed in
yell ow. The DOCTOR gets down on his haunches and runs a
hands over it. He glances up at DELBEN.., his face a
guestion mark.

DELBEN...
(col dly)
The place hasn't been occupi ed since
the Terror; it belonged to the Duc de
Bl angi s, an avowed nonarchist. The
Jacobi ns were nost... unforgiving.

Lyi ng askance, a noldy old shoe with a cracked heel.
DELBEN...si dl es up to ROYER- COLLARD and says confidentially:

DELBEN... ( CONT' D)
Hs wife was trying to escape; they
caught her on the stair, and set upon
her wi th bayonets.
(shudderi ng)
"There but for the grace of God"...eh,
Doct or ?

ROYER- COLLARD
| don't shed tears over the past,
Monsi eur Del benE; | look to the future.

ROYER- COLLARD st ands and turns to PROU X:



ROYER- COLLARD ( CONT' D)
We'd best quarry fresh marble, don't
you thi nk?

PROUI X dutifully nakes a note.
| NT. THE CHATEAU- UPPER ATRI UM

ROYER- COLLARD coaxes PROUl X aside for a confidenti al
conver sati on:

ROYER- COLLARD

You're to hunor nmy wife in all things.
If she wants Venetian glass, she's to
have it. Italian tile, Dutch velvet;
spare no expense.

(lowering his voice to a

whi sper)
But in her bedchanber, see to it that
t he door locks fromthe outside. And on
her wi ndows....an iron grate.

PROUI X
Bars, sir?

ROYER- COLLARD
In the convent, Sinone was spared the
world's tenptations. | won't have her
falling prey to them now.

ROYER- COLLARD gl ances over the railing, down bel ow, SI MONE
st ands, overwhelned, in the enornous atrium Over her
head, the beating of w ngs.

ROYER- COLLARD ( CONT' D)
She's a rare bird; | intend to keep her
caged.

SIMONE' S POV: TRAPPED WHI TE DOVES flap their feathers
madly, trying to get through the glass above.

CUT TGO

EXT. THE PANTHEMONT CONVENT - AFTERNOON



LOUI SON and GUERI N have cone to exchange al ns for candl es
fromthe nuns who make them SI STER ROSE FATI MA and S| STER
FLAVI E. The BOYS | oad boxes onto the asylumcart. They
gossi p:

GUERI N
No!

S| STER ROSE FATI VA
It's a scandal, truly. Hm pretending
to be a God-fearing man

SI STER FLAVI E
And that's not all; he's far too old to
marry, and she's far too young--

LOUI SON and GUERI N exchange a grin.
I NT. LAUNDRY - LATER

GUERI N whi spers the tale to a gloriously naked M CHETTE, as
he makes |ove to her in the straw. H's words are
I nterspersed with gasps and noans.

M CHETTE
No!

GUERI N
--1 say--the conely little thing--is
barely sixteen--

M CHETTE gi ggles, and turns to her left. There--surprise--
lies LOU SON, pleasuring her fromthe other side.

LOUl SON
--1 say--ah!--she's even younger - -

I NT. THE SERVANT' S QUARTERS - LATER

M CHETTE--i n her knickers--now relays the story to
MADELEI NE. CHARLOITE gl owers, always the odd one out.

MADELEI NE
No!



M CHETTE
--froma convent, no | ess; she was
nmeant to be a nun--

I NT. THE CORRI DOR QUTSI DE THE MARQUI S' CELL - THAT NI GHT

MADELEI NE st ands on her overturned basket, whispering to
THE MARQUI S t hrough the peephole. Her |ips are |uscious
rubies in his ear

MADELEI NE
--he's old enough to have fathered her
twice over- -

THE MARQUI S' eyes spark with inspiration.

THE MARQUI S
Wiy, the hypocrite. It has all the
maki ngs of a farce, hasn't it? Run
strai ghtaway, and tell Franval to
cancel rehearsal...

CLCSE UP: A MAGNI FI CENT WHI TE QUI LL PEN

As he blithely huns "Claire de |la Lune,” THE MARQU S di ps
the quill into his ink well; the liquid shoots up the
feather's shaft, turning it a deep purple color

On his PARCHVENT, in calligraphic script, the words "The
Crimes of Love: A Play in Several Lascivious Acts..."

THE MARQUIS' little tune rises all the way to synphonic
tones, and we fade up to...

EXT. CHARENTON TERRACE - EVEN NG

Toni ght the place | ooks |less |ike a madhouse and nore |ike
t he ComEdie Francaise. M ngling on the steps, bejewel ed
DOMGERS and GENTLEMEN in frock-coats. Flanking COULM ER
two GRAND DAMES: MADAME BOUG VAL and MADEMO SELLE CLAI RW L,
who's never without her small LAPDOG even at the theater
They bill and coo around the conely priest |ike magpies.

MADEMO SELLE CLAI RW L



Abbe de Coulmer! You rascal! Your
conmedi es have becone quite the rage;
had to claw ny way to a ticket.

COULM ER
| can hardly take credit--

MADAMVE BOUQ VAL
(interrupting the ABBE)
And so expertly acted! That charm ng
young nman in | ast week's conedy...
(sotto voce)
...1"d no idea he was an imbecile!

COULM ER
Everyone has talents, if we |ook for
t hem

MADAME BOUG VAL
(apprai sing the ABBE)
Mm Yes. |'msure.

COULM ER noti ces ROYER- COLLARD nounting the steps with
SIMONE. In her finery, SIMONE | ooks less |ike a society
bride, and nore like a child playing dress-up. COULM ER
gi ves the DOCTOR a cordial wave. ROYER- COLLARD nods,
curtly.

MADAVE BOUQ VAL ( CONT' D)
Is that the new Doctor? You nust be
thrilled. Such a renowned expert,
right here, at Charenton!

COULM ER
(evasively)
Ah! Curtain tine.

MADEMOl SELLE CLAI RW L
"Il say one thing for him he has a
beauti ful daughter.

ANGLE ON: A CARRI AGE, PULLING UP TO THE STEPS. A MYSTERI QUS
WOMAN di senbarks. She's in her mddle years, with a dark



bonnet to disguise her identity. She ascends the steps to
CHARENTON.

CLOSE UP: A PLACARD FOR "THE HAPPY SHOEMAKER™
A hand crunples it; tears it up.
FRAME W DENS

and we see it's THE MARQUIS. He's in the linen pantry,

whi ch has been jerry-rigged as a BACKSTAGE AREA for the
evening's Little Theater Peformance, which will take pl ace
in the laundry. Poised near him the Stage Manager for the
eveni ng, MADELEI NE. They exchange a conspiratorial glance;
tonight's performance is going to go splendidly! THE
MARQUI S surveys the LUNATI C CAST spread out before him
readyi ng their night of glory.

THE MARQUI S
Renmenber, gentlenen! Inside each of
your delicate mnds...your distinctive
bodies... ART is waiting to be born. So
let's give the Doctor a performance |
hope he'll renmenber forever...

The CAST gives a rallying cry, THE MARQU S turns and peers
out the tattered velvet curtains.

MARQUI S' POV: The cataconbs have been converted into a
make-shift theater-in-the-round. The place has a slightly
sinister feel; one of Dante's lower circles. A primtive
pl atform stage has been erected in the spot customarily
hel d by MADAME LECLERC s vat.

The SOCI ETY FOLK sit on benches al ongsi de the FEEBLE and
the DAMNED. THE LUNATIC QUARTET plays its bizarre

i nstrunments: 18th century curled horns, and hone-nade
strings. A grinning DAUPHI N |ights the torches that wll
Illumnate the stage. Fromthe AUDI ENCE, excited twitters.
A grand night for slumm ng anong the |oons! A bacchanal!

He sees RENEE PELAQ E take her seat, and | ower her hood,
crani ng her neck for a sight of the man she | oves. Next, he
mar ks ROYER- COLLARD, sitting on a new y-erected dais next



to his lovely wife SIMONE.E. COULM ER sits at the DOCTOR s
shoul der, pointing out various notables in the crowd:

COULM ER
Madane Bougi val ; Madenoiselle Cairwl -
-and of course--the Marquis' w fe--

ROYER- COLLARD
(evincing interest)
Onh i ndeed?

Meanwhi | e- - backst age- - FRANVAL nervously taps the MARQU S on
t he shoul der:

FRANVAL
Beggi ng your pardon; it's tine to
begi n.

THE MARQUI S drops the curtain, and rem nds FRANVAL

THE MARQUI S
The dedi cation, word for word; it's
every bit as crucial as the play which
foll ows- -

FRANVAL nods and takes a deep breath. He bounds onto the
st age.

FRANVAL
(hi's voi ce quaveri ng)
Madanmes and Messieurs, there's been a
change in tonight's program

ANGLE ON: COULM ER, who stiffens with apprehension. This
I s an unexpected devel opnent.

FRANVAL ( CONT' D)
W will not be perform ng The Happy
Shoemaker.

From the AUDI ENCE, stirs and nmurmurs. Perhaps a few

di sappoi nted sighs. Fromthe w ngs, THE MARQUI S gestures
for FRANVAL to take a few significant steps forward, toward
t he DOCTOR.



FRANVAL ( CONT' D)
Instead, we'd like to premere a new
play in honor of the new y-appointed
Dr. Royer-Collard and his |ovely bride,
married nary a week today--

ANGLE ON: ROYER- COLLARD AND HHS WFE. The DOCTOR smil es at
SI MONE, and touches her hand, fondly . A polite smattering
of appl ause.

ANGLE ON: FRANVAL

FRANVAL ( CONT' D)
--a conmedy entitled...

He dries up. From backstage, THE MARQUI S hi sses:

THE MARQUI S
The Crimes of Lovel

FRANVAL
... The Crimes of Love, witten by one
of Charenton's very own wards!

FRANVAL gl ances back at THE MARQUI S. THE AUDI ENCE f ol | ows
suit. The nonment they see SADE, they break into even

| ouder appl ause than they gave ROYER- COLLARD. The asylum s
nost notorious inmate! Right here, before their very eyes!
In a show of false nodesty, THE MARQUI S bl ushes, steps out
from behind the curtain, and gives a cursory little bow.

ROYER- COLLARD gl ances back at COULMER as if to say "Wat's
this?" COULMER starts fingering his rosary in nervous
antici pation. RENEE PELAG E just cl oses her eyes.

ANGLE ON: THE STAGE AS THE BAND PLAYS

A LUNATI C dressed as an ANCEL sits high atop one | adder,
and a DEVIL on anot her. Toget her, the TWD start pumeling
the stage with artificial snow. BOUCHON stands in the

W ngs, heaving a giant set of bellows, creating the North

W nd.

I NT. BACKSTAGE



MADELEI NE rushes to ready the cast; DAUPHIN is dressed as a
MOTHER SUPERI OR; he | ooks nmarkedly |ike Sister Noirceuil of
t he Pant henmont Convent. Behind him PITOU is the FEMALE
| NGENUE; a veritable Sinone. He cries out for his bonnet:

Pl TOU
My hat, ny hat!

MADELEI NE afi xes his hat, hands PI TOU and DAUPH N each a
hobby horse, and pushes themtoward t he STAGE.

ANGLE: ONSTAGE

DAUPH N and PITQU ride down the ranp which | eads fromthe
| inen pantry onto the wooden stage.

INGENUE
Oh Sister Saint-Fond, whither do we go?
Passing o"er rivers, canyons and snow?

MOTHER SUPERIOR
Hurry, Eugenie, for we must not tarry;
I deliver you now to the man you shall
marry!

ANGLE ON: Sl MONE

Her girlish face alive with pleasure, charned by the
spect acl e before her.

MOTHER SUPERIOR (CONT®D)
Once you have rested, at your leisure--
he*"ll coach you In the ways of
pleasure.

A RI PPLE through the AUDI ENCE; tonight's performance is
sauci er than usual. As DAUPH N and PI TQU nove of f st age,
BOUCHON col | ects their hobby horses.

TWO LUNATI CS enter, covered in ornate vines. They form an
ARCHWAY. Wth a drumroll and a thunder-clap, CLEANTE
rises fromthe AUDI ENCE--just a few seats away from ROYER-
COLLARD- - and hops onstage to assune the role of THE



LI BERTI NE. GASPS of SURPRI SE fromthe crowd. He wears a
coat and hat that nmatch the DOCTOR s

PI TOU and DAUPHI N re-enter fromthe w ngs.

LIBERTINE
At last she arrives, my hard-won bride!
Hurry, my child, and scurry inside.
There you"ll find such treasures await
you; Marzipan and meringue to sate you!

INGENUE
Such gallantry in men is--sadly--a
rarity; How lucky 1 am to receive his
charity!

The | NGENUE ducks through the HUVAN ARCHWAY into the
i magi ned CHATEAU. The LI BERTI NE passes the MOTHER SUPERI OR
a comcally large purse.

LIBERTINE
Thank you, dear Sister, for abetting me
so; Bringing her here to this secluded
Chateau! Little does she know the
terrors in store; when 1 tutor her iIn--

He | eans i nto ROYER- COLLARD for this last bit:

LIBERTINE (CONT®D)
...les crimes de I"amour!

ANGLE ON: ROYER- COLLARD. He gl ances all the way past the
pl ay, through the AUDI ENCE seated in the opposite bank.
There--1oomng in the back row against the wall--THE
MARQUI S, who grins; the poison arrow has hit his mark. The
DOCTOR- - ever conposed, grins back. An even-handed
chal | enge that says "I know what you're up to; you're only
doom ng yourself." Slyly, THE MARQU S slips behind a

col um, di sappearing from view.

ROYER- COLLARD whi spers to SI MONE

ROYER- COLLARD
Leave at once- -



SI MONE
But it's just begun--

ROYER- COLLARD
Do as | say.

A forlorn SIMONE exits; GAlILLON escorts her toward the
door .

ANGLE ON: THE DOCR

As SI MONE and GAILLON slip toward the exit, THE MARQU S
stands waiting for them He casts a knowi ng gl ance at
SI MONE, then wi secracks to GAILLON:

THE MARQUI S
Leavi ng so soon? Ch, but of course!
You' ve seen it before.

GAI LLON just glares and hurries SIMONE up the stairs.
ANGLE: ONSTAGE

The play continues, full-throttle: BOUCHON pushes a bed
onstage. The I NGENUE cowers on the mattress; the LI BERTINE
| eaps upon her.

LIBERTINE
Quickly, my suckling, out of your
clothes! My scepter awaits; how solid
it grows!

INGENUE
Stop, I beg you! Have pity, 1 say!
You®"re not my lover; you"re a monstrous
rouk!

The LI BERTINE yanks up the I NGENUE' s | egs and di ves beneath
her skirts. From beneath the fabric, a host of VULGAR
SOUNDS

LIBERTINE



Do as | say! Stick your legs in the
air! It"s true, I"m a pig and you"ve
truffles down there--

This is all COULM ER can bear; he rises fromhis seat, in
pursuit of THE MARQUIS. He ains for the door, but THE
MARQUI S has al ready di sappeared. COULM ER starts scanning
the crowd, hoping to find himin the sea of faces.

ANGLE ON: RENEE PELAGQ E

She turns, aware of her husband's presence sonewhere behind
her. MADAME BOUAQ VAL says |loudly to MADEMO SELLE CLAI RW L:

MADAME BOUG VAL
Who do you suppose is to blane? The
aut hor...or his Mise?

RENEE' s face falls, stricken. MADAME BOUAQ VAL and
MADEMO SELLE CLAIRWL titter behind their fans.

ANGLE: ONSTAGE

THE LI BERTI NE continues to pleasure THE | NGENUE with his
nmout h:

INGENUE

(her tone changing)
Good heavens, what"s this? Such a
wicked sensation! A feeling somewhere
between shame and elation! Yes!
That"s the way; use your tongue like a
wand in much the same manner as Sister
Saint-Fond!

I NT. BACKSTAGE

MADELEI NE scurries about, readying the LUNATIC CAST for the
Second Act: A FAUX NAPOLEON, A MALE NUN, FRANVAL, DAUPHI N
and a LOON DRESSED AS JESUS CHRI ST.

MADELEI NE
Qui ckly; the second act!



They exit onto the stage. MADELEINE is al one now
backstage. O so it seens, until BOUCHON | oons up behind
her in the darkness.

BOUCHON s POV: MADELEI NE peer through the curtains at the
performance. He adm res the nape of her neck; her soft
shoul ders. Meanwhi |l e--onstage--the play noves apace:

THE LIBERTINE
I had a suspicion the Sister was
Sapphic!

THE INGENUE
1°d tell you more, but it"s simply too
graphic. Suffice it to say, she"s a
preference for lasses! Even at
Vespers, she always made passes---

ANGLE ON: MADELEI NE

Suddenl y, BOUCHON s hands appears around the base of her
neck; his finger flicker across her cheek. Her face fills
wi th shock, and she di sappears behind the curtain.

LIBERTINE
My darling, Eugenie, dainty morsel!
Get on your back! Let"s try it dorsal!

INGENUE
Was ever a man more risquE? He wants
to take me every way!

ANGLE: BACKSTAGE

BOUCHON yanks MADELEI NE behind a curtain, and pushes her--

har d- - agai nst a stone wall. Wth a visceral grunt, he
gropes her beneath her petticoat. She gives a sharp yelp,
and reaches for an iron, still red-hot fromthe day's work.

She presses it--hard--agai nst BOUCHON s cheek. His flesh
si zzl es.



BOUCHON
Ahhhhhggggg. . ..

ANGLE: ONSTAGE

The obscene pantom ne gets wilder by the m nute:

ANGLE ON: THE AUDI ENCE

COULM ER hears BOUCHON s tortured cry,
marching directly across the stage.

dai s,

fromhis owmn aisle seat, and foll ows the PRI EST.
rol I'icking play continues onstage:

COULM ER ri ps asi de the backstage curtain,
out of breath--and BOUCHON, grabbing his

The AUDI ENCE- - gi ddy and oblivious--starts to
they're certainly getting their noney's

MADELEI NE- - sti |
face in pain.
wi th pl easure;

peal

LIBERTINE
111 plunder every lovely pore until
you"re week and cry '‘no morel"

INGENUE
I tremble with fear! You"re bound to
pound the quivering lips of my Venus
mound!

LIBERTINE
And then--to prove your truly mine--
111 plunder you, darling, from behind!

INGENUE
What of my lips, will you soil them
too? When you®“ve broken every other
taboo?

LIBERTINE
111 fill every slippery hollow; if
you"re obliging, then you"ll swallow!

worth tonight!

VALCOUR sei zes BOUCHON roughl y.

and lurches fromthe
VALCOUR | eaps up

The

reveal i ng



COULM ER
Take himto the infirmary for a
pl aster, and an ice bath. That'll coo
hi m

VALCOUR drags a qui vering BOUCHON away.

COULM ER ( CONT' D)
Has he hurt you?

MADELEI NE
(bravely)
H s stinking breath caused ny eyes to
run, that's all

COULM ER ki sses her on the forehead. She clutches himin a
hug, and dissolves into tears. COUMER | ooks up to see THE
MARQUI S st andi ng nearby. The TWDO MEN | ock eyes for an
instant; a flicker of jealousy passes between them

COULM ER
You nean to take us all down with you?

THE MARQUI S
(w th nock innocence)
Don't be absurd; it's only a play.

COULM ER gl ances past THE MARQUI S to see ROYER- COLLARD ri se
fromhis seat, and--inperiously--gather his hat and coat.
Their eyes neet for an instant; ROYER- COLLARD shoots
daggers.

THE MARQUI S ( CONT' D)
(to the audi ence now,
expansi vel y)
It"s only a play!

The AUDIENCE is on its feet now, sone cry "Bravo!"™ Ohers
hurl insults at the stage. Frantic, FRANVAL gestures to
the STAGE HANDS to bring the curtain down.

EXT. CHARENTON - TERRACE - M NUTES LATER



The DOCTOR flings open the door of his carriage, where
SIMONE waits for him

COULM ER
It was fiction, of course.

ROYER- COLLARD
(brusquel y)
O course.

COULM ER
It was not inspired by circunstance.

ROYER- COLLARD
No. It most certainly was not.

He boards, slamm ng the door shut with finality:

ROYER- COLLARD ( CONT' D)
You ought to be ashamed, Abbe.
Expl oiting those drooling, pathetic
cretins for financial gain--

COULM ER
That's not our intent--

ROYER- COLLARD
--a veritable freak show for tourists
and curiosity seekers. Charenton is a
sanatorium she is not a circus. The
theater is henceforth closed. As for
your avowed friend--playwight eneritus
of the nadhouse- -

COULM ER swal | ows; he knows what's com ng.

COULM ER
["ll do everything in ny power--

ROYER- COLLARD
(cutting himoff abruptly)
Do nore. OQherwise, I'lIl be forced to
report to the Mnistry that the i nmates
are indeed running the asylum



The carriage screeches away, |eaving Coul mer alone in the
night air.

CUT TO
I NT. THE MARQUI S' APARTMENT - SHORTLY THEREAFTER

COULM ER bursts into the MARQUIS' s quarters to find him
enjoying a | ate-night snack of fricandeau, a napkin tied
around hi s neck.

COULM ER
| hope you're satisfied; he's shut down
t he theater.

THE MARQUI S pl ucks the napkin from around his neck, and
tosses it haughtily onto his plate.

THE MARQUI S
He can't do that to ne.

COULM ER
How can one man possibly be so sel fish?

THE MARQUI S
W held a mirror up to the Doctor, and-
-apparently--he didn't |ike what he
saw.

COULM ER charges to THE MARQUI S desk and pl ucks a hand-
full of quills fromthe ink stand.

THE MARQUI S ( CONT' D)
(dropping his fork)
VWhat the devil--

COULM ER
If you won't be true to your word, then
you've left nme no choi ce.

COULM ER grabs quills off the windowsill, the side-board
and the secretary. THE MARQUI S realizes COULM ER neans
busi ness; he lunges for the ink stand. It spills, sending
ink all over his desk.



THE MARQUI S
But | kept ny promise! | didn't
publish--

COULM ER shoots a glare that says "Ch, please.”

COULM ER
Per haps--in tinme--you'll earn them back
t hrough good behavi or - -

THE MARQUI S
You can"t--! You mustn®"t--! |'ve al
t he denons of hell in ny head; ny only
salvation is to vent them on paper--

COULM ER
Try readi ng, for a change. The witer
who produces nore than he reads? The
sure mark of an amateur.

He snares a Bible off the shelf, tossing it to THE MARQU S.

COULM ER ( CONT' D)
Start with the Bible; it's cheerier,
and nore artfully witten.

THE MARQUI S
(spitting on its cover)
That nonstrous God of yours? He strung
up his very own son |ike a side of
veal ; | shudder to think what He'd do
to ne.

COULM ER
You know what sacrilege is, don't you?
The | ast refuge of the failed
provocat eur.

COULM ER yanks open the desk drawer. In it, bottles of
ink. He starts to fill his pockets.

THE MARQUI S
(truly frightened now)



111 die of loneliness! 1've no
conmpany but the characters | create--

COULM ER
Whores and pederasts? You're better
of f wi thout them

The MARQUI S abruptly switches gears; he has a new i dea.

THE MARQUI S
| have a proposition.

COULM ER
You al ways do.

THE MARQUI S
Madel ei ne. She's besotted with ne;
she'd do anything | ask. She coul d pay
you a midnight visit--

COULM ER
| don't know who you insult nore; her
or ne.

THE MARQUI S

"Part the gates of heaven,"” as it were-

COULM ER

(sharply)
That ' s enough.

THE MARQUI S
You're tense, darling. You could use a
| ong, sl ow screw.

COULM ER
Good day, Marquis.

THE MARQUI S
THEN BUGGER ME!
COULM ER exits, |ocking the door behind
hi m



THE MARQUI S ( CONT' D)
GOD DAMN YQU, ABBE! HAVE YOU NO TRUE
SENSE OF MY CONDI TION? OF I TS GRAVI TY?
My witing is involuntary, like the
beati ng of ny heart! M constant
erection! I can"t help i1t!

| NT. CORRI DOR - CONTI NUOUS
Frominside his cell, the MARQU S pounds on the door.

THE MARQUI'S (0. S.)
MAGGOT!

COULM ER pauses. He hears the sliding of the peep-hole in
the door. He turns back to see the MARQUI S staring at him
through the tiny slit.

THE MARQUI S ( CONT' D)

Were there's a wll, there's a way.
And a maniac is matchless for
invention.

The peephol e sl ans shut.
FADE TO
I NT. THE MARQUI S' APARTMENT - SOVETI ME LATER

VALCOUR admits the MYSTERI OQUS WOMAN fromthe theater, THE
MARQUI S WFE, RENEE PELAG E. The MARQUI S stares out his
cell wi ndow wi thout acknow edgi ng her.

RENEE PELAG E
|'ve done just as you bade ne; |'ve
paid a visit to the woodcarver. He
| aughed and called ne a whore, but took
nmy noney just the sane.

She sets a satchel down on his desk, and unwaps it.
I nsi de, two wooden prods, each about nine inches long. One
I S ebony; the other rosewood.

RENEE PELAQ E ( CONT' D)



I don't know which gives you greater

pl easure; the objects thenselves, or
the humliation | endure procuring them
on your behal f.

Next, she proffers a small box tied with a gold bow

RENEE PELAG E ( CONT' D)

And- -1 ast but not l|east--1've brought
you ani seed drops and sone chocol ate
pastilles.

This gets his attention; he turns.

THE MARQUI S
Did you now, Madane?

H s face softens, and he says with a suggestive |ilt:

THE MARQUI S ( CONT' D)
They're filled with cream yes? You
know | shan't touch them unl ess
they' re positively bursting--erupting--
Wi th cream

RENEE PELAG E bl ushes happily, delighted that she's pl eased
him THE MARQUI S crosses to her; en route, he notices
VALCOUR, spying through the peephole. He snaps it shut.

THE MARQUI S ( CONT' D)
What el se have you brought that | m ght
ni bbl e upon?

He presses her against the wall, cupping her breast, and
kissing the tip of her nose. She offers faint protest:

RENEE PELAG E
On, Donatien...you nustn't..

He licks the rimof her ear as he whispers:

THE MARQUI S
Hr? Tell nme. What other treats?



RENEE PELAG E
(hel pl ess with giggles)
....Shanme on you, truly..

Suddenl y- - savagel y-- he sl aps her; she reels, stunned.

THE MARQUI S
For fuck"s sake, woman! BONBONS? |[|'m
to sit here, gorging nyself on usel ess
trifles, sucking down your little
sweet neats, when what | truly need--
what | truly require--are a few quill
pens? Perhaps a pot of ink?

RENEE PELAGQ E
Forgive nme, | beg you---

He pulls the drawers fromhis desk, and hurls themto the
ground; they splinter.

THE MARQUI S
Don't you see? |'ve been raped! Far
more egregiously than any of my
wretched characters---

RENEE PELAQ E breaks away from him and says in a voice
cracked with enotion:

RENEE PELAG E
How was | to know, ny darling?

THE MARQUI S
How was | to tell you? By writing a
letter? WTH WHAT, My ASI NI NE BRI DE?

RENEE PELAGQ E backs herself into a corner, a safe distance
from her husband, and inpl ores:

RENEE PELAG E
| beg you, Donatien...as your
wi fe...your only ally...you must stop
making such a monstrous spectacle of
yourself.



THE MARQUI S
(i ncredul ous)
You' ve cone to |l ecture ne?

RENEE PELAG E
To flaunt your deviance in public?
Upon a stage?

THE MARQUI S
They' ve put you up to this, haven't
t hey?

RENEE PELAG E
You ought to court the Doctor's favor,
not his contenpt.

THE MARQUI S tears open the box of candy, and pops one into
his mouth. He chews:

THE MARQUI S
| ought to carve ny nane into his
backsi de, and fill the wounds with

sal t--

RENEE PELAG E's eyes well; she dabs themwth a
handker chi ef .

RENEE PELAG E
You' re here--safe--surrounded by brick
and nortar; but ny prison is far
crueler. It has no walls.

She starts speaking in a nmad rush, tripping over her own
words, frantic to spill it all out before he cuts her off:

RENEE PELAG E ( CONT' D)
Everywhere | go, they point and
whi sper! At the opera, they hiss at ne
when | take ny box. Wien | went to
church...the priest refused to even
hear ny confession; he said | was
al ready dammed! Why must 1 suffer for
your sins?



THE MARQUI S
It's the way of all martyrs, isn't it?

RENEE PELAG E
G ve ne back nmy anonymty, that's all
ask! Let me be invisible again!

THE MARQUI S expl odes now, his eyes spinning with rage.

THE MARQUI S
Tell me; have you done anything to
secure ny rel ease? NO Have you
petitioned the court? NEVER Sought
audi ence with the Enperor--

RENEE PELAG E
He refuses to be seen in ny conpany!
He bl anches at the nention of your
name- -

THE MARQUI S

It's a convenience, isn't it, having
your husband | ocked away! You no | onger
have to hold your tongue, or hoist your
skirts! O crack your nouth, so | can
put it to its one pleasurabl e use!

YOU RE NOT W WFE, NO YOU RE ONE
AMONG MY MANY JAI LERS, AREN T YOU?

RENEE PELAG E starts to sob, convulsively. VALCOUR--
heari ng the commoption--re-enters the cell

VALCOUR
VWhat in the nane a' God--

THE MARQUI S
Take this cow away; | can't | ook at
her .

VALCOUR escorts a fragile RENEE PELAG E from the room

THE MARQUI S ( CONT' D)
Perhaps you'll find a place for her in
the West Wng, eh? AMONG THE HYSTERI CS?



As they lunber out, THE MARQU S bellows after them

THE MARQUI S ( CONT' D)
LOCK HER UP AS WELL, SO SHE KNOA6 HOW
| T FEELS! THE GORGON!I THE SOW

I NT. ROYER- COLLARD S CHATEAU - SHORTLY THEREAFTER

In the rear of her carriage, RENEE PELAG E. She's dried her
tears, and now bears a | ook of fierce resolve: a wonan
i mbued with a m ssion.

I NT. CHATEAU - THE ATRI UM - CONTI NUQUS

CRAFTSMEN buzz about the place like flies, carrying gilded
mrrors, uncrating scul pture, fitting wall sconces, etc.
GAI LLON stands by at the door. ROYER-COLLARD AND MONSI EUR
PROU X are at one end of the room in rapt consultation.
Swat ches, marbl e sanples, and blueprints litter their

tabl e.

MONSI EUR PROUI X
For a woman of hunble origin, your wfe
certainly has refined tastes! Wen
suggest granite for the foyer, she's
gquick to counter with Peruvian marble.
Peruvian marble! It costs a fortune to

I mport!

SI MONE wafts past on the bal cony above; she gl ances down at
them smles. ROYER-COLLARD assunes the smle is neant for
him he offers a tiny wave.

ROYER- COLLARD
(beam ngQ)
What ever her heart desires, Monsieur
Proui x.

MONSI EUR PROUI X assunes the snmle is his; he offer his own
t oot hsonme grin.

MONSI EUR PROUI X
I'"d |ike nothing better, sir, than to
grant her every w sh.



(sotto voce, to the DOCTOR)
But on the nbdest sum you' ve accorded
me--1"m an architect, not a magician--

RENEE PELAG E brushes past GAILLON with gale force:

RENEE PELAG E
I nmust see the Doctor at once. It's a
matter of dire urgency...

ROYER- COLLARD spi es her instantly; their eyes | ock.

ROYER- COLLARD
It is customary to wite first, and
request an appoi ntnment - -

RENEE PELAG E
Desperation has driven ne past
etiquette, all the way to frenzy.

ROYER- COLLARD
My schedul e is not subject to the whins
of lunatics.

RENEE PELAG E renoves her hat, indicating her intention to
stay.

RENEE PELAG E
| beg to differ, Doctor. You work in a
madhouse. Your every waking nonent is
governed by the insane.

ROYER- COLLARD
(with a sigh)
| pray you: be succinct.

RENEE PELAG E

You're new to Charenton, yes? Perhaps
you're not yet famliar with ny
husband, and hi s unusual case.
ROYER- COLLARD
Wth all due respect, Mdane, all
France is famliar with your husband.

(to MONSI EUR PROUI X)



Grant us a nonent al one, won't you,
Monsi eur Proui x?

MONSI EUR PROUI X
Happily, sir. Your servant, sir.

He gestures for the CRAFTSMEN to foll ow himout. The room -
a veritable hive of activity--is now silent. DR ROYER-

COLLARD of fers RENEE PELAG E a seat.

ROYER- COLLARD
Madane, please.

RENEE sits.

ROYER- COLLARD ( CONT' D)
| assune you've cone to plead for
cl emency on your husband's behal f.

RENEE PELAGQ E
Ch you do, do you? It is ny dearest
hope, Doctor, that he renmai n entonbed
forever, and that when at |ast he
perishes in the dank bowel s of your
institution, he be left as carrion for
the rodents and the worns.

The DOCTOR s sonewhat taken aback:

ROYER- COLLARD
| stand corrected, Mudane.

Now t hat she's alone in the DOCTOR s conpany, the full
force of RENEE PELAG E s despair issues forth:

RENEE PELAG E
If you can't cure him-truly cure him-
then--at least--1 beg you--harness the
beast that rages in his soul.

The wheel s in ROYER-COLLARD S brain begin to turn; he idly
fingers a swatch of fabric.

ROYER- COLLARD



It's not so easily done, Madane.
He rises, circling RENEE PELAGQ E.

ROYER- COLLARD ( CONT' D)
You're aware, are you not, that it
costs a great deal to house your
husband at Charenton...

RENEE PELAG E
| pay his stipend every nonth, far nore
dutifully than I shoul d.

ROYER- COLLARD
That barely covers the cost of his
room There's nary a penny |left over
for appropriate treatnents. Qpiates to
quel | his tenper. Restraints to chasten
hi m when he m sbehaves.

RENEE PELAG E can sense the direction of the conversation;
she bl ushes, and stares at her hands in her |ap.

ROYER- COLLARD ( CONT' D)
Perhaps if you were to buttress your
entreaties with the neans to oblige
them ..

RENEE PELAG E
| am not a weal t hy woman.

ROYER- COLLARD
But you've a pension, haven't you, from
the sale of his books?

RENEE PELAG E
It's tainted noney, Doctor.

ROYER- COLLARD
What a beautiful thought, Marquise.

RENEE PELAG E
What thought is that?



ROYER- COLLARD

That ill-gotten funds, borne of his
degeneracy, m ght now effect his
sal vati on

RENEE ponders the thought; it has a certain righteous
symetry.

ROYER- COLLARD ( CONT' D)
If you're truly determned to step out
of the shadow of your husband's
celebrity--

RENEE PELAG E
Ch, but | am

ROYER- COLLARD
--words alone are insufficient.

RENEE PELAG E
It's beyond perversity. That honor
should carry a price tag..

The DOCTOR ri ses and crosses to her:

ROYER- COLLARD

| magi ne; old friends once again
dei gning to kiss your hand.

(ki ssing her hand,

seductivel y)
"Why, Marquise. Enchanted to see you.
Wl come back from your |ong, dark
descent into the abyss of infany."

RENEE' s flustered; it's been a long tinme, and the DOCTOR
does have his charns.

RENEE PELAG E
Don't toy with ne, Doctor.

ROYER- COLLARD
Now is the tine to secure your epitaph.
t he benevol ent Marqui se, Charenton's



nost revered philanthropist...or
Satan's Bri de.

A torturous nonent of indecision for RENEE PELAG E.
EXT. CHATEAU - M NUTES LATER
The DOCTOR and RENEE PELAG E step into the sun.

ROYER- COLLARD
Rest assured that your generosity
speeds your husband ever faster toward
a cure.

MONSI EUR PROUI X bolts up fromthe front steps of the
CHATEAU. ROYER- COLLARD whi spers through his teeth:

ROYER- COLLARD ( CONT' D)
The Peruvi an marbl e; w thout question.

MONSI EUR PROUI X stares after the DOCTOR, baffled. The
DOCTOR escorts RENEE PELAG E into her carriage. She gazes
soul fully into his eyes:

RENEE PELAG E
| ameternally in your debt.

ROYER- COLLARD
And | in yours.

RENEE PELAG E
Doctor....Can | inpart to you his
cruel est trick?

ROYER- COLLARD
O course.

RENEE PELAG E
Once...long ago...in the folly of
yout h...he made nme | ove him

I NT. THE MARQUI S' BEDROOM - MEANVHI LE



THE MARQUI S |ies against his pillow, his eyes flickering
mal evolently in the candlelight. He hears the tinkling of
di nner china outside his door.

I NT. A CORRI DOR - CONTI NUQUS

MADELEI NE carries a dinner tray for THE MARQU S. She
reaches his cell. He slides open his peep-hole. H s voice
has the desperate rasp of a man in w thdrawal :

THE MARQUI S
Madel ei ne, ny sweet...can you snuggle a
paper and quill to me?

MADELEI NE shoves the tray under his door; she glances down
the hall to see VALCOUR stationed there.

MADELEI NE
| don't dare. The Doctor's got his eye
on you, sharper than ever now.

She gives himan apol ogetic | ook, and anbles on her way.
I NT. THE MARQUI S' APARTMENT/ DRAW NG ROOM - CONTI NUQUS

The MARQUI S plops his tray down on his desk. Wne fromthe
carafe sloshes out; a few drops |land on his napkin. He
stares at the pattern of the burgundy drops against the
white of the linen. He traces a finger along the splotch.
H's face lights up; an idea. He grabs the carafe in one
hand.

I NT. THE MARQUI S' BEDROOM - CONTI NUQUS

He steps into the room |In front of him his bed. The
sheets are stretched against it inmmuaculately: not so nmuch
as a winkle. Inch after inch of white; a beautiful blank

page.
CLOSE UP: A ROAST CHI CKEN

The MARQUIS rips into the neat with his hands; he ferrets
out a bone. Next, he takes a tiny carving knife, and
whittles away at it, sharpening its point and hollowing its



marrow. Voila. A make-shift quill. He dips it into the
carafe. Next, he tries a few strokes on the pill ow case
over his desk. It nakes a clean, bold line. H's eyes fil
with grateful tears, and he hugs hinself in the night air.

EXT. THE CHARENTON ASYLUM - NI GHT

One lanp burns in the darkness in the MARQU S chanber; the
sound of a quill scraping across linen.

THE MARQUI S
"DR  MONTALI VET WAS- - PCLI TELY PUT-- A
DI M NUTI VE MAN.  WHEN FLACCID, H'S
MEMBER WAS LI TTLE MORE THAN A BOBBI N
AND- - WHEN ENFLAVED- -1 T TONERED A MERE
FOUR | CHES. TO COVWPENSATE, HE STROVE
TO | MPRESS H' S LADY LOVE WTH A HOST OF
other endowrents; fine-wi ne, fresh
ganme, and a house as l|large as his other
fortunes were small..."

FADE TO
I NT. ROYER- COLLARD S CHATEAU - THE DI NI NG ROOM - CONTI NUCQUS

An enornous tabl e separates ROYER- COLLARD from SI MONE

Even the dining roomis in the mdst of renovation; half
the walls are covered in silk damask; the other half are
bare. SIMONE reads froma thin book. ROYER-COLLARD has had
nore than his share fromthe carafe of wine; he's feeling
"expansi ve" tonight.

ROYER- COLLARD
We've ceiling beans en route from
Provence, and--next week--a nurali st
arrives fromParis, to paint a trompe-
I"oeil in the ballroom

SI MONE doesn't | ook up from her readi ng.

ROYER- COLLARD ( CONT' D)
Doesn't that please you?

SI MONE



(unconvi nci ngl y)
Very much.

ROYER- COLLARD
|'d prefer to have our brandy in the
salon. There we can sit...side-by-
side...before the fire.

SI MONE
I'"d rather read, thank-you.

ROYER- COLLARD
You prefer a book to your husband's
conpany?

SI MONE gl ances down at her hands, trenbling in her |ap. She

can't bring herself to answer.

ROYER- COLLARD ( CONT' D)
Well, no wonder; I'"'monly flesh and
bl ood. That's no match--is it?--for the
printed page.

He stands, sullen, and tosses his napkin onto his plate.

ROYER- COLLARD ( CONT' D)
Good evening, then. | hope you enjoy
your solitude.

I NT. CHATEAU - BEDROOM - A SHORT WH LE LATER

The canopy around the bed is closed. Behind it, a conely
sil houette; SIMONE is awake, reading.

NEW ANGLE: | NSI DE THE CANCPI ED BED - CONTI NUOUS

Dressed only in a night-shift, SIMONE holds a book in one
hand and a candle in the other. She hears footsteps; the
door opens. SIMONE bl ows out her candle. Through the
curtain, she sees the | oom ng shadow of her husband,
carrying a taper of his own. ROYER- COLLARD parts the

dr apes.

ROYER- COLLARD



| apologize if | took a severe tone.

He plucks the book from her hands, and regards its title
for a nonent: A Lady"s Garden of Verse. He sniles,
benused.

ROYER- COLLARD ( CONT' D)
You can't be bl amed for your naivetE,
not when it's chief anong your charns.

He clinbs into bed next to her; she rolls on her side,
facing away fromhim He presses hinself hard agai nst her
back and whi spers hoarsely in her ear:

ROYER- COLLARD ( CONT' D)
Perhaps the Sisters failed to instruct
you in the ways of marriage; the
nightly duty of a wife to her husband.

He takes the hem of her night-shift in hand, and with a
wrenching rrrriiiippp starts to tear it up the rear
SIMONE--terrified at what's to come--seeks solace fromthe
rooms only confort: the porcelain MADONNA fromthe

Pant henont Convent sitting on her nightstand. The VIRGN
exudes a holy light that illum nates SI MONE, even as she's
vi ol ated by her husband.

I NT. THE MARQUI S' APARTMENT - EARLY MORNI NG

Sunlight falls in a crisscross pattern through the grate on
the MARQU S' wi ndow. He snores, asleep at his desk. A
KNOCK

MADELEI NE (V. Q)
Your |i nens!

H s eyes snap open.
| NT. CORRI DOR - CONTI NUOUS

MADELEI NE pounds agai n, glancing nervously at the ever-
present VALCOUR

MADELEI NE



Now or never!

The trap opens, and sheets pour out. MADELEI NE gat hers
them and notices sonething odd. Her face lights up with
amazenent. She unfurls the top sheet. It's covered in
script. She stuffs it down in her basket, and scurries past
VAL COUR

I NT. THE LAUNDRY ROOM - THAT NI GHT

MADELEI NE sits by the fire. She unfolds THE MARQUI S
bedsheet with loving care; like his pillowase, its covered
in words. She starts to transcribe it. MADAME LECLERC
sits near-by in her rocking chair, knitting, her hands
ninble in spite of her blindness. She hears the "scratch,
scratch” of a quill tip across parchnent.

MADAMVE LECLERC
If you won't read it to your own Manma
t hen perhaps you ought not to be
reading it at all

MADEL EI NE
It's not your cup of tea, Mana.

MADAME LECLERC
Cone now, darling, give it a read.

She clears her throat, and begins to read:

MADELEI NE
"Monsi eur Boul oir was a man whose
erotic tastes might discreetly be
descri bed as 'post-nortem'"

MADAME LECLERC can't help it; she smles a naughty smle.
Enbol dened, MADELEI NE starts to read in proud, clear tones:

MADELEI NE ( CONT' D)
"A habi t uE of ceneteries, his proudest
conquest was a maid six decades his
seni or, deceased a dozen years."

MADAVE LECLERC



(interrupting)

Oh, it's terrible! It's too, too
terriblel
(a pause, and then)
well. Go on.
MADEL EI NE
"The vigor with which he nade | ove
caused her bones to dislodge. Still, he

granted her the highest conplinment he
accorded any wonman..."

MADAMVE LECLERC
(on tenterhooks)
Yes?

MADEL EI NE
"Well worth the dig!”

MOTHER and DAUGHTER shriek with delight and revul sion
ANGLE ON: BOUCHON S CELL

He- -t o0o--issues a |l ow giggle, anused by the story, aroused
by its reader..

EXT. THE PAVI LI ON AT CHARENTON - DAWN
MADELEI NE slips the manuscript to the HORSEMAN

MADELEI NE
You asked ny nane once; it's Madel ei ne.

HORSEMAN
Sweet, then? Like the pastry?

He grins and cracks the reins; his horse canters away.
MADELEI NE calls after him

MADELEI NE
Haven't you a nane yoursel f?

He calls back, ever the flirt:

HORSEVAN



Ri de away with ne soneday, and perhaps
"1l tell you.

I NT. THE LAUNDRY - SHORTLY THEREAFTER

MADAME LECLERC sinks the scribbled sheets into a steam ng
vat of boiling water. She shoves it down with a | arge
stirring stick. The water turns red.

EXT. CHARENTON - COURTYARD - LATER

CHARLOTTE and M CHETTE are pulling the sodden sheets from
their baskets in order to hang them They exchange a | ook;
sonet hi ng' s askance. The sheets have an odd crinmson hue.
"Off-color” indeed.

I NT. THE LAUNDRY ROOM - THE NEXT MORNI NG

Steamrises thick as soup fromthe laundry vats. Wth a
flourish, ROYER-COLLARD unrolls a ruddy bedsheet for
MADELEI NE' s i nspection. COULM ER stands by. MADAME LECLERC
creaks back and forth in her chair, anxiously.

ROYER- COLLARD
Your nother nay be blind as a bat, but
you've a keen pair of eyes, haven't
you?

MADELEI NE f | ares defensively on her nother's behal f.

MADELEI NE
Mama's blind on account of the lye in
the laundry kettles; soaking sheets for
| unatics cost the poor woman her sight.

ROYER- COLLARD
This could cost her far nore---

COULM ER
(i ntervening)
You'll get nore fromher with Kkindness
than you will with force.

ROYER- COLLARD



VWhat coul d cause a tincture like this?

MADELEI NE
"monly a |laundress; not a detective.

MADAME LECLERC
(pani cked)
Now s not the tinme to be cheeky, Maddy.

ROYER- COLLARD
Per haps your kettles are stained with
rust. Maybe the lye's turned rancid. O
maybe. ..just maybe. ..

He plucks a candle fromthe wall sconce, and holds it
behi nd the sheet; bl eeding through the fabric, traces of
cursive.

ROYER- COLLARD ( CONT' D)
.. .these sheets once belonged to our
friend, The Marquis.

MADELEI NE
W' ve over two hundred beds. They
coul d' ve been anybody's.

ROYER- COLLARD
Such a fine thread-count? Decorated in
his very own script?

ROYER- COLLARD turns to COULM ER and says deci sively:

ROYER- COLLARD ( CONT' D)
She's lying. It shows in her face.

COULM ER | ooks at MADELEINE, inploringly. Nowis the tine
to tell the truth. But MADELEI NE--though her cheeks are
bl ushing with guilt--doesn't budge.

I NT. CORRIDCOR - QUTSIDE THE MARQUI S CELL

Stacked in the hallway, THE MARQU S' furnishings; his
chai se | ongue, his wardrobe, his bed. Paintings tilted
agai nst the wall; scul ptures sitting upside down. And



trundling fromhis cell, GUARDS. ONE carries drawers,
newy pulled fromchests. ANOTHER, a candel abra and a
crate of nicknacks. Frominside, we hear THE MARQUI S crying
in protest:

THE MARQUIS (O S.)
No! Don't you dare! Touch that, and
["11 have your testicles on toast!
MORONS! THI EVES! Hel p! That's
fifteenth century, you goon! PUT THOSE
| VORI ES DOWN- -

LOU SON cones teetering forth with a wheel barrow, stacked
hi gh wi t h booksAnd--marching down the hall in supervisory
node- - COULM ER.

LOUI SON
Al nost done, sir.

COULM ER
Remenber - - anyt hi ng- - ANYTHI NG he m ght
fashion as a quill. H's entire room

stripped bare.
I NT. THE MARQUI S DRAW NG ROOM - CONTI NUOUS

COULM ER bursts in; THE MARQUI S rails. COULM ER goes ri ght
to work, casing the bedroom orchestrating the further
renoval of itenms fromthe room

THE MARQUI S
So! The Doctor cracks the whip, and
you dance!

He gestures toward the barren space in the center of the
room incredul ous:

THE MARQUI S ( CONT' D)
My bed, gone! Am1l to freeze to death?

COULM ER
(gesturing to GUERI N)
Hi s rug.



THE MARQUI S
And ny chai se--am | being denied the
privilege of sitting--of plopping down
my ass---

GUERI N gat hers the rug, and heads for the door. LOU SON
returns with the wheel barrow, now enpty.

THE MARQUI S ( CONT' D)
That's a Turkish weave, you nunbskull;
it costs nore than you'll earn in your
lifetime-

COULM ER
Val cour. Hi s chair.

VALCOUR and LOUI SON cart out the MARQUI S armchair, orange
peels and all. COULMER starts enptying books fromthe

shel ves into the wheel barrow, pages scatter and bi ndi ngs
break. The MARQUI S decides to "pitch in" with rueful gl ee.

THE MARQUI S
Fine! Take it! Take it all! Here--

He tosses a candlestick into the wheel barrow

THE MARQUI S ( CONT' D)
Careful, it's slippery, you ve no idea
where it's been. A box of Kama Sutra
powder, ready to dust whonever you
pl ease. .

He plucks a snmall statue of the Virgin Mary fromhis shelf.

THE MARQUI S ( CONT' D)
And we nustn't forget Mary, sweet Mary,
the Jewi sh Wore; God's little harlot!

He hurls it into the wheel barrow, too.

THE MARQUI S ( CONT' D)
Virgin birth--ha! An entire religion,
built on an oxynoron!



COULM ER
Ovolle. H's wne.
(back to THE MARQUI S)
From now on, nothing but water at every
nmeal - -

THE MARQUI S
--water!---

COULM ER
--and your neat shall be de-boned.

The MARQUI S attenpts to pirate away a pair of w ne bottles,
but VALCOUR intercepts them

THE MARQUI S
VHY THI S SUDDEN TORTURE?
COULM ER
Because your writing continues,

unchecked.

COULM ER starts plucking THE MARQUI S por nographi c etchi ngs
off the wall. Panicked now, THE MARQUI S rail s:

THE MARQUI S
| DIDN T CREATE THI'S WORLD OF OURS! |
ONLY RECORD | T!

COULM ER
Its horrors, perhaps! Its darkest
ni ght mares! And to what end?
Nothing but your own morbid

gratification--

THE MARQUI S
Morbid gratification? NO | wite what
|'ve seen; the endl ess procession to
the chopping block. W're all lined up

at the guillotine, waiting for the
crunch of the blade. Rivers of blood
are flow ng beneath our feet, Abbe.



THE MARQUI S turns back to COULMER with the eyes of a man
who has seen too nuch

THE MARQUI S ( CONT' D)
|'ve been to hell, young man. You've
only read about it.

COULM ER reali zes--for the first tinme--the full depth of
THE MARQUI S's misanthropy. There's no point in arguing
further.

COULM ER
| amsorry, Marquis. Truly.

He turns and heads into the corridor. THE MARQUI S foll ows
hi m out the door.

| NT. THE CORRI DOR - CONTI NUOUS
THE MARQUI S pulls hi mup short.

THE MARQUI S
Tell me, Priest. These chastity vows of
yours. How strict are they?

COULM ER pauses, stiffening. THE MARQU S turns uncti ous:

THE MARQUI S ( CONT' D)
Suppose you only put i1t in her mouth---

Suddenly, COULM ER | unges at the MARQUI' S, pinning himto
the wall by his neck. VALCOUR, ORVOLLE, GUERI N and LQOU SON
all freeze, ready to pounce. PITOU and DAUPHI N have energed
fromtheir cells, curious about the clammer. CLEANTE

wat ches from hi s peephol e.

THE MARQUI S gives a sly grin; he's hit a nerve. COULM ER
lets THE MARQUIS go with a shove. H's face stone, he heads
back down the | ong hall

THE MARQUI S ( CONT' D)
Pl OQUS LI TTLE WORM -



ORVOLLE and VALCOUR grab him by each arm he glares at
COULM ER, his eyes are wild.

THE MARQUI S ( CONT' D)
In conditions of adversity, the artist
Tlourishes.

They drag hi mback to his cell and slamthe door.
FADE TO
C.U. THE MARQUI S REFLECTI ON

Suddenly, it shatters, splintering like ice. THE MARQU S
has slamred his own fist into a lone mrror. He picks up a
shard of glass and braces hinself. Wth a grinace, he

sl ashes his finger. He winces, a sound | odged sonewhere
bet ween pl easure and pain. Next, he holds his finger over
the ink well, and squeezes. Blood starts to dribble--one
drop at a tine--into the tiny bottle.

LONG SHOT: THE CHARENTON ASYLUM - MORNI NG

Fall at the asylum the topiary has shed its |eaves;
tangl ed branches claw at the air |ike giant, hungry birds.

I NT. CORRI DOR - CONTI NUQUS

MADELEI NE col | ects beddi ng on her routine run. She steps
over VALCOUR, who's snoring loudly outside THE MARQU S
door. The trap opens, and THE MARQUI S grabs her by the
ankl e.

THE MARQUI S
(choki ng back sobs)
Psst. Madel eine. | beg you..

MADELEI NE | ooks down. On all ten of THE MARQUI S
fingertips, bandages torn fromcloth and soaked with
bl oodst ai ns.

MADEL EI NE
VWhat have they done to you now?



THE MARQUI S
Tortures so arcane, so nedi eval, even |
haven't the words to describe them |If
you' ve an ounce of pity in your heart,
you'll throw caution aside, and unl ock
nmy door. .

MADELEI NE gl ances at VALCOUR, who shifts in his sleep.

MADELEI NE
God help nme; | don't dare.

THE MARQUI S abruptly shifts his tone; no tears now.

THE MARQUI S
Don't be a dunce, child. 1[1've a
surprise for you. Now open the frigging

door.

MADELEI NE screws up her courage, and slips the key in the
| ock. She twists the handle, |eaving the door ajar.

I NT. THE MARQUI S' APARTMENT - CONTI NUOUS

THE MARQUI S stands before MADELEI NE, | ooking absolutely
resplendent, in a suit covered in words, all witten in his
own blood. Quite a feat indeed. She gasps; her eyes fil
with tears.

THE MARQUI S
(proudly)
My newest book begins at ny right cuff,
conti nues across ny back, and conpl etes
itself at the base of ny left shoe...

MADELEI NE
| don't believe it!

He turns in a slowcircle, |like a fashion nodel on parade.
A fewtell-tale words are visible: "pikestaff," perhaps.
Maybe "ni pple." MADELEINE can't help it; she blurts a
giggle. THE MARQUIS joins her. Soon, they're both
hel pl ess with |aughter. Suddenly, THE MARQUI S renenbers



VALCOUR, just outside the door. He presses a finger to his
| i ps; MADELEI NE goes silent.

THE MARQUI S
Take your | eave, quickly, so you won't
be bl amed for ny m sbehavior.

Suddenl y--i nmpul si vel y--she kisses him hard, upon the I|ips.

MADELEI NE
You can't be a proper witer wthout a
touch of madness, can you?

She slips out. THE MARQUI S stands for a nonment, stunned by
her unexpected di splay of feeling.

I NT. THE CORRI DOR - CONTI NUCUS

MADELEI NE al nost runs into CHARLOTITE, whose been spying on
her in the hall. CHARLOITE scow s:

CHARLOTTE
Traffic with the Devil, Mddy, and
you'll pay the Devil's price.

Just then, THE MARQUI S slips fromhis cell and scurries
past, a vision in his hand-tailored novel. CHARLOITE s
eyes bulge with astonishnent. MADELEINE grins. Wth a
tremor in her voice, CHARLOITE cries out:

CHARLOTTE ( CONT' D)
Val cour! Valcour!

MADELEI NE breaks into a run, disappearing around the
cor ner.

I NT. CHARENTON - DI NI NG ROOM - DAY

THE FACES OF THE LUNATI CS, AGAPE W TH WONDER. One nouths a
few words, al oud. Another stonps his feet with reckless
ent husi asm

PULL BACK TO REVEAL:



Danci ng down the center of the |ongest table, THE MARQU S.

He ski ps over | oaves of bread, and overturned goblets.
PITQU is reading his wai stcoat;

| eggi ngs.

THE MARQUI S
Feast your eyes!

He thrusts out his ass:

THE MARQUI S ( CONT' D)
Two chapters, one for each cheek! M
WRI TI NG LI VES!

BOUCHON paws at his

G ddy fromthe | oss of blood, THE MARQUI S col | apses on the

table. THE LUNATI CS pounce upon himto read every word;

| aughs with victorious delight.

ANGLE ON:

CLEANTE
(overl appi ng)
"Sister Mary Quesnet had the npst
dextrous vulva in all France--"

DAUPHI N
(overl appi ng)
"---s0 he set about renoving her teeth-

BOUCHON
(overl appi ng)
"She'd never been w th another woman,
never mnd her own nother--"

FRANVAL
"--twin orbs of delight--with her
puckered nouth, she swall owed him
whol e-"

Pl TOU
"She wore her ass proudly---"

THE DI NI NG HALL DOORS, BANG NG OPEN

he



ROYER- COLLARD enters, VALCOUR, GAILLON and CHARLOITE--t he
st ool pigeon--flank himon either side; he spies the
MARQUI S instantly.

ROYER- COLLARD
(to VALCOUR)
Take this beast back to his cage.

Al'l the PATIENTS stare dunbly at the DOCTOR.

THE MARQUI S
Don't tell ne. You' ve conme to read ny
trousers.

On ROYER- COLLARD s face, the utnost contenpt; the MARQUI S
grins, ear-to-ear.

THE MARQUI S ( CONT' D)

Don't keep ne in suspense. Wat'll it
be? Fifty lashes? A night on the
rack?

ROYER- COLLARD
Il won't sully my hands with him

THE MARQUI S
Nor should you. That's the first rule
of politics, isn't it?
(a sly insinuation)
The man who orders the execution never
drops the blade.

I NT. THE MARQUI S APARTMENT - SHORT TI ME LATER

CLCSE UP: COULM ER, whose face bears all the frustration of
a new parent, saddled with an incorrigible child.

COULM ER
You're lucky it falls to ne to punish
you.

PULL BACK TO REVEAL:



sits on the fl oor.

COULM ER ( CONT' D)
If it were up to the Doctor, you'd be
flayed alive.

THE MARQUI S
A man after nmy own heart..

COULM ER
What in God's name am| to do with you?
The nore | forbid, the nore you're
pr ovoked!

THE MARQUI S
| could be convinced to abandon ny
witing, quite voluntarily.

COULM ER
What on earth woul d that require?

THE MARQUI S
A night spent with the partner of ny
choi ce.

COULM ER
You expect nme to pimp Madel ei ne?

THE MARQUI S
I wasn't tal ki ng about Madel ei ne.

The MARQUI S bl ows a kiss in COUMER s direction;
turns a fiery red.

COULM ER
OFF WTH YOUR CLOTHES!

THE MARQUI S
Coul m er, you ani mal!

COULM ER
| DO NOT' MEAN TO FLIRT, MARQU S!

COULM ER paces, to and fro. The MARQUIS, still dressed in
his "novel,"’

COULM ER



THE MARQUI S
Oh, but you nust, ny punpkin! Sex
without flirtation is nerely rape!

COULM ER
NOW STRI P.

The MARQUI S begins to undress, hurriedly. First his
tail coat, then his waistcoat.

THE MARQUI S
My shoes; they're naught but
punct uati on.

COULM ER just glares. THE MARQUI S kicks them off, too. He
twi sts the anber ring off his finger.

THE MARQUI S ( CONT' D)
My jewels, famly or otherw se?

Once again, COULM ER refuses to be roped into THE MARQUI S
little gane. THE MARQUI S seizes the ring in his teeth,
and proffers COULMER a gritted, ugly smle. COULM ER

pl ucks the ring out of his maw. THE MARQUI S now stands in
not hi ng but his stockings and trousers.

COULM ER
Your breeches as wel|l.

THE MARQUI S unhooks the first button on his breeches, then
waits, expectantly, for COULMER to do the rest.

THE MARQUI S
You started this little gane; you
finish it. O haven't you the courage?

COULM ER falters; he wasn't expecting this.

THE MARQUI S ( CONT' D)
(snorting derisively)
| thought not.



He lets his trousers drop. In the dimshadows, the MARQUI S
i s naked now, except for his hair. He sidles up, close, to
COULM ER, his breath in the priest's ear

THE MARQUI S ( CONT' D)
It's a potent aphrodisiac, isn't it?
Power over another man.

COULM ER
Your wig. Renove your w g.

The MARQUI S slides off his wig, and places it over his
privates, swinging it, like the tail of a horse. COULM ER
reaches out and grabs it away.

COULM ER ( CONT' D)
You'll no I onger spread your insidious
gospel, where art's magnitude is the
breadth of its depravity! FROM NOW QN,
YOU WLL NOT EVEN WRI TE YOUR OMWN
| GNOM NI QUS NAME!

So nuch anger seethes between them it's electric.

THE MARQUI S
Are your convictions so fragile that
m ne cannot stand in opposition to
then? I's your God so flinsy? So weak?
For shane!

The thinnest trace of a smle dances on COULMER s |ips;
he's won this round, and he knows it.

COULM ER
Don't flatter yourself, Marquis.
You're not the Anti-Christ. You're
not hi ng but a mal content who knows how
to spell.

Wth that, COULMER exits with THE MARQUIS clothing in his
arms. THE MARQUIS is left al one, naked and pathetic, in an

enpty cel |
I NT. CORRIDOR - MEANVHI LE



ROYER- COLLARD storns down the hall toward MADELEI NE s
quarters, with VALCOUR, GAILLON and CHARLOTTE on his heels.

CHARLOTTE
| saw her with ny own eyes. She put the
key in the latch, just as proud as you
pl ease- -

EXT. CHARENTON - COURTYARD
MADELEI NE' S HEAD, FRAMED AGAI NST THE SKY

Rem ni scent of the GU LLOTINE VICTIMin the film s opening
sequence. A SECOND HEAD | oons into frane. Only--instead
of bel onging to an EXECUTI ONER--t hi s one belongs to
VALCOUR

PULL BACK TO REVEAL

VALCOUR ties MADELEINE's wists to the posts of the well in
the center of the yard. Wth scissors, he slowy cuts the
| aces up the back of her corset, exposing her back. Next,
he raises a steel-tipped nmartinet, poised to whip.

MADELEI NE' s POV: She singles out faces: ROYER- COLLARD, who
wat ches inperiously froma w ndow above, GAILLON at his
side. CHARLOITE, who watches the proceedi ngs with snug
sati sfacti on. MADAME LECLERC, whose foggy eyes are filled
with tears. M CHETTE, LOU SON, GUERI N and ORVOLLE, al

faces ripe with synpathy. And--separated by a fence--the
LUNATI CS- - FRANVAL, PI TOU, CLEANTE, and DAUPHI N anmong them
BOUCHON, a hi deous scar on his cheek fromthe iron, all but
drool s in anticipation.

VALCOUR | ooks to ROYER- COLLARD for perm ssion to strike;
cool |y ROYER- COLLARD grants it. MADELEINE flinches in
anticipation of the blow It cones down, hard.

ANGLE ON: ROYER- COLLARD

As MADELEI NE shudders in pain, the DOCTOR can't help
hi nsel f; he quivers--ever so slightly--with pleasure.



An angry welt appears on MADELEINE's skin. Then another.
She chokes back tears, enduring her punishnent with
dignity. COULM ER bursts forth fromthe CROD.

COULM ER
FREE HER.  NOW.

VALCOUR stops short; he turns to ROYER- COLLARD. THE DOCTOR
stands, nenacingly.

ROYER- COLLARD
He'll do no such thing.

COULM ER
It's a weak nan who tests his nettle on
t he backs of children--

ROYER- COLLARD
This child |et |oose the beast from
its cage--

COULM ER
Madel ei ne' s not wicked. It's the
Marqui s who's corrupted her. That's not
her fault; it's m ne.

COULM ER turns to VALCOUR, and whi spers urgently:

COULM ER ( CONT' D)
Your dagger. Give me your dagger.

VALCOUR | ooks to the DOCTOR;, which superior should he
honor ?

ROYER- COLLARD
LEAVE HER DULY STRUNG

COULM ER reaches out and slides the dagger from VALCOUR s
belt. He slices through the rope that binds MADELEI NE, she
grabs himfor support, and whispers urgently:

MADELEI NE



| was wong to free him but so are
you--for taking all his treasures--his
quill's and his ink--

COULM ER
Not now, or we're both done for.

COULM ER turns back to ROYER- COLLARD and shout s:

COULM ER ( CONT' D)
If only blood will appease you, then
shed ni ne.

ROYER- COLLARD
You' d suffer in her stead?

MADELEI NE
Abbe, no--

COULM ER proffers both fists to VALCOUR

COULM ER
CGo ahead. Bi nd them Bind them.

Rel uctantly, VALCOUR ties Coulmer's hands together. Next,
he hi kes them over the whipping post. He | oosens COULM ER s
vestnments, stripping themto the waist. Next, he raises
his martinet and turns to ROYER- COLLARD for perm ssion to
strike.

ROYER- COLLARD
That won't be necessary.

A sigh of relief fromthe CROAD. As VALCOUR frees him
COULM ER rubs his wists. ROYER- COLLARD stares at himw th
steel eyes.

ROYER- COLLARD ( CONT' D)
If you want to martyr yourself, Abbe,
do it for God. Not a chanbermaid. Now
put your clothes back on.

COULM ER- - chast ened--turns a bl azing red.



I NT. CHARENTON - | NFI RVARY - LATER THAT DAY

MADELEI NE sits on the exam ning table, her bodice pulled
down around her wai st. A severe-|ooking NUN prepares sal ve
for the | ashes on her back. COULMER sits behind a small
fol ding screen--for nodesty--and tal ks to MADELEINE; it

t akes consi derable strength of will to keep from peeki ng at
her .

COULM ER
Had | known your taste in novels, |
never woul d've taught you to read.

MADEL EI NE
Don't say that; reading' s ny salvation

COULM ER
But why nust you indulge in his
por nogr aphy?

MADELEI NE
It's a hard day's wages, sl aving away
for madmen. What |'ve seenin life, it
takes a lot to hold ny interest.

The NUN presses a sponge against a particularly nasty gash;

MADELEI NE ( CONT' D)
o

COULM ER
But why heap such ghastly fantasies
atop an already ghastly existence?

MADEL EI NE
| put nyself in his stories. | play the
parts. Each strunpet, each nurderess.

COULM ER
Wiy not act the role of heroines
i nstead? Queen Esther fromthe Bible,
or St. Joan?

MADELEI NE



(sinply:)
If I wasn't such a bad worman on the
page, Abbe, |I'Il hazard I couldn't be
such a good wonan in life.

The NUN has fini shed dressing her wounds; MADELEI NE st ands.

COULM ER S POV: Through the partition in the screen
COULM ER catches a glinpse of MADELEI NE' s body: the upturn
of her breasts, the soft slope of her back. He turns away,
ashamed.

COULM ER
This is no place for a child Iike you.

I NT. ROYER- COLLARD S CHATEAU - ATRI UM - LATER

ROYER- COLLARD sits at a table, |edger before him MONSI EUR
PROUI X on one side, GAILLON on the other. Lining up for
paynment, various CRAFTSMEN. a BRI CKLAYER, perhaps, A
CARPENTER, A GARDENER. The DOCTOR hands a small sheath of
bills to a particularly | arge STONE- MASON. When the STONE
MASON steps out of the frane, the DOCTOR is confronted by a
surprising sight: an incensed RENEE PELAQ E

ROYER- COLLARD
Good God, Marqui se--

RENEE PELAG E
I"mon the brink of bankruptcy; ny
husband' s resources are all but
exhausted. And to what end, | ask you?

ROYER- COLLARD gl ances behi nd her; nore MEN await paynent.

ROYER- COLLARD
This is neither the tinme nor the place-

RENEE PELAG E
If only you'd remained true to our
contract! Opiates, for his nerves!
Restraints! The man warrants a bed of
nails- -



ROYER- COLLARD
(sotto voce)
| can say, wth the utnost sincerity,
that every franc you' ve given ne has
been put to sterling use.

RENEE PELAQ E gl ances about the room taking inventory of
its contents.

RENEE PELAG E
That much is painfully clear.

He stands and announces:

ROYER- COLLARD
Gentleman, if you'll excuse us...only a
nmonment . . . t hank you, thank you..

Am dst grunbl es, GAILLON clears the room closing the door
behi nd him MONSI EUR PROU X hovers behind it, |istening.

ROYER- COLLARD ( CONT' D)
You've no right to assault nme in this
fashion; 1'Il call for ny footnan
["ll have you renoved- -

RENEE PELAG E
Am |l a cursed wonan, Doctor? Must | be
betrayed by every nman | neet--

SI MONE appears on the bal cony above. She's overheard the
commoti on, and senses sonething is am ss. The DOCTOR shifts
his gaze, staring up at her; RENEE PELAG E notices that the
DOCTOR s attention has been diverted, and whirls around to
face SI MONE

RENEE PELAG E ( CONT' D)
Ah!  This nust be the little Muadane.

SIMONE offers a faint, uncertain smle.

SI MONE
How do you do?



RENEE PELAGQ E
I nmust confess, | envy you.

SI MONE
Envy nme? But why?

RENEE PELAG E
Your husband's nane brings you honor,
doesn't it? You can wal k down the
street wthout insult; without falling
debri s.

RENEE PELAG E' s brow darkens with sinister pleasure; she
gestures at the riches in the room

RENEE PELAG E ( CONT' D)
But suppose the whole world knew t hat
all this splendor was the result of
fraudul ence? O extortion?

SI MONE stares at her husband, al arned.

SI MONE
Wiy has she cone here?

RENEE PELAGQ E continues to address SI MONE, even as she
fi xes her stare upon the DOCTOR

RENEE PELAG E
Public scorn carries a terrible sting.
Trust me. |'ma wonan who knows.

ROYER- COLLARD
It's |ibelous; you wouldn't dare.

RENEE PELAG E
And why not? My fortune, siphoned away.
My reputation, past repair. |'ve
nothing left to | ose.
(her eyes narrow ng)
Si |l ence ny husband, or you'll cone to
know an infanmy to rival his own.



RENEE PELAG E gl ances at SI MONE, who gl ances at her
husband, who gl owers back at RENEE PELAJ E.

EXT. A SEEDY BACKSTREET - PARI S

A YOUNG WOMAN navi gates the winding streets. In her el egant
attire--notably the broad-brinmed hat which conceal s her
face--she's clearly out of place in this neighborhood.

VENDORS i n cranped shanties and nake-shift stalls cry out
to THE WOVAN as she passes. Their VO CES fade in and out of
one-anot her, like a denmented chorus. The FIRST is a hairy,
toot hl ess bag o' bones:

FI RST VENDOR
Psst...Madenoiselle....l've only a few
doses of Spanish fly left...

The WOVAN conti nues on her way, w thout glancing back. Her
cape billows behind her. The SECOND VENDOR i s a scurvy
little jackal indeed.

SECOND VENDOR
Cat-o0'-nine-tails here, guaranteed to
raise a welt...

The THHRD--a feisty little DWARF--has not hing but herself
to sell. She coos to the WOVAN:

THI RD VENDOR
Curious, aren't you? If | can pleasure
me-sel f, | can pleasure you, too..

At the end of the line, the WOMAN reaches the nost decrepit
booth of all. She reaches to ring the tiny bell, and the
knocker falls off in her hand. She pounds on the door with
her fist instead. From WTHI N, scurrying sounds. The DOOR
cracks open a sliver, and an EYE peers out:

VO CE
(with an insinuating lilt)
Yes?



I NT. PAWNBRCKER' S - CONTI NUCUS

The PAWNBCOKER s a sinister fellowwith shifty eyes. His
CUSTOMER is none other than SI MONE, the DOCTOR s wi fe. She
gl ances about to ensure that the coast is clear.

SI MONE
(covertly)
I"min search of a book; perhaps you
know it.

She slips the PAWNBROKER a scrap of paper; he reads it,
then regards her warily.

PAVWNBROKER
I"ve only got copy left; rescued it me-
self fromthe bonfire.

SI MONE bats her eyes, hopefully. The PAWNBROKER si ghs,
reaches under the counter, and pulls up a STRONG BOX, wth
a chain yoking it to the floor. The PAWNBROKER reaches
hi gh on a shelf for the hidden key.

SI MONE
Pl ease hurry. My husband | ocks the door
at dusk.

THE PAVWNBROKER opens the lock, and lifts the lid; in the
box, Justine. SIMONE scrounges in her purse for the
requi site francs.

PAVABROKER
Sweet little thing like you shoul dn't
be readi ng such filth anyway.

SI MONE
| grew up in a convent, sir.
Everything | know in the world, | owe

to books.
And the book itself al nost seens to speak..

THE MARQUIS (V. Q)
"To the young mai dens of the world..."



I NT. RC CHATEAU - BEDROOM - LATER

SIMONE is at her vanity, with a letter-opener and a gl ue
pot. Gently, she | oosens the cover off A Lady"s Garden of
Verse.

THE MARQUIS (V. Q)
"West yourselves free fromthe tyranny
of virtue, and taste wi thout shane the
pl easures of the flesh..."

She slathers it with glue, and starts affixing it to her
new y- pur chased copy of the Marquis de Sade.

THE MARQUI'S (V. QO.) (CONT' D)
"Mal e power lies in the clench of a
fist. But a wonman's power |ies
el sewhere..
FADE TO:

I NT. ROYER- COLLARD S CHATEAU - BEDROOM - THAT NI GHT

ROYER- COLLARD snoozes in his nightcap. SIMONE has her head
deep in a book: A Lady"s Garden of Verse.

THE MARQUI S (V. Q)
in the velvet cavity betwixt her
thighs..."

The light fromher oil lanp irritates THE DOCTOR, he opens
one eye.

ROYER- COLLARD
It's late, Sinobne, darling. Put your
poens asi de.

SIMONE just licks her forefinger, and turns the page.
| NT. CHATEAU - DI NI NG ROOM ATRI UM - THE NEXT DAY

PROUI X hol ds a swatch agai nst the dining roomwall for
SI MONE' s approval : the Napol eonic crest, in royal blue

PROUI X



O--if you prefer--a Florentine
t apestry?

SI MONE gl ances at ROYER- COLLARD, who's preoccupied with the
FOREMAN in the atrium She turns to PROU X and sm | es:

SI MONE
Are you a literary man?

PROUI X
Excuse nme?

Fromthe folds of her skirt, SIMONE pulls her book.

SI MONE
| so admire men with an appetite for...
books.
Intrigued, PROU X takes the parcel. He
opens the book and peers under the
false cover. H s face turns bright
red.

PROUI X
Madane, how could you...... have you
actually read this vol une?

SI MONE
["ve nenorized it. Wuld you like me to
recite?

She giggles. PROU X joins in, know ngly.

PROUI X
There cones a tinme in a young |ady's
life when she has to cast book's aside,
and | earn from experience.

SI MONE cocks her head at a coy angl e:

SI MONE
(a chal l enge:)
That, Monsieur, requires a teacher.

I NT. THE LAUNDRY ROOM - DAY



COULM ER is paying a visit to MADELEI NE and MADAME LECLERC.
The OLD WOVAN si ps tea; MADELEINE fol ds | aundry.

COULM ER
|'ve good news; | hope you'll agree.

THE TWO WOVEN | ook to him expectantly.

COULM ER ( CONT' D)
I'"ve found enpl oynent for you both with
t he Wdow Rougenont in town.

MADELEI NE' s al arnmed; she doesn't want to | eave Charenton.
COULM ER does his best to keep the news upbeat:

COULM ER ( CONT' D)
You'll have your own cottage on the
grounds, and ten francs a nonth to use
as you pl ease.

MADAMVE LECLERC nearly drops her teacup in delight.

MADAME LECLERC
You're nore than a priest; you're an
angel! Ain't he, Maddy?

MADEL EI NE
It's because of the Marquis, isn't it?

COULM ER
In part, yes.

MADELEI NE
(quietly)
He's not the nan who's cast a shadow

her e.
COULM ER knows what she says is true, but can't admt it.

COULM ER
The Doctor's a respected man, a friend
of the court--

MADELEI NE



| haven't been to see the Marquis for
ages. And | won't--ever again--1 swear
it. I won't speak to him | won't even
utter his name--

COULM ER
Is that a prom se you can truly keep?

She can't answer. COULM ER gl ances at MADAME LECLERC;, her
bl i ndness gives himlicense to touch MADELEI NE. He strokes
her cheek; she presses his hand tightly against her face.

COULM ER ( CONT' D)
Charenton has changed; it's not safe
for you here.

MADELEI NE
|"ve you to |l ook after me, haven't [?

EXT. ROYER- COLLARD S RENOVATED CHATEAU
The place | ooks i mmacul ate down to the |ast detail.

MONSI EUR PROUI X
"Most Esteened Dr. Royer-Collard. At
|l ong | ast, your Chateau is conplete.”

CLCSE ON: THE W NDOW OF THE CHATEAU

Through it, we see PROU X, sitting in an open dressing gown
at a small cherry-wood secretary, proof-reading a note.

MONSI EUR PROUI X ( CONT' D)
"You'll find everything in its assigned
pl ace. "

I NT. CHATEAU - BEDROOM - CONTI NUCUS

MONSI EUR PROUI X
"The chintz draperies, the English bel
pull's, even the ivory door stops. Only
one detail is mssing..."



He emits a series of staccato noans followed by a | ong
sigh. SIMONE rises frombetween the ARCH TECT's | egs. Her
cam sol e is askew, and her face is agl ow

MONSI EUR PROUI X ( CONT' D)
"...your wfe."

SI MONE
Tell himl'mno fool. A prison's stil
a prison, even with Chinese silk and
chandel i ers.

MONSI EUR PROUI X

"By the tinme you read this, we'll be
| ong gone; bound for England or points
beyond. . ."

SI MONE
Tell him-if he uncovers our
wher eabouts--you' || slit your wists
with a razor, and I'll plunge a hat-pin

t hrough ny heart.
MONSI EUR PROUI X
(genui nely touched)
You'd do that, rather than forsake our
| ove?

S| MONE
No. But tell himl woul d.

PROUI X' s face falls. SIMONE s | eans over and whispers in
his ear to console him

S| MONE ( CONT' D)
Sign it quickly. Then you can ravish ne
again. On linens for which he so dearly
paid.

PROUI X rebound with puppy-dog eagerness; he traces her |ips
with his forefinger.

MONSI EUR PROUI X
Yes, on the satin twill...and then, |
beg you, on the bear-skin rug in his



study...and finally...as a crowning
gesture....we'll |eave puddl es of |ove
on the Peruvian mar bl e!

Slowy, he inserts his finger all the way into her nouth.
SI MONE sucks on it happily, like an infant nursing a teat.

FADE TO
EXT. CHATEAU - LATER

ROYER- COLLARD wal ks up the inpressive steps to the front
door, GAILLON at his heels. Stuck there--with a quil
pen--a letter. He plucks it, glances back at GAILLON, then
starts to read. H s iron jaw begins to quake.

I NT. CHATEAU - ATRI UM - CONTI NUQUS

He rushes through the grand foyer, up the magnificent
staircase.

| NT. CHATEAU - BEDROOM - CONTI NUCUS

Lyi ng haphazardly in the center of the mattress: A Ladies”
Garden of Verse. ROYER-COLLARD makes a grab for it, only
to turn it over and discover its true contents. A prinal
cry rises in ROYER-COLLARD s throat. Savagely he rips into
the pages with his bare hands, shredding them THE MARQUI S
words flutter down |ike snow. They fill the screen

LONG DI SSOLVE TO
I NT. CHARENTON - DUNGEON

CLCSE UP. THE MARQUI S’ FACE, as the words trickle down,
then gradually disappear. Hs hair is sopping wet. His skin
is a pale blue, lined with purple veins. H's teeth chatter,
and he sputters for air. A |loud CRANK, and he di sappears
fromthe frame with a start

PULL BACK TO REVEAL

THE MARQUI S, STRAPPED | NTO THE CALM NG CHAI R I N THE DUNGEON



GAI LLON flips the lever. THE MARQUI S rises fromthe frigid
bat h; his expression is one of distilled fury. He cries
out --ferociously--to an UNSEEN PRESENCE

THE MARQUI S
Show your face! I've a right to see ny
I nqui sitor! You' ve an aptitude for
torture | really quite admre--we're
cut fromthe sanme cloth, you and I--

GAI LLON gi ves anot her YANK, dunking THE MARQUI S again with
a |l oud SPLASH Wen he rises, THE MARQU S hi sses at
GAl LLON:

THE MARQUI S ( CONT' D)
It thrills you, doesn't it, to hurt ne
thus? Look, you're solid as bone,
you' re straining your trousers--

Anot her dunk, another splash. THE MARQUI S tries a new tact:
THE MARQUI S ( CONT' D)

Stop, | beg you! I'lIl wite
dainty stories! COdes to
Virtue! If even your God wl|
forgive ne, so should you--

Dunk, splash. Now, THE MARQUI S roars:

THE MARQUI S ( CONT' D)
EACH ABUSE- - EACH TORMENT- - ONLY
CALCI FIES MY RAGE! DON T YOU SEE, YOU
MORON? YOU SELF- Rl GHTEQUS FUCK! THE
LONGER YOU CONTINUE YOUR VEXATIONS, THE
DEEPER YOU ROOT MY PRINCIPLES IN MY
HEART---

ANGLE ON: THE DUNGEON DOOR

W see the recipient of THE MARQU S spl een: peering
t hrough t he peephol e, ROYER-COLLARD. In his eyes, sone
smal | neasure of vengeance, sated. He slips out of sight.



I NT. MADELEINE'S ROOM - THAT NI GHT

MADELEI NE t osses and turns on the straw mattress she shares
with her nother; perspiration plasters her hair to her
face. Finally, she crawl s out of bed, and slips out of the
room

I NT. CORRI DOR - CONTI NUCUS

Torches |ight the way as MADELEI NE noves down the corridor.
In the distance, we hear sounds previously unassoci ated

wi th Charenton: the clanking of chains and the wailing of

I nmat es. Perhaps GAILLON t hunders down the hall, PITOU and
DAUPHI N under each arm At |ast, MADELEI NE reaches the
ABBE s quarters, and raps on his door.

I NT. COULM ER S QUARTERS - CONTI NUQUS

COULM ER draws on his robe, and cracks the door. MADELElI NE
slithers inside. He whispers:

COULM ER
You shouldn't be calling on ne, not at
this hour; suppose the ni ghtwatchman
saw you, or the cook--

COULM ER sticks his head out the door, glancing to and fro,
then closes it tightly; he can't disguise his pleasure at
seei ng MADELEI NE

MADELEI NE
(cutting himoff:)
Don't turn us out, Abbe.

COULM ER
“Turn you out ?"

Sonewhere, a patient wails in the night; another pounds his
head agai nst stone. Al Charenton runbles with discontent.

MADEL EI NE
It's a sin against God for ne to refuse
your ki ndness. But ny heart's held fast
here. ..



COULM ER
By whon?? The Marqui s?

MADELEI NE
(with a rueful little |augh)
Mot her's not half so blind as you.

COULM ER under st ands the nagni tude of MADELEI NE' s

confession; he also knows--all to well--its futility:
COULM ER
Madel eine, |....there are certain

things...feelings...we nust not voi ce.

MADELEI NE
Why not ?

COULM ER
They incite us to act. In ways we
shoul d not...cannot...a |l esson the
Marquis would do well to |earn.

MADELEINE's so full of feeling that she starts to cry.
COULM ER reaches for her, and takes her in his arns.

COULM ER ( CONT' D)
Don't. Shhh. You nustn't...

He feels her body against his own. Hi s resistance spent,
they kiss. Abruptly, he pulls back.

COULM ER ( CONT' D)
Go back to your room Quickly.

MADEL EI NE
What ? What' ve | done?

COULM ER
Don't cone back, not tonight, not
agai n- -

MADEL EI NE

You'll hate nme now, won't you?



Wth no choice before him he |lies:

COULM ER
I LOVE YOU, MADELEINE, AS A
parishioner--as a child of God- -

COULM ER swi ngs open the door. He sumons all his
wi || power:

COULM ER ( CONT' D)
My vows are mne and mne alone. So
are ny failings. Forgive ne.

Stung, MADELEINE stifles a sob. She gives COUMER a final
hurt | ook and slips out the door. Alone now, COUMER tries
to wal k off his arousal, circling the roomlike a prisoner
in a cage. |npulsively, he goes to the door and opens it
agai n.

I NT. THE CORRI DOR OUTSI DE COULM ER S QUARTERS - CONTI NUOUS
He sees the figure of a GRL, lurking in the shadows.

COULM ER
Madel ei ne- -

Furtively, the GRL steps forward; it's CHARLOITE. She
shoots himan accusatory glare; COULM ER ducks back i nsi de,
hi s heart poundi ng.

I NT. ANOTHER CORRI DOR

MADELEI NE, still smarting from COUMER s rejection, wal ks
down the gloony, forbidding hall. She stops. Sonmewhere
deep within, MADELEI NE makes a sudden, irrevocabl e

deci sion. She abruptly turns around, heading toward the

MARQUI S.

I NT. COULM ER S QUARTERS

COULM ER kneels on the floor of his cell, his vestnents
| onered around his waist. He prays. Clutched tightly in his
hand, a brai ded scourge.



COULM ER
“...Lead us not into tenptation..."

He cracks the whip against his bare back; it |eaves a
wi cked stripe. H's body flinches, but his voice doesn't
waver .

COULM ER ( CONT' D)
“...but deliver us fromevil..."

And anot her crack. ..
| NT. THE CORRI DOR QUTSI DE THE MARQUI S QUARTERS

MADELEI NE wat ches as VALCOUR turns a corner. Once the
coast is clear, she scranbles for her key.

I NT. THE MARQUI S' APARTMENT

She slips inside. She holds up her candle and--crunpled in
the corner--THE MARQUI S. He gl ances at her, a wounded
ani mal .

MADEL EI NE
They' ve taken your cl othes?

THE MARQUI S
They decreed ne a savage, and now t hey
have nmade ne one.

MADELEI NE- - enbar r assed- - abruptly turns away.

THE MARQUI S ( CONT' D)
Surely you' ve seen a man naked.

MADELEI NE
It's only been described to ne. In
your books.

She rallies and turns to squint at him seated in the
gl oom

MADELEI NE ( CONT' D)
| nmust say, in your novels you stoke
t he nost unrealistic expectations.



MADELEI NE'

THE MARQUI S
You're far crueler than I, nmy sweet.
MADELEI NE t osses her shawl to himwhich
he fastens like a skirt around his
wai st .

MADEL EI NE
The Abbe's sending ne away. He fears
for nme here, what with the |ikes of
you- -

THE MARQUI S
Don't be fool ed, Madel eine! He fears
for himself. He's |ike a man starving,
and you--ha!--you're like a pork chop
dol | oped with heavy cream -

MADEL El NE
He's a man of God; he's true to his
VOWS.

THE MARQUI S
First and forenost, he's a MAN. You
remnd himof that fact, and he
resents you for it.

s brow darkens; she knows it's true.

THE MARQUI S ( CONT' D)

Don't you see, ny sweet? 1In us, they
see their own appetites, stripped bare.
And so we are reviled; we are beaten,
we are trounced, we are ridiculed, and
we are silenced.

(past hopel essness)
What's to be done? It's the artist's
| ot.

I n MADELEI NE, sonething stirs. An idea.

MADELEI NE
It needn't be; not if you' ve anot her
story.



THE MARQUI S
How do you propose | wite it? Wth
dust, upon the air?

MADELEI NE
You could whisper it through the walls
of your cell

MADELEI NE sees THE MARQUI S perk, ever-so-slightly.

MADELEI NE ( CONT' D)
Yes; that's it! A final volley fromus

bot h!
THE MARQUI S
CGo on, child.
MADELEI NE

Tonmorrow ni ght, whisper a newtale to
your nei ghbor, Ceante. He'll whisper
it to his neighbor Dauphin, who'l

whi sper it to his neighbor Franval ---

THE MARQUI S
(getting the idea)
--who' Il whisper it to Bouchon--

MADEL EI NE
--whose cell lies next to the |inen
cabinet! There, arnmed with a quill of
ny own, |I'Il commt it to paper!
THE MARQUI S
(wth real nonmentum now)
Yes! You shall. O course you shall-

MADELEI NE
(practically squealing)
A tale more horrible than all the rest
combined!

THE MARQUI S
Sonet hing to nake the angel s weep, and
the Saints to gasp for air....



H ki sses her fingers, one by one.

THE MARQUI S ( CONT' D)
Practice your handwiting, my |ovely.
So you'll do my words justice.

She nods, even as her eyes fill wth happy tears.
EXT. CHARENTON - COURTYARD - DAY

A runbl e of thunder from overhead; a stormis approachi ng.
MADELEI NE tugs a sheet off the line. Standing behind it,
COULM ER. MADELEI NE--startled--gives a little cry.

COULM ER
Madel ei ne- -

Angrily, tugs down the next sheet.

MADELEI NE
You don't fear the Marquis' sway on ne.
You fear your own.

COULM ER reaches to take her by the arm

COULM ER
If you'd grant ne a final favor, I'd
i ke the chance to explain nyself--

MADELEI NE
(nasty, but tinged with hurt:)
Don't conme any cl oser, Abbe. God"s
watching.

She grabs her basket by both handl es and--insolently--
skirts COULM ER and heads inside. COUMER starts to
follow, but in response she hurries her step.

I NT. EXT. THE CHARENTON ASYLUM - THAT NI GHT

The sky cracks open with a deafening sound. Lightning
cracks. Rain begins to pelt the stone walls of Charenton.

I NT. THE LI NEN PANTRY - A SHORT TI ME LATER



MADELEI NE swi ngs open the door and sets down her |aundry
basket. She lights a small wall sconce, filling the room
with an orange gl ow. She cl oses the door behind her. Next,
she clears a space for herself on a small sew ng table,
pushi ng aside a pin-cushion, bolts of thread, and a heavy
pair of scissors. She lifts a sheet off the top of the
basket. Under it, a stack of parchnent, an inkwell, and a
quill. She renoves each item one-by-one. An EYEBALL

wat ches her every nove.

I NT. BOUCHON S CELL

BOUCHON s hunched on the floor, peering through the old
wooden door. A belt hoists his sack-cloth trousers above
his waist. He's been dislodging bricks fromthe interior of
his cell wall to reveal the hidden door to the pantry.

I NT. THE MARQUI S' APARTMENT

The MARQUI S di sl odges a snall stone fromthe wall, and
peers into the neighboring cell

THE MARQUI S
Psst...Cl eante! Are you there? ARE YOU
THERE?

I NT. CLEANTE' S CELL

CLEANTE is a study in nervous tics; his eyes blink, his
ears w ggle, and his nouth quivers.

CLEANTE
Marqui s? |Is that you?

I NT. THE MARQUI S' APARTMENT

THE MARQUI S
For fuck's sake, who else would it be?
The witching hour's arrived; you've
alerted the others, yes?

I NT. CLEANTE' S CELL

CLEANTE



["'mno longer a man! 1 awoke to
discover 1°d turned into a sparrow!

CLEANTE begins to warble. THE MARQUI S stares through the
wal | at CLEANTE, eye-to-eye. His words are hypnoti c:

THE MARQUI S
Yes, well, | awoke to discover 1'd
turned into a cat. If you don't do as |
say, I'll sink ny little fangs into

your drunsticks, and suck the nmarrow
strai ght out of your bones.

CLEANTE
(trenbling convul sively)
At your service, Count.

THE MARQUI S
Now gi ve the signal.

CLEANTE lets | oose with a piercing trill, to alert his
conpatriots.

I NT. DAUPHIN S CELL

He sparks to the sound; at last, it's tine!

I NT. FRANVAL'S CELL

He | ooks up from his readi ng, candle in hand.

I NT. BOUCHON S CELL

Even he registers the whistle with a | ow grunt.
I NT. THE LI NEN PANTRY

MADELEI NE whi spers a tiny prayer, clutching the ink pot to
her bosom

I NT. THE MARQUI S' APARTMENT

THE MARQUI S
And so we begin...



Wth a certain inprovisatory relish, THE MARQUI S begins to
spin his tale:

THE MARQUI S ( CONT' D)
"Qur story concerns the prostitute
Fanchon, whom Nature equi pped with a
tight and downy fissure between her
thighs, and the nost finely cleft ass
ever noul ded by the hand of God..."
Through the chink, THE MARQUI S hears
CLEANTE noani ng, ever so softly,
masturbating to the tale. THE MARQU S
bar ks:

THE MARQUI S ( CONT' D)
CLEANTE

I NT. CLEANTE' S CELL

CLEANTE springs into action, rushing to the opposite side
of the room and perching on a chair. He whispers through a
hole by a beamin the ceiling:

CLEANTE
"Fanchon was a prostitute with a tight
and downy fissure between her
thighs..."

He starts to forget the phrase; THE MARQUI S hi sses from
across the room

THE MARQUIS (O S.)
...the most finely cleft ass...

I NT. THE MARQUI S' CELL
Under his breath, THE MARQUI S frets:

THE MARQUI S
My glorious prose, filtered through the
m nds of the insane?
(a sudden, consoling thought)
Who knows? They m ght inprove it.



I NT. DAUPHI N S CELL

DAUPHI N crouches, listening, as CLEANTE transmts the
wor ds:

CLEANTE (O S.)
"...and the most finely cleft ass ever
nmoul ded by the hand of God!"

He scurries across the roomto relay the words to--
I NT. FRANVAL'S CELL
- - FRANVAL.

DAUPHIN (O. S.)
“...a harlot, she was, nane of Fanchon,
with a dowy fissure and a heavenly
ass..."

FRANVAL | opes over to the wall he shares with BOUCHON. He
renmoves a small scul ptured crucifix, revealing a gap in the
st one.

FRANVAL
Psst ... Bouchon. ...

I NT. BOUCHON S CELL

BOUCHON still busy peeping on MADELEI NE, heedl ess of
FRANVAL.

FRANVAL (O.S.)
.. . BOUCHON!

D stracted, BOUCHON turns in the direction of FRANVAL's
voi ce. FRANVAL has to whisper loudly so the story carries:

FRANVAL (O. S.) (CONT' D)
..."S about a harlot named Fanchon,
with a downy fissure and a heavenly
ass...."

BOUCHON s lips curl in a grin.



MADELEI NE (O. S.)
Bouchon! You've sonething for ne,
haven't you?

Al nost shyly, BOUCHON ekes out the words:

BOUCHON
"...a downy fissure, and a heavenly

ass. ..

MADELEI NE (O. S.)
(urgently)
You nust renenber each word, exactly as
it's told to you. Yes? Yes?

I NT. THE MARQUI S' APARTMENT

THE MARQUI S
"One day, Fanchon's first client was a
surgeon. He ran his fingers across her
naked skin, pulling apart folds of
fl esh, inspecting each and every
follicle..."

I NT. CLEANTE' S CELL

CLEANTE
"One day, Fanchon was visited by a
surgeon. He ran his fingers across her
naked skin, pulling apart folds of
flesh, inspecting follicles..."

I NT. DAUPHI N S CELL

DAUPHI N
"One day, a surgeon cane to visit
Fanchon. He felt her naked skin,
pul ling at her folds, fingering every
hair..."

I NT. FRANVAL'S CELL

FRANVAL



"One day, a surgeon cane to visit...
feeling her naked skin...pulling at her
folds..."

| NT. BOUCHON S CELL
BOUCHON gives a low giggle; it's a naughty story, this one.

BOUCHON
"One day, a surgeon...ran his fingers
over her naked skin...her naked
skin...naked..."

I NT. THE LI NEN PANTRY
MADELEI NE wites as fast as she can.

MADEL EI NE
(nuttering)
...yes, I've got that bit...

I NT. THE MARQUI S' APARTMENTS - CONTI NUOUS

THE MARQUI S
(savouring the words)
"What shall | ready?" asked Fanchon.
"My nmouth, my ass or ny succul ent
oyster?"
| NT. CLEANTE' S CELL
CLEANTE
"What shall | ready?" asked Fanchon.
"My nmouth, my ass or ny succul ent
oyster?"
I NT. DAUPHI N' S CELL
DAUPHI N
"What' Il it be?" she asked. "M/ nouth,

my ass or my succul ent oyster?"
I NT. FRANVAL'S CELL

FRANVAL



"My nouth," she asked, "My ass or ny
succul ent oyster?"

I NT. BOUCHON S CELL

BOUCHON s really in the spirit now

BOUCHON
"Whi ch hole? My nouth, ny ass or ny
succ...succ...succ... succul ent

oyster?"
I NT. THE LI NEN PANTRY - CONTI NUQUS
MADELEI NE scripts the words "succul ent oyster."
I NT. THE MARQUI S APARTMENT

Now THE MARQUIS is seized by inspiration; this story is
vile! Truly vilel

THE MARQUI S
"None!" cried the surgeon, brandi shing
his scalpel. "I'Il carve new orifices

where.._there..._were...none.._before!"
He | aughs, delighted at his own powers of invention.
I NT. CLEANTE' S CELL
CLEANTE cl aps hi s hands, rapturous.

CLEANTE
"None!" cried the surgeon, brandi shing
his scalpel. "I'Il carve new orifices
where there were none before!"

I NT. DAUPHI N S CELL

DAUPHI N s so excited by the tale, he slaps his bald head
wi th both hands.

DAUPHI N



"None!" cried the surgeon. "I'Ill carve
new orifices where there were none
before!"

I NT. FRANVAL'S CELL

FRANVAL' s aroused; he adjusts the rising staff in his
trousers.

FRANVAL
"None!" he cried. "I'l|l carve new
orifices where there were none before!"

| NT. BOUCHON S CELL
BOUCHON r enpves one brick, then another.

BOUCHON
"I"Il carve new...new...NEW..orifices
where there were none before!l”

I NT. THE LI NEN PANTRY
MADELEI NE scri bes the word "carve."
I NT. THE MARQUI S' APARTMENT

H s face pours sweat; he's in a state of orgasmc
exci tenment.

THE MARQUI S
"Wth that, Fanchon expelled a scream
so extravagantly pitched, that the
surgeon was obliged to tear out her
t ongue---"

I NT. CLEANTE' S CELL

CLEANTE
(besi de hinsel f)
"Wth that, Fanchon expelled a scream
so extravagantly pitched, that the
surgeon was obliged to tear out her
t ongue---"



I NT. DAUPHI N S CELL

DAUPHI N
(exhi |l ar at ed)
"Wth that, she screaned so | oud that
the surgeon was obliged to tear out her
t ongue---"

I NT. FRANVAL'S CELL

FRANVAL
(red-faced)
" She screaned--so |ong and so | oud--
that the surgeon was obliged to tear
out her tongue---"

I NT. BOUCHON S CELL

BOUCHON whi ps off his belt; his trousers crunple to the
fl oor. He hooks the buckle over the head of a nail in the
hi nge. Next, he twists the belt around his hand for

| everage and begins to pull.

BOUCHON
(rife with guilty pleasure)
"She screaned, so he felt he shoul d--he
felt he ought--to tear out her tongue--

I NT. THE LI NEN PANTRY

MADELEI NE wets the tip of her quill with her own tongue,
and then transcri bes the sane word. ..

I NT. THE MARQUI S APARTMENT - MEANVH LE

THE MARQUI S
"To seal the wound, he took a poker
fromthe fire--"

I NT. CLEANTE' S CELL

CLEANTE



"...a poker...he took a poker fromthe
fire..."

I NT. DAUPH N S CELL
DAUPHI N stares, still hypnotized by FRANVAL'S candl e.

DAUPHI N
"A poker fromthe fire! Fromthe
fire...fromthe fire...the fire, the
fire, the fire!"

He reaches through the hole and steals the candlestick; The
wax scalds his hand; he hurls it onto his bed with a yelp.
The mattress bursts into flane.

I NT. FRANVAL'S CELL
FRANVAL's left high and dry; coitus interruptus indeed.

FRANVAL
Dauphin? What's the next bit? You
must tell me the next bit...

I NT. BOUCHON S CELL

Qut si de, sounds start to grow, DAUPHI N, hollering "fire"
fromhis cell. Qher LUNATICS--agitated--pounding on their
cell floors. BOUCHON wests another nail fromthe hinge.

I NT. THE LI NEN PANTRY

MADELEI NE
(a frightened whisper)
Pl ease. The words. Tell nme the words.

ANGLE ON: MADELEINE' S QUI LL, PO SED TO WRI TE

MADELEINE (O. S.) (CONT' D)
I can"t hear the words.

| NT. CORRI DOR
Snoke pours out from beneath DAUPHIN s cell, and into the
hall. VALCOUR--several guards in tow-races down the

corridor to investigate.



I NT. THE LI NEN PANTRY

MADELEI NE hears their footsteps rushing past, and the
rising cry of "fire!" She cracks the door slightly and
peers out, transfixed by what she sees.

MADELEI NE' S POV: She gl ances to her right, intine to see
VALCOUR and his MEN tearing open DAUPHI N s door. Snpke
pours forth. The GQUARDS are disoriented; it stings their
eyes, and fills their lungs. They stunble; VALCOUR coughs,
t hen doubl es over. As he wetches, DAUPH N clips the keys
fromhis belt and slips outside.

MADELEI NE senses that all hell is about to break |oose; she
cl oses the door, and turns pack to retrieve her parchnent
and tell-tale quill. She glances up to see--with horror--

t hat BOUCHON s door has been di smantl ed. She stands and
backs away, until she bunps into a HULKING FI GURE. She
turns. It's BOUCHON, sew ng scissors in hand. MADELEI NE
tries to calmhim her voice trenul ous:

MADEL EI NE
Remenber your manners, Bouchon, I|ike
t he Abbe says.

But his leer tells the truth. She tries to dodge him but-
-with a lunge--he's upon her.

MADELEI NE ( CONT' D)
HELP ME! ABBE! SOVEONE. .. ANYONE. . .OH,
GD. . .

I NT. THE MARQUI S APARTMENT/ CORRI DOR - MEANVHI LE

The MARQUI S recogni zes the how i ng voice down the hall
H s face goes white.

THE MARQUI S
Madel ei ne. . . MADELEI NE! !

I NT. CLEANTE' S CELL

In a trance-li ke state, CLEANTE continues to mmnmc the

MARQUI S.



CLEANTE
Madel ei ne! Madel ei ne!

I NT. FRANVAL'S CELL

FRANVAL
Madel ei ne! Madel ei ne! Madel ei ne!

I NT. CORRI DOR

DAUPHI N runs up and down the hall, VALCOUR s keychain in
hand, unl ocking cell after cell. The LUNATICS pour out.
They pick up the sing-song cry, scream ng Madel ei ne's nane
at a hi deous pitch.

LUNATI CS
Madel ei ne! Madel ei ne!l NMadel ei ne!

I NT. COULM ER S QUARTERS

COULM ER s awakened by the sounds of the LUNATICS crying
"Madel ei ne! Madel eine!™ He starts pulling on his vestnents
with trenbling hands.

I NT. THE SERVANT' S CORRI DOR/ MADELEI NE'' S ROOM

COULM ER rushes down the hall and gl ances into MADELEI NE s
QUARTERS. MADAME LECLERC lies alone in the bed she shares
wi th her daughter.

COULM ER
Madel ei ne- -

MADAME LECLERC stirs, reaching out for her child, patting
the | unpy mattress, hoping to touch her.

MADAVE LECLERC
Maddy? Were are you now? Maddy?
| NT. CHARENTON - MAI N STAI RCASE (LUTON
HOO)

A burning pillow cascades down, trailing straw. As
COULM ER bounds downstairs, he catches sight of a figure: a
CHAMBERMAI D, rushi ng past.



COULM ER
Madel ei ne- -

He foll ows her, dodgi ng MADMEN brandi shing broonsti cks,
bedsheets, and the splintered remants of furniture.

I NT. CHARENTON - | NFI RVARY

The CHAMBERMAI D enters the infirmary; COULM ER races after
her. He has to fight his way past Charenton's MOST D RE
CASES, who lurch toward himin the snokey haze |ike

zonbi es. An agi ng MADMEN with el ephantiasis; a WTHERED OLD
CRONE in a stolen nun's habit with a hideous grin, her
hands thrust under her own skirts; ONE Al LI NG MADVAN
carries ANOTHER t hrough the nmurk; a demented pieta. In the
background, curtains bl aze.

COULM ER cat ches sight of the CHAMBERMAI D. He nmekes a bee-
line for her, grabs her by the arm and swirls her around.
It's not MADELEINE at all, but CHARLOTTE. COULM ER can't
help it; his face betrays di snay.

CHARLOTTE
It's her fault the Devil's unl eashed
hi msel f upon us...it's her fault...

COULM ER t hrusts CHARLOTTE asi de.

COULM ER
Madel ei ne! Madel ei ne!

From outside, a horrible scream COULMER s eyes fill wth
al arm

I NT. ROYER- COLLARD S OFFI CE

ROYER- COLLARD enpties the last dregs fromhis wi ne bottle;
a pitiful little puddle in the bottomof his glass. Before
him the asylumrecord books in grave disarray. GAlILLON

| ounges in a near-by chair. As the DIN of the RI OT grows

around them they exchange a | ook; one that says "W knew

this woul d happen. How could it not?"

EXT. CHARENTON - TERRACE



COULM ER, soaked in the rain, searches the courtyard. Al
around him WARDS--1i ke pagans--are stripping off their

cl othes, dancing in the storm PITOU rides atop GUERIN s
shoul ders; LOU SON tries to beat himoff with an andiron.

The scream agai n; COULM ER whirls around, expecting to see
MADELEI NE. Agai n, his hopes are dashed. It's M CHETTE,
pinned to the wall, set upon by a group of LASCI VI QUS
WARDS, their linbs all intertwned in an orgiastic frenzy.
ONE BESTIAL MAN turns to | ook at COULMER, his eyes wild, a
scrap of M CHETTE s clothing dripping fromhis nmouth, |ike
a flap of flesh.

COULM ER dives in to rescue her, but--instead--he's set
upon by nore M SCREANTS, who tug at his robes and paw at
his hair, like creatures turning on their Master.

I NT. CORRI DOR QUTSI DE ROYER- COLLARD S OFFI CE

From above, the insistent, denonic chanting of Mdel eine's
nanme. GAILLON bursts fromthe office and nmakes for the
stairs; ROYER-COLLARD strides out after him glancing

i mperiously this way and that.

I NT. THE MARQUI S APARTNMENT

THE MARQUI S
(a desperate how)
MADEL EI NE

EXT. CHARENTON - TERRACE
Still fending off MADMEN, COULM ER bel |l ows at the sky:

COULM ER
MADELEI NE

I NT. QUTSI DE THE LI NEN PANTRY

As he passes, ROYER- COLLARD hears a scuffle fromwthin
He pauses, and reaches for the knob. Just then, he hears
COULM ER and THE MARQUI S in the distance, each crying out
for MADELEINE. Fromthe pantry, her voice:



MADELEI NE (O. S.)
Abbe? |Is that you?...He nmeans to kill
me...save nme as you have before...| beg
you...l"'msorry for all that I
sai d...please...oh, please...

ROYER- COLLARD s face calcifies with hate. Frominside, a
heart-piercing scream He feels a surge of victory in his
chest, and lifts his hand fromthe knob.

I NT. THE GRAND STAlI RCASE AT CHARENTON

C nders fall from above. Poised along the stair, ORVOLLE
VALCOUR and GAILLON. They're passing pails of water upward

in an effort to quell the flames. ROYER- COLLARD joins the
l'ine, passing a sloshing bucket from ORVOLLE to VALCOUR

ROYER- COLLARD
Qui ckly now Al together nen, as one!
ORVOLLE | ooks at him surprised to see
t he al oof DOCTOR suddenly so pro-
active.

ROYER- COLLARD ( CONT' D)
QUICKLY! Before it reaches the rafters
on the upper floors--
GAI LLON gazes at his BOSS wth gl ow ng
adm ration. Comng down the stairs--
di soriented in the snoke and the nel ee-
- MADAME LECLERC. Wth one hand, she
clings to the railing. Wth the other,
she grasps at the air.

MADAVE LECLERC
Maddy! Where are you, child? Maddy!

The LUNATI C QUARTET--in their night drawers, their faces
bl ackened wth ash--trundle after her, playing a jaunty
t une.

I NT. OQUTSI DE THE MARQUI S' APARTMENT



COULM ER- - hi s cassock torn and soaked through, his face
scrat ched--races down the stairs THE MARQU S, neanwhil e,
screans bl oody nmurder fromthe peephole in his cell

THE MARQUI S
Let me out your norons! Let me |oose!

COULM ER catches his eye, and shoots an accusatory gl are.
"You' ve played a part in this, haven't you?" he seens to be
asking. THE MARQUI S turns silent, even stony, staring back
at COULMER with lethal eyes. COULM ER noves on

I NT. BOUCHON S CELL

COULM ER races through the room He sees the disnantl ed
door, lifted off its hinges, |lying sideways agai nst the
wal | .

I NT. THE LI NEN PANTRY

COULM ER S EYES DART FEVERI SHLY ABOUT; THE LI NENS ARE
DRENCHED | N BLOOD. HE GLANCES DOMN AT HI S FEET; HE SEES A
FEW Pl ECES OF PARCHVENT. HE PICKS UP A SHEET. THE LAST
SENTENCE READS ""tear out her tongue'™ before trailing off
the page. He recogni zes the curve of MADELEINE s script.
Hi s heart poundi ng, he noves toward the |aundry room
terrified of what he mght find. Underfoot, a grow ng poo
of water.

COULMER S POV: At the far end of the |aundry room
BOUCHON, dripping wet, his lower |ip quivering |ike a
naughy child, recedes into the shadows. Meanwhile, MADAME
LECLERC energes fromthe snoke, clutching her stirring
stick like a pike for protection. THE SOUND OF WATER
SLOSHI NG  She turns, her face full of dread.

ANGLE ON: THE LAUNDRY VAT. Water cascades down the sides
of the vat. MADAME LECLERC clinbs atop her pedestal,
inserts her stick into the brew, and begins to stir.

COULM ER stands, dizzy, the room spinning around himin a
mad whirl that becones...

THE SW RLI NG WATERS OF THE LAUNDRY VAT



Rising to the surface |like a phantomfromthe m st,
MADELEI NE. Her skin is translucent blue. As her corpse
rolls in the water, we see that it is riddled with scissor
gashes.

CUT TO
EXT. CHARENTON PAVI LI ON - THE NEXT DAY - DAWN

The sun turns the horizon a feverish red. In the distance,
a cock crows. ORVOLLE and LQOU SON nail wooden pl anks
across Charenton's w ndows; WORKMEN fortify the grounds
with barriers. The asylum stands, |ike an injured beast,
too obstinate--and now, too cruel--to die.

ANGLE ON: THE PAVI LI ON. The HORSEMAN waits, but there's
no one to greet himwth a manuscript. A final, lingering
| ook and--dejected--he turns to | eave. Hs horse rears up
on its hind legs in distress, then gallops away through the
nor ni ng m st.

I NT. BOUCHON S CELL - THAT AFTERNOON

The door swi ngs open, and light illum nates BOUCHON. As
soon as he sees VALCOUR and GAILLON in the doorway, he
scuttles under his cot.

VALCOUR
Now, now. Don't be shy. W've a nice
surprise just waiting for you..

BOUCHON peers out from beneath the bed.

VALCOUR ( CONT' D)
That's a good boy.

I NT. THE DUNGEON - M NUTES LATER

Sweat trickles in tiny rivulets dow BOUCHON s forehead. W
hear the CREAK of HI NGES; a netal cage snaps over his face.

PULL BACK TO REVEAL:

VALCOUR AND GAI LLON, SOLDERI NG SHUT THE | RON DUMWY



BOUCHON s eyes bul ge as he's encased--forever--in a
sar cophagus nade of steel.

PULL BACK EVEN FURTHER TO:

I NT. ROYER- COLLARD S COFFI CE -
MORNI NG

ROYER- COLLARD cl oses the door to the dungeon, and cracks
his knuckles with barely-controlled fury. COUMER sits,
hi s head bowed.

ROYER- COLLARD
O course, we nmustn't bl ane Bouchon;
he's nerely one of Nature's
experi ments, gone
awy. No discipline. No conscience. No
norality.

He rears up from behind his desk:

ROYER- COLLARD ( CONT' D)
IN FACT, IT IS OUR DUTY TO PROVI DE
THOSE THINGS ON HI'S BEHALF. IS I T NOTI?
COULM ER rai ses his head. Hi s eyes are
red fromcrying, but he's resol ved not
to lose his tenper before the DOCTOR

COULM ER
As you say, Doctor.

ROYER- COLLARD
He was so i npressed with the Marquis'
tale that he chose to re-enact it, yes?
Upon a certain chambermaid.

COULM ER nods. ROYER_COLLARD blithely sticks the knife in
and gives it a turn.

ROYER- COLLARD (cont' d)
Per haps you'll be so kind as to rem nd
me of her nane. ..

COULM ER



| beg you, Doctor, don't make ne say
it.
ROYER- COLLARD
HER NAME, ABBE.
COULM ER chokes back a sob and nmanages:

COULM ER
Madel ei ne.

THE DOCTOR tosses MADELEI NE's bl oody manuscript onto the
center of the desk, and lays into COULM ER savagel y:

ROYER- COLLARD
So tell me: when you®re called before
God, how will you answer for
Madeleine®s death?

| NT. CORRI DOR - SHORT Tl ME LATER
COULM ER bl azes down the hall, torch in hand.
INT. A PIT - CONTI NUOUS

COULM ER clinbs down a spiral stair built along the
paraneters of an enornmous pit. In its center, a LUNATIC,
crouched in a feral pose. He wears a heavy iron collar
with four |Iong chains, each strapped to a different wall in
the room He no |onger resenbles a man; he | ooks |ike a
beast, trapped in a stone cage; it's THE MARQU S. He peers
into the gloomw th wol veri ne eyes.

COULM ER
Mur der er !

THE MARQUI S bl urts, defensively:

THE MARQUI S
Oh, I'mto be blaned now, am|?

COULM ER
Your words drove Bouchon to--

THE MARQUI S



For fuck's sake, Abbe! What am | to do?
Police ny readers as you police nme?
Suppose one of your precious wards had
attenpted to wal k on water and drowned?
Wul d you condemm the Bible? 1 think

not!
COULM ER
An 1nnocent child i1s dead.
THE MARQUI S
(icily)

So many authors are denied the
gratification of a concrete response to
their work. | am blessed, am | not?

This flagrant disregard for MADELEI NE cuts through

COULM ER

COULM ER
It's no secret that you | oved her.

THE MARQUI S
Oh, that's rich--comng from her
lapdog- -

COULM ER
| saw the longing in your eye--

THE MARQUI S
--that was | ust--

COULM ER
--the passion in your heart--

THE MARQUI S grabs his own crotch

THE MARQUI S
Don't confuse one organ w th another--

COULM ER
I know, because 1 felt i1t myself--

THE MARQUI S



I WANTED TO FUCK HER, THAT'S ALL!

COULM ER
AND DI D YQuU?

THE MARQUI S
I T"S NOT' YOUR PROVI NCE TO ASK

COULM ER
You're no stranger to rape, Marquis;
and yet with her, you cooed. You
courted. You begged.

THE MARQUI S
Go to hell
COULM ER
Wiy was it you never took her by force?
THE MARQUI S
Wio's to say | did not?
COULM ER
Was it inpotence?
THE MARQUI S
NEVER!
COULM ER

Then it nust've been love--
The MARQUI S chokes on COULM ER s | ast word.

THE MARQUI S
| FUCKED HER COUNTLESS TI MES! I N EVERY
ORI FI CE! AND ALL THE WHI LE, SHE PLEAD
FOR MORE- -

COULM ER
(triunphant)
We inspected the body, Marquis. She
died a virgin.



A stunned pause. The MARQU S cracks--a tiny cry at first,
whi ch erupts into genuine sobbing. He sinks to his knees,
and claws the dirt with his hands. Finally, he whispers:

THE MARQUI S
G ve her a proper burial. In the
churchyard, at ny expense. Do not inter
her sweet body in the sanme ground as
the devils who inhabit this accursed
pl ace.

A pause, and then:

COULM ER
Your terrible secret, revealed. You're
a man, after all.

Suddenl y- - savagel y-- THE MARQUI S spits in his face.
COULM ER wi pes away the indignity. He stands, severe now.

COULM ER ( CONT' D)
Al'l that remains now is your
puni shrent .

THE MARQUI S extends his arm

THE MARQUI S
| dare you. Stab ny flesh. Wich one
of us wll bleed?

COULM ER
Tonmorrow, we'll cut out your tongue.

For once, THE MARQUI S' bal ks.
CUT TO
| NT. OPERATI NG THEATRE - CONTI NUQUS
CLOSE UP: THE MARQUI S' LEFT HAND
VALCOUR nanacles it to an operating table.

CLCSE UP: THE MARQUI'S' RI GHT HAND



VALCOUR cuffs it, too.

Next, GAILLON splays the MARQUI S feet, and clanps themin
irons. He buckles |eather restraints around the MARQUI S
torso. The MARQUI S cranes his head, and glances at the
table beside him On it, primtive nedical instrunents,
laid out omnously in a row. A RAT scurries across them
GAI LLON sharpens his blade on a stone. COULM ER wat ches.

GAI LLON
|'ve opiumto nunb the pain.

COULM ER

(crisply:)
Qur intention here is punitive. If we
nunb the pain, what's the point?

The MARQUI S twists his neck to find the PRIEST:

THE MARQUI S
Abbe de Coul m er!

COULM ER
|''m here.

THE MARQUI S
Surely you'll grant ne a final word.

COULM ER
(terse)
O course.

The MARQUI S' eyes flash with mal evol ence.

THE MARQUI S
Would that 1 were so easily silenced.

COULM ER wrenches his hand free. GAILLON raises his
scal pel, and | ooks to COULM ER for perm ssion to begin.
COULM ER nods.

I NT. QUTSI DE THE OPERATI NG THEATER



Fromw thin, an animal cry. COULM ER wal ks down t he
corridor, away fromthe grisly proceedings. On his face, a
tiny flicker; perhaps--somewhere deep down in his soul--he
feels the thrill of victory.

I NT. CHARENTON. ROYER- COLLARD S OFFI CE - A SHORT Tl ME LATER

The DOCTOR i s knee-deep in paperwork; COULM ER bursts into
the room He slans a glass jar down on the DOCTOR s desk.
Bobbling in al cohol, THE MARQUI S' tongue, so |ong and
serpentine it's wapped around a dowel .

ROYER- COLLARD
(surprised)
My, nmy. You have exceeded ny
expect ati ons.

COULM ER
And ny own.

ROYER- COLLARD
How is the patient faring?

COULM ER
Poor | y.

ROYER- COLLARD
And you? It nust've been an ordeal.

COULM ER
|'"'mnot the first man God has asked to
shed blood in Hs nane. | will not be

the | ast.

ROYER- COLLARD
WIIl you sleep soundly tonight?

COULM ER
(faltering)
No, sir. Plainly put, | never expect

to sl eep again.
| NT. CHARENTON - CHAPEL - LATER



On a slab in the center of the chapel |ies MADELEI NE
draped in white silk. A CREAK as the door opens. COULM ER
approaches the body, and places a weath of new y-cut
flowers at MADELEINE s head. He kneels to pray. In a voice
choking with enotion, he nunbles:

COULM ER
"In nomne patris et filii et spiritu
santu..."
A bead of sweat trickles down
COULM ER s face. He takes the hem of
MADELEI NE' s deat h shroud, and w pes the
dropl et away. The shroud slides off
MADELEI NE' s face. She |lies dormant.
Her skin is rosy, and her |ips are
slightly parted. Unable to resist,
COULM ER tugs the shroud off further,
exposi ng her shoul ders. COULM ER
marvel s at her breasts, sloping beneath
the fabric. H's heart pounds like a
kettle drum
I mpul sively, COULM ER pulls the shroud
all the way off. MADELEINE |ies before
him flaw ess. There are no wounds, no
sign of the gore which acconpani ed her
deat h.
He gazes at her with an al nost chil d-
i ke wonder. Slowy, he circles the
body. Tentatively, he reaches out his
finger to touch her lips; to trace the
white porcel ain of her coll arbone;
per haps even graze his hand across her
breast. He hesitates, then he |eans
down to kiss her. [It's an al npost
chaste nonent, but it stuns her awake.
MADELEI NE | i ves. COULM ER | eaps back
al armed. But MADELEI NE w aps her arns
around his neck. She returns the kiss,
passi onately.
It's all the encouragenent COULM ER
needs; he crawl s astride her on the
sl ab. Soon, he's running his hands in



and out of her rounded thighs, feeling
each holl ow, each noist crevice. H's
touch grows fromgentle to frantic as
desi re nounts.

MADEL EI NE
Ah!
Roughly, COULM ER parts her |l egs. She
grabs his back, her nails digging into
his skin, as though she were hangi ng on
for dear life. Wth a guttural sound--
his Id, at |ast unleashed--COULM ER
grinmaces with pleasure and enters her.
One savage thrust; then two. His eyes
light on the crucifix hangi ng across
fromhimon the wall
ANGLE ON: THE CRUCI FI X. CHRIST' s
forehead is pierced through wth
nettles, and blood flows in tiny rivers
down his face. He stares at COULM ER

ANGLE ON, COULM ER who shudders and gl ances down at the
body beneath him

COULM ER s POV: The lifel ess corpse of MADELEI NE, bearing
t he wounds which killed her, desecrated, on the cold
mar bl e.

ABRUPT CUT TO

I NT. COULM ER S QUARTERS -
NI GHT

COULM ER s eyes bolt open. He lurches upright, and tries
to stay the bile rising in his throat. A |oud knocki ng at
hi s door.

VALCOUR (O. S.)
Abbe! You'd best conme qui ck.

I NT. CORRI DOR - CONTI NUQUS

VALCOUR and COULM ER nove down the hall |ike bullets down
the barrel of a gun.



INT. THE PI'T - CONTI NUOUS

VALCOUR unl ocks the wought-iron gate, and they enter.
Gasping for breath, VALCOUR covers his face with a
handkerchief. He raises his lantern. In the din--
flickering orange--words. Everywhere, words. On the
ceiling. Witten on the floor. Etched on the walls. It's
as if the TWD MEN have stunbled into the tonb of

Tut ankhanmen, with its glyphic texts, or a Sanskrit nonunent
covered in synbols.

VALCOUR
He spat into his own filth. Made
hi nsel f a ki nd of paint.

COULM ER stares, awe-struck. He can't help but be
i npressed; the effort is nothing | ess than Hercul ean.

COULM ER
Dear Cod.

COULM ER gl ances down to the pit's base. There, the
MARQUI S Iies, his face pale and his breathing shallow In
spite of his decrepitude, there's the ook of triunph in
his eyes. A |look which says, "I persevered."

COULM ER rushes to him He feels for his heart-beat; it's
faint. The MARQUIS tries to speak, but the soil ed bandage
across his nmouth prevents him He can only nmurmur. COULM ER
calls up to VALCOUR

COULM ER ( CONT' D)
Free hi s nouth.

VAL COUR
Mustn't do that, sir.

COULM ER
I nmust grant himhis last rites.

VALCOUR
| don't take ny orders fromyou; not
anynore.



COULM ER
You' d deny a dying man his sal vation?

Sul lenly, VALCOUR tosses his knife down to the ground, then
recedes into darkness. COULMER tenderly cradles the
MARQUI'S' head in his lap, and nops his brow He takes the
knife and delicately snips the bandage; it falls away.
Slowy, painfully, the MARQU S parts his lips. He coughs
for air. He tries to speak, but--sans his tongue--he can't
f orm wor ds

COULM ER ( CONT' D)
Shhh. .. shhh. ..
(praying softly)
Dear Heavenly Father. Prove Your
infinite nmercy, and open Your gates to
this man, no less Your child than any
ot her.

COULM ER ki sses the MARQUI S forehead. He nakes a pai nful
adm ssion for the first tinme:

COULM ER ( CONT' D)

There is...in each of us...such
beauty... and such abomi nati on.
No...man...is ...exempt.

The MARQUIS tries to smile. COUMER smles, too, his eyes
brimmng with tears. The old affection between the two nen
is evident, even now.

COULM ER ( CONT' D)
Forgive him Forgive us all
COULM ER pl aces the small ivory
crucifix of his rosary over the
MARQUI S' s nout h.

COULM ER ( CONT' D)
There now. Ki ss the cross.

A flicker of life in the MARQU S's eyes; a remant of his
old self. He opens his nouth savagely, and grabs the
crucifix in his teeth.



COULM ER tries to west it out, but the MARQU S cl anps down
tighter with his teeth. The chain breaks; rosary beads go
stream ng across his face, bouncing across the stone floor.
Wth concerted effort--al nost gaggi ng--the MARQUIS
swallows. COULM ER wat ches, appalled. W see the shape of
the cross--in relief--as it inches down the MARQU S

gull et, beneath his skin. Finally--with a last gul p--the
cruci fix goes down; The MARQUI S has ingested Christ.

THE MARQUI'S' pupils roll back into his lids. He stares at
COULMER with a lifel ess gaze. COUMER finally breaks; he
lets loose with a primal cry:

COULM ER (cont' d)
000000000000 RN

I NT. DAUPHI N S CELL - MEANWHI LE

DAUPHI N i s shackled to the wall; his skull has been

trephi ned, and bears the trace of his own barbaric surgery.
He hears the scream echoing down the corridor. Hs face
contorts in enpathetic pain.

INT. PITOU S CELL - MEANWH LE

Pl TQU desperately covers his ears with his hands, but he
can't ward off the sound.

I NT. CLEANTE' S CELL - MEANWH LE

CLEANTE--sitting atop a crudel y-fashi oned perch--hears his
Master, and lets |oose with an urgent whistle.

| NT. THE DUNGEON - MEANVHI LE
BOUCHON peers out from his human cage.
INT. THE MARQUIS PIT

COULM ER s whol e face contorts in pain and rage; a nman
crying deep fromwithin the Belly of the Beast.

FADE UP ON:

THE BRI GHT, SHI NI NG FACE OF THE NEW ABBE DE RI CHARD



He has all the optimsm-the i1dealism--that COULM ER once
brought to the halls of Charenton.

SUBTI TLE: ONE YEAR LATER
PULL BACK TO REVEAL:
I NT. CHARENTON CORRI DOR - SOVETI ME LATER

ROYER- COLLARD greets ABBE DU MAUPAS, a youthful priest with
a face filled with optimsm he carries a small traveling
val i se.

ROYER- COLLARD
Vel cone to Charenton, Abbe du Maupas.

ABBE DU MAUPAS
' m pl eased to have the new post, sir.

ROYER- COLLARD
I"mafraid that our endowrent has
shrivelled to a nere pittance; we're
the | aughing stock of all France. But-
-on a happi er note--

The DOCTOR sniles, and pats the ABBE jovially on the arm

ROYER- COLLARD ( CONT' D)
--the hospital is now In my sole
command.

ABBE DU MAUPAS all but runs to keep pace with the DOCTOR.

ROYER- COLLARD ( CONT' D)
Here each man nust work for his keep.

ROYER- COLLARD swi ngs open the gate to the work-room for the
ABBE DU MAUPAS.

I NT. CHARENTON ASYLUM WORK ROOM - CONTI NUQUS

The place is abuzz wth the sound of industry; the bowels
of Charenton have been transfornmed into a veritable
publ i shi ng house.



ROYER- COLLARD
The Charenton Press, Abbe.

ROYER- COLLARD waves toward a bank of printer's desks, where
a few PATI ENTS- - FRANVAL anong them -are setting type, their
fingers blackened by printer's ink.

ROYER- COLLARD ( CONT' D)
The conpul sive inmates set the type--

He gestures toward sewi ng and bi nding tables, where
DAUPHI N- - anong ot hers--bi nd the books, their aprons sticky
wi th gl ue.

ROYER- COLLARD ( CONT' D)
--and the listless ones do the binding.

ABBE DU MAUPAS
It's remarkabl e, Doctor. The patients
are so subdued; so docile.

ROYER- COLLARD
They' ve the satisfaction only a hard
day' s | abor can provide.

CLEANTE turns the handle on a giant press. PITOU pl ucks out
t he pages--one-by-one--and hangs themon lines to dry.
ABBE DU MAUPAS notices the title page: Opus Sadicum.

ABBE DU MAUPAS
(stunned)
| don't believe it. The Marquis de
Sade? You're actually publishing his
novel s?

ROYER- COLLARD
Ever since his unfortunate death,
there's been a surge of interest in his
work. I'Il use the profits to restore
Charenton to her fornmer glory.

A WOMAN S VO CE (O S.)
Ch, Doctor.



It's CHARLOTTE. No |onger a common chanbernmai d, she | ooks
respl endent now in a dress befitting a young woman of
station; perhaps a future DOCTOR s bride.

CHARLOTTE
You've a neeting with Herr Becker at
four o' clock. He wants to publish a
Swi ss edition--on gilded paper, bound
i n cal fskin.

ROYER- COLLARD
Thank-you, Charlotte.

CHARLOTTE turns coquettish; she and the DOCTOR exchange a
telling smle; theirs is nore than a professional alliance.

CHARLOTTE
My pleasure. Truly.

ROYER- COLLARD
Have a | ook at page seventy-four; |'ve
turned the corner down...

EXT. THE COURTYARD - NMEANWH LE

VALCOUR and GAI LLON | oad crates of books onto wagons.
M CHETTE--idling by the well--watches as the COACHMEN
depart, charging toward Paris and beyond.

I NT. CORRIDOR - M NUTES LATER

ROYER- COLLARD escorts the young ABBE on a tour, passing
t hrough t he PATI ENT's WARD

ROYER- COLLARD
O course, everything's not as
har noni ous as it seens. | hope you' ve
a strong constitution.

ABBE DU MAUPAS
My years tending the lepers at St.
Emilion steeled me for life's grisliest
of ferings, Doctor.



ROYER- COLLARD
We''ve still a few | one incurabl es.
Prone to violence, to perversion.

They reach THE MARQUIS old cell; the peephole is open.
ABBE DU MAUPAS steps forward to get a | ook at the MADVAN
inside; A FIGURE stands with his back to us. His hair is
| ong and unkept. The PATI ENT speaks:

VO CE
So you're ny successor. Yes?

Slowly, the speaker turns around. It's COUM ER The ABBE-
-startled-- exchanges a | ook with ROYER- COLLARD; who is
this haunted figure?

ABBE DU MAUPAS
My successor?

COULM ER barks a scabrous | augh, then abruptly changes his
tone. He presses hinself against the door, and inplores DU
MAUPAS.

COULM ER
Listen to ne, Abbe, and listen well.

He casts a sidelong gl ance in ROYER- COLLARD s direction:

COULM ER ( CONT' D)
|'"ve stared into the face of evil...
(back to the ABBE:)
...and I've lived to tell the tale.
Now. . . for your own sake...let nme wite
it down.

ROYER- COLLARD
G bberish, nmy friend. He rants and he
raves- -

COULM ER of fers the DU MAUPAS a chall enge, urging himto
defy ROYER- COLLARD

COULM ER



Prove you' ve an ounce of Christian
charity...Bring ne parchnent. ..
ink...and a quill.

ABBE DU MAUPAS | ooks to the DOCTOR, what should he do?

ROYER- COLLARD
You' Il do no such thing. This patient
poses a grave danger, to hinself and to
ot hers.

Wth lightning speed, COULM ER reaches through the
peephol e, grabbi ng ROYER- COLLARD by the collar. He yanks
him hard, against the door, strangling himwith his own
cravatte. The DOCTOR s face starts turning purple.

ABBE DU MAUPAS pauses for a nonent; who should he honor?
H s enployer, or the mad prophet in the cell? |Inpulsively
he acts, |oosening COULMER s grip on the DOCTOR. ROYER-
COLLARD gasps for air.

ABBE DU MAUPAS
Are you all right, sir?

COULM ER
Don"t you see--

ROYER- COLLARD
(interrupting)
Don"t you see, Abbe?

A pause, and then contenptuously:

ROYER- COLLARD ( CONT' D)
Some nen are past redenption.

ROYER- COLLARD strai ghtens his collar and snoot hs back his
hair, and starts striding back down the hall. ABBE DU
MAUPAS- - queasy now -foll ows, but he can't hel p gl ancing
back at COULM ER

COULM ER (O S.)
Aquill! Aquill, goddamm you! A QUILL!



I NT. COULM ER S CELL

Di scouraged, COULM ER slides down to the ground, defeated.
He hardly notices when the trap opens, and a bundl e of
sheets tunbles forth. Hoping against all hope, he folds the
top sheet back. There--nestled in the fabric--an ink well,
parchnment, and a quill. He leaps to his feet, and slides
open the peephole. Staring back at him the mlKky eyes of
MADAME LECLERC.

MADAMVE LECLERC
Use it well; you owe her that.

COULM ER s eyes fill with grateful tears.
ANGLE ON: MADAME LECLERC, TEETERI NG DOMWN THE HALL

As she goes about her rounds, she sings THE MARQU S' song,
Claire de la Lune.

A QUILL PEN, FLI CKERI NG ACRCSS THE PAGE

It seens to dance. The VO CE OF THE MARQUI S rises up
fromthe stone walls of Charenton:

THE MARQUIS (V. Q)
"Bel oved Reader....l |eave you now with
a tal e penned by the Abbe de Coul mer,
a man who found freedomin the
unl i kliest of places. At the bottom of
an inkwell; on the tip of a quill."

COULM ER scribbles away with all the fervor--the m ssion--
of a man frantic to inpart his story to the world.

THE MARQUIS (V. Q) (CONT' D)
"Be forewarned: its plot is
bl oodsoaked, its characters depraved
and its thenes unwhol esone at best.
But in order to know virtue, we nust
acquai nt ourselves with vice. Only
then can we know the full neasure of
man.



Sunlight ignites COULMER s face. A smle flickers across
his Iips.

THE MARQUI'S (V. QO.) (CONT' D)
So cone, | dare you...turn the page..."

COULM ER begins to hum Claire de la Lune as we FADE TO
BLACK.

THE END



