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TITLE:  FRANCE - OCTOBER 15, 1917

EXT. SAINT-LAZARE PRISON STEPS PRE-DAWN

MARGARETHA ZELLE 
steps from the iron gates of the prison flanked by FOUR UNIFORMED MEN, her face hidden by a veil.  She is dressed fashionably in a dark blue suit and velvet hat, standing almost a full head taller than her captors.  The press has caught the scent of blood and surrounds the group of cars waiting at the bottom of the stairs.

A crowd pushes forward, SHOUTING and CURSING at the sight of her.  She doesn’t flinch.

VOICE FROM THE CROWD

Kill the spy!

The crowd CHEERS.  Margaretha stares up at the still dark sky, breathing in the morning air.  An aged nun, SISTER LÉONIDE, weeps and clings to her arm as they are led to an awaiting car with drawn blinds.  

NEWSBOY

Butchers open today!

A priest, PASTOR DARBOUX, steers Margaretha into the car.  CAPTAIN THIBAUT climbs into the front seat as the doors SLAM.

THIBAUT

To the Théâtre d’Exécution!

The procession pulls away and winds through the outer French boulevards.  They pass the Porte de Vincennes and cross the large wooded area that surrounds the château.  

Adhering to strict tradition of military execution, they stop at the castle dungeon where an ARMED GUARD waits.  He leads two rows of uniformed soldiers.  Margaretha gets out and strides regally past them.  

Recent rains have made the path to the Polygon rutted and muddy.  Footing is extremely difficult, but Margaretha glides over the terrain with grace and dignity.

A thin wooden stake stands at the far end of a clearing.  DRUMS begin to sound behind her as she walks toward the arena.  Pastor Darboux and Sister Léonide cling to her and pray.  When she reaches the stake and a SOLDIER ties her hands behind her and removes her hat and veil to reveal a once stunning face marred by ten months of incarceration. 

Another soldier steps forward with a blindfold; she refuses it with a majestic toss of her head.  She stares directly into the eyes of the TWELVE ZOUAVES as they present arms.  They COCK their rifles and aim them at her body.  She smiles and nods as if giving them the order to fire.

CUT TO:

TITLE: LEEUWARDEN, HOLLAND – AUGUST 1882

EXT. GATES AND YARD OF ZELLE MANSION  DAY

A team of small horned goats is hitched to a handcrafted, miniature riding cart.  They hoof the ground and BLEAT.  The gate swings open.  Young MARGARETHA ZELLE, an olive-skinned, black-haired girl of about six, SHRIEKS and runs down the path.

ADAM ZELLE, a tall, blond man, follows close behind.  Standing at the gate watching are three boys, one older and two younger twins, all fair and blond.  They stare in disbelief as their sister runs to the waiting bokkenwagen.  

MARGARETHA

Oh Papa - It’s wonderful!  I can’t wait until my friends see me with this!

ADAM

(Swinging her into the driver’s seat)

Nothing is too good for my M’Greet!  Happy Birthday, darling.  I hope you like it.

Margaretha or M’Greet, as she is known to her family, stands in the driver’s seat, dancing and giggling with joy.  Her brothers, JOHANNES, eight, and the twins, ARI and CORNELIS, four, run to catch up.

JOHANNES

M’Greet - You are so lucky!  Let me drive it!

M’Greet tosses her glossy black hair as she takes the reigns.

M’GREET

Maybe later, but today is my birthday and I am going to drive it all day.  I might give you a ride though.

ANTJE ZELLE, a frail looking, dark-haired woman, joins her family on the lawn.

M’GREET

Look, Mama!  Isn’t this the most beautiful birthday present you ever saw!

ANTJE

Yes, darling.  Your father worked very hard to make it for you.  I’m so glad you like it.

M’Greet motions Johannes to climb on as she snaps the reigns.

ANTJE

Be careful, love, wait until Papa teaches you how to drive.

M’GREET

Yes, Mama!

Antje glances furtively at her beaming husband.

ANTJE

I hope you know what you’re doing.

ADAM

What is the point of being one of the richest haberdashers in Holland if I can’t spoil my beautiful Margaretha?

ANTJE

You already spoil her shamelessly and it’s beginning to show.  I’ve heard her telling her friends we’re of royal blood and that she was born in Caminghastate.

ADAM


(Laughing loudly)

She’s a girl who knows what she wants – 

He grins as he watches his daughter’s antics.  M’Greet commandeers the cart with supreme confidence.  She laughs with abandon, dark eyes flashing in the summer sun as she rides up and down the driveway.  The boys clap and wave as the goats prance by. 

INT. ZELLE LIVING ROOM  DAY

Thirteen-year-old M’Greet plays the piano expertly.  Graceful limbs hint at the eventual height of the teenager, who is already stunning.  She tosses back her long, straight hair as she plays.  

ANTJE

M’Greet, have you done your homework?

M’GREET

Oui, Maman!  

ANTJE

In Dutch please…

M’GREET

Miss Buys says I speak French and German better than anyone in the class.  I’d be the best at English too, if it weren’t for that new girl from Manchester. 

ANTJE

So I’ve heard.  That doesn’t mean you don’t need—-

The doorbell RINGS.  Antje opens it to a uniformed man.  He hands her sealed documents, which she signs for.  She walks past M’Greet absently, looking worried and confused.

M’GREET

Mother, is something wrong?

Antje goes to the study while M’Greet stares after her.

INT. ZELLE MANSION  MORNING

There is a loud POUNDING at the door.  Antje goes to answer.  

ADAM

(Running down the stairs)

Get back, Antje, I’ll do it.

Antje feints out of the way, startled.  The children come in from the kitchen.  Adam pulls the door open with a fierce scowl at the large group of neighbors and officials as they spill onto the driveway.  

MAN

Now let’s not have any trouble, Zelle.  We’ll get this over as quickly as possible.  

He tacks a sign reading “BANKRUPTCY” on the door then pushes past Adam and Antje and starts pointing at the larger pieces of furniture.  Three or four WORKMEN follow behind, measuring, pushing and moving the family’s furniture, antiques and beloved heirlooms.

Strangers and neighbors file through the house without making eye contact with the family and begin marking and bidding on various items.  Antje tries to pull the children back, but Johannes is now fifteen, the twins, eleven, so they are not easily deterred.  

Tears roll down Antje’s cheeks as people begin to pick up the family’s china, crystal and silver.  Auctioneers tag rugs and artwork.  Adam’s portrait is lifted off the wall and carried away along with the children’s games and toys from the attic, including the now broken, faded bokkenwagen.  

M’GREET

Papa, do something!  They’re taking all our things – why are you just standing there?  Stop them!

Adam shoves his daughter aside as he turns and walks away.  He glances back and their eyes meet for a fraction of a second so he can see the betrayal and despair on her beautiful young face.  

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. ZELLE MANSION  EVENING

The house is completely empty.  Antje and the children sit with their satchels on a blanket in the middle of their once luxurious living room.  Zelle comes down the stairs carrying a carpetbag.  

ADAM

This will all work out, I promise.

ANTJE

Do not stand there and have the audacity to promise us anything.  How could you let this happen?  How could you allow us to be humiliated like this?  You bastard.

Adam doesn’t have the impudence to be ashamed.

ADAM

You’ll make out okay.  You have friends and neighbors.

M’Greet jumps to her feet and runs to him. 

M’GREET

We’ll make out okay?  What about you?  What is all this, Papa?

ADAM

I’m sorry, my darling, but I cannot stay.  I need to go where I can rebuild my fortune.  You can’t come with me.

JOHANNES

You’re just going to leave us here?  No furniture – no nothing!

ADAM

I’m sorry, son, but you’ll have to be out of the house by the end of the week.  I’ve asked some friends to look for a place for you.  There’s a flat in Willemskade.

M’GREET

Willemskade!  Are you insane?  That’s between the cattle market and the railroad yard!  Papa, you can’t do this!

Antje, mute and pale, begins to sob.  She runs her fingers absently through Ari’s hair, who looks too terrified to move.  Adam walks towards the door.

ADAM

I – I’m sorry.  It will all work out, you’ll see.

INT. APARTMENT KITCHEN  DAY

The family huddles around a table in a dark kitchen with stained wallpaper and only a tiny window for light.  A year has passed, but they look like they’ve endured a lifetime of desolation.  Antje walks with a stoop, sallow and sickly.  

The twins barely speak.  Margaretha has grown another three inches and she tugs at her too small dress.  Johannes is dressed in tattered work clothes.

INT. LIVING ROOM, AFTERNOON:

Margaretha slouches over her worn reader.  Johannes comes in, filthy and sweating.

MARGARETHA

Ugh, Johannes, you smell like a manure pit!  

JOHANNES

This place isn’t any better.  The whole building smells like boiled cabbage and insecticide.

MARGARETHA

God, I hate it here.

JOHANNES 

Hey!  I heard a rumor that Papa went to The Hague.

Margaretha stares at the words on her yellowed book.

MARGARETHA

I don’t even care anymore.  What if he did come back?  Mama wouldn’t have him even if she were up to it.

JOHANNES

She’s been in bed all day again?

MARGARETHA


(Nodding)

Since right after we left.  That’s how it is everyday.  It’s a wonder she can join us for breakfast.  Johannes, I can’t do this anymore.  I can’t keep taking care of the twins, going to school, doing all the cooking and cleaning…I know you’re working hard too, but when is it going to end?

JOHANNES

(Touching her hair lightly)

I know, M’Greet.  I know you hate it.  Don’t think I don’t notice you crying when people laugh behind our backs.  We’ll figure something out…

Margaretha doesn’t look at him as the tears slide down her face.

EXT. ZELLE APARTMENT  DAY

Black crepe frames the doorway forming an arch with a “Z” on it.  Since it was not first-class burial, the mourning details are kept to a minimum.  A few wreaths line the front walls.

The children wait on the front stoop as the funeral coach arrives.  Dark-plumed horses pull the traditional glass box displaying the coffin.  The COACHMAN tips his tri-cornered hat and the gate opens to let the mourners through.  A MINISTER follows, expressionless and wooden.

Adam Zelle leads the procession, returning from Amsterdam for the occasion.  The four adolescent children follow silently.  The small crowd makes its way through cobblestone streets, bypassing the railroad and cattle yards.  

Past the outskirts of town they squeeze into a narrow country lane cut between flat pasture lands, full of ruts and holes.  The few townswomen that stay with the procession seem miffed that their boots and hemlines are dredged through the mud.

Others slip on the slick grass as the wind kicks up.  Men fight to hold their hats.  Margaretha appears unaware of anything but the coffin before her.  She walks through the graveyard, impervious to everyone around her.  

A grave is already dug in the damp soil.  The mourners form an uneven circle around the chasm.  The minister DRONES the ritual ceremony.  Spectators respond with the proper litanies and prayers.

Dirt clods hit the coffin with measured exactitude, echoing as hollow as the ceremony.  Margaretha breaks away and tosses a red rose into the grave then runs to hide her face in her father’s coat.

Adam keeps still, awkwardly trying to comfort her.  The spectators file away.  Margaretha’s father pulls himself away to shake hands with the minister and pay the coachman.  The mourners break into groups and chat as they head back to town.  The mist rises and no one seems to notice the haunted young girl trailing behind.

INT. ANTJE’S ROOM  NIGHT

Margaretha leafs through an album of her mother’s.  She reads the poetry and verses copied in Antje’s hand.  A few dried flowers crumble at her touch.  Johannes opens the door.

JOHANNES

M’Greet, are you okay?

MARGARETHA

Has he decided how he’s going to parcel us out yet?

JOHANNES


(Nodding)

You are going to Sneed to live with Heer Visser.

MARGARETHA


(Crying)

I don’t even know him!

JOHNANES


(Shrugs)

He’s your godfather…the twins will probably go to Amsterdam and I’m going to Franeker.  Mama’s relatives might be able to get me work there.

Margaretha runs to him and throws her arms around his neck.

MARGARETHA

We’re never going to see each other again!  I know it.  Oh, Johannes, we were so happy – how did this happen?  How did we become orphans – orphans that still have a father! 

They cry and comfort one another, as the room grows dark.  Johannes finally leaves Margaretha curled up on their mother’s bed.  She lies there for a moment, stroking the album.  Rising, she walks to the tiny pianoforte in the corner and lightly caresses the keys.  

After a few tentative notes, she strikes the chords with greater intensity.  Soon she is playing blindly, bleeding out her pain and loss through the music.  The song ECHOES through the wet, empty streets seeming both strange and fitting to be coming from a house in mourning.

INT.  A SMALL HOUSE  EVENING

Margaretha moves about her godfather’s house with shy unease.  Trying to be inconspicuous proves very difficult, as she now is 5’10” with long legs and curvaceous hips.

The town of Sneek has little to offer a teenage girl.  She cleans house and serves her godfather’s family to earn her keep.  One day after dinner as she moves to clear the table Heer Visser motions for her to sit down.

VISSER

Margaretha, you know we don’t mind having you stay here, but I’ve been thinking – we need to consider your future.

MARGARETHA

Sir?

VISSER

I’ve spoke to some colleagues and they’ve recommended a school at Leyde that trains kindergarten teachers.

MARGARETHA

Teachers, sir?

VISSER

Yes, it is an honorable profession for a woman – safe, proper, not too badly paid.  I’ve already enrolled you.

MARGARETHA

Yes, sir.

Without engaging in further discussion, Margaretha goes to pack her bags.

INT. HEADMASTER’S OFFICE  DAY

Margaretha is ushered into the well-appointed office of HEER WYBRANDUS HAANSTRA, a heavy, thick-lipped man who is instantly caught off-guard at the presence of the dark, lithe, student standing before him. Margaretha appraises him and notes his reaction.  She waits demurely as Heer Haanstra fumbles papers on his desk.

HAANSTRA

Our rules here are very specific.  

He trains his eyes on the inkwell, yet they continuously dart to Margaretha’s thighs.  Fleshy hands caress a gold watchcase on his desk.  Margaretha shifts her weight.

HAANSTRA

Obedience, punctuality, adequate grades and strict adherence to the rules are requisite.  All discipline regulations for the students and their charges must be followed without question.  You will receive two uniforms.  They must be clean and starched always.  My secretary will show you to your dormitory and equip you with your necessary supplies.

He stands abruptly and catches his leg beneath his desk, rattling its contents.  A few items fall over.  He struggles to regain his composure.

HAANSTRA

That will be all Miss Zelle – you can show yourself out.  Just stop at the desk and my secretary will get you what you need.

Margaretha glances back at the Headmaster and the trace of a smile crosses over her lips.  As the dour SECRETARY leads her down the dark hall, Margaretha follows with her shoulders slightly more erect.

INT. HALLWAY  DAY

Margaretha is rushing to her next class when Heer Haanstra steps out from a corridor.  

HAANSTRA

Ah, Miss Zelle, how are you getting on?

She averts her eyes, but not before she catches his gaze running over her entire body as if seeking out some contour beneath her stiff uniform.

MARGARETHA

Good Morning, Heer Haanstra.  Uh, I’m fine, thank you for asking.

She glances up to see if she would be dismissed and he stares back with a brazen, lascivious expression.  She lowers her eyes to the floor again and can hear him breathing.

INT. CLASSROOM  DAY

Margaretha dictates lessons from the board.  Heer Haanstra is leaning over her work.  She can feel his paunch touching her back and his breath on her neck.  

HEER HAANSTRA


(Just above a whisper)

Your Instructress tells me you speak French like a native.

MARGARETHA

I am comfortable with French, sir.

HEER HAANSTRA

English and German as well?

MARGARETHA

Yes, sir.

HEER HAANSTRA


(Finally standing)

Your work would appear…satisfactory.

EXT. COURTYARD  DAY

A group of apprentice teachers and their pupils make their way across the courtyard just as Heer Haanstra walks down the outside walkway on the first floor.  Margaretha follows him.  They disappear behind the white curtain of the Overseer’s alcove.

Staff members in the courtyard stare in shock; there is obvious whispering and discussion.

INT. DEAN OF STUDENT’S OFFICE  DAY

MISTRESS VAN VELDE is the stern, bony female Dean of Students.  

VAN VELDE

Now, Margaretha, this is your first term and I would hate things to start off badly for you – or any worse, I should say.

Margaretha nods.

VAN VELDE

It is imperative you tell us exactly what happened.

MARGARETHA

Forgive me, Madame, but I cannot.

VAN VELDE

You cannot, or will not?

MARGARETHA

Because I cannot, I will not.

VAN VELDE

You have to know what will happen if you refuse to comment.

MARGARETHA

It can’t be much worse than if I do.  I have no recourse here, Madame Dean.

VAN VELDE

So you are admitting to improper behavior?

MARGARETHA

I am admitting no such thing, but to protest my innocence, I would have to incriminate someone with much greater power.  You and I both know where that will lead and I will pay a far higher price because of it.  Therefore, I have nothing else to say.

VAN VELDE

I have no alternative but to expel you.

MARGARETHA

I understand.

VAN VELDE

When this incident first occurred, we contacted Heer Visser.  He said you would not be welcome to return if you are expelled.

MARGARETHA

I understand.

VAN VELDE

He did arrange for you to go to stay briefly with another relative, Heer Taconis, in The Hague.

Margaretha’s eyes widen as she sits up straighter.  She fights to suppress a grin.

MARGARETHA

I understand.

VAN VELDE

I’m sorry this didn’t work out, Margaretha; you showed promise of being an excellent kindergarten teacher.

MARGARETHA

I’m sorry too.  Thank you, Madame.  

She stands, nods and takes her final paperwork as the schoolmistress eyes her circumspectly.  Margaretha turns around and can’t suppress the radiant smile that breaks across her face.

EXT. SCHEVENINGEN BEACHFRONT  DAY

Margaretha steps off the steam tramway - The Hague-Scheveningen Express.  She is wearing a colorful lightweight outfit that showcases her stunning figure.  Reveling in her newfound freedom, she is dazzled by the sights and smells of the seaside resort.  

Scheveningen is a favorite playground for officers of the Dutch Colonial Army of the East Indies when on leave.  The streets are filled with dress uniforms, young girls trolling for military men and weekend revelers.  

Most girls assess the soldiers with coy reserve, but not Margaretha.  She brazenly meets the appreciative looks she receives and is just learning to wield the intrinsic power she has over men.  

EXT. CAFÉ AMERICAIN, AMERSTERDAM  DAY

A group of men are drinking heavily.  The group is loud and raucous; it’s a reunion of sorts.  One of the men is quiet and morose as he stares into his whiskey.  This is CAPTAIN RUDOLPH MACLEOD. He is 38, but his white whiskers, ill health and large paunch make him look much older.   

DE BALBIEN VERSTER, a journalist friend, is also part of the group.

VERSTER

C’mon Rudy!  You’ve been away for sixteen years!  I’d think you’d be dying for a good party.

MACLEOD


(Shrugs)

It was a tough trip home.  Probably my rheumatism…

VERSTER

You sound like my grandfather!  Lack of a good woman is aging you before your time.  You need to get married.  

MACLEOD

I’ve been in the islands.  The natives are very talented with some things, but I have a family line to protect.

VERSTER

Of course, my Liege.

A LIEUTENANT and another CAPTAIN laugh.  MACLEOD forces a chuckle, but it is obvious he doesn’t feel well.

CAPTAIN


(Under his breath)

I think we need to take Rudy bride shopping.

LIEUTENANT

Or better yet – let’s bring the brides to him.

MacLeod is lost in thought.  If he objected to his friends plotting to manipulate his future, he doesn’t react.

CAPTAIN

Verster, you’re the journalist – you think you could concoct an ad then run it in your paper?  

Verster grins as he takes out a sheet of paper.  He readies his pen and looks to MacLeod for any protestations.  Receiving none, he begins to write.  The Captain orders another round for everyone.  

LIEUTENANT

Okay, what do you got so far?

VERSTER

“Officer home on leave from Dutch East Indies would like to meet girl of pleasant character – object matrimony.”  Or, here is option two:  “Captain from the Indies, passing his leave in Holland, seeking a wife to his liking, preferably with a little money.”  This way we cover both bases.

MACLEOD

If I thought for a second you had the balls to run those, I’d break ‘em.  I don’t need you screwing around in my personal life.

LIEUTENANT

No hard feelings, Rudy, it’s just you’ve been a way a long time and you may have to go back before you know it.  This could be your last chance.

MACLEOD

I don’t need your help.

VERSTER


(Folding the paper)

No problem, my friend.  We’ll butt out.

He places the paper in his breast pocket and winks to the others behind MacLeod’s back.  MacLeod downs his double whiskey in one gulp.

EXT. FRONT PORCH  DAY

Margaretha is sipping tea on Heer Taconis’ front porch and reading the newspaper, looking for work.  An advertisement catches her eye.

MARGARETHA

Captain on leave from the Dutch East Indies… 

She sits up straight.  Impulsively, she dashes off a letter.  Before taking the envelope to the mail slot, she slips in a picture.

EXT. TACONIS’ FOYER  DAY

Margaretha sorts through a pile of mail on the hall table.  An envelope addressed to her catches her eye.  Breathing deeply, she runs to her bedroom.  

INT. MARGARETHA’S BEDROOM  DAY

She throws herself on her bed and tears open the envelope.  A dreamy smile plays across her face as she reads and rereads every word.  She takes out another sheet of paper and begins to write.  

After two pages are filled with her most ardent desires, she sprays the letter with perfume and mails it.  She keeps his letter in the breast of her dress, taking it out to read it frequently.

INT. MARGARETHA’S BEDROOM  DAY

She opens a new letter.

MARGARETHA


(Under her breath)

Margaretha, your passion burns through your words.  I must say, I am very intrigued.  You seem to be quite a girl.  I hope you will do me the honor of making your personal acquaintance in Amsterdam at the Rijksmuseum.
EXT. AMSTERDAM RIJKSMUSEUM  DAY

Margaretha hurries through the manicured grounds of the museum toward the main building.  Covering nearly three acres, the Dutch Renaissance structure would be breathtaking on any other day, but today it was only an obstacle to skirt on her way to her destiny.  

INT. AMSTERDAM RIJKSMUSEUM  DAY

The enormous hall has a beveled glass roof; the sunlight refracts to iridescent beams which play obliquely over the collections, illuminating trophies, medieval weapons and brilliantly colored banners.
Glancing around, Margaretha alters her demeanor to appear unhurried and unconcerned - just another museum visitor.  She brushes lint from her suit and fixes a stray tendril of hair that escapes her careful up-do.  

Resisting the impulse to look towards the door, she pretends not to notice a distinguished, heavy-set man in uniform entering.  The sun glints on his chest full of medals and his saber.  He keeps his hat low in an attempt to disguise his appraisal of her as well.

RUDOLPH

Miss Zelle?

MARGARETHA

Captain MacLeod?

The intrigue and chemistry between them is instantaneous.  Rudolph bows gallantly and offers Margaretha his arm.  She nods demurely and accepts.  They stroll through the gallery in intimate unison while they laugh, flirt and banter.  

As the sun sets, the halls are bathed in a golden-pink aura; shadows from the artifacts stretch longer across the floor.  Margaretha and Rudolph walk toward the end of the last gallery.  

EXT. OUTDOOR CAFÉ  DAY

Rudolph and Margaretha are having coffee.  She is radiant with infatuation.  He leans forward and whispers to her.  She giggles over her coffee and caresses his hand.

RUDOLPH

My lovely Margaretha, these six days have been the most magical time in my life.  

MARGARETHA

Oh, Rudy, you have no idea how wonderful they’ve been for me too.

RUDOLPH

I don’t anticipate being shipped out any time soon, but if I do, I cannot imagine not making you my wife first.

MARGARETHA

Rudy, what are you saying?

RUDOLPH

Margaretha Zelle, would you do me the tremendous honor of marrying me?

Elated, Margaretha can barely contain her look of triumph and salvation.  

MARGARETHA

Captain MacLeod, there is nothing in this world that would make me happier!  

INT. RUDOLPH’S SISTER’S HOME  DAY

Margaretha takes a deep breath and adjusts the seams and ties of her new outfit.  She knocks on the carved wooden door with a gloved hand.  LOUISE MACLEOD, Rudolph’s sister, answers.  Grim and plain, she is a spinster in her 30s.  She scrutinizes Margaretha openly.

LOUISE

I’m so sorry; Rudolph has been stricken by another attack of rheumatism.  I’m afraid it’s very bad this time.

MARGARETHA

Oh, that’s horrible!  Is there anything I can do?

LOUISE

I thought I should write you and tell you not to come, but Uncle Norman wanted to meet you.  Maybe it is best that Rudolph is confined to bed.

MARGARETHA

Uh-yes, I understand.

INT. PARLOR  DAY

The house is large and elaborately furnished.  Louise and Rudolph’s parents left her well taken-care of.  Despite the affluence and a collection of a few impressive pieces, the décor exudes almost no warmth or charm.  

An elderly, formidable-looking man sits in a wing-backed chair.  Rudolph’s uncle, retired GENERAL NORMAN MACLEOD, leans forward as Margaretha enters, appraising her outright.  Louise rings a bell.  A slope-shouldered MAID arrives with a fully prepared tea tray.

MARGARETHA

(Curtsying slightly and extending her hand)

General MacLeod, it is a pleasure to make your acquaintance.

GENERAL MACLEOD

And you, Miss Zelle.

His eyes roam over her; she pretends not to notice as she takes a sip of tea.  

LOUISE

Rudolph tells us you’re an orphan.

MARGARETHA


(Nodding slowly)

Yes, my parents died several years ago.  I’ve lived with relatives ever since.

She lowers her heavily lashed eyes so they don’t reveal her lie.  Her father’s existence is too shameful to mention.

GENERAL MACLEOD

Do you know what’s involved in being an officer’s wife?

MARGARETHA

I think there is no nobler duty a woman can offer her country.

Louise’s sardonic expression grows even darker at her uncle’s fascination.

LOUISE

That’s commendable, but don’t you think you should wait a few years before taking such a big step.  What are you?  Nineteen?

MARGARETHA

Eighteen.

LOUISE

That’s a difference of twenty years!  Rudolph has been single a long time; his health isn’t good and he’s very set in his ways.

MARGARETHA

Yes, I realize that, but we’re in love.  We knew it from the moment we met.

GENERAL MACLEOD

Do you plan to have children right away?

MARGARETHA


(Taken aback)

We haven’t discussed it, exactly, but I don’t see why not.


(She stands)

I think I should go look in on Rudolph.  I’m terribly worried about him.

General MacLeod stands as she leaves the room.  His eyes follow her.

GENERAL MACLEOD

She’s young, but good-looking - damn good-looking.

Louise sniffs and sips her tea.

EXT. FRONT PORCH  DAY

Several weeks later Rudolph is still quite weak.  He is able to sit on the porch of Louise’s house as he and Margaretha make wedding plans.  It is early May and the tulip beds are in full bloom.

RUDOLPH

So July it is then.

LOUISE


(Bringing him a glass of lemonade)

July?  That’s awfully soon.  What’s the rush?

RUDOLPH

What’s the point of waiting?  We know what we want, right my love?

Margaretha looks up from the sketches of wedding gowns she’s been studying and beams.  Louise’s derisive attitude hasn’t softened, but Margaretha receives her glares and snipes with open warmth.

MARGARETHA

The day can’t come soon enough for me.

Louise turns on her heels and walks back inside. 

RUDOLPH

You know, there is one very important matter we need to tend to before the wedding.

MARGARETHA

What is that, darling?

RUDOLPH

We need your parents’ death certificates.

MARGARETHA

Whatever for?

RUDOLPH

Why, the law, of course.

MARGARETHA

What law?

RUDOLPH

Silly girl!  It is Dutch law that a woman can marry at 16 with parental consent, but without it, she cannot legally marry until she’s 30.

MARGARETHA


(Choking on her drink)

30?!

RUDOLPH

It’s no problem.  Since your parents are dead, we just have to show proper documentation.

Margaretha entwines her long, delicate fingers into Rudolph’s gnarled hands.  She flashes her best doe-eyed smile.

MARGARETHA

Darling…there is something I haven’t been entirely honest about…

EXT. ADAM ZELLE’S HOUSE  DAY

Margaretha breathes deeply before knocking on the door of the decrepit house.  The street is dismal with filthy children running about.  When Rudolph and Margaretha pull up in a luxurious rented carriage, a small crowd gathers.  

Adam answers the door; he has aged badly.  A skinny WOMAN with garish red hair stands behind him.

MARGARETHA

Hello, father.

ZELLE

M’Greet!  My beautiful girl!  You are more stunning than I ever dreamed.

The recently wed Mrs. Zelle eyes her stepdaughter jealously.

MARGARETHA

We came like you said.  Rudolph didn’t want to leave the carriage unattended.  Hello—


(She extends her hand to the woman)

WOMAN

--Mrs. Zelle.

MARGARETHA

Uh, of course, Mrs. Zelle – I’m Margaretha.

Mrs. Zelle pushes out the door at the sight of the carriage.  Adam runs after her, both look around to make sure they’re getting plenty of attention from the neighbors.

MARGARETHA

Father, I hope this carriage is what you had in mind.

ZELLE

(Scrutinizing it greedily)

It’ll do just fine…

Adam makes a production of helping his wife into the backseat.  Margaretha cringes, wanting to melt into the street.  Rudolph has his jaw set and other than the initial introductions, refuses to participate in the conversation.  As they pull away, Adam Zelle waves to his cronies majestically.

INT. AMSTERDAM COURTHOUSE  DAY

Margaretha and Rudolph exchange vows before a judge.  Rudolph is in full dress uniform and Margaretha is incandescent in a yellow satin gown.

EXT. COURTHOUSE  DAY

The bride and groom emerge from the building into the searing July sun.  The crowd, consisting of Rudolph’s Army buddies and Adam Zelle’s raucous gang, erupts in CHEERS upon seeing the joyous bride and groom.

The bridal party winds along the canals, ending at Café Americain.  Whiskey and champagne flow freely.  Rudolph drinks to every toast in his honor.  Photographers arrive with their black-hooded cameras and gesture instructions with flailing arms.

The couple poses for several shots with friends and relatives.  Rudolph casts steely looks at any man he catches looking at his bride.

Platters of food begin to arrive.  Uniformed waiters flaunt the sumptuous offerings in a ritual parade.  The guests sit quickly, already sweating beneath high collars and hat brims.  Women fan themselves furiously and cluster in the shade.

An array of ripe vegetables and exotic fruits complement the platters overflowing with milk, butter, breads and cheeses.  Beef, poultry, lamb, fish and pork are piled on large trays and the diners gorge themselves until only the bones are left.

When the dancing begins, Margaretha jumps to her feet.  Rudolph seizes her arm brutally; she winces in shock.  He pulls her down to his inflamed face.

RUDOLPH


(Whispering drunkenly)

Do whatever you want – that’s what you said, remember?  Rather ten times than once, remember?

Margaretha recoils from his foul breath and shivers slightly despite the oppressive heat.  They dance until after dark and she catches Rudolph glowering at her contemptuously more than once.  

INT. LOUISE’S HOUSE  NIGHT

The house is as bleak and lifeless as its owner.  The grandfather clock chimes 5:00; Margaretha returns to her embroidery and tries not to keep checking the time.  Through the picture window the trees are still lush with summer growth, but the twilight sun has an impending autumn cast.  

INT. SAME ROOM, LATER

Margaretha paces the lamp-lit parlor trying not to watch the clock, which TICKS conspicuously.  She sits at the piano and absently fingers the keys.

LOUISE

It’s a little late for music, don’t you think?

MARGARETHA

Oh, I’m sorry; I didn’t mean to disturb you.  He’s out later every night — we’ve only been married six weeks!

LOUISE

Rudolph is a very important man.  It’s not a wife’s place to question an officer’s duties.

Margaretha nods as the clock chimes ten.  She sits down and tries to focus on a catalog, while Louise smirks behind her magazine.  The door SLAMS open.  Rudolph staggers in.  Louise stands abruptly.

LOUISE

Oh, there you are, Rudy.  Glad you made it home safely — now I can say goodnight.

RUDOLPH

You didn’t stay up waiting for me?

LOUISE

Well, I thought I should keep Margaretha from worrying.

RUDOLPH

Thank you, sister, but that’s not necessary.  She’s a big girl.

He turns his bulging eyes to his wife; his hungry gaze runs the length of her body.  She shrinks back, not wanting to trigger his hostility.

LOUISE

Goodnight, you two.

RUDOLPH

Sleep well, Louise.

Rudolph clamps his hands around Margaretha’s wrist; she knows better than to struggle.  

MARGARETHA

Rudolph, you’re hurting me.

Rudolph slaps his other hand over her mouth until he hears the CLICK of Louise’s door.  He turns to Margaretha and smiles sadistically.  

RUDOLPH

You were waiting up for me, huh, little wife?  You’re beginning to learn.  Though I don’t mind waking you…

He releases his hand from her mouth and wraps it tightly in her hair, jerking her head back.  He kisses her savagely and backs her against a heavy marble table.

MARGARETHA

No, please, Rudolph — you don’t need to do this.  I’ll give you what-—

He slaps her hard.

RUDOLPH

Do not presume to tell me what you will or will not give.  I am your husband and I will take whatever I damn well please.

With one hand still entangled in her hair, he fumbles with his pants.  He turns her brutally so that she is facing an ornate mirror behind the table.

RUDOLPH

Now, strip for me, you bitch.

Margaretha stares at him and her own reflection in horror.  She fights not to cry.  Faded bruises beneath her makeup become visible as tears force their way through.  She lifts her dress slowly, trying to conceal her nakedness from the reflection.

RUDOLPH

No, you don’t.  You’re so damn proud of this body of yours, flaunting it in every man’s face and getting wet when he looks at you.  I want you to see yourself for the whore you are!

He rips at her dress; she puts up her hands in defense, which enrages him further.  

RUDOLPH

Do not defy me or I will throw you out like yesterday’s trash.  Anyone who met your reprobate father at the wedding would wonder why it took me so long.

He tears her gown and undergarments from her shoulders and appraises at her naked body in the mirror.  Bending her over the table, he begins raping her.  She is forced to hold her head up so it won’t be smashed into the mirror.  

Wincing with every thrust, she squeezes her eyes shut, blinding herself to the scene.  Tears stream down her face as he GRUNTS in her ear.

INT. LOUISE’S PARLOR  DAY

The family, including Uncle Norman, gathers around the candlelit Christmas tree.  Margaretha attempts to play a carol but her swollen belly prevents her from reaching the piano keys.

GENERAL MACLEOD

About another month until the first of the next generation of MacLeods is born, eh?

Margaretha forces a smile.  Rudolph struts behind her, making a show of his virility for Uncle Norman.  He puts his hands on her shoulders; Margaretha tries not to wince.

RUDOLPH

And by the size of her, he should be a brute!  Noble Scottish stock, through and through.

Louise sniffs behind their backs and raises her eyebrows, as if to say any child with Margaretha’s questionable lineage would bastardize their line. 

INT. ROOM IN LOUISE’S HOUSE  NIGHT

The curtains are drawn.  A kettle of water is suspended over brightly burning fire.  A wash basket filled with bleached linen stands near the door.  Margaretha is writhing in the bed.  The sheets are sweat-soaked and so is she.

THREE WOMEN surround her, including a disgusted-looking Louise.  When her body begins to contort with a contraction, they hold her hands and feet.  The MIDWIFE whispers something unintelligible.  Margaretha stares at her, worried.  She focuses on the ceiling and grits her teeth, bracing for another wave of pain.

The midwife spreads her knees and the other women support her back.  

MIDWIFE

Bear down, my love.

Margaretha MOANS and SHRIEKS, but manages to take a deep breath before pushing with all her strength.

MIDWIFE

Once more — harder!  Give me everything you’ve got.  The head is crowning!

An agonized SCREAM tears from Margaretha’s throat.  In tears and torment - unable endure another second - she grabs her knees and pushes once more.

MIDWIFE

A son…a son!

Margaretha collapses onto the bed and through a haze she sees a bloody bundle held before her eyes.  She tries to reach out, but doesn’t have the strength to lift her hand.  Rudolph SLAMS into the room and inspects the child, now washed and swaddled.  He doesn’t give Margaretha a sideways glance.

RUDOLPH

He shall be called NORMAN JOHN - after the most illustrious members of the MacLeod family.

After reveling in the adoration of the women in the room, Rudolph hands the baby back to the midwife and leaves, never asking about Margaretha or noticing she was even there.  The midwife hands the bundle to Margaretha, who puts him to her breast.

INT. LOUISE’S FRONT PORCH  DAY

The late April sun illuminates Norman’s bassinet.  He is just under four months old and is engaged and smiling.  Margaretha beams at him and kisses his face.  He laughs; she holds him out and kisses him again.  She is joyous and unquestionably in love with this child.  Her strength and most of her former figure have returned.

Rudolph plods up the steps; Margaretha barely acknowledges him.  He pats Norman on the head and sorts through the mail.  

MARGARETHA

Louise said there’s a wire for you on the front table.

RUDOLPH


(Not looking at her)

Probably my orders - finally.

He goes inside.  When he returns, she pretends not to be concerned, lost in play with Norman.

RUDOLPH

Ambawara.

MARGARETHA

So you will be sent back?  What island is that?

RUDOLPH

Java.

He takes a defensive stance, daring her to protest.  When a broad smile breaks over her face he looks genuinely confused.  

MARGARETHA

That sounds wonderful!  Come, Norman - let’s go find it on Aunt Louise’s globe.  We have so much to do before our trip!

RUDOLPH

You don’t mind?

MARGARETHA

Mind?  Heavens no, Ambawara sounds lovely!

Rudolph stares after his wife as if she was the most baffling creature he’s ever encountered.

EXT. SHIP’S DECK - AMSTERDAM HARBOR  DAY

Margaretha stands at the railing of the S.S. Prinses Amalia, luminous in a satin traveling gown.  She is holding Norman, who’s dressed in a sailor suit.  Rudolph stands next to them, stocky and a half a head shorter than his exotic looking wife.

The passengers wave streamers and throw confetti.  The HORN blows; a shudder of excitement runs through the crowd.  Slowly they glide away from the dock and into open sea.  

EXT. JAVA HOUSE  DAY

Margaretha carries Norman on her sarong-clad hip as she strolls through the Eden-like paradise of their yard.  It is lush with orchids, amaryllis, ferns and palms of every variety and she revels in the tropical splendor of the island. 

Her body has fully recovered from Norman’s birth and her beauty has further blossomed in the days of gentle rains and radiant sunshine.  Brilliantly colored macaws and birds of paradise call from the trees, to Norman’s delight.  It isn’t uncommon for wild peacocks to stroll out from the underbrush.

Margaretha wears her hair loose, glistening against her deeply tanned skin as she gathers kalapa, mangoes and pompolomoes in a basket draped over her arm.

MARGARETHA


(Kissing Norman)

We’ll have these for a special breakfast tomorrow.

It’s August; he’s now seven months old.  

MARGARETHA

We’ll have a party all our own - your Papa won’t remember or he won’t care.  But that’s okay, my love.  You’re the only birthday present I need.

She squeezes him tight and the intimate bond between them is evident.  When they near the house SAHILI, a young, Javanese woman hurries out.

SAHILI

I will take the baby, Madame.  You must get ready for the dance.

MARGARETHA

You’re right, Sahili.  It’s just so beautiful here, I dread putting on a gown.

SAHILI

It’s better the Captain doesn’t see you that way.  You know what happened last time.

Margaretha nods without looking at her maid.  

MARGARETHA

When we were in Holland, I couldn’t wait to go to the balls and cotillions, but now I would just as soon play on the veranda with Norman.

Sahili glances nervously at the path; the slant of late afternoon light indicates Rudolph will be returning soon.

SAHILI

You must, bathe, Madame.  Your dress is already pressed and I will fix your hair.

MARGARETHA

Yes, Sahili.

INT. REGENT’S BALL  NIGHT

Margaretha whirls around the dance floor on the arm of a young ARMY OFFICER.  She is in her element with the military dignitaries and their wives.  Javanese servants whisk by and fill glasses with champagne or scotch and set out excessive amounts of island delicacies.

The handsome OFFICER Margaretha is dancing with appears enamored by her grace and charm.  Several men, including high-level luminaries, signal their desire to cut in.  After a waltz, where she dazzles many partners, Rudolph interrupts her turn with a FRENCH ADMIRAL.

RUDOLPH

Forgive me, Admiral, may I escort my wife back to our table.  She hasn’t been well lately, and I’m afraid she’ll overdo.

ADMIRAL

Of course, Captain.  


(Kissing Margaretha’s hand)

It’s been my pleasure, Madame MacLeod

MARGARETHA

And my honor, Admiral.

RUDOLPH

Perhaps we’ll share a drink later, Monsieur.

The Admiral nods politely.  Both Margaretha and Rudolph smile as they walk back to their table.

RUDOLPH


(Under his breath)

You think I don’t know you’re mocking me.  You’re a disgrace, wallowing in their desire for you – throwing it in my face.  

MARGARETHA

Rudolph, I—-

RUDOLPH

I will not be made a fool of!  If I have to lock you in the house I will.  I’ll just tell everyone you have malaria or some other dread disease rampant in this fucking jungle.

MARGARETHA

People will know; the servants will talk.

Rudolph eyes her murderously, though he can’t help his gaze from roaming over her heaving, slightly sweaty décolletage framed by her satin gown.  Margaretha raises her dark eyes to meet his evenly.  For a flash of a second, she lets him know she will not be bullied like this forever.

EXT. JAVA RAINFOREST  DAY

The wind howls as rain pounds down in almost horizontal sheets.  Palms are lashed and bent near breaking in the savage winds.  Roads and cart paths, paved by clay and pebbles from the seashore turn in to rivers of mud.  

Rainforest primates take refuge beneath large leaves.  Only the rhinoceros and water buffalo are impervious to the deluge, standing desolately in the marshes.

INT. JAVA HOUSE  DAY

A ferocious CRACK of thunder almost drowns out Norman’s SCREAMING.  Sahili and Margaretha try to appease him, but he is sick and miserable.  After days of endless darkness and rain, Margaretha looks equally as wretched.  She pulls herself to a rocking chair by the fire.

MARGARETHA

Here, Sahili, give him to me.  I’ll rock him; he has to calm eventually.

SAHILI

Yes, Madame. You are not well.  I’ll get you some tea.

Sahili finishes swaddling the now robust ten-month old in a hand-dyed blanket and hands him to Margaretha.

MARGARETHA

Thank you, Sahili.

When her servant returns with the tea, Norman is asleep and Margaretha’s eyes are also closed.  She opens them when Sahili sets down the tray.

SAHILI

Please, Madame, you rest.  

MARGARETHA

No, it’s okay - I’m too nauseous to rest.  I can’t believe it’s only been a month of this rain!  It’s almost Norman’s first Christmas and I can’t shop or decorate…

SAHILI

I could show you how to make some traditional Javanese decorations, if you’d like.

MARGARETHA

That would be lovely.  Tell me about some of the places on the island I might visit when the dry season comes again.

SAHILI

One place you must visit is the temple of Borobudur, which is said to be the place where the ashes of the first Buddha are held.  Legend says if one climbs the many terraces by moonlight, the views are of such beauty you will be forever transformed.

Margaretha stares into the distance dreamily, her face and body are finally able to relax.

SAHILI

You would like to go?

MARGARETHA

It sounds like Heaven, Sahili.

SAHILI

You will have to wait until after the baby comes.

MARGARETHA


(Startled)

You can tell?

Sahili nods.  A tear slides down Margaretha’s cheek.  

MARGARETHA

I am happy to have another child, but I am so afraid…out here all alone and—-


(She suppresses a sob)

He terrifies me!  And it’s getting worse.  The longer we’re locked in this house, the more he drinks until I’m sure he’s going to kill me.

Sahili reaches out a tentative hand; she’s witnessed the beatings.

SAHILI

I can help.  MAGESH can protect us.

MARGARETHA

No, Sahili, you can’t risk him turning on you.  He will fire both of you to spite me and I’ll be all alone.  Just do as you have been, protect Norman when I can’t.

The door SLAMS and both women jump.  Rudolph stares at them, glassy-eyed and unsteady.  He is brandishing a revolver and a riding whip.  His eyes narrow as he looks from one to the other.

MARGARETHA

Are you hungry, Rudolph?  Sahili can make you something, if you’d like.

RUDOLPH

I can’t stomach anymore of that swill!  You haven’t been filling my wife’s head with your heathen depravity, have you? Your worthless husband was already late picking me up – you’re both on notice!

SAHILI

I will go start supper.

RUDOLPH

Take the baby.

MARGARETHA

But honey, he’s asl—-

Rudolph’s rage is near explosive.  Margaretha and Sahili trade looks and she shuts up.  Sahili takes Norman and is barely out of the room before there is a SMACK and a WHIMPER.  Sahili clutches Norman to her breast and shushes him gently.  Peering around the doorway, she winces as Captain MacLeod slaps Madame across the face.

MARGARETHA

Please, Rudolph!  There’s something you don’t know.

He moves to hit her again and she raises her hands to protect her stomach.

MARGARETHA

Rudolph!  I’m going to have another baby.  Please, please don’t hurt us.

Rudolph wavers and stares at her bleary-eyed.

RUDOLPH

Another baby?

Margaretha attempts a hopeful smile.

MARGARETHA

Yes, darling — I’m pregnant!

His fist CRACKS across her cheekbone with such fierce intensity that she is thrown back, landing on the floor.  She stares at him, stunned.  A welt begins to form beneath her eye.

RUDOLPH

You bitch!  Knocked up again?  And we’re stuck in this house for months.

MARGARETHA

But you adore Norman!

RUDOLPH

How I feel about my son has nothing to do with how I feel about his whore of a mother.

MARGARETHA

Please don’t hurt this baby.

RUDOLPH

I’m not going to hurt the baby — breeders like you and these island Pygmies can withstand anything.

Margaretha curls into a ball on the floor to protect herself, trying to squeeze back the tears that slide into her hair.  Rudolph laughs sadistically under his breath.

RUDOLPH

Well, I guess your days of seducing every man on this island with your body will soon be over.

INT. JAVA HOUSE  DAY

Rain is still pounding against the windows.  It is so dark that it is difficult to know what time it is.  Margaretha, now five months pregnant, strokes Norman’s hair as he sleeps.  She is pale and exhausted.  

MARGARETHA

Sahili, I’m going to lose my mind!  I have nothing to do, nothing to read – we can’t go outside…

SAHILI

There are some books.

MARGARETHA

What books?  Where?

SAHILI

A former owner must have left them.  They’re in the storage area off the kitchen.  I think they are all in Hindi or Malay though.

MARGARETHA

I don’t care!  I want to learn Malay.

SAHILI

But Captain MacLeod has forbidden us to speak any Malay in the house!

MARGARETHA

He’s not here right now.  Please, Sahili, teach me.

Sahili looks very apprehensive.  

MARGARETHA

Just so I can haggle in the marketplace when the dry season comes again.

SAHILI

We must be very careful.  He will beat both of us if he finds out.  The baby is learning to talk – he will hear and repeat everything.  Captain MacLeod will kill us if Master Norman utters one word of Malay.

MARGARETHA

First, show me the books.  There may be something in a language I already know.  If not, I will try to teach myself.  And no matter how hard we try, Norman hears Malay everywhere we go.  Rudolph can’t blame you.

SAHILI


(Shaking her head)

He’s been so much worse since the rains started.  Sometimes I am afraid he will kill you.  Isn’t there something you – we – can do?

Her expression is grave.  Rudolph has spared none of the servants his wrath.

MARGARETHA

I’ve never told anyone this, but the day I found out I was pregnant with Norman, I planned to leave him.  He has too much power in Amsterdam.  And here?  I’m stranded.  You and Magesh are all I have.

SAHILI

He is afraid of Magesh; perhaps that’s why he has spared me.

MARGARETHA

I will do what I can to protect you both.  Please, show me the books.

EXT. JAVA HOUSE  DAY

The dry season returns and the island explodes with colors and fragrances more resplendent than before. Margaretha, now very pregnant, is able to bask in the sunshine to heal her bruises and bring color back to her face.  She rocks on the veranda as Sahili shadows Norman, who is walking.  

MARGARETHA

Sahili, this is wonderful!  Not only has the sun returned, but Captain MacLeod has gone.

Sahili smiles, keeping an eye on Norman.  Margaretha pulls a leather-bound book from beneath several layers of cloth in a woven basket.  She looks around furtively before opening it.

MARGARETHA

Even though I know he’s at the base, I still feel I must protect these books.  They are magic to me.

SAHILI

It is best to be careful.

EXT. BIRTHING ROOM  NIGHT

Margaretha is in hard labor.  Several native WOMEN, including Sahili and a MIDWIFE are attending her.  They have her take sips of a warm beverage between contractions.  Likely laced with opium, the tea eases her pain immensely.  She is tranquil and alert.  The delivery is relatively easy.

After a few short pushes, a healthy daughter is born.  Margaretha leans back, beaming.  The Midwife whispers into the baby’s ear immediately.

MIDWIFE

(Loud enough for Margaretha to hear)

She is Nonah.

Rudolph storms in and scrutinizes the baby.  He seems a little miffed that it is a girl.

RUDOLPH

Her name will be Jeanne Louise, after my sister.

Margaretha, suppressing the urge to protest, trades looks with Sahili.  Rudolph leaves.  Margaretha takes her daughter in her arms.

MARGARETHA

He can call you what he wants, but to us you will be Nonah, or Non; because you are a native of this beautiful land.

MONTAGE: Of the children growing and the splendors of the island.  They chase giant butterflies, delight in the tropical birds, stalk lizards and are fanned and tended by native girls.  Margaretha takes them on long walks where they watch baby hippos and rhinos splashing in a watering hole.  

INT. JAVA HOUSE  NIGHT

The house is tense, anticipating Rudolph’s return. Margaretha makes sure her books are hidden and goes into the kitchen to check on supper.  It is the end of their second rainy season.  Rudolph enters, accompanied by Magesh.

RUDOLPH

Where are my children?

MARGARETHA

They are in the nursery.  I believe Non is still asleep.

RUDOLPH

We’re going to Medan.

MARGARETHA

What?

RUDOLPH

I am being transferred to Medan.  You need to be ready by the end of the week.  And order some clothes from Europe, for God’s sake.

Margaretha looks to Sahili, confused and devastated.

MARGARETHA

Can we bring the servants?

RUDOLPH

Of course not, they have help there.  I will be Garrison Commander and you will be the official island hostess.  Medan is a mandatory stop for all visiting dignitaries.  That is why you need to get some presentable clothes, not the native rags you wear out here.

Margaretha nods, averting her eyes.  Sahili turns her back as tears slide down her face.

EXT. MEDAN  DAY

Margaretha strolls through the paved streets of Medan.  With modern architecture, horse drawn carriages and electric lights, the city is a virtual metropolis compared to their Java home.  

INT. MEDAN MANSION  NIGHT

A party is in full swing.  Margaretha wears the latest fashion from Amsterdam, gliding through the packed room.  Servants wind through the crowd serving the crème of military and colonial society.  There are officers from various countries representing every branch of the service, native royalty and traveling VIPs.

Margaretha stops to give orders to a WAITER in Malay then turns to converse with a FOREIGN DIGNITARY in German.  She introduces a renowned FRENCH ACTRESS to a smitten ENGLISH GENERAL, translating their initial conversation.

INT. BALLROOM  NIGHT

The orchestra plays a waltz and numerous suitors extend their arms to Margaretha.  She waves them off graciously in an attempt to appease Rudolph, who is putting on a jovial public front.  The guests dance into late evening; the party is an unprecedented success.

Because of Margaretha’s social savvy and the visibility of his new position, Rudolph cannot afford to punish or chastise her in any way.  Unfortunately, he has turned his abuse on the servants.  They scurry to attend to him, visibly afraid.

INT. MARGARETHA’S BEDROOM  NIGHT

She is sound asleep when a GROAN comes from down the hall.  Just as she wakes and begins to orient, it grows louder and shriller.  In seconds, they are AGONIZED SCREAMS.  Margaretha slams about in the dark, feeling around for her dressing gown and the door.  

She feels her way down the darkened hallway.  A servant lights the hall lanterns.

MARGARETHA

I’m coming!  What is it?  What is it?

By the time she reaches the nursery, the servant is at her side with a lamp.  The scene is too grisly to believe.  Both Non and Norman are contorting on their beds in tortured pain.  They are SHRIEKING and covered in black vomit.  Norman’s face is barely recognizable as he writhes and convulses.  Non’s screams don’t even sound human.

A drunken Rudolph staggers in and can’t believe what he’s seeing.

MARGARETHA


(Screeching)

Get the doctor!

Rudolph and the servant run from the room.  Margaretha clutches both her children and rocks them desperately.  

MARGARETHA

Oh my God!  My babies!  What’s happened?  What can I do?  Please, darlings, I’m here now.  Oh God!  Oh my God!  

She rambles desperately; her eyes dart fiercely around the room as if to fend off death.  Their sobs begin to subside as they lose consciousness and hers take over, equally as loud and tormented.  

When the doctor arrives, Norman is already dead and Non is barely moving.  

DOCTOR

Poison!  Those murdering savages!

The doctor, Rudolph and two servants have to pry the children from Margaretha’s grasp.  They rush Non to the hospital.  Margaretha sits dead still on the nursery floor, staring into the vastness of the empty room.    

INT. JAVA HOUSE  DAY

Non barely survives.  Rudolph is transferred back to Java.  The monsoons return, but nothing can break through the desolation that has become Margaretha’s existence.  Fortunately, she had Sahili to help her take care of Non, now two.  Margaretha is shattered by her grief.  

She rocks continuously with a blind stare that almost never registers emotion, other than the few smiles she manages to give her daughter.  Sometimes when exhaustion sets in, she rambles to herself.

MARGARETHA

The nurse…the nurse’s lover?  The servant’s wife?  Why?  Why the children, God? Why?

Rudolph limps through the house like an old man, rheumatism contorting his body and movement.  His devastation is eating him alive.  Margaretha watches him and feels genuine sympathy at times.  One day he passes by, ignoring her as usual, and she reaches out to him.  He turns on her savagely.

RUDOLPH

Bloodsucker!  Filthy beast!  Norman is dead because of you!

She freezes; the consoling gesture halts in midair.  She returns to sit motionless in her chair.

EXT. JAVA HOUSE  DAY

The rains have ended, but Margaretha continues to rock.  Sahili convinces her to come outside for some sunshine as Non plays on the porch with her dolls.  Margaretha’s gaze slowly begins to fall on the world around her.  Sahili places a book in Margaretha’s hands.

SAHILI

Please, Madame, you remember how much you loved these books?  They can help heal you.

Margaretha shakes her head, but her hands accept the volume.  Reading is difficult at first.  Words and images swim before her:  Puranas…Anangaranga…Kamasütra…Davadasis…Shiva…she struggles to remember her Malay and some Hindi.  As she reads, the words become a salve to her soul.  

Soon she is reading everything she can find about Hinduism, Buddhism and island spirituality.  She learns of holy pleasure groves, divine afflatus and a god who dances to create the universe.  Her grief begins to lift.

EXT. JAVA HOUSE  SUNSET

Just past sunset, Margaretha is on the front porch straining to read in the last rays of sunlight.  Sahili comes to light the lanterns.

SAHILI

Madame, you are going to hurt your eyes.

MARGARETHA


(Shaking her head and blinking hard)

I think you’re right, Sahili…I can’t seem to focus…

She continues to stare, not noticing the sweat beading on her upper-lip and forehead.  

SAHILI

Madame, do you feel okay?

Margaretha tries to stand.  The color drains from her face and she wobbles dangerously.  Sahili manages to catch her arm before she falls.  

SAHILI

Madame, you’re burning up!  Magesh!  Help me, please.

Magesh runs over from the fields.  He picks up Margaretha, now barely conscious and takes her to the couch.

MAGESH

I will get the doctor.

INT. MARGARETHA’S ROOM  NIGHT

Margaretha is shivering violently.  Sahili changes the compress on her forehead as the doctor finishes his exam.  Rudolph stands in the doorway, looking annoyed.  The doctor is very concerned.

DOCTOR

Typhoid.

Sahili looks stricken.

RUDOLPH


(Blandly)

Will she live?

DOCTOR


(Shrugging)

It’s hard to say…recovery will be difficult, if she pulls through.


(Turning to Sahili)

She will need constant care.  Please help give her the will to live — she will need it.

Sahili nods; Rudolph shakes his head.

INT. MARGARETHA’S BEDROOM  SUNSET

Margaretha’s is so weak she can barely move.  Sahili props up her head and puts a glass of milk to her lips.  

RUDOLPH

Jesus Christ!  How long is this going to last?  Five bottles of milk a day at a guilder each – this illness is going to break me.

Sahili ignores him as she changes Margaretha’s soaked bedclothes and rearranges the mosquito netting in the last rays of the waning sun.  

SAHILI

I know the visions always get worse when night falls, but please try not to thrash so much, Madame.

Margaretha doesn’t acknowledge her as her eyes begin to dart about madly.  

SAHILI

Here they come…

MARGARETHA’S POV: The visions begin.  She hallucinates continuously, but the images become more vivid at night.  Monsters, deities, fabulous beasts, half elephant/half snake fly across the walls, the ceiling and the curtains.  Couples are entwined in elaborate sexual positions.  Heroes and dancers parade before her.  Divinities with a dozen arms reach out to her.

She sees Shiva’s shrines overflowing with sacred offerings: flowers, incense, butter and milk.  She rises up to be anointed as she sees herself ordained a Hindu goddess in a sacred ceremony.

RUDOLPH

(Ranting in the distance)

She’s getting worse and worse…nothing but skin and bones!

INT. MARGARETHA’S ROOM  DAY

The morning sun streams through the open window.  Non strokes her mother’s frail hand.  Margaretha’s eyelids flutter.  Sahili reaches for the milk.  Margaretha focuses awkwardly on Non.

MARGARETHA

My darling, look how big you are!

Non jumps, shocked.  Sahili looks frightened.

SAHILI

Madame?  Can you hear me?

MARGARETHA

Yes, Sahili.

Sahili feels Margaretha’s face and arms.  She laughs out loud.

SAHILI

I don’t believe it - it’s been months!  We thought we lost you…

Margaretha looks to her friend and her daughter with a strange, tranquil expression.  Despite the physical ravages of her body, her eyes and her absent smile indicate a distant strength as if she knew all along there was nothing to fear.

EXT. JAVA VILLAGE  DAY

Margaretha is still frail but in the few months that have passed, she has regained much of her strength.  She strolls through the marketplace in a jewel-toned sari, greeting the villagers as she makes her way to a small temple.  A ritual ceremony is underway.  Incense hangs in the air.  Baskets with offerings of food and flowers line the temple steps.

She stares at the bronze-skinned native girls as they perform a sacred dance.  Their movements are slow and hypnotic, almost trancelike as their arms undulate and their hips sway to the rhythms of the gamelang.  After several moments of intense study, she expertly imitates their gestures.

After her impromptu dance lesson, Margaretha keeps walking.  The pilgrimage to Borobudur takes longer than she anticipated and she has to stop frequently to rest. 

Finally she sees the enormous temple of bluish volcanic rock rising nearly 100 feet before her, and she feels her strength renewed.  The bell-shaped tower, or stupa, at the top serves as a beacon, guiding her to her destiny.

EXT. BOROBUDUR TEMPLE  LATE AFTERNOON

Borobudur is said to have been designed in the shape of a lotus floating on the water. The colossal monument consists of six rectangular terraces topped by three circular ones. Four of these are galleries, enclosed by balustrades and an inner wall.  This prevents those on the path from seeing the outside world, other than the sky above.

Margaretha stands at the entrance, uncertain how to proceed.  A saffron-robed MONK, or novice, as he doesn’t look much older than a teenager, steps forward.

MONK

Forgive my intrusion, but do you need assistance?

MARGARETHA

Yes, yes thank you.  I would like to climb the temple in the proper steps for enlightenment.

MONK

You are a foreigner?  You look and sound like a native.

MARGARETHA

I’m Dutch.

The monk smiles and bows. 

MONK

Please follow me.  You are right; the temple is a place of pilgrimage for those wishing to achieve enlightenment.  Our path will take us through tunnels and staircases as we are guided to the consecutive terraces.

Margaretha turns towards him to listen and he gently but abruptly turns her back.

MONK

You must always keep your right side, the pure side, toward the temple and walk clockwise.  Once we reach the four terrace galleries, the outside world will be blocked from sight.  This makes it so the pilgrim’s focus is only the temple and that which is before him.

MARGARETHA

Yes, of course.

They begin their climb up the first staircase; it is difficult for her in her diminished state, but he is barely breathing heavy after their first steep ascent.

MONK

The 1,300 paneled friezes depict the life of Buddha in all his previous incarnations.  The temple is built to represent the universe, divided into the Spheres of Desire, Form and Formlessness.

Margaretha nods, trying to take it all in.  She studies the intricate panels carved into the stone.  Once they’ve reached the next level, the sun begins to set; her guide continues to indoctrinate her.

MONK

At one time there were over 500 statues of Buddha, many in lotus position on the terraces and many in meditation inside the stupas.  Despite the four volcanoes surrounding us, more than 450 still survive.

MARGARETHA

That’s incredible.

By the time they reach the upper terraces, they are greeted by an explosive sunset.  Margaretha stops to catch her breath and drink in the overwhelming beauty.  She begins to cry.

MONK

Is everything all right?

She nods, and raises her face to the sky.

MARGARETHA

My son was killed several months ago.

MONK

I’m very sorry.

MARGARETHA

I almost died from typhoid.  Today is my birthday and I’m here to try to understand the meaning of any of it – of all of it.

The monk nods and walks a respectable distance away to give her privacy.  She continues to take in the magnificence of the sunset.  After a moment, she walks over to the Monk, also in quiet reflection.

MARGARETHA

Thank you, I’m ready to continue.

He gives her a smile of purity and understanding.  They have only one more staircase until they’ve reached the top.

MONK

Ahead is the realm of Formlessness and that leads to a round terrace at the top which is unadorned except for the Buddhas and saints that meditate in bliss while overlooking this exquisite beauty.

At the top, the main stupa points toward Heaven.  The enormous moon, which was full the night before, begins to rise and is bathed in the last pink rays of daylight.

MARGARETHA


(In awe)

Nirvana…

MONK

Nirvana.

MARGARETHA

Would it be okay for me to stay here and meditate tonight?

MONK


(Nodding)

I will bring you a mat and blanket.

MARGARETHA


(To herself)

“Once you’ve experienced the terraces by moonlight, you will be forever transformed…”  

EXT. BOROBUDUR TEMPLE  DAWN

Margaretha wakes at first light.  She resumes the lotus position on her mat and watches the glorious sunrise.  Once it is light, her Monk friend brings her water and fruit.

MARGARETHA

You’ve been so kind.  You have no idea how much you’ve helped me.

He nods shyly.

MARGARETHA

This has been wonderful, but I must get home to my daughter.  I’d better leave now before it gets too hot.  

MONK

Go in peace.

MARGARETHA

Thank you.

When she takes one look back at the breathtaking view, the mist is rising off the rainforest.  She bows in reverence, breathes deeply and heads down the first staircase.

INT. JAVA HOUSE  AFTERNOON

Margaretha walks through the door and runs to Non, who is playing on the floor.  She hugs and kisses her.  Sahili looks concerned.

MARGARETHA

My darling, I missed you so much!  Sahili!  You were so right!  That was the most incredible night of my life!  I can’t thank you enough for telling me about it and taking care of Non.

SAHILI

Madame, may I say something?

MARGARETHA

Of course, Sahili.

SAHILI

I know it has been very difficult for you since the fever and…Norman…

A shadow crosses Margaretha’s face.  Sahili hesitates before continuing.  The two women walk to a corner of the room out of Non’s earshot.

SAHILI

But this child survived and she needs her mother.

MARGARETHA


(Hanging her head)

I know, Sahili, I know. It’s all I’ve been thinking about and I truly think I can do that now.

SAHILI

Are you sure?

MARGARETHA

Up until now, I must admit, I’ve been afraid to touch her.  It’s as if she will just slip through my fingers and disappear forever…

SAHILI

This child needs love.  She is strong, but she needs your love to grow stronger.

MARGARETHA

When I think of Norman it hurts so bad.  I wonder if I loved him too much.  Did my love kill him?  Is God punishing me for my pride?

SAHILI

Evil killed your son, Madame - nothing more, nothing less.  You cannot surrender to that evil, or it has won.  And it is your duty to protect Non from it with your dying breath.

Margaretha stares into Sahili’s knowing face and realizes she is not just talking about the servant who likely poisoned the children.  Her eyes dart to the portrait of Rudolph on the mantle over Sahili’s shoulder.

SAHILI

Look at your child, Madame, she is pure and open and beautiful.  She can heal you.  She is like the sunrise, a renewal of life and hope.

MARGARETHA

…And she has blessed me with a second chance.  I was able to say goodbye to Norman.  As I struggled to understand the meaning of all of this, I began to think of the experience at the temple as an awakening.  And this morning I was greeted with the most magnificent sunrise.  I felt as if it was a rebirth from my fever and my grief.  How do you say sunrise in Malay?

SAHILI

Matahari, Madame.

MARGARETHA

Matahari? That’s beautiful…

SAHILI

Translated literally it is “the eye of dawn.”

MONTAGE:  The euphoria and decadence of turn-of-the-century Europe comes in press accounts of the glorious International Exposition in Paris.  Photographs of the Eiffel Tower, the Metro, the palaces and pavilions of nations, arts, sciences, history and architecture are depicted the splendor of the region.  

INT. ISOLATED HUT IN SINDAGLAJA  DAY

Margaretha pours over accounts of the Expo and the other innovations in the European papers, which arrive months late and yellowed to the isolated mountain village.  She has been virtually imprisoned in the remote area since Rudolph retired his commission.  

Margaretha pines for the energy and excitement of civilization during this revolutionary time.  She devours stories of technological advances such as the Grand Palais and the Trans-Siberian railway.  

Critiques about emerging names in the art world such as Toulouse-Lautrec, Picasso, Matisse and Klee fill the magazines as do photos of high society revelers dining at the Lapin Agile and Chat Noir.  Margaretha throws down a magazine and suppresses a sob.  Non, now a beautiful, precocious four-year-old, looks up.  

MARGARETHA

I’m sorry, darling.  I didn’t mean to upset you.  I just want to get out of this house and off of this island.

NON

The mail, Mama!

MARGARETHA

Oh thank Goodness!  I guess that’s our first sign that the rains are truly over.  

A village boy trudges up the still-slick path with a large satchel over his back.  He hands a stack of letters and a bundle of newspapers to Margaretha.  She lays the papers aside and immediately leafs through the letters.  

MARGARETHA


(To Non)

One from your Aunt Louise and one from your grandfather!  


(Ripping open the first and reading under her breath)

…the duty of a patient and submissive wife…Jesus Christ--


(Opening the next and scanning it quickly)

I should have known he’d be no help.  How are we going to get back to Europe?

Rudolph limps in, leaning heavily on a cane.

RUDOLPH

The mail finally came?  What are those?

MARGARETHA

Letters to me from my father and Jeanne Louise.  I wrote them begging for help to come home.

RUDOLPH

We’ve been through this.

MARGARETHA

I know, but I still want to go home.  I don’t understand why you’re so against it.  You hate it here and the rains are only making you sicker.  You need proper medical attention.

RUDOLPH

It’s too late; I’ve already retired.  

MARGARETHA

We could leave if you wanted to.  I swear you’re just keeping us here to torture me.

RUDOLPH

You used to love these islands.

MARGARETHA

I did when we were with Sahili and Magesh in Java, not out here in the middle of nowhere.  Even so, I want to experience life and the industrial age…Europe is exploding with art and culture and I am forced to read about it like it’s a work of fiction.

RUDOLPH

Hell, if you want to go so bad, go – just leave me alone!

MARGARETHA

And how do you propose I get there?

RUDOLPH

By canoe, I don’t care – it’s not my problem.

Rudolph lapses into a coughing fit.  Non rushes to Margaretha’s side when Rudolph starts shouting.  She clings to her mother’s hand and cringes.  Rudolph, despite his hacking fit, notices his daughter’s fear of him and his expression softens.

MARGARETHA

Come Non, let’s practice our dancing; there’s no talking to Papa when he’s like this.

Margaretha and Non go off to a corner of the room and begin emulating the native dances Margaretha learned from the locals.

RUDOLPH

I told you I don’t want her doing that!

MARGARETHA

How else are we supposed to get exercise during the monsoons?   You see fit to have her live on this island forever.  She is a native and might as well learn native customs.

Margaretha begins to sway her hips expertly.  Non studies her mother’s moves and tries to imitate them awkwardly.  They laugh and Margaretha continues an elaborate

TITLE:  MARCH 1902

EXT. INDONESIAN HARBOR  DAY

A triumphant Margaretha stands at the railing of a ship’s deck with Non in her arms.  Rudolph is in a nearby chair trying to catch his breath.  Margaretha and Non wave goodbye with the other passengers, primarily military men and their families.

INT. LOUISE’S HOUSE  DAY

Margaretha takes off her hat and sets down her packages.  She glances up to see Rudolph sitting in the shadows of the parlor with a full tumbler of whiskey.  Trepidation flashes across her face.

MARGARETHA

Good afternoon, Rudolph, where is Non?

RUDOLPH

Louise took her shopping.  She needs something decent to wear.

MARGARETHA

That’s nice of her.  I could have taken—-

He jumps up and is across the room in an instant.  Before she can take a step back, his hand lashes out and smacks her across the face.  She turns and eyes him evenly.

MARGARETHA

Do not touch me again.

His next blow lands across her jaw; she is stunned.  She blocks his next swing and maneuvers around the furniture to put distance between them.

MARGARETHA

Is this the price I have to pay to come back?  I will not stand for this again, Rudolph.  I’ll have you arrested!

He laughs cruelly and almost begins to choke, but he recovers.

RUDOLPH

Get out!

MARGARETHA

What?

RUDOLPH

You heard me!  Get the hell out of my house – I never want to see you again!

MARGARETHA

I am not leaving my daughter.

RUDOLPH

Oh yes you will and you’ll be lucky if I ever let you see her again.  I need to get you out of her life before she begins taking after you.  I packed a bag for you – get the hell out!

Margaretha is stupefied.  She backs towards the door.  Rudolph storms across the room as if to lunge at her; she bolts.  He grabs a carpetbag and hurls in at her head.

RUDOLPH

I said, get the fuck out!

The door SLAMS behind her.  Margaretha stands on the front porch with the bag in her hands and stares out at the winding path to the street in vacant disbelief.  A tear slides down her face.

EXT. DOWNTOWN AMSTERDAM  DAY

Margaretha walks along the canals, not paying attention to where they lead her.  She struggles to think, but is too stunned to process what has happened or imagine what she should do.  By evening, she wanders into the Red Light District.  As sun sets, the lights grow brighter, bathing the street in a scarlet cast.  

Margaretha studies the prostitutes in the windows, the gamut of human emotion playing out on their faces.  There is lust, warmth, indifference, boredom, hostility, humor, grief, shame and many indecipherable expressions.  A few wear looks of wanton power, striking Margaretha as ironic.  

In a tiny storefront hangs a dilapidated shingle reading: Heer ERICH CAPEK - Advocaat.  Margaretha summons the conviction she knew after emerging from delirium and enters the office.  

INT. AMSTERDAM TRIBUNAL  DAY

Her attorney, Erich Capek, is thin and balding.  At first glance, he appears timid and scattered.  He arranges his papers and scrutinizes Margaretha, who is wearing a demure black dress.  The marring from the last beating distorts the beauty of her face.

MARGARETHA

I can’t thank you enough, Heer Capek, for taking this chance on me.  If we win, I will pay you double your fee and extra for the dress.

CAPEK

Mrs. MacLeod, we will address that when the time comes.  As we discussed before, a win in a case such as this is unheard of, but we have to try.  The rules must change - I know more girls than I can count who were where you are and had no place to go but Zeedijk Street.

MARGARETHA

My husband is a very calculating and powerful man.

CAPEK

We can’t back out now.

Margaretha smiles her gratitude and turns in her seat as the JUDGE BANGS his gavel.

Moments later Margaretha and Rudolph stand before the judge, flanked on either side by their attorneys.  

JUDGE

In the matter of MacLeod vs. MacLeod, I grant the petition of Legal Separation to Mrs. MacLeod.  In addition, the minor child, Jeanne Louise, will be returned to her mother for full custody.  Captain MacLeod, you are to pay 100 guilders a month for their support.

The room takes a collective GASP.  Margaretha is as stunned as Rudolph; both their attorneys are equally as shocked.  The judge BANGS the gavel and calls his next case.

CAPEK

I would have never imagined it turning out like this!  Every wronged wife in Amsterdam will be knocking on my door…

MARGARETHA

(Shaking his hand furiously and crying)

Thank you, Heer Capek!  I owe you the world.

With that she turns to see Non through the crowd, holding Louise’s hand.  Margaretha rushes to her and Non leaps into her arms.  She squeezes her so tightly that Non begins to cry.

NON

Mama, you’re hurting me!  Don’t cry, Mama, I won’t leave you again.

INT. CAPEK’S OFFICE  DAY

Margaretha’s contusions have almost healed as she removes her gloves and straightens her hat.

MARGARETHA

I’m terribly sorry to bother you, Heer Capek, but I don’t know what else to do.  It’s been over a month and Rudolph has not made the second support payment.  My room rent is due and I have no money, other than the installment I received in court.

CAPEK

I was afraid of this, Mrs. MacLeod.  I filed a petition of non-payment when you first wrote me about this; there has been no response.  I didn’t want to believe it at the time, but it would seem winning the ruling and having it enforced by the Dutch authorities are two very different things.

MARGARETHA

He’s refusing to pay?

Capek stares at his hands and nods.  

MARGARETHA

So to spite me, he will let his daughter freeze and starve to death!

CAPEK

There’s more, Madame.  Have you seen today’s paper?

MARGARETHA

Are you mad?  I can’t afford a newspaper - unless I pick it up in the street.

Capek slides a folded page toward her.  

INSERT: An enlarged, centered ad reads:  “I request all and sundry not to supply goods, services or employment to my estranged wife, Margaretha MacLeod-Zelle. – Captain Rudolph MacLeod.”
CAPEK

Ads or one like it have run in every Amsterdam paper over the last several days.  I have also heard rumors that he has told everyone he knows that you abandoned him and broke his heart.  You will be shunned by Amsterdam society, I’m afraid.

The exaltation of victory she knew a month ago imploded to suffocating despair.

INT. APARTMENT – VAN WOOSTRAAT  NIGHT

The red lights of the district flash through the open windows.  Margaretha attempts to arrange the thin curtains so that Non is unaware of anything shameful about where they live.  Non is shivering and painfully thin.  Margaretha stirs a pot of rice and scrapes every last grain into Non’s bowl.  The angular lines of her face have become sharper from weight loss.

MARGARETHA

I’ve tried everywhere, baby, Heer Taconis, Heer Visser, even my father…they’ve given me all the money they can – or will.  No one will employ me here, so we must leave.  You can understand that, can’t you?

Though only six, Non’s perceptive eyes see everything.  She looks up at her mother with trust and nods.

INT. CAPEK’S OFFICE  DAY

Capek hands Margaretha a sealed envelope.

CAPEK

This should get you train fare and a few weeks rent, but I’m sorry, Mrs. MacLeod, that’s all I can do right now.

MARGARETHA

Rudolph still won’t yield?

CAPEK

I’m afraid he won’t rest until he drags you back.  I’ve been able to put off his attorneys and detectives, since we technically won the case.  But once you leave Holland, he can make a case for desertion. 

MARGARETHA

I cannot stay here – we’ll starve.

CAPEK

I know; and that’s what he’s betting on.  I pray things go well for you in Paris.  The city is beautiful, but can be coldly cruel to outsiders and the poor.

MARGARETHA

I will make my mark there, I know it. 

TITLE:  PARIS 1903

MONTAGE:  With Non in tow, Margaretha drops photos and resumes at every talent agency in Paris, from the stylish to the sleazy.  She receives mostly cool dismissal, but isn’t deterred.  She applies at cabarets, cafés and restaurants; once she leaves, the applications are often discarded.  Finally, an art studio manager shakes her hand and hands her a slip of paper.

INT. ART CLASS  DAY

Margaretha stands nude at the center of a life arts class, shivering violently.  Beginning students attempt to capture her likeness in clay.  Pale sunlight filters through latticed windows.  An INSTRUCTOR, with bulging eyes and stained teeth comes to reposition Margaretha’s pose.  Clay-caked fingers caress her buttocks and thighs.  She shoots him a look, but covers with an apologetic smile.  She cannot lose this job.

INT. ART CLASS  NIGHT

The students put away their supplies while Margaretha dresses behind a screen.  The instructor hands her a franc, which she carefully puts in her coat.  She wakes Non, who is sleeping on a wooden bench by the door.  With her daughter in her arms, she fights against the icy wind to their tiny room.

INT. HOTEL LOBBY  DAY

The desk clerk at their walk-up hands her a letter.

INSERT:  “Your husband has demanded I forward this to you – Erich Capek.”

Margaretha takes out another slip of paper.

MARGARETHA


(Reading aloud)

If you do not return immediately, I will alert the authorities and you will be committed to a state institution for incorrigibles.  You will never see Non again.

Margaretha glances around the squalid lobby.  She kneels down to look into Non’s pale, heart-shaped face.  Non still looks back with adoration, despite their months of cold and hunger.

MARGARETHA

Baby, I’m afraid your Papa isn’t going to give up.  I am going to have to take you home.

Non squeezes her mother’s hand and brushes away a tear that slides down Margaretha’s cheek.

NON

I love you, Mama.

Margaretha swallows back the sobs that threaten to tear from her throat.  She squeezes her tight; they are bone to bone.  Pulling back, she runs her hands over Non’s shoulder blades, wrists, hips and thighs, as if realizing for the first time how skinny she had become.  Tears of horror and apology stream down her face.

MARGARETHA

We will go back to Papa and Louise, where you will be warm and fed.

EXT. AMSTERDAM TRAIN STATION  DAY

Margaretha steps onto the crowded platform; her spirit crushed.  She catches a glimpse of Rudolph and Louise waiting, with haughty, malevolent expressions.  Non hides behind Margaretha’s skirts as her father and aunt throw their arms open wide to greet her.

Margaretha struggles to compose herself, mustering all the calm respect she can manage.

MARGARETHA

Rudolph, Louise, I trust you’re well.

Rudolph makes a public show of embracing his wife, but the effect is more like smothering.  Margaretha’s body goes rigid.  Louise gushes over Non, who tolerates it politely.

MARGARETHA

Well, shall we?  Non could do with a hot meal and--

RUDOLPH

You’re not coming.

MARGARETHA

What?

RUDOLPH

You are going to my Aunt’s house in North Brabant.  She will keep an eye on you there.  I will bring Non over the weekend.

MARGARETHA

But you can’t just—-

Rudolph raises his eyebrows in triumph; Louise gives her one of the most chilling, denigrating looks she’s ever seen.

RUDOLPH


(Raising his voice for public effect)

My love, you stole my child and abandoned me.  You are undoubtedly disturbed and I cannot risk losing you in the confusion of the city.  No, you will be safe in North Brabant.

He hands her a ticket and spins her toward the next train.  

RUDOLPH

My relatives will be waiting for you; have a wonderful trip, darling, and try to get some rest.

The crowd presses around them; she cannot struggle.  Louise has her arms wrapped around Non’s shoulders.  Margaretha looks into Non’s dark eyes and blows a weak kiss.  

MARGARETHA

Be good, darling!  I’ll be fine… Aunt Louise will take care of you and I will see you soon.

Non knows better than to resist.  She waves a tiny hand; the lost look on her face is enough to break Margaretha’s heart.  

INT. BRABANT HOUSE  DAY

Margaretha is kept a prisoner in the isolated provincial home of Rudolph’s relatives, who she rarely sees.  A maid drops her meals at the door.  The room is a well-kept, standard guest room.  It appears the bookshelves were emptied in a hurry.  She is given four sheets of writing paper a day.  No mail comes and she is not permitted a newspaper or magazines.

She begins pacing and talking to herself to save her sanity.  

MARGARETHA

I have to write someone - Papa, Heer Taconis, Erich…though what are the chances my letters will ever be sent?  I guess I have nothing to lose…

INT. BRABANT HOUSE  DAY

Rudolph stands in the parlor sucking heavily on a pipe.

MARGARETHA

How could you have not brought Non?  You promised!

RUDOLPH


(Shrugging)

Louise was taking her shopping and to lunch.  It’s too far a train ride for such a little girl, as it is she’s starved near to death.  How can you live with yourself knowing you did that to our child?

MARGARETHA

Is it any better for her to see her father beating her mother?

RUDOLPH

Your flair for the dramatic is getting tiresome, Margaretha.  You think you could have used those talents and whorish ways to make some kind of living in France.  If you can’t make a living as a whore in Paris, my God, that is failure!

MARGARETHA

I had Non with me, but don’t kid yourself — if given a choice of staying with you or prostituting myself to every drunken sailor in Europe, I’ll take the devil unknown.

RUDOLPH

If you dare run, I will throw you in a convent or mental institution, as I promised before.

MARGARETHA

If you could, why haven’t you?

Rudolph stares at her as he finishes his pipe and downs his drink.

RUDOLPH

I will be back in a week; perhaps your attitude will have improved by then.

MARGARETHA

Will you bring Non?

Rudolph shrugs and strides toward the door without looking back.

INT. MARGARETHA’S ROOM  NIGHT

It is months later.  Regular meals and constant inactivity have put some weight back on Margaretha, but she is pale and disheveled.  At midnight, she sits straight up in bed.  Shoes and clothes are tucked under her sheets; she dresses silently.  

She steals down the hall without making a sound, hesitating at certain doorways to listen for movement.  

INT. PARLOR, NIGHT

She fishes a key from a small chest on a side table.  Going to the china hutch, she unlocks the bottom drawer and removes a small revolver.  Glancing behind her, she again checks for noise.  Hearing none, she goes to the kitchen and searches the drawers and canisters.  A few guilders are in a top-shelf can.  She slips the gun and money into her tiny bag and bolts out the front door, running blindly into the cold, damp night.

TITLE:  PARIS 1904

INT. GRAND HOTEL – PARIS  NIGHT

The ballroom is ornately decorated for Christmas; silver and gold New Years banners, streamers and hats have been added.  A glitzy New Year’s Eve party is underway.  

Several revelers glance toward the door as a tall woman strides in with a brazen smile on her face.  Margaretha wears her black hair loose to her waist and is stunning in a borrowed dress.  She scans the room, meeting gaze after gaze with supreme confidence.

Gliding over to a well-dressed man, she puts a cigarette holder to her red lips and accepts a glass of champagne.  He offers her a light; she inhales deeply, holding the smoke in a moment and giving him a look of promise with her eyes.  She exhales in one smooth breath, looking around at the Parisian glitterati, with a look of knowing triumph.

A distinguished man of about fifty approaches.

MOLIER

Mademoiselle, have we met?

MARGARETHA

I’m afraid that’s impossible, I’ve only recently returned to Paris from Java.

MOLIER

An islander?  I should have known – such exotic beauty.  Are you by chance a performer?

MARGARETHA

Why yes, I’ve been extensively trained in the art of sacred Hindu dance.

He scrutinizes her appreciatively.  She extends her gloved hand.

MARGARETHA

I’m Lady MacLeod.

MOLIER

Forgive me; I am Ernest Molier of Cirque Molier.

Margaretha’s eyebrows raise with obvious intrigue.

MOLIER

You’re married?

MARGARETHA

Widowed.  My poor husband died on Java last year; he was an Army colonel.

MOLIER

I would love to see you dance.  Perhaps you could audition.  I have another associate I’d love for you to meet, the illustrious EMILE GUIMET.

MARGARETHA


(Coyly)

Of the Musée Guimet?

MOLIER

Of course, I have a feeling he will be very interested in meeting you.

SUPERIMOSED 1905 HEADLINES:  “Russian Army Surrenders to Japan” - “Bloody Sunday: Russian Workers Revolt-Massacred by Imperial Guard” - “Grand Duke Alexadrovich assassinated in Moscow” - “Crown Prince Wilhelm to Wed” - “Einstein Publishes ‘On the Electrodynamics of Moving Bodies’” - “President Roosevelt Begins Second Term…”

INT. MUSĖE GUIMET  NIGHT

The halls and staircases of the museum are crowded with “le gratin” of Paris’ artistic, scientific and literary world.  Ambassadors, aristocrats, industrialists, millionaires and maestros gush and mingle.  Of the 600 invitations sent by Emile Guimet, very few had been declined. 

Ladies emerge from silken wraps; gentlemen throw back black satin capes.  The VESTIAIRE arranges rows of top hats on long shelves.  Murmurs of polite conversation begin to swell with each new wave of arrivals.  Every few minutes, the aroma of incense wafts down the stairs.  The guests breathe deep with intrigue and excitement.

When the hour of performance arrives, the crowd moves up the stairs as a unit, eagerly pushing to the upper levels.

INT. PERFORMANCE HALL  NIGHT

The rotunda is transformed into an Indian temple.  Floral garlands wind around the eight columns, stretching up to the round balcony a floor above.  The room is lit exclusively by candlelight.  Guimet’s prized 11th century statue, a four-armed Shiva Nataraja surrounded by a circle of flames, emerges floodlit from the background.

The audience settles. Guimet steps out from an array of Buddhas.  A hushed tremor runs through the crowd; they are already entranced with anticipation.

GUIMET

Mesdames et Messieurs, I will not go on long, as this performance will speak for itself.  It is with great pride for me tonight that I introduce you to the sacred and mysterious world of the East.

EXOTIC MUSIC begins to play.  Incense smoke shrouds the stage, illuminated by candlelight.  Slowly, the silhouette of a tall, shapely woman appears through the fog, becoming clearer as the smoke dissipates.  She is stunningly beautiful with a mass of black hair, a gold collar around her throat and several strands of pearls on her arms and legs.  

The crowd GASPS.  She begins to dance.  Slow, voluptuous movements weave into the pattern of the foreign music, matching the rhythms with exacting accuracy.  Her body undulates and floats with infinite grace.  She pulls down draped veils one at a time.  After caressing her body with their silken touch, she discards them, letting them drift gently to the stage.

The audience is spellbound.  Though the act presses the limits of decency, both men and women are transfixed. When she pulls off the last veil, she is almost completely nude.  She builds the dance to a climactic peak and releases.  The crowd erupts into thunderous applause.  Murmurs of disbelief and appreciation roll through the theater.  

All eyes search the darkness for the woman who has elicited such intense enthusiasm.  Guimet steps forward.  The woman emerges from the shadows, standing beside him in the candle glow.  She is wrapped in a sari now, which hides the curves she previously revealed.

GUIMET

May I present to you MATA HARI, Hindu dancer.  She has come to honor the museum and the Parisians with the dances of the Davadasis and present the sacred art of expressing, by harmonious gestures, the far-off mysteries of vanished cults.

The audience again breaks into spontaneous applause.  Mata Hari bows.  Margaretha Zelle is now dead; in her place is a reincarnated Hindu Princess, who has taken the name Mata Hari.  She addresses the crowd in a low, musical voice.

MATA HARI

My dance is a sacred poem in which each movement is a word and whose every word is underlined by music.

The temple in which I dance can be vague or faithfully reproduced, as here today.  For I am the temple.

All true temple dances are religious in nature and all explain in gestures and poses, the rules of the sacred texts.

One must always translate the three stages which correspond to the divine attributes of Brahma, Vishnu and Shiva – creation, fecundity, destruction…

By means of destruction towards creation through incarnation, that is what I am dancing – that is what my dance is about.

She pauses as the audience ponders her speech.  After a moment, she nods mysteriously, turns and walks back into the darkness.  This elicits another round of spontaneous applause.

INT. MATA HARI’S DRESSING ROOM  NIGHT

Guimet reads from a stack of newspapers as a dresser tends to Mata Hari’s hair.  

GUIMET

“Tall and slender, she carries a marvelous neck, supple and the color of amber, a fascinating face that makes a perfect oval and whose sybilline expression strikes everyone at first sight”…Mademoiselle, the city has been absolutely captivated!  Everywhere you go people are gushing about last night’s performance.

Mata Hari smiles slightly, with a distant but serene expression.  She nods to Guimet, who opens the door to a small crowd of REPORTERS.  Before they are able to bombard her with questions, she calmly tells her story.

MATA HARI

I was born in the south of India on the Malabar Coast to a Brahmin family.  My father was called Assirvadam, known for his piety and pureness of heart.  My mother was a dancer who died giving birth to me; she was only 14.  The priests who adopted me gave me the name Mata Hari and I was raised in the great underground world in the temple of Shiva.

The reporters’ pens scratch furiously over their notepads.  

MATA HARI

The high priest consecrated me into his service, teaching me the mysteries of love and faith by the ritual of Sakty-Pudja…

MONTAGE:  Overnight, Mata Hari becomes the sensation of the season.  She performs at the most notable salons and venues, including the Trocadéro, the Olympia, the Paris Opera House and in the homes of BARON HENRI DE ROTHSCHILD, celebrated actress CÉCILE SOREL, the mansion of MENIER, the Chocolate King and Opera Diva EMMA CALVÉ.

EXT. GARDEN AT NEUILLY  DAY

On a bright day in May, Mata Hari performs before a group of Amazons which is documented by one of the guests.  COLETTE, the famous writer, scribbles notes absently as she devours the scene with her eyes.

Mata Hari emerges from behind a screen of foliage, naked on a white horse.  The horse’s trappings are studded with turquoise.  With bronze skin glistening in the spring sun, her hair is loose to her waist.  Her body, now disciplined by dance, rides erect, agile and muscular.

MONTAGE:  Within nine months, not only is Paris at Mata Hari’s feet, but all of France.  Throngs of journalists dog her every move.  They camp outside her luxury apartment, crowd around her opulent carriage and trail her to Maxim’s and the Ritz or the races at Longchamps and Bois de Boulogne.

Flash bulbs pop in her face continuously, in staged photo sessions and on the street.  She poses for commissioned portraits by the most celebrated painters in Paris. Top designers give her exclusive showings of their newest lines.  She signs lucrative contracts and is attended to by an entourage of dressers, hair-stylists, make-up artists and secretaries.

EXT. TRAIN STATION  DAY

Mata Hari stands on the platform, surrounded by photographers.  She does her best to ignore them as she searches the windows of the approaching train for a familiar face.  A train SQUEALS into the station; the passengers disembark.  In seconds, Rudolph is standing before her with a stack of papers.

Mata Hari ignores him, craning her neck to see past him and the crowd.  She sees Louise and a well-dressed, disinterested looking woman next to her.  Non strains to see around her skirts.  She and Mata Hari lock eyes for a brief moment; Non looks confused and hurt by her mother’s glamorous appearance.

MATA HARI

Non!  Darling, I’m here!

RUDOLPH

That’s as far as you get.  You abandoned your daughter and have no right to see her again.  Just sign the papers and we’ll be gone.

MATA HARI

Why did you bring her then?

RUDOLPH

Couldn’t be helped.  We were on the way to holiday in the country and were changing trains anyway, so I had my attorneys arrange a meeting here.

Mata Hari stares at Non’s pained face; tears well in her eyes.

RUDOLPH

Oh Jesus, save the melodrama for your deluded fans and just sign the damn papers.

Mata Hari snatches the divorce papers from his hands and scribbles her signature without even reading them.  

MATA HARI

Be sure to give your new wife my condolences.  She looks young and not bad looking…It will be interesting to see how she withstands her first broken nose or shattered jaw…

Rudolph grabs the papers back and eyes her with disgust.  He turns on his heel and Louise and the other woman close rank, shielding Non from her mother, who is crying and waving desperately to her.  They board the train and the door shuts behind them.

As they pull away, Mata Hari waves furiously.  The photographers muster the decency to lower their cameras and not exploit her obvious heartbreak.

INT. DRESSING ROOM  NIGHT

At every venue her dressing rooms are crammed with cosmetics, jewels, elaborate costumes and attendants.  Mata Hari sits, as usual, in an armchair by the window.  She often spends hours staring into space with a look of pensive melancholy.

Tonight she glances casually through the cards that came with the enormous bouquets crowding the room.  Many bear coats of arms or engraved monograms.  ANNE, her trusted assistant, combs Mata Hari’s hair. 

ANNE

Anything interesting, Madame?

MATA HARI

Just more of the same, Anne, marriage proposals, offers of titles and territories, vows of eternal servitude… 

ANNE 

Ever consider accepting one?

MATA HARI

These men don’t know what they’re asking.  They are captivated by my mystery, but if we were to marry, that’s the first thing they’d want to erase.

ANNE

You sound like you know too well…

MATA HARI

I have been thinking that I need to be smart about this.  A dancer’s life is short-lived and the public’s attention is capricious, to say the least.  Now that I’ve achieved the life I’ve always dreamed of, how can I keep it?

ANNE

I thought you didn’t want marriage, Madame?

MATA HARI

I don’t.  But I can use my talents in other ways.  

(Taking a book from the table beside her)

The Kamasūtra, Anne – a book of ancient wisdom.  Listen: “The characteristics of a courtesan are to be beautiful and pleasing, with a taste for riches and, insofar as sexual prowess is concerned, as indefatigable as a man; intelligent, well-versed in all the arts of love and concomitant skills…”

ANNE

But Madame, you are so beautiful and talented.  You do not need to sell yourself!

MATA HARI

I sell myself every night, Anne.  We all do in some way.  Being a courtesan is a skill, like dancing.  I’m blessed with the essential traits and I will work hard to develop them further.  I have to think about my future and Non’s future.  Someday, when I get her back.  Did I tell you that cow Rudolph married shipped her off to live with relatives?

ANNE 

Be careful, Madame, you’re playing with fire when you incite a man’s jealousy.  And many very powerful men in very close proximity…

MATA HARI

God gave us all a certain power, Anne.  The Kamasūtra is very specific on teaching women how to use theirs.  It says exactly to whom a courtesan should avail herself.  I’ve already had blatant offers from many such men.  I’ve been with them because I wanted to be, but perhaps I’ll learn to be more judicious with my time.

ANNE

Madame, you are nothing if not audacious!

Mata Hari closes her book and begins to stare out the window again.  Once she mentions Non; a shadow darkens her face and her previous levity fades.

TITLE:  1906

MONTAGE:  Mata Hari performs before packed houses in Madrid, London, St. Petersburg, Berlin, Vienna, Monte Carlo and Rome.  She is the guest of royalty throughout Europe.  

Always on the arm of an officer, dignitary, politician or celebrity, they regale her with decadent dinners, diamonds, furs, carriages, horses and weeks at country estates.  With every encounter, Mata Hari exudes passion for her escort.  She engages him with delicious flirtation as they volley prurient small talk.

Her talents as a courtesan surpass her formidable skills as a dancer.  She cultivates both as her star rises higher and higher over all of Europe.  

INT. MATA HARI’S SUITE - PALACE HOTEL  DAY

The sun gleams through the enormous picture window overlooking the Champs Elysées.  An attractive young reporter, GEORGES DU PARCQ, is seated in a satin wing back chair opposite Mata Hari; they sip tea during a lull in conversation, sharing an easy rapport.

GEORGES

So you’ve conquered Europe, danced Cleopatra, and eclipsed Isadora Duncan…what’s next for you?

MATA HARI

Please, Georges, spare me your journalist’s savvy.  If you want to know something, ask.

GEORGES

If you let me always be the first on the scene to cover you.

MATA HARI

You know where I’m going before I do, most of the time.  Did I tell you?  Strauss is still ignoring me.  After I humiliated myself begging him for Salomé!

GEORGES

Why are you so obsessed with that part?  You can dance any role in any theater in Europe.  Other than the obvious, why Salomé?

MATA HARI

One of my very first reviews compared me to her – the seven veils, the ultimate seduction… since then, if not before, I knew I was meant for that part.

GEORGES

Well, I’ll call in whatever favors I can, but they say there’s no swaying Strauss when it comes to casting.  You never did answer me when I asked how come you get away with dancing nude in France when the Paris courts are throwing other naked dancers in jail.

Mata Hari stands and pours them both a brandy.

MATA HARI

You forget, Georges, I am not in league with other dancers, nude or otherwise.  I am descended from Davadasis.  Temple dancing is an expression of art and eroticism, they are forms of worship, acts of communion with Divinity.

GEORGES


(Laughing)

If the powers that be buy that, who am I to give you up?

She gives him a conspiratory smile; the question of her identity hangs between them.  

MATA HARI

Have I showed you my most recent adornment?

Georges turns toward her and takes a deep sip of brandy.  Mata Hari pulls back her sequined sleeve to reveal a tattoo of a snake swallowing its tail encircling her left wrist.  

MATA HARI

It’s Uroborus - the ancient symbol of origin, totality--

Georges raises his eyebrows, obviously amused and entranced by her.  

GEORGES

--Or primordial unity.  Why is it we’ve never fallen in love?

MATA HARI

As if I were capable of romantic love, Georges.  You’re not in love with me either.  That’s probably why I respect you so much.

GEORGES

You overestimate me.  It’s purely self-preservation.  Men who fall in love with you know going in it’s futile, yet they offer up everything for the privilege of having you tear out their hearts.  As your lover, I’d be in and out of your life before the roses in this room begin to wilt.  As your friend, I can be by your side as long as you’ll have me.

Mata Hari smiles warmly, a rare sight.

MATA HARI

Ah, Georges…you are too wise.  You’re also too young and handsome and, I’m afraid, not rich enough.  It would be far too easy for me to fall in love with you and that’s what I must guard against, more than anything else in the world.  Besides, you know my proclivity for military men.

TITLE: 1910

INT. MATA HARI’S SUITE  EVENING

Mata Hari, formally dressed, scrutinizes her reflection in the hall mirror.  Creases are now noticeable around her eyes; she pulls her black hair taught to check for gray roots.  

MATA HARI

Anne!  Did you remember to pack my dye? 

ANNE


(Rounds the corner)

Yes, Madame, but we just colored your hair three weeks ago…

Mata Hari shoots her a deadly look; Anne suppresses a smile and nods.

ANNE

It’s in your vanity.  The concierge called; Monsieur Rousseau’s car and driver are downstairs.  A valet will be here momentarily to collect your luggage.

MATA HARI

Thank you, Anne.  I wish I could take you with me.

ANNE

I don’t think Monsieur Rousseau would appreciate a chaperone.

MATA HARI

You’re right, of course, but I’ve come to rely on you so.  Please take care of everything here and remember, do not let on to anyone where I am or when I will return.  Let Paris wonder where I’ve gone.  They can mourn my loss and yearn for my return.

ANNE

Of course, Madame, I’ll update you with news weekly.  If something is urgent, I will wire you immediately.  

Mata squeezes Anne’s hands as if hesitant to leave.  A KNOCK at the door startles them both.  Anne opens it to two uniformed valets; they wheel in a luggage cart and begin to load a trunk and several suitcases waiting by the door.  

EXT. CASTLE AT ESVRES  DAY

Mata Hari and her current lover, ROUSSEAU, a paunchy, middle-aged banker, dine by candlelight in his garden, surrounded by aromatic vines in full bloom.  

ROUSSEAU

I dread twilight on Sunday…with every fading ray, the time for me to leave you draws closer.  I hate that I have to leave you here alone.  

MATA HARI

Please, don’t worry about me.  I understood going in I would only have a portion of your time. Besides, your wife and children need you during the week.  I’ll ride and read and desperately await your return.

ROUSSEAU

And by next week, your cycle will have passed and we can make love again…

He refills her champagne glass and stares at her hungrily.

MATA HARI

Yes, darling, I’m sure I’ll be feeling much better by then.

She averts her eyes coyly, knowing the more she denies him the more enamored he becomes.  

EXT. ROUSSEAU’S ESTATE  DAY

Rousseau and Mata Hari ride their stallions over the grounds.  The hills are covered with vineyards laden with ripe fruit.  Golden grape leaves shimmer in the autumn sunlight.

ROUSSEAU

Now that summer’s over, I can’t keep sneaking away.  

MATA HARI

I knew it couldn’t last forever…I’ve loved every minute of my time here.  Getting away was the best thing I’ve done for myself in a long time.

ROUSSEAU

It shows; you are more radiant today than the moment I first laid eyes on you.

MATA HARI

I can’t imagine going back to my cold suite.  Maybe I’ll find a country house of my own…

ROUSSEAU

But you must return to Paris!  I cannot stand being apart from you for more than a few days.  I will buy you a home and fill it with every indulgence your heart desires…a team of racehorses, a full staff - you name it and it’s yours.

MATA HARI

My love, you are too good to me.

He smiles triumphantly as he steers his horse around; once his back is turned, she beams with a triumph far greater than his.

EXT. MATA HARI’S HOME AT NEUILLY  DAY

It was no coincidence Mata Hari chose the Villa Rémy at 11 rue Windsor in Neuilly.  Rousseau paid over a million francs for the Normandy style chateau complete with art treasures, a stable of thoroughbreds and lush gardens where she can entertain and dance.  

Mata Hari knew it was close to the home of her rival, Isadora Duncan, so they will be competing for the best guests and most celebrated parties.  She hangs a stained-glass inscription over her doorway that reads “Sois le bienvenu.”

INT./EXT. VILLA RÉMY  DAY

One of the most difficult winters on record breaks into a resplendent spring.  Mata Hari is hosting a garden party; she glides through the house and patio, greeting the usual assemblage of celebrities, diplomats, officers and statesmen.  An Indian orchestra PLAYS in background.

She engages every man with a smoldering intimacy that transcends mere flirting.  Whether she had slept with him or not, each is made to feel like the only person in the room, in her world.  Du Parcq is in attendance as usual and endlessly entertained by her expert manipulation of the most powerful men in Europe.

MATA HARI

(Kissing a man on both cheeks)

DUKE OF BRUNSWICK, you know the MARQUIS DE GIVENCHY, of course…Please forgive me, I’ll have to leave you two to get acquainted; the Crown Prince has arrived.  Wilhelm, how wonderful to see you again…

A handsome, uniformed CROWN PRINCE WILHELM beams at her as she moves to greet him.

PRINCE WILHELM


(Seductively, under his breath)

I haven’t missed your performance have I?

MATA HARI


(Whispering)

Later, darling, the day is still young. 

His intrigue is palpable as she slides her fingers down his arm.

MATA HARI

Please help yourself to champagne, I must speak to the head of the French Secret Service, MONSIEUR LADOUX, I’ve been dodging him for an hour.

She gives him a promising smile and bows her head as to not ignore royal protocol.  She moves across the room and Du Parcq catches her eye; they trade amused looks.  He gets close enough to whisper to her.

GEORGES

Forget dancing, I’d pay anything to see an encore performance of this masquerade.  

MATA HARI

Georges, I’m sure I don’t know what you’re talking about.

GEORGES

I’m sure you know exactly what I’m talking about.  As it is, your strategic seduction of the men in this room has us teetering on the brink of an international incident.

She stifles a laugh and gives him her best innocent stare.

GEORGES

They say nothing ups a courtesan’s cachet like a duel or suicide in her honor.  I’d say we’re five minutes away from seeing your rate go through the roof.

MATA HARI

Georges, please do me a favor… JEAN HALLAURE and my attorney, MAÏTRE CLUNET have just arrived.  Get them a drink and dazzle them with your wit until I can break away.

TITLE: 1914

EXT. PARIS HOTEL SUITE  NIGHT

Mata Hari is making love to a stocky man with a large mustache.  This is GENERAL ADOLPH MESSIMY, the French minister of war.  He is enraptured.  She expertly engages him by moaning, teasing, caressing, acting every bit the captivated lover.  

MATA HARI

Général, you are incredible.  You spoil me for any other man!

MESSIMY

Chéri, you must think me incredibly stupid if I believed that.  I’ve known few women other than my wife, but I know you are no innocent.

MATA HARI

And yet you can’t stay away.

MESSIMY

Because I find you fascinating… and the discipline I’ve always prided myself on seems to drain from my body the second I’m in your presence.

MATA HARI

You are such a sweet man, Adolph, but I’m afraid I must go.

INT. HOTEL ROOM – AMBIGUOUS LOCATION  NIGHT

Mata Hari is reprising her previous sexual performance, though her enthusiasm and attraction is more genuine with this partner.  He is HERR GOTTLEIB VON JAGOW, the foreign minister of Germany.  He is tall and a strikingly handsome after the military model: strong jaw, broad shoulders, lean and muscular.

VON JAGOW

I’m begging you, come to Berlin.  If tensions increase, which I promise, they will.  I won’t be able to get away and I can’t stand not to be near you.

MATA HARI

But Paris has been my home for years…

VON JAGOW

You have no future in Paris.  Paris itself may have no future.  You’re already losing roles to younger dancers – the fickle Parisians will soon move on, if they survive.  You deserve so much more!  I can offer you everything if you come to Berlin.

INT. VILLA RÉMY  DAY

Movers are in the process of gutting the house.  Anne and Mata Hari are in the living room wrapping and boxing her most fragile treasures.  Georges du Parcq enters.

GEORGES

What in the hell are you doing?

MATA HARI

I’m leaving, Georges.

GEORGES

So I’ve surmised, but why?

ANNE

I’ll get some tea, Madame.

GEORGES

I’ll take scotch.

MATA HARI

Thank you Anne.  

She leaves; the movers are working on the opposite end of the great room.  

MATA HARI

It’s a lot of things, Georges.  It’s just time for me to move on.  Nothing is enjoyable for me here anymore.  I’ve played every role; I’ve met every challenge… the game has gone stale.

GEORGES

Met every challenge – is that what we’re calling it now?  Why Berlin?  You know the rumors - why would you go right into the center of a possible war zone?  You aren’t in love with von Jagow?

MATA HARI

Of course not, I do find him intriguing and attractive, but that’s it.  I’ve had this sense of foreboding since the beginning of the year and I can’t seem to shake it.

GEORGES

Anyone with any sense whatsoever has a sense of foreboding.  Since you are intimately connected to two of the major players in all of this, I have to ask you – do you know something the rest of us don’t?

MATA HARI

I really only know what I’ve read in the papers, mostly written by you…but Gottlieb has been more tense and preoccupied lately.  I have no doubt that something will happen before long.

GEORGES

I still don’t understand why you have to pack up everything and move.  Go to Berlin if you must, but then come home.

Mata Hari pauses as Anne brings in the tea tray.  She hands a drink to Georges and pours tea for her mistress.

MATA HARI

It’s too late; the house is sold.  I need the money to keep me comfortable in Germany.  I also thought it best to keep my assets liquid – uncertain times and all that.

GEORGES

Suddenly, I’m desperately worried.

MATA HARI

I would tell you if I knew something I thought you should know.  I don’t.

He nods and takes a deep sip of his drink.  He studies her expression; it is as impossible to read as ever.  

GEORGES

God, I’m going to miss you.

EXT. BERLIN MARKETPLACE  DAY

Mata Hari walks through downtown Berlin; the summer sun is directly overhead.  Despite this, there is a darkness of mood – a sense of anxiety and fear that is almost tangible.  Street vendors are in bad humor, rushing and snapping at customers.  Mothers hurry their children along, scolding them if they laugh out loud or dawdle.  

Soldiers march through the streets in parade formation.  White bayonet scars stand out against their ruddy complexions.  As they pass, women cheer but have a look of haunted mourning in their smiles. Mata Hari glances at the newsstand headlines:  “Krieg”…”Gefahr” (War…Danger)are the two words on everybody’s lips.

INT. MATA HARI’S BERLIN SUITE  DAY

Anne brings Mata Hari’s morning tea and the newspaper.

INSERT: July 31, 1914 The Kaiser Declares Kriegsgefahr!  Mata and Anne exchange terrified looks; Mata Hari rushes to the balcony.  

A crowd has gathered on the street below, newspapers pass from person to person; sometimes three people share one.  The movement and conversation grow louder and more frenetic as confusion and panic set in.

MATA HARI

Oh God, Anne!  I knew something was wrong at dinner last night.  Gottlieb was so distant.  He insisted I dine with him then I couldn’t get a moment of his focus.

ANNE

What do you think is going to happen?

MATA HARI

Well, I know Adolph and I know France.  This will not go quietly.  

INT. MATA HARI’S BALCONY  NIGHT

Again she surveys the scene on the streets below from the safety and luxury of her suite.  Patriotic fervor has erupted.  Cars race down the Unter der Linden with officers standing in the back seats shouting “Mobilization!”  SCREAMS and CHEERS from the citizens lining the streets soon build to random violence.

VOICE FROM THE CROWD

He’s a Russian spy!  Get him!

Before the bystander can react, the crowd descends on a young man of about 20.  He is pummeled as the frenzied audience applauds.  Mata Hari watches the scene in horror.

MATA HARI

Anne, what is going to happen to us?

ANNE

Mon Dieu, Madame, I do not know.

MATA HARI

We need to get you back to France while they are still allowing travel.  I’m so sorry, if I had any idea it would get this bad this soon, I wouldn’t have brought you to Berlin.

ANNE

I came because I wanted to.  I cannot leave you now.

MATA HARI

Anne, I’m Dutch, and Holland is neutral for now.  I’ll be able to move freely.  You are French – there is no predicting what might happen to you…

Anne pours herself a large sherry and sits down next to her mistress as if suddenly realizing the drastic turn her life must take.

MATA HARI

I’m afraid my selfishness has put you in terrible jeopardy.  We will have to go our separate ways.

INT. MATA HARI’S SUITE  DAY

There is a loud KNOCK at the door.  Von Jagow enters.  

MATA HARI

Gottlieb!  It’s been three days! I’ve been out of my mind with worry.

VON JAGOW

We’ve declared war.

MATA HARI

I know. What is going to become of us?

VON JAGOW

I am going to the front.  There will be a parade as the officers and dignitaries ride to the train station in our state cars.  Please do me the honor of being my escort.

MATA HARI

Yes, whatever you want, but I must ask a favor of you.

VON JAGOW

What is it?

MATA HARI

Arrange for Anne to get back to France.

He stares at her as if she’s insane.  She doesn’t use her manipulative wiles, but instead stares back at him with naked fear.  Her height puts them almost eye-to-eye.

VON JAGOW

I will do what I can.  Have her ready immediately.  You must be dressed formally and ready by 6:00.

She kisses him fiercely, with the most honest passion she’s exhibited to any man.  He pulls back and, gripping her shoulders, gives her a leveling gaze.

VON JAGOW

I need you to understand that you are asking me to abet the enemy.  Forgive me if this sounds like an ultimatum, but I may need to recall this favor someday very soon.

She nods, uncertain of his meaning.

VON JAGOW

If that happens, you cannot question and must agree to obey the request.

Mata Hari nods again, with less conviction.  He turns to leave and she stares after him, rattled.  What treachery has she just agreed to?

EXT. BERLIN STREET  EVENING

Rank and file soldiers march in dress uniform as brass bands PLAY.  Onlookers CHEER and throw flowers.  When the officers’ motorcades come through, the civilians separate as if honoring royalty.

INT. VON JAGOW’S CAR  EVENING

Mounted police escorts surround the limousine as von Jagow helps Mata Hari into the car.  She wears diamonds and furs.  The crowd erupts in WHISTLES and APPLAUSE at a glimpse of the glamorous dancer.  Von Jagow revels in his newfound celebrity; he salutes the audience and waves before getting in the car.

Despite her indulged life, Mata Hari is impressed by the enormity of the reception.  The people in the streets are electrified beyond belief to get a glimpse of her and the German foreign minister.  They spontaneously sing Deutchlandlied in unison as they pass by.  Mata Hari chokes back tears, uncertain if she’s moved by the patriotism of the scene or the impending devastation of everything she knows.

MONTAGE:  Early battles of 1914: Namur and Charleroi, Ypres and La Marne.  Barbed-wire trenches fill with blood in Flanders, Picardy and Champagne.  

Another war is waged underground, silent, insidious and as lethal as the artillery filled battles.  Commonly known as “The Second Oldest Profession,” espionage is an ancient trade. 

MONTAGE:  A French vintner is bottling the first of his harvest.  In each case of Bordeaux, messages are secreted into a few empty cork and wax-sealed bottles.

A Swiss clockmaker hides maps and account numbers in a secret compartment of a hand-carved novelty clock.

A British socialite slips a small, black canister into an umbrella sheath.

A German Hausfrau conceals a miniature codebook in her ample cleavage while she walks her children to school.

Those appearing most innocent and provincial become the most suspect.

INT. TRAIN COMPARTMENT  DAY

The Orient Express speeds through the Swiss countryside.  The passengers in the luxury compartment are an odd assortment.  Obviously of different nationalities and in all manner of foreign dress, they appear deeply absorbed in whatever menial activity they’re involved in.

Each avoids communication or eye contact.  When the train enters a tunnel and the compartment is shrouded in darkness, the interior-lit windows become a mirror that reflects the occupants.  Each engages in surreptitious scrutiny of their traveling companions.  

As they present their tickets to the CONDUCTOR, communication is made in German, French, English and Russian.  A woman sitting alone garners more than passing interest from those around her.  Many forget their discretion as they stare, intrigued and trying to place her.

Her hair is now blonde; she stares out the window and takes graceful drags on her Turkish cigarette.  Mata Hari tries to fade into anonymity, but there is little she can disguise but her hair.

CONDUCTOR

Passport, Madame.

She shifts gracefully and hands him the document.  

CONDUCTOR

Margaretha Geertruida Zelle, Dutch…thank you Madame.  

He recognizes an official seal on her paperwork and his demeanor becomes more formal.

CONDUCTOR

You’ve been granted special passage by the Swiss government, of course.  Please contact me if you are in need of anything at all and have a most enjoyable trip.

She nods graciously and accepts her passport before turning and again, staring out the window.  The sun is setting and she can see a dim reflection of the interior.  The conductor does a double-take and other passengers study her outright. 

EXT. ANTWERP, BELGIUM  DAY

Sailors crowd waterfront bars.  Exotic pets and exotic women add color and spice to the marketplace.  A car carrying the infamous dancer drives past.  It winds through a quiet neighborhood, though many circular detours are taken to disorient the passenger and anyone who might be following.  They pull up to a modest, non-descript house.  

The only thing to distinguish it from its neighbors is that, despite the heat of the day, all the windows are closed and the drapes are drawn.  The house has two entrances, one at 10 Seminary Road and another at 33 Harmony Lane.

The blinds in the limo are drawn.  The DRIVER circles the block and slows at Harmony Lane, but instead pulls up to the gate on Seminary Road.  He flashes his headlights in the bright sunshine.

With his cap pulled low over his eyes, he opens the door for the occupant.  Mata Hari’s silk-clad leg emerges from the backseat, followed by the rest of her lithe body.  She wears a veiled hat low over her face, a couture dress and a boa to conceal her figure somewhat.

She RINGS the bell in a sequence of jabs.  The heavy oak panel doors swing open and she disappears into the dark interior.  Just as quickly, the street returns to its generic air.  The limousine has vanished and nothing looks out of the ordinary.

INT. ANTWERP ACADEMY  DAY

The door shuts behind Mata Hari and she finds herself alone in a semi-darkened vestibule.  Observing her from the shadows is the director of the school, notorious German officer and espionage expert, ELSBETH SCHRAGMÜLLER otherwise know as FRÄULEIN DOKTOR.

Small and blonde, with piercing blue eyes, this woman of renowned academic credentials has risen through the ranks of German Intelligence.  She accepts nothing but loyalty and excellence while ruling with the threat of corporal punishment.  

To compensate for her gender and size, she stalks her academy in full dress uniform.  Her hand is always on the butt of her Browning or the handle of a riding crop stuck in her boots.  

She remains hidden from the latest recruit.  TWO LARGE MEN wait in the vestibule with her.  Mata Hari turns slowly as her eyes adjust to the semi-darkness.  She removes her hat and veil.

MAN #1

Face the wall!

Mata Hari complies.  He pulls a mask from his pocket and hands it to her, indicating that she must cover her face.  She looks at the mask with amused disbelief, it appears to be left over from Mardi Gras or some other festive masquerade. 

She stops smiling when he grabs her roughly and steers her into the dark interior.  They pass intersecting corridors with many closed doors.  Every door has a small card tacked to it.  Her guide’s flashlight illuminates each one, labeled with a letter and a number.  As they walk in silence, they pass E7, S24 and I13 until finally they stop at a door marked H21.  She is led inside.

INT. MATA HARI’S ROOM  DAY

The room is cell-like with Spartan furnishings – a cot with an army blanket, a night table full of texts, a tiny wardrobe and a full-length mirror.  A large map of Europe with colored markers covers one wall.  Heavy drapes are drawn over the one window.

The guards’ faces are expressionless under their masks. In monotone, the first guard recites the rules of the house.

MAN #1

Apprentices remain in their rooms for three weeks.  Meals are brought at regular intervals.  Masks are to be worn at all group assemblies and lectures, in the library and in the laboratory.  You have no identity other than the code number on your door and will always be addressed as thus.  You may soon expect Fräulein Doktor.

With that, both men turn and leave.  Mata Hari lays on her cot and stares at the ceiling.  She closes her eyes and drifts off, falling into a fitful dream.  The SLAMMING of the door wakens her.

A small, rather plump woman with a youthful face stares down at her.  She wears a German officer’s cap and a string of pearls around her throat.  H 21 looks unimpressed at first, but the woman’s steely gaze pins her down; she feels like a bug under a glass. The woman derisively assesses H 21’s hair, clothes and make-up.

FRÄULEIN DOKTOR

Fool!  Your vamp outfits will impress no one here.  This is an academy, not the Green Villa in Berlin or a brothel passing as a safe house.  Get on some work clothes and be downstairs in five minutes.

She turns and heads for the door.

FRÄULEIN DOKTOR

I never give an order twice.

H 21 takes off her silk dress and replaces it with a shapeless, rough outfit that conceals her figure completely.  She removes her pumps and slips on the black, rubber-soled brogues they furnished.  She puts on the severely cut blouse that buttons to her neck and a scarf to cover her hair.  Donning her mask, she leaves without a glancing at the mirror.  

A long staircase leads to a floor below.  She follows the DIN of voices to the large parlor that has been converted to a library.  Its collections are extensive.  All the walls are lined with books dealing with every scientific field related to espionage.  

Color plates throughout the room depict uniforms of enemy soldiers and engravings of warships of every known model.  Huge atlases are displayed in racks.  Magazines specializing in economics, chemistry and ballistics lay alongside more occult fields such as animal magnetism, homeopathy and ancient lore.

The room is lit by green-shaded lamps, which throw a circle of light on each table creating a strange silhouette of the hunched over, masked readers.  About thirty of these shadowy figures crowd the room.  Most are reading, but some converse in low, expectant tones.  

There is a sharp RAP on the lectern.  They look up in unison.  Fräulein Doktor strikes the wooden stand with her riding crop and looks ferociously at the student body. They are immediately at attention.

FRÄULEIN DOKTOR

Today’s program will consist of the usual sections of the advanced course of cryptography, laboratory science, camouflage, methods of sabotage, espionage theory, applied psychology, language immersion, martial arts and military history.  Disperse and go to your sections at once.  Report to the lecture hall this evening at eight o’clock.  Dismissed. 

Fräulein Doktor turns to H 21, who is attempting to look inconspicuous by standing behind some atlases.  

FRÄULEIN DOKTOR

Follow me to my study; we’ll see what your qualifications are, if you have any.  Then I’ll decide what to do with you.

INT. FRÄULEIN DOKTOR’S STUDY  EVENING

The directress stands behind an enormous desk.  H 21 stands before her like a delinquent pupil.  Fräulein Doktor spends an extended amount of time pouring through a sheaf of papers.  Now and then she scribbles a few words.  After what seems like an endless deliberation, she stares at the dancer.

FRÄULEIN DOKTOR

All I can see to recommend you is your knowledge of languages.  Is it true you speak Dutch, French, German, English and Javanese?

H 21 nods silently.

FRÄULEIN DOKTOR


(In Dutch)

Where were you born?  How many siblings do you have?

H 21


(Dutch)

Madame, three brothers.  One older and younger twins.
FRÄULEIN DOKTOR


(In French)

What is your occupation?  For how long? 

H 21


(French)

I am a dancer.  I have performed in the greatest venues in all of Europe for the past fifteen years.

FRÄULEIN DOKTOR


(In German)

How do we know you are not capitalizing on our very expensive training for your own profit?

H 21


(German)

I think we both know who sent me, but I’ve been forbidden to discuss the details of how I came here with anyone. For the safety of my life, I won’t – even with you.

FRÄULEIN DOKTOR

(Eyeing her murderously)

Of course, any parrot can be a polyglot.  If you have any talent for languages, you must hide it so the enemy will speak more freely in you presence.  When you flaunt your gifts, you waste them, though I imagine it’s pointless telling you that.

H 21 nods, finding herself strangely impressed.

FRÄULEIN DOKTOR

You’re dismissed.

INT. LECTURE HALL  NIGHT

The hall is a converted dining room; the formal chandelier clashes with the rows of folding chairs put out for the audience.  H 21 surveys the room of masked strangers.  It appears very few are women. She takes a seat near the back.

At 8:00 sharp, the double doors at the end of the room swing open.  Fräulein Doktor strides to the podium.  

FRÄULEIN DOKTOR

Tonight’s lecture is on informers: How to handle them and obtain the best possible results.

H 21 struggles to follow the highly technical presentation while attempting to take notes.  Fräulein Doktor’s voice DRONES in the distance.  H 21 forces her attention back to the speech.

FRÄULEIN DOKTOR

…When you are acquiring information by direct bargaining, lead your informant as far from his house as possible to a spot removed from your usual place of operations.  Try to give a wild-goose chase, preferably at night.  A weary informant is less prudent and suspicious, more relaxed, expansive and less inclined to bargain skillfully…

INT. H 21’S ROOM  DAY

She is dressing when there’s a POUNDING at the door.

GUARD

Your three-week probation has been served.  Report to classes first thing this morning.

A slip of paper is slid under the door; it’s her schedule.

MONTAGE: H 21 attending classes, lectures and labs.  The subject matter ranges from codes, ciphers, communications, chemical use and manufacture, memorization of maps, charts and photographs, enemy arms and long tirades to inculcate German patriotism.

H 21 is a model student and finds the classes fascinating.  It is her opportunity to master yet another talent to add to her repertoire.  

INT. FRÄULEIN DOKTOR’S STUDY  DAY

The Directress fixes her steely gaze on H 21, who stands demurely before her.

FRÄULEIN DOKTOR

I admit I had my doubts, H 21, but you have completed your training and have received excellent marks from your professors.  You now possess one of the finest educations in the field of espionage.  Use it to serve your masters well.  Beware your pride; I predict it will be your downfall.  

Mata Hari keeps her face blank, serene.

FRÄULEIN DOKTOR

Far greater spies than you have met tragic ends because of that flaw.  Remember, if you fail or betray us, I will sacrifice you without batting an eye.  Do not become a fool-spy.  Our paths may never cross again, but my eyes will follow your every move.  Go now and do honor to the Vaterland and the cause you serve.

TITLE:  SUMMER 1916

INT. RAILROAD CUSTOMS OFFICE  DAY

Mata Hari is returning to Paris when the train is stopped in Hendaye.

FRENCH OFFICIAL

I’m sorry, Madame, but we cannot permit you to enter the country.

MATA HARI

Why not?

OFFICIAL

There is a problem with your paperwork.  Neutrals are no longer permitted to come in and out of the country as they please.  Much stricter protocols are in effect, Madame.

MATA HARI

This is outrageous!  I must get to Paris.  Please, call JULES CAMBON; he is the secretary-general of the foreign office and a dear friend of mine.  I’m sure he’ll grant my approval.

Irritated, the official does as she asks and after a short conversation, stamps her passport.

EXT. PARIS STREETS  DAY

A shadow of death cloaks the City of Lights.  Citizens scurry across boulevards instead of strolling.  Wounded sit in the sun, their limbs missing or bandaged.  Women in widows’ weeds stare into space, tattered letters in their laps.  Soldiers of many nationalities march through the streets. 

Mata Hari is now trained to examine everyone with a vigilant eye.  Aliens and neutrals are regarded with flagrant suspicion.  A witch-hunt is on and the war cry is “Kill the Spy!”

MONTAGE:  Mata Hari moves about Paris freely, but cautiously.  She visits her FORTUNE TELLER, shops for shoes and renews her wardrobe at the best shops still open.

She enters buildings through the back and leaves through a different door.  Her documentation is carried at all times in a diplomatic pouch.  Discreet eyes follow her everywhere.

EXT. CAFÉ  DAY

Mata Hari is sipping coffee when a RUSSIAN OFFICER approaches.  

OFFICER

Excuse me, Madame, but some of my men and I had the honor of seeing you dance in St. Petersburg.  I’ve never seen a more extraordinary sight in my life.

Mata Hari looks up, her coquette smile at the ready.

OFFICER

May I introduce myself and a few of my men?

His voice trails off when Mata Hari looks past him into the eyes of a uniformed aviator behind him.  He is young, but strikingly handsome with a smooth, noble appearance.  He nods to her and she is jarred by her visceral reaction.  She moves to set her coffee cup down and fumbles it on its saucer.

RUSSIAN SOLDIER

…and this is CAPTAIN VADIME DE MASLOFF

Mata Hari extends her hand and de Massloff bends to kiss it.  She nearly shudders.  They hold each other’s gaze for a long moment as the officer continues to introduce the other men.

When they turn to leave, the aviator looks back at her and smiles.  She beams back, all but forgetting her means of cool seduction.  Once they leave, she discreetly checks her appearance in a hand mirror and tries to compose herself.

INT. GRAND HOTEL  DAY

Mata Hari strolls through the lobby, stopping to chat with a PORTER.  She turns to see de Massloff striding toward her and loses her train of thought.

MATA HARI

Hello, Captain – de Massloff, was it not?

DE MASSLOFF

Yes, Madame.  Please forgive my candor, but would do me the honor of having dinner with me tonight?

Her hands flutter as she feigns indecision.  

MATA HARI

Yes, Captain, that would be lovely.

DE MASSLOFF

Vadime, please.  Shall we say the dining room at 8:00?

Mata Hari smiles and nods; completely blindsided by her consuming emotional reaction to this very young man.

MONTAGE:  Mata Hari and Vadime dining, dancing and walking through Paris.  They are passionately connected from the beginning.  Over the next few days they savor each other in bed and with every waking moment.

INT. CAFÉ – GRAND HOTEL  MORNING

Mata Hari and Vadime finish breakfast; their fingers are entwined beneath the table.  

VADIME

I’ve been called back to the airfield at Contréxeville.

Mata Hari tries vainly to mask her heartbreak.

MATA HARI

When?

VADIME

Immediately.

MATA HARI

Of course, we knew it could happen at anytime.  Perhaps I can arrange passage to Vittel and we could meet when you get leave.

VADIME

That may be very difficult, but I will pray with every breath that you manage it and don’t forget me.

Mata squeezes his hand and turns her head to hide her tears.

INT LOBBY – GRAND HOTEL  DAY

Several days later, Mata Hari is having coffee in the lobby and anxiously searching her correspondence for a letter from Vadime.  The porter arrives with a calling card.

PORTER

Madame, this gentleman is in the dining room and would like you to join him.

She glances at the card.

MATA HARI

Jean Hallaure!  Of course I will.  Where is he?

The porter indicates a table partly shielded by potted plants and her old friend waves.

MATA HARI

Could you please bring me another coffee to his table?  Thank you.

JEAN

(Standing to greet her)

It should be considered a war crime that you still look so stunning!

MATA HARI

Jean!  It’s so wonderful to see a familiar face.  How I’ve longed to see anyone from the old days.

JEAN

Must be rough for a girl of your tastes to struggle through the drudgery of war…

MATA HARI

I’m frightened for France; I can’t imagine there’s a way to smash the Germans.   They’re unbeatable and they’re going to bring out some terrifying new weapons.

JEAN

Perhaps you should pass on this privileged information to the Deuxième Bureau.  They could benefit from your superior knowledge.

MATA HARI

They wouldn’t be the least bit interested in anything I have to say.

JEAN

How is everything else?

MATA HARI

Paris is deadly boring in August, as you know, and I’m afraid my funds are running very low.  I do have an offer to tour the Nordic countries for a nice sum though.  I am trying to put together an act, but I need an accompanist.

JEAN

This must be fate!  The friend I am here to meet is a fabulous musician.  He should be here any second.

INT. REHEARSAL HALL  DAY

Mata Hari, Jean and MICHEL, the accompanist, are seated around a beat up piano improvising music and blocking choreography for a cabaret act.  Mata Hari and Michel take turns at the piano while they add, cut and revise.  After rehearsal they share a bottle of wine, laughing into the night.

MATA HARI

I have to get this contract with Casino de Paris.  I have been expecting some money from Holland, but it hasn’t arrived and I’m two months back on my hotel bill.

JEAN

Maybe we should start dabbling in the high stakes crime of espionage.  From what I hear, it’s a goldmine.

MICHEL

Where do we sign up?

JEAN

I was approached awhile back, but some bizarre attack of scruples made me refuse.  I think I made an enemy out of the French Secret Service, especially a man named Ladoux.

MATA HARI

I know that name…

JEAN

Haven’t you known every man in Europe at one time or another?  I’d stay away from that one - wouldn’t be surprised if he was corrupt or that he inherited his position.  I wasn’t at all impressed.

Mata Hari is lost in thought.

MICHEL

Chéri, are you with us?

MATA HARI

I’m sorry, I was thinking of a letter I received today.  Jean, do you know anyone who might arrange for me to go to Vittel?

JEAN

Something tells me the cure you’re looking for isn’t in the waters…

She gives him an evasive smile and doesn’t comment.

JEAN

You might try the Military Bureau for Foreigners at 282 Blvd. Saint-Germain.

MATA HARI

Thank you, Jean. You have no idea how much this means to me.  Michel, I promise we will begin rehearsals the moment I get back.  

She leaps up and kisses Jean’s hands and cheeks before grabbing her things and running out.  She doesn’t look back to see Jean’s slumping shoulders as he buries his face in his hands.  Michel studies his friend, confused.  A horrified realization comes across his face.

MICHEL

Oh my God, Hallaure, you didn’t?

EXT. HOUSE ON BOULEVARD SAINT-GERMAIN, DAY:

Mata Hari’s taxi coasts down the quiet tree-lined street as the driver searches for the address.  He lets her out in front of a modest house.  The door opens and a uniformed man with a pince-nez stands before her.  Her recognition of Ladoux is immediate.

MATA HARI

Villa Rémy, of course.  You attended a recital at my house.

LADOUX

Please, come in, Madame.

Immediately assessing the situation, Mata Hari recalls her Antwerp training.  She glides in with easy confidence.  Ladoux takes a seat behind his desk, but doesn’t offer her one.  Without hesitation, she takes a chair from across the room, brings it opposite him and sits down.  

MATA HARI

What do you want from me?

LADOUX

I received your request to secure passage to Vittel.  I must say, you look much healthier than you inferred, but nonetheless, I’m willing to arrange it.

MATA HARI

In that case, please tell the cops downstairs who have been sticking to me like my own shadow to please have a drink to my health at the bistro across the street.

Ladoux stares blankly.

MATA HARI

I’m followed everywhere I go.  When I’m out of the hotel, they search my luggage.  Do you think I hadn’t noticed?  You know I don’t have the means to give extra tips to the chambermaid.

Ladoux remains mute.

MATA HARI

This idiotic game has to end.  Either I am dangerous – in which case you should expel me from France or I am a regular woman who, after having danced all winter, would like a nice summer holiday.

LADOUX

Do you have a photo for your pass?

MATA HARI

I could even autograph one for you.

LADOUX

You realize there is an airbase near Vittel?

She glances down and almost blushes, in spite of herself.  This is the first crack in her façade.

MATA HARI

Yes, I do know that.

LADOUX

Massloff?

She smiles coyly, takes her pass and walks out more regally than before.  His eyes follow her until the front door shuts.

LADOUX

(Calling to his secretary)

Taté, bring me the Mata Hari file!

EXT. HOTEL NEAR VITTEL, NIGHT

Mata Hari and Vadime are making rapturous love.  The passion between them is incendiary.  When they finish, she falls into his arms.

VADIME

Please, please don’t leave.  Stay here where I can find you at every free moment.

MATA HARI

My God, Vadime, I want that more than anything, but you know it’s not possible.

VADIME

I felt like I was dying every second I was away from you.

MATA HARI

Don’t say that!  You must stay focused.  I can’t tell you how many nights I’ve woke up screaming when I dreamed your plane went down.  Please don’t ever leave me.

VADIME

Never – I love you.

Mata Hari stares at him a moment in stunned disbelief.

MATA HARI

And I love you…I always believed I was incapable of love.   It was a luxury I could neither risk nor afford, but here I am in the arms of a man who would be the same age as my son, if he had lived, and I’ve never been happier in my life.

They kiss and cling to each other in joyous desperation.

INT. LOBBY – GRAND HOTEL  DAY

Mata Hari glides through the lobby as if on air.  The regular porter greets her with a tip of his hat.

PORTER

Welcome home, Madame.  I trust you had a pleasant trip?

MATA HARI

It was Heaven, Jules.  So true what they say of those waters, they could cure the dead.

EXT. RUE SAINT-GERMAIN  DAY

Mata Hari again takes a taxi to find Ladoux, though it is frighteningly reckless of her.  She enters to find him perched behind his desk like a predator in wait.  Barely contained emotion compromises her cool demeanor.

MATA HARI

I must get back to Vittel.

LADOUX

Why so soon?

MATA HARI

(Surrendering to honesty as her only hope)

I must see my friend again.  He is the only love of my life…

LADOUX

Well, you must marry this Malzov—-

MATA HARI

Massloff…he won’t have me.  He’s from a noble family.

There is a long silence; her head and shoulders sag.

MATA HARI

If only I had a significant income.

LADOUX


(Eyes flashing)

How much do you need?

MATA HARI

A million.


(Pauses)

If I became the mistress of the German Crown Prince, would you give me the money?

LADOUX

Shouldn’t it be he that gives you the money then?

MATA HARI

I’ve already been his mistress and he’s always wanted me back.


(She stands and begins pacing, dramatizing her story with graceful gestures) 

The Germans adored me like a queen whereas to you I’m nothing but a whore. If you could see how I controlled him – how he worshipped at my feet…

LADOUX

But no one can get you in to the Crown Prince at Stenay.

MATA HARI

Oh yes, there is one man and he was also my lover – Johann von Kremer.  

The name hit like a bullet, though Ladoux was quick to wipe his face blank.

LADOUX

Are you saying you want to enter the French Secret Service?  Be very careful before you answer – it can be dangerous work.

MATA HARI

I have no doubts about that.

LADOUX

We could currently use some assistance in Holland.  Are you familiar with sympathetic inks?

MATA HARI

No, I’m not, but I could learn.

LADOUX

If one is caught – it is the firing squad.

MATA HARI

No one catches Mata Hari.  I know how to take care of myself.

Suddenly Ladoux stands and stares her right in the eye; his voice becomes coldly serious.

LADOUX

Listen to me, Mata Hari - I am certain, absolutely certain that you are a German agent, but what I don’t know is why you just made me a proposition that would force you to betray the Germans or us. You’re a gambler, Mata Hari…but this time, it’s your own life you are gambling.  Red or Black?  Red, is us.  Black, is your German friends.  I warn you, red wins, black loses.  Think hard before you place your bet.  Tomorrow will be too late.

MATA HARI

I’ve already thought about it.  I’ll play the Red.  I am a gambler, but I’m also superstitious.  I know that I will have luck.

LADOUX

Just one last warning: If you betray us, you will answer for it before a military court.

MATA HARI

I have a dancing engagement in Spain.  I leave in the morning.  Please ensure that my travel is unencumbered.

She leaves and wanders through the streets, the enormity of what she’s done beginning to pierce her consciousness.  As she approaches the Seine, she shudders, bracing herself against a cool evening wind.  As night falls she notices that the shadows thrown by lampposts rather resemble gallows.  

EXT. S.S. HOLLANDIA  DAY

The November winds lash the port of Vigo, where the luxury liner docks to pick up passengers in Spain en route to Amsterdam.  An elegantly dressed Mata Hari stands out among the passengers waiting to board.  

A naval officer extends his arm to escort her up the gangway and she smiles seductively.  When they reach the deck, she allows her gloved hand to linger on his arm.  She turns back to look back toward the shore.  The other passengers recognize her and begin whispering.

She spends the evenings dining with CAPTAIN and the days reclining on deck swathed in furs.  Most nights, she emerges from her cabin to dance the night away with the ship’s officers.  The voyage is made more glamorous by her presence and the passengers seem to forget they travel at times through hostile waters.

As they approach the English Channel, the sea grows rough.  Seasickness plagues more than half the passengers and suddenly, privacy is very easy to attain.  Sometimes only the sentries, keeping their diligent search for mines or submarines, can be seen on deck.

Mata Hari is not bothered by seasickness and she enjoys standing on at the rail watching the islands glide by.  Just as the coast of Cornwall comes into view, the ship is enveloped by fog.  A MAN approaches from the mist.

MAN

Clara Benedix?

Mata Hari ignores him, though he seems to be addressing her.

MAN

(Louder, more insistent)

Clara Benedix?

MATA HARI

No, I’m sorry, my name is—-

Before she can continue, a WOMAN approaches, looking hard and menacing in the filtered light.  She shoves Mata Hari into a nearby cabin and proceeds to search her bodily.

MATA HARI

What the hell are you doing?  Get your hands off me!

The woman clamps Mata Hari’s hands behind her back so she can’t struggle.  They drag her across the deck until they reach the Captain.  

CAPTAIN

What is the meaning of this intrusion?

The man flashes papers.  The Captain examines them and looks dismayed, but allows them to take her off the ship.  She is escorted off like a common criminal as the passengers watch, mouths agape.

She is smuggled into a cab that takes them to the train station.  The train is waiting and they go immediately to a locked compartment.  The darkened landscape speeds past and Mata Hari has no idea where she is or where she’s going.

MATA HARI

Please let me try to explain, I am the dancer, Mata Hari.  I go by the stage name Lady MacLeod in England.  I have never heard the name Clara Benedix.

They ignore her.  She trains her best feminine charms on the man, knowing he’s her only hope.  Unfortunately, he remains impervious to her batting eyes, tears, desperate pleas and refusal of food.  

The train stops in London and she is taken directly to Scotland Yard. She is ushered to the office of SIR BASIL THOMSON and he begins an immediate interrogation.

THOMSON

Why are you in England?

MATA HARI

I was on my way back to Holland from Spain when I was forcibly removed from my ship.

THOMSON

What was your business there?

MATA HARI

I was dancing the paso doble.

THOMSON

Can you verify your employment?

MATA HARI

Of course.

THOMSON

What is your political affiliation?

MATA HARI

As my passport says, I am a Dutch neutral.

THOMSON

We have evidence of many unneutral acts that bring your loyalties into serious question.

MATA HARI

There’s been a terrible error.  This entire ordeal is a matter of mistaken identity.  The people who brought me in kept calling me Clara Benedix.  Perhaps that is who you’re looking for.

THOMSON

I know exactly who you are.  If you admit to being a spy, perhaps I can be of assistance.  If you deny it, you’ll be imprisoned.

Mata Hari tries to think fast; her options are disappearing by the second.

MATA HARI

Yes, I have come to England to spy, but not for the Germans.  I’m working for your allies – the French.

Thomson shows no reaction as he walks from the room.  He returns.

THOMSON

I spoke to a man named Ladoux.

A smile of triumphant relief erupts over Mata Hari’s face.

THOMSON

He said he knows nothing.  You’ve been ordered back to Spain.  You may stay in London until your papers are issued in a few days, but we will be watching you.

Mata Hari is still dazed, but relieved as she checks into the Savoy.

INT. SAVOY HOTEL ROOM  DAY

Mata Hari sips her tea as she stares out at the damp city.  A CHAMBERMAID chats away blithely as she hangs Mata’s gowns, which arrived from the ship.

CHAMBERMAID

It’s getting so you can’t trust your own mother anymore.  A busboy was arrested the other day because he was caught with a map – turns out it was a diagram of his dining room station.

There is a KNOCK at the door.  The chambermaid opens it.

CHAMBERMAID

It’s an official communication, Madame.

Mata Hari goes to the door and accepts the letter.  

MATA HARI

It’s from a REGINALD HALL.  I’ve been summoned to Room 40 O.B., what does that mean?

CHAMBERMAID

I believe it stands for Old Building.

INT. ROOM 40 O.B.  DAY

Reginald Hall is a secret service legend.  When Mata Hari is ushered into his inner-sanctum, she is taken aback by the small, cherubic-looking man with a disarming smile and bright blue eyes.  Their eyes meet and his expression changes - his eyes blaze and tufts of white hair stand out against his pink scalp.

HALL

I have been watching you.

Mata Hari had not been given a chair, so she stands before him.

HALL

Watching you for quite a while.

He has an intermittent eyelid twitch that earned him the nickname “Blinker Hall.” Mata Hari studies him and as usual, decides to appeal to him on his base level.  Knowing him to be an Englishman of the old school, she opts to throw herself on his mercy.

MATA HARI

Please, Mr. Hall.  I was given no other option than to perform some favors for the Germans.  I can tell you some of the things I learned by being in close proximity to certain officials.  I know about Section IIIb…

Hall is unimpressed.

MATA HARI

I have also overheard classified information about Section N of the Kaiser’s navy.

Hall makes notes, but indicates she is offering nothing he doesn’t already know.  In desperation, she resorts to tears.  She weeps delicately into a silk handkerchief and he softens.

HALL

I shall release you…but only on the condition that you never set foot in France again.   If you do, you will be caught and executed.

She weeps even harder and his tone becomes paternal.

HALL

I implore you, give up this awful profession, my dear lady, before it’s too late.

She walks down the stairs in a daze, finding herself deeply touched by his concern.  She reaches a bench at the bottom and begins to cry for real, almost as bitterly as when she was an abandoned young girl.

INT. SAVOY HOTEL ROOM  DAY

Another official communication delivers her traveling papers.

MATA HARI

(To herself)

I cannot enter Holland and must return to Spain. Every country in Europe will have people watching me there…

This prospect seems very frightening, but she resigns herself and leaves to return to the country she just left a few weeks before.

INT. RITZ HOTEL – MADRID  NIGHT

It is mid-December when Mata Hari enters the opulent lobby of the Ritz.  She has been tailed from the second she stepped off the gangplank of her ship.  Madrid, like Zurich and Bern, is a hornet’s nest of international intrigue.  Deadly games of espionage are continually played out in the lounges and ballrooms of hotels such as this.

INT. MATA HARI’S SUITE – THE RITZ  NIGHT

Mata stands before the mirror, assessing her appearance brutally.  Her age is showing in her body, face and hair, despite her continued vigilance.  

MATA HARI

I always knew I’d be replaced by younger, more beautiful dancers, but now I have to compete against younger, more beautiful spies.

She continues to dress impeccably and carry herself with the regal posture of a dancer, but she takes pains to conceal the wrinkles on her neck before being seen in public.

INT. BALLROOM – THE RITZ  NIGHT

The tango has taken the country by storm and Mata Hari masters it quickly.  Its passion and elegance are intoxicating and she dances until dawn with many expert partners trained in the art of the dance.  After she and an exceptionally talented partner put on a show for the room, another man cuts in.  They dance a simple waltz.  

DENVIGNES

I am pleased to make your acquaintance; I am COLONEL DENVIGNES, military attaché of the French Embassy.

MATA HARI

It’s an honor, Colonel.

DENVIGNES


(Whispering in her ear)

Your first mission for the Allies should be to visit General von Kalle to obtain information on the submarine landings of armaments made in Morocco by the Germans.

Mata Hari smiles and laughs flirtatiously as if he were any other dance partner with whom she was exchanging pleasantries.  

MATA HARI

Where did you say you are staying?

DENVIGNES

I am at the Palace, if you need to reach me.

INT. HALLWAY - PALACE HOTEL  DAY

A bellman wheels Mata Hari’s luggage into her new room.  She carefully checks the hall.  A tall, blonde woman enters her room next door and they lock eyes for a brief moment.  This is MARTHE RICHARD.  Once Mata Hari is inside, the woman steps into the hall.  A CHAMBERMAID passes by and the woman beckons her in.  

CHAMBERMAID

Señora Richard, what can I do for you?

RICHARD


(With a French accent)

Who is the woman in the next room?

The Chambermaid checks her occupancy sheet.

CHAMBERMAID

Lady MacLeod, Señora.

Marthe Richard’s eyes narrow and she nods.  The chambermaid dons a sly expression.

CHAMBERMAID

L’Alouette?

Richard is stunned.  L’Alouette is her alias.

RICHARD

What do you know?

The chambermaid pulls out a note.

RICHARD

Meet me after midnight. At 5 Calle Orfila. – V.K.


(Murmuring)

Von Kalle?

She tosses the paper on the table; the maid snatches it back.  

CHAMBERMAID

(Tearing the note to shreds)

We have strict orders to leave nothing lying around.  

EXT. CALLE ORFILA  MIDNIGHT

Mata Hari hurries to the contact point in the icy December night.  Because of the cold, few revelers were out at the late hour.  GENERAL VON KALLE is waiting and in a foul humor.  She does her best to charm him, but his mood is unyielding.  He paces the floor in his military boots.

VON KALLE

I have instructions to order you back to France!

She moans softly, knowing this is impossible.

VON KALLE

You must obey orders, H 21; we have no room for questioning in our occupation.  You will be paid well.  An installment of 15,000 pesetas will await you in Paris, payable through a friend in the Dutch legation.

Mata Hari nods and leaves without questioning him.  When she reaches the fresh air outside she rips the scarf from around her neck and almost hyperventilates from anxiety.  Vast forces are converging on her and she is powerless to stop it.  

Once she has gone, Von Kalle stares after her, grief penetrating his stern, military air.  He hangs his head in regret.

INT. MATA HARI’S SUITE – PALACE HOTEL  MORNING

Mata Hari tosses and turns, getting up frequently to pace the floor.  Madrid is blanketed in snow, looking deceptively pure.  She rarely leaves her room, but forces herself to go to the dining room on Christmas Eve.  Families and children are celebrating with abandon; she watches them laughing and lighting up with joy at their presents.

She tries to eat her dinner, but it is difficult to swallow.  

MATA HARI


(In a low prayer)

Merry Christmas, Non, wherever you are, I pray you’re happy.  Please, Vadime, come back and help me out of this mess…

INT. PALACE HOTEL BALLROOM  NIGHT

It is New Year’s Eve and Mata Hari enters the ballroom in her most glamorous gown.  She strides in with the same confidence as she did so many years ago in Paris when she first took her new identity.  A waiter offers her champagne and she accepts.  

A handsome man sweeps across the room.

MAN


(Extending his arm)

Would you like to dance?

MATA HARI


(Downing her champagne)

I most certainly would.  It is 1917 and I intend to have the time of my life tonight.

She dances through the evening with an abandon even she has never known.  Spanish wine continues to flow and the faces of her partners become vague, floating before her in a shadowy array.  

Soon images of all the men she’s known flash before her: Rudolph at their first meeting, Emile Guimet, du Parcq, Rousseau at Esvres, Messimy and von Jagow…and most painfully, Vadime, who dissipates before her.  

When the last partner leads her across the floor to tango, she realizes it is dawn.  Empty bottles are strewn about the room and the streamers that hung from the ceiling earlier now dangle limply from the extinguished chandeliers.

She stares at the banner that reads 1917 and shivers in her partner’s arms.

MONTAGE:  The squalor of Paris.  France is exhausted and anarchy is in the air.  Pacifists and defeatists are attacked by the government.  Headlines read: “Casualty Count in Verdun May Top 700,000.”  Inflation is skyrocketing and an economic crisis threatens.  Half the population is starving, sick or dying.

INT. PLAZA-ATHÉNÉE HOTEL  DAY

Mata Hari enters the lobby as discreetly as possible.  If one doesn’t look too closely, the hotel manages to keep up the pretense of luxury, but the result seems almost desperate.  She goes to the front desk.  

MATA HARI

Bon jour, may I speak to the manager?

The CLERK nods and disappears.  A MANAGER returns.  

MANAGER

Oui, Madame?

She beckons him a few feet to insure privacy.

MATA HARI

I am currently awaiting a wire of a large sum of money, could you please inform me the minute it arrives?

MANAGER

Certainly, Madame.  I will inform the front desk staff to notify you immediately.

MATA HARI

Thank you.  Could you also please have them inform me the moment a communication comes through from a Captain de Massloff?

MANAGER


(Jotting down the name)

It is my pleasure.  Enjoy your stay.

INT. MATA HARI’S ROOM  DAY

Mata Hari paces her room and wiles away time reading, though she is ready to jump out of her skin.  She obsessively checks her message tray, which remains empty and opens the door to search for approaching valets who never come.  When she inquires at the front desk, the clerks shake their heads apologetically.  

Each morning she opens the paper and takes a deep breath before her eyes scan the lists of war casualties.

MATA HARI

Please God, please, please don’t let him be dead.

When she comes to the end and there is no mention of Vadime, she collapses on her bed in relief and agony.

MATA HARI

(Screaming to the ceiling)

Where are you, Vadime?

Every night she thrashes in her sleep, consumed by dreams of how he might have perished, left her for another or worse, learned of her exploits and spurned her.

INT. OFFICE OF DE MASSLOFF’S COMMANDING OFFICER  DAY

Vadime enters and salutes; the C.O. returns the salute.

COMMANDER

I understand you are going on leave.

VADIME

Yes sir.

COMMANDER

I have received an urgent message from the French Secret Service.  They say you have been involved with a “dangerous adventuress…”

VADIME

Sir?

COMMANDER

If you have been involved with a woman of certain notoriety, I must insist that you have nothing more to do with her.

Vadime opens his mouth as if to object, but his military training prevents him from speaking.

COMMANDER

That is an order, de Massloff.

Vadime nods, salutes and leaves the office.

INT. HOTEL-ATHÉNÉE  DAY

Mata Hari can no longer endure the sleepless nights and the endless days.  Deciding she can wait no more, she dresses and hails a cab.

MATA HARI

To the Dutch Embassy.

CAB DRIVER

Oui, Madame.  

He pulls out and Mata Hari instinctually studies the scene behind them. Sure enough, a dark car pulls away from the curb and begins tailing them.

MATA HARI

I think I’m being followed; can you try to lose that car?

CAB DRIVER

I could, Madame, but I would advise against it.  You don’t want to arouse suspicion.  Running might make you look like you have something to hide.

Mata Hari nods with resignation.

MATA HARI

Take me instead to Rue Saint-Germain…

The cab lets her off at the bland residence that is Ladoux’s office.  She musters her most brazen attitude and walks in.

MATA HARI

(To his secretary, TATÉ)

I need to see him.

TATÉ

I’m sorry; he’s not in.

MATA HARI

When will he be back?

TATÉ

There is no telling, he’s out of the country.

MATA HARI

Tell him it is imperative I speak to him immediately.

Taté makes the notation.  Mata Hari leaves, her confident demeanor collapsing as she walks out.  Once the door shuts Ladoux’s office door opens.  Ladoux nods to Taté and she crumbles up the message.

INT. LOBBY – HOTEL ATHÉNÉE  DAY

Mata Hari makes her usual futile inquiry at the front desk.  Still no money from von Kalle and no message from Vadime.

CLERK


(Handing her a note)

Wait, Madame, there is a wire for you.

INSERT: I’m back and have been trying to find you.  Please call, Georges.

MATA HARI

(Tears springing to her eyes)

Oh Georges!  

(Turning to the clerk)

Please send a return wire saying I am here and to come as soon as he can.  Thank you!

She takes a seat in the lobby and waits.  After pouring the dregs of her second pot of tea and tossing the last of the newspaper aside Georges walks in.  He’s grayer and more weathered, but when he flashes his wicked grin, he looks exactly the same.  Mata Hari leaps into his arms.

MATA HARI

Georges!  You don’t know how wonderful it is to see a familiar face!

GEORGES

Oh don’t I?  I’ve been in the trenches the past three years, remember?

MATA HARI

Of course, please forgive me, but I am so happy to see you!  Can we go someplace private to talk?

GEORGES

What about your room?

Mata Hari shakes her head; he looks wary.

MATA HARI


(Whispering)

We’ll go to the café and change tables twice.

Without saying a word, they move to the café.  They move twice and position themselves out of anyone’s earshot.  Anytime a waiter or busboy approaches, they switch to an innocuous subject.

GEORGES

I’m afraid to ask…

MATA HARI

To protect you, I can’t say much…

GEORGES

I don’t think you need to; I can guess…

MATA HARI

This is an absolute mess and I have no way out.

GEORGES

I just wrote an article imploring the public to not get caught up in the hunt for scapegoats, but that’s just shouting into the wind.  It is human nature to look for blame anytime mass devastation strikes.  There is a psychosis of fear and hatred sweeping through France and it will only get worse.  The government must appease the people by making spectacular arrests and public sacrifices of the perceived guilty.

Mata Hari knew this all too well, but hearing her friend say it triggers a wave of nausea to roll through her.

GEORGES

Throughout history, when the people scream for blood and there are no royal heads to roll, then famous victims must be found.

They stare into each other’s eyes and know with absolute certainty that he is right.

INT.  ELYSÉE PALACE  DAY

Mata Hari changes hotels as the dismal days of late January run into February, hoping a change of scenery will lift the dread that had become part of her daily life.  She checks her messages at the desk and is stunned to finally find von Kalle’s check by way of Kremer.  Rushing to the bank, she cashes it and prays that this might buy her escape.

INT. MATA HARI’S SUITE  MORNING

She sleeps fitfully as usual, but finally falls into a deep sleep in the early morning.  A loud KNOCK at the door startles her awake.

MATA HARI

(Pulling the covers to her chin)

Who is it?

The door opens and five uniformed men enter according to rank.  They are inspectors MARCADIER, CURNIER, DES LOGÈRES and QUENTIN.  Behind them stands the well-known commissioner of police, PRIOLET.

QUENTIN

We have orders for your arrest.

MARCADIER

You have been accused of espionage.

Marcadier hands her a mandat d’arrêt, which she tries to make sense of.

MATA HARI

Excuse me, but I’m not dressed.  Would you please allow me a moment?

She wraps her naked body in a sheet and goes to the bathroom.  Without a word, she follows them downstairs.

EXT. PARIS STREET  DAY

A police car is waiting and a crowd has gathered.  Mata Hari wears a veil to shield her face and a muff to protect against the stinging cold and grasping hands of the crowd.   

Saint-Lazare prison looms ahead.  The car enters the courtyard and the prison gates SLAM shut.  She is pulled from the car, flanked by armed guards and marched along dim, winding corridors.  They reach a far corner.  A cell door is opened and they shove her in.

INT. SAINT-LAZARE PRISON  DAY

When Mata Hari wakes the next morning, she looks around the dark cell, trying to remember where she is.  Iron against iron ECHOES into the distance.  Her body aches.  She rubs the nape of her neck; it’s raw from the rough wool horse blanket.

She sits upright as if suddenly remembering everything.  Pulling the blanket closer to her chin she forces herself to look at her surroundings.  She’s sleeping on a straw pallet, rats and other vermin scurry in the corners.  Her skin and scalp itch desperately.

A CLANKING noise comes closer.  The sound reaches her door and she cowers in the corner.  The Judas window slides open and an eye peers inside.  Two armed guards enter.

GUARD #1

Our orders are to bring you before Capitaine Bouchardon.

She tries to arrange her clothes and comb her fingers through her hair, but they force her from the cell.  She is marched down the dark halls filthy and disheveled.  The prison vehicle awaits and she is transported like any other criminal.

EXT. BOUCHARDON’S OFFICE  DAY

Once they arrive at the Chancellerie, a guard TAPS on the glass.  While they wait, Mata Hari tries to compose herself and concoct a strategy.

BOUCHARDON

Enter.

INT. BOUCHARDON’S OFFICE  DAY

Mata Hari enters and sees a middle-aged man with a thin moustache, high forehead and a narrow face.  He is walking up and down the length of the room tapping the glass of the windows and biting his nails.

A CLERK sits in the corner, ready to take notes.  Bouchardon inspects Mata Hari as she comes forward; she decides to make a preemptive strike.

MATA HARI

My name is Mata Hari, born Margaretha Zelle in Leeuwarden, Holland.  My married name was Lady MacLeod.  I’m divorced.  I am incensed by the reprehensible treatment I have received as a renowned dancer famed throughout Europe.  I have extremely powerful friends in the French foreign ministry and they will hear about the brutal abuse I have suffered at the hands of your men.

Bouchardon doesn’t react; he continues to stare at her and bite his nails.  For a moment, she thinks she’s won, but a malevolent flash in his eyes causes her stop cold.  She turns toward the door and is received by the two guards who escort her away.

BOUCHARDON


(Dictating)

February 14, 1917.  First interrogation.  I saw a tall woman with thick lips, dark skin and imitation pearls in her ears who somewhat resembled a savage…

INT. MATA HARI’S CELL  DAY

The guards shove her back into the dark cavern.

GUARD #2

You can expect a visit from the doctor soon.

Mata Hari attempts to arrange her tangled hair but finds it more urgent that she scratch her head now filled with lice.  The cell door opens and DR. BIZARD appears; a dour NURSE is behind him.  

NURSE

What a great mare!  She has a restless air…

They both look her up and down as if appraising livestock.  The doctor does some preliminary inspections, but doesn’t say much.

DR. BIZARD

I see no indication that she is suicidal.

The nurse confiscates her clothing and hands her prison garb.

NURSE

You must keep your hair tied back.  You are now prisoner number 721 44625.

INT. BOUCHARDON’S OFFICE  DAY

Mata Hari has been kept in solitary for weeks and it shows.  As soon as she is brought before Bouchardon, she is unable to contain the torrents of words that pour from her lips.  

MATA HARI

Please, please tell me how long I’ve been in there.  I don’t know what day it is or what month it is…you cannot know how horrendous this is.  Why can’t I speak to my lawyer?  Does he even know I’m there?  Does anyone know I’m there?  What do you want from me?  

She paces and gesticulates wildly.  Bouchardon continues to sit, stone-faced and silent.  Finally, he shoves a handbag at her.  It is one she had at the time of her arrest.  Its contents are emptied onto his desk: an array of jars, flasks, tubes, vials, rouge and kohl and bottles of medicine.  

Mata Hari recoils slightly to see her intimate belongings on display.  She attempts to make light with a coy smile.

MATA HARI

You’ve discovered all my beauty secrets, Captain.  And know now that I resort to aphrodisiacs.

BOUCHARDON

It is not beauty that you’re after, but the transmission of secrets!

She stares at him, puzzled.

BOUCHARDON

We put the contents of your bag into the hands of one of our topmost specialists in secret service techniques.  He found two objects particularly interesting.  

He indicates a lotion bottle and a metal tube and refers to notes that break down their chemical composition.

BOUCHARDON

It just so happens that they contain chemicals that, one by dilution and the other by solution, produce sympathetic inks which are very new and are even considered the latest development in this domain.

MATA HARI

My physician, Dr. Vergne prescribed the lotion for medicinal purposes; I had it filled at the Pharmacie Roberts.  As for the tube, it is oxycyanide of mercury.

(Whispering conspiratorially.)

You know, Captain, a woman in my profession must protect herself, for men do not wish to be bothered with such details as venereal disease or pregnancy.  It was given to me by a doctor in Madrid to be used, not only as a disinfectant, but with the assurance that when used as a douche, it was the best contraceptive to be found in Spain.

Bouchardon again shows no reaction and dismisses her.

INT. MATA HARI’S CELL  DAY

The weeks drag by as she is interred in solitary darkness.  She cries endlessly.  No one has come to see her.  She rambles to herself constantly, feeling it the only way she can maintain any measure of sanity.

MATA HARI

Vadime, what has happened to you?  If I know you’re alive, I won’t lose my mind.  I have no choice but to appeal to Bouchardon.  I’ll beg him to tell me if you survived or not…

In the faint light she writes a letter, as she is allowed a pencil and a small amount of paper.  Tears flow as she writes.

MATA HARI

(Squinting, she reads it back)

I would be grateful, Your Honor, if you would give me some news of Captain de Massloff.  I am worried and cry constantly.  Please be kind enough to search for him in the hospital at Epernay.  I beg of you. I am in so much pain at the thought that he is perhaps dead and I was not able to be near him.  He might even have thought I had forgotten him.  You do not know how I suffer.  Get me out of here!  I cannot bear it any more…

INT. MATA HARI’S CELL  DAY

A guard brings her daily meal.  She leaps up.

MATA HARI

Do you have a message from Bouchardon?  

GUARD

You ask that every day and every day it is no!  He’s not going to respond.

Mata Hari can only imagine how grotesque she’s become during these months of confinement.  When she allowed herself to look at the underside of a metal plate, her hair was graying, her face swollen, her eyes protruding, her lips cracked and peeling.

MATA HARI


(With bitter sarcasm)

Well, I certainly can’t fall back on my looks to get me out of this now…

INT. INTERROGATION CELL AT SAINT-LAZARE  DAY

The next time the guards came for her they don’t take her to a transport to Bouchardon’s office.  Instead they lead her to an underground chamber, a cellar far from all intruders.  At first, it appears to be a torture chamber; Mata Hari looks around for the rack but sees only Bouchardon waiting in the dark.

He is waving several pieces of yellow paper around with an air of triumph.

BOUCHARDON

The game is over, H 21!  I have the evidence to damn you.

The color drains from her face and she weaves precariously.  A guard catches her and she is almost carried back to her cell.  

INT. MATA HARI’S CELL  NIGHT

She falls into a fevered delirium that the guards and other prisoners snidely attribute to syphilis.  When she is conscious, she frantically downs water but cannot slake her thirst.

MATA HARI

Please, please, Guard!  I need more water.

VOICES FROM THE CORRIDOR

The Princess needs more water!

That Neapolitan Malady sure makes one thirsty!

INT. MATA HARI’S CELL  DAY

A few weeks later she is mostly recovered and can sit and stand for longer periods of time.  A guard arrives.

GUARD

Captain Ladoux wants to see you.

Mata Hari sighs as she pulls herself up; she does not have the strength for yet another game of cat and mouse.

INT. LADOUX’S OFFICE  DAY

Mata Hari continues to squint in the bright light of his office.  The transport time did little to help her adjust after her illness and living in almost constant darkness.

LADOUX

I warned you, Mata Hari, but you insisted on playing the Black.  You will now be condemned.  It’s all over.

He pauses for effect and changes tone slightly.

LADOUX

I see only one way for you to save yourself.  Tell me the whole truth and I will give you my word or honor that I will do everything I can to keep you from the firing squad.

MATA HARI

Give and take, Captain.  You give me your word as a soldier that my life will be spared and I tell you everything.

LADOUX

Only a judge could make such a promise.

MATA HARI

Very well, take me back to prison.

INT. MATA HARI’S CELL  DAY

Mata Hari listens as her jailers discuss the state of France, which is dire.  

GUARD #1

They say the mutinies have reached to 40,000…

GUARD #2

Pétain is blaming the spies for all of this and the army has just ordered massacres…

INT. PRISON TRANSPORT VEHICLE  DAY

It’s a beautiful day in May when Mata Hari is again brought to Bouchardon.  Strikers paralyze Paris; over 100,000 protesters clog the streets while the car creeps through.

INT. BOUCHARDON’S OFFICE  DAY

As usual, the Captain looks unimpressed as she talks.

MATA HARI

You win, Bouchardon.  I am ready to confess.

The clerk begins recording her statement.

MATA HARI

The German consul in Holland came to see me last May to ask me to procure some information that interested the German military the next time I was in France.  He offered me 20,000 francs as a first installment and promised a great deal more if I succeeded.  

She noticed he was hooked and became less diligent in her censorship.

MATA HARI

I pretended to accept the offer as compensation for the loss of valuable personal property the Germans confiscated in Berlin at the start of the war.  After I accepted the money, Kremer said, “Now you are agent H 21.  When you have some information you wish to communicate to me, use these three flasks.”  He gave me three numbered flasks.  Number 1 and 3 contained a white liquid, while the liquid in 2 was green.  He wet paper with the first, wrote with the second and made the writing disappear with the third.

She pauses while Bouchardon gnaws on his nails calmly.

MATA HARI

He said they were secret inks and that I should write between the lines of an ordinary letter and send it to him at the Hotel Europe in Amsterdam.  When Kremer left, I pocketed the 20,000 francs and threw the three flasks into the canal in Amsterdam which empties into the sea.  Then I forgot all about Kremer and the German espionage service.

BOUCHARDON


(Jumping up)

Now I have all I want to know.  You can go back to your cell.  We have come almost to the end of this affair.

INT. MATA HARI’S CELL  DAY

A guard arrives.

GUARD

You’ve been summoned by Bouchardon again.

MATA HARI

What day is this?

GUARD

June 21st.

MATA HARI

The summer solstice…how poetic.

GUARD

Your lawyer will be meeting you there.

EXT. BOUCHARDON’S OFFICE  DAY

Mata Hari is trembling as she climbs the stairs.  This will be her final judgment.  The searing sun beats down on her chalky skin.  

INT. BOUCHARDON’S OFFICE  DAY

She sees Clunet the second she enters the office.  He is frail and aged, bending toward Bouchardon in an obsequious manner.  His eyes light up paternally when he sees her.

BOUCHARDON


(To Clunet)

To sum it all up, it’s a case of flagrant délit.  She was caught red-handed and there is no longer any question of her guilt.  The rest is formality; she will pass before a military court, be judged and sentenced as foreseen.

Mata Hari is given a moment with her attorney and he babbles.

CLUNET

Do not give up hope!  I have a brilliant defense planned.  No, no, Poincaré will never allow your body, formed by the hand of the Graces to return to clay…

Mata Hari suddenly draws herself to her full height and laughs.  Her innate pride forcing its way to the surface.  She shakes her head to clear her thoughts.  No, she would not lie down for this.  She will fight to the end.

EXT. COURTYARD AT CONCIERGÈRIE  DAY

On July 24 Mata Hari is brought to the the Conciergèrie, the former prison that is now part of the Palace of Justice.  The ancient Gothic edifice resembles a medieval castle and dungeon combined.  The knowledge that hundreds of prisoners were executed on the Guillotine during the French Revolution is not lost on her.  
She is elegantly dressed in a dark blue, low-cut suit and a fashionable hat.

NEWSBOY #1

The Hunting Season has opened!

Bloodthirsty spectators crowd the venue.

NEWSBOY #2

1,080 days of war today – Fierce fighting along the Chemin des Dames!

A military escort arrives, surrounding her like they were bodyguards to royalty.  They lead her into a courtroom.  Sentinels are posted outside to hold back the crowd and prevent anyone from coming within thirty feet of the room.  

The doors close behind her and the deafening noise of the courtyard is sealed out.

INT.  COURTROOM  DAY

A MILITARY TRIBUNAL is assembled in the jury box.  A STENOGRAPHER waits in a small desk up front.  Spectators fill the seats.  

The judges, COLONEL SEMPRON, Lieutenant Mornet and Captaine Bouchardon, sit before her on a raised dais.  In full-dress uniform, they are covered in medals and decorations that bear their titles.  They look down on her in the Box of the Accused.  Mata Hari stands and faces them. 

SEMPRON

You have been under surveillance since June 1916.  Our reports show that you were always accompanied by military men.  Exclusively military men.  The wealthy men who frequented the Grand Hotel at the time did not interest you.  You had to have uniforms.  The rank, the branch, the nationality did not matter.  What you wanted were soldiers.  Is that usual for a courtesan who is not interested in military secrets?

MATA HARI

(Her voice clear and loud, though trembling slightly)

I don’t know if it’s usual, but I do know that I have always loved officers.  Ever since my childhood, nothing seemed more seductive than an officer.  I love men whose profession is dying.  They have other needs than those who vegetate until they reach the grave.  I am a woman who gets paid for her favors, but I have never hesitated between a rich banker and a poor officer.

She pauses a moment for effect.

MATA HARI

It was the latter I always chose.  Always.  My greatest pleasure was to sleep with them without there ever being a question of money involved.  You can ask all those who sought me out.  They all left me feeling contented and without my ever having spoken to them about the war, not having asked them anything indiscreet.

SEMPRON

When you sought a pass to go to Vittel, you told Ladoux you were in ill health, yet you wrote to your Dutch lover, Van der Cappelen that you were in fine shape.

(He pauses triumphantly)

MATA HARI

(Smiling)

I told Captain Ladoux I was ill because that is the excuse that permitted me to go and meet Massloff.  And to my lover, I said that I was well because men who pay do not like sick mistresses.  They want women who are merry, always ready for feasts and pleasure, scantily dressed in lace, not wrapped in flannel and wool blankets.

Caught off guard by her candor, the judges seemed unsure how to continue.  They shifted in their seats; Bouchardon whispers in Mornet’s ear.

MORNET

I’m more interested in the money you received from the Germans.  I believe you used your favors for camouflage.  20,000 francs is a very high price.  They must have been paying for more important services.

MATA HARI

A woman as rich and sought after as me could not have been approached for a lesser sum.

Mornet begins speaking with the voice and condemning authority of an Evangelical preacher.

MORNET

You received those 20,000 francs for services rendered to the Germans during a visit to France in 1915!

This incites Mata Hari to lose her composure.

MATA HARI

Mephistopheles!

(Her voice ECHOES through the chamber)

MORNET

You claimed to be a debutante in espionage and yet demanded one million francs from Ladoux.

MATA HARI


(Composing herself)

It was my contacts I was selling him and I assure you, those were worth more than a million.

Realizing that this line of attack would prove nothing, Mornet changes course again.

MORNET

Why did you say nothing to Ladoux about your meeting with Kremer or about being H 21 or about the mission you revealed in your confession to Bouchardon on May 21st?  Meanwhile, you told Von Kalle that you pretended to join the French Secret Service.  Whom were you betraying?  And whom are you serving?  The answer is self-evident!

The questions rip into her like a round of bullets.  She suddenly stretches out both her arms and cries in voice shrill with violence.

MATA HARI

That man is evil!

Again she is able to compose herself immediately when she sees the threatening looks of the judges.

MATA HARI

Perhaps the answer is self-evident, if one wishes to make a desired truth plausible.  But the natural truth is quite different.  To admit to my meeting with Kremer would have aroused Ladoux’s suspicions and I would have risked losing my millions.  With Von Kalle I was on a precise mission.  I wanted information and passage to Belgium via Germany since I could not enter England.  I needed money because Captain Ladoux left me without any means.  How could I have gotten all that without a strategy?

She lets this sink in before continuing.

MATA HARI

Only one tactic was possible: to give the Germans the impression I worked for them while it was the French who had the upper hand.

The judges shift in their seats, but try to maintain their menacing postures.

MATA HARI

The proof that I’m telling the truth is this: If I had felt guilty in the slightest, would I have come back to France knowing I was under suspicion?

Some of the jury is now looking at her with more sympathy or at least admiration for her intelligence and reasoning.  She is able to take a breather as the prosecution brings in their witnesses.

BAILIFF

COLONEL GOUDET, the head of French Counterespionage!

GOUDET

I have studied the case of the accused with extreme care and have arrived at the conviction that you have before you one of the most dangerous spies that the German Intelligence Service has ever used.

A terrible stillness freezes the room.  The judges pull themselves up higher on their dais.  Maître Clunet fumbles through her dossier as if he were seeing it for the first time.

CLUNET

(In a high, cracked voice)

The defense will now proceed to present its witnesses…the innocence of my client shines with such radiance--

SEMPRON


(Interrupting)

Bring in your witnesses.

JULES CAMBON, the ambassador, HENRI DE MARGUERIE, a diplomat, her manicurist and her fortuneteller file in.

CLUNET

Lieutenant Hallaure and Adolphe Messimy are unable to appear.

SEMPRON


(To the stenographer)

You are instructed to only record the first and last letters of the latter’s last name.

The stenographer nods silently.  Mata Hari hears this and is confused.

PROSECUTOR

The wife of Mr. Messimy sent a letter.  It says that her husband is suffering from rheumatism and cannot leave his bed.  It goes on to say that her husband had surely never known the woman in question anyway.

The jury laughs and Mata Hari joins them.

MATA HARI

That’s rich!  He doesn’t know me?  He’s got some nerve…

BAILIFF

Vadime de Massloff!

Mata Hari stops laughing abruptly and looks wildly around the room, shooting a furious look at Clunet.

PROSECUTOR

Mr. Massloff is unable to be here.

Mata Hari sinks back with a relief so intense that almost knocks her off balance.

PROSECUTOR

However, I do have the text of an interrogation by the police commissioner of Rennes.  

Mata Hari listens anxiously to finally learn what happened to him.

PROSECUTOR

Captain de Massloff went to the Elysée Palace on March 3, 1917 and asked for Madame Zelle, also known as Mata Hari, despite the orders to the contrary from his commanding officer.

Mata Hari beams - he did love her!  

PROSECUTOR

“The sole purpose of my visit that day was to break off my liaison with Madame Zelle…”

A crushing blackness falls on her and Mata Hari collapses in a dead faint.  Brief attempts to revive her are unsuccessful.

SEMPRON

Let it stand that the defendant fainted and the proceedings are hereby suspended until tomorrow.

EXT. COURTYARD AT CONCIÈRGERIE  DAY

When Mata Hari’s armed escort leads her from her transport the newsboys are shouting headlines.

NEWSBOY

Mata Hari to be judged today!  Two spies executed!

In the corridor they meet Clunet.  His robes are either too large or badly fastened; they drag on the ground gathering dust from the marble floor.  The file under his arm continues to slip and his ASSISTANT has to keep it from falling on the ground.

INT. COURTROOM  DAY

She walks in and the members of the court-martial jury stand in full regalia.  

MORNET

As the military tribunal, it is your responsibility to answer these eight questions:  Is the accused guilty of: 1. Having, in December 1915, entered the entrenched camp of Paris in order to obtain documents and information in the interest of Germany, an enemy power?  

2. Having, in Holland, during the first part of 1916, procured for Germany in the person of Colonel Kremer, documents and information likely to harm the operations of the French army or to compromise the safety of military installations or locations? 

3. Having, in Holland, in May 1916, had intelligence with the enemy nation of Germany, with the aim of furthering the enterprises of this enemy?

The audience is rapt as he continues the charges.

MORNET

4. Having introduced herself, in June 1916, into the entrenched camp of Paris in order to procure documents in the interest of Germany?  

5. Having, in Paris, since June 1916, had intelligence with the enemy power of Germany, with the aim of furthering the enterprise of the enemy? 

6. Having, in Madrid, in 1916, had intelligence with the enemy power of Germany, in the person of the military attaché von Kalle with the aim of furthering the enterprises of the enemy? 

7. Having, in the same place and at the same time, procured for Germany, in the person of the military attaché von Kalle, documents and information liable to harm French army operations or to compromise the safety of its installations or locations? 

8. Having, in Paris, in 1917, had intelligence with the enemy power of Germany, with the aim of furthering the enterprises of the enemy?

The jury remains transfixed.  They seem to hang on every word as if hypnotized by the cadence of the repetitious phrases.  Maître Clunet looks shattered and almost shrinks with each word as if it were a hammer blow.

SEMPRON

Do you have any statements to make before the jury enters into its final deliberation?

MATA HARI

I admit that I am H 21 and have received money from von Kalle, a German spymaster.  But he was my lover and paid me out of official funds, putting me nominally on his spy roll.  I am telling you, it was to pay for my nights of love.  It is my, my price.

Her voice and conviction falter at the dubious expressions of the jury.  She is disoriented for a moment, but then draws herself up with all the majesty she could summon from the bygone days.

MATA HARI

I call upon you to note that I am not French and that I reserve the right to cultivate any relations that please me.  The war is not sufficient reason to stop me from being a cosmopolitan.  I am a neutral, but my sympathies are for France.  If that does not satisfy you, do as you will.

The jury files out silently.  Mata Hari is removed from the courtroom.  Deliberation takes only ten minutes.  Uniformed guards again lead her back to her place before the judges.  Clunet is crying and a group of SOLDIERS stand at the end of the courtroom awaiting orders.

SEMPRON

The verdict is: Yes to all questions unanimously.

ADJUTANT

Present arms!

The soldiers shoulder their rifles.

SEMPRON

The sentence is death.

EXT. COURTYARD AT CONCIÈRGERIE DAY

As she is led out a large crowd is milling outside, craning their necks to catch a glimpse of her.  When she appears they gasp.  She stands taller than most of the soldiers and policemen who surround her, looking very elegant in a flowing blue coat.

INT. THE SLAUGHTERHOUSE  DAY

Mata Hari is led to the Death Cell, which is at the end of a long corridor along which rats gallop.  Three iron bedsteads are squeezed in so they almost touch each other.  The condemned here are fed superior food, wine with meals and allowed to smoke and read.

Sister Léonide is the old nun in charge.  Her tranquil expression belies the countless agonies she’s seen.  Her speech has been colored by her long association with outcasts and death row inmates.

SISTER LÉONIDE

Make yourself at home.  It’s your last one, so you might as well live it up.

MATA HARI

I do not want to feel too much at home.  My appeal has been made and I am certain to gain a reprieve.

PRISONER #1

Sure dearie, that’s what we all say.  But when they go out of here it’s to keep their date with a platoon of Zouaves.

MATA HARI

You do not seem to know to whom you are speaking to.  The Queen of Holland will certainly intervene on my behalf.  And probably the Pope as well.

PRISONER #1

There have been queens in these walls who lost their heads.  And even a bishop or two.  So get off your high and mighty and join the crowd.

Mata Hari studies her two companions and sees all of their suffering with none of the luxury she’s known and her resistance softens.

INT. DEATH CELL  DAY

A week later, Clunet visits, weeping.  He brings a bouquet of flowers and several boxes of candy.

CLUNET

I’m so sorry, my darling, your appeals have been refused.

Mata Hari gives the flowers to Sister Léonide and the candy to her cell mates, who devour it lustfully.  She returns to studying the newspaper accounts of her trial, hoping to find some clue that might be used for an appeal.

MONTAGE: Weeks of incarceration.  A portrait painter visits regularly to immortalize her.  She continues to study.

SISTER LÉONIDE

I heard a rumor that the Pope has attempted to intervene for clemency for you.

Mata Hari looks at her with hope.

INT. DEATH CELL DAY

After several more days pass and she hears nothing or reads nothing in the newspapers, Mata Hari’s hopes for clemency fade.  She sketches constantly to depict her fate.

SISTER LÉONIDE

You have a visitor.

MATA HARI

Clunet again?

SISTER LÉONIDE

No, this one is quite handsome!

Georges du Parcq approaches the bars of her cell.

MATA HARI

Georges!

He tries to mask his shock at her appearance, but she can see the surprise in his eyes.

MATA HARI

So the crime reporter has come to see the criminal.

Unable to speak, he takes his hands in hers.  She looks into his face.

MATA HARI

Georges, chéri, I want you to write my memoirs.  I will tell you everything – everything and then they will be sorry they sentenced me to death.

His attention is piqued, but he hesitates.

GEORGES

I – I’m going to have to think it over…

MATA HARI

Don’t wait too long.

INT. DEATH CELL  DAY

Georges returns a day later.

GEORGES

I promise you on our friendship that every word you tell me will be published without alteration.  

He sits down and she begins to speak.  For three hours she dictates and he writes, gasping every so often as she mentions a particularly illustrious name.  By the time she finishes, her face softens and her body goes slack.  She has finally unburdened herself of this tremendous weight.

MATA HARI

I don’t know how I can ever thank you for this, Georges.

GEORGES

Goodbye, Margaretha.

He leaves and she falls into a deep, unencumbered sleep.

INT. FRENCH INTELLIGENCE HEADQUARTERS  DAY

Georges enters; Bouchardon and Ladoux are waiting.  Du Parcq hands over the entire contents of her memoirs, which are placed in an officially sealed envelope and filed away.

INT. DEATH CELL  DAY

Mata Hari begins reading the Buddhist texts that brought her solace after Norman’s death.  She is receptive when the PRIESTS come and pray for and bless her.

A prison PHOTOGRAPHER comes and thrusts her roughly against the wall.  He holds her face to align it with the camera and snaps.

MATA HARI

Of all the times I’ve been photographed, this is the one that will go down in history.

The photographer GRUNTS and leaves.

INT. DEATH CELL  DAY

Georges comes to visit her the next day and finds her musing over her remaining few possessions.  She is staring at a small object that she quickly shoves under the blanket.

MATA HARI

I’m going to ask you something I would not ask any other man.

She hesitates as she stares out the tiny window, her once beautiful face cupped in her hands.

MATA HARI

I have a child.  A daughter…I will never see again.  I wonder if, when the war is over, you will go and give her this.

She takes the object from under the bedclothes.  It is a small portrait of her, in a frame of tiny pearls made by Fossard, a famous Swiss miniaturist.

INT. DEATH CELL  DAWN

Through the tiny window, the inmates can see fallen leaves swirling and hear hunting HORNS in the distance.  It is Sunday and the prison is peaceful, as it is the only day there are no executions.  Mata Hari rises to watch daybreak; her companions sleep soundly.  Her reverie is interrupted when Clunet limps toward the bars and beckons her over.

CLUNET


(Whispering)

I have thought of a way to save your life.  I found a clause that states that pregnant women cannot be executed.  All you have to do is say…

Mata Hari laughs so loud that her cellmates stir.

MATA HARI

With whom?  There hasn’t been a man near me in seven months…Except you!  And you don’t suggest…Oh no!

She holds her sides and laughs uncontrollably.  Clunet shamefully scurries out of the cell.  Mata Hari continues to watch the sun rise until it reaches its zenith.

INT. DEATH CELL  SUNDOWN

They are finishing their evening meal and the last of the wine.  Sister Léonide stays and visits with them longer on Sundays to honor the Day of the Lord.  Suddenly, one of prisoners gets up.

PRISONER #2

Dance for us, Mata Hari!

SISTER LÉONIDE

Yes, Zelle, we’ve never seen how you bewitched all those audiences. 

Mata Hari hesitates, looking down at her body in the rough prison clothes.

MATA HARI

I don’t know…

The three begin clapping their hands like an impatient crowd that cannot wait for the curtain to open.

Mata Hari stands and loosens her robes slightly.  Arching her back and holding her head high she begins to move with the sinuous undulations of the past.  Once she begins to move, the habit and training of her body take over and the prison walls melt away.

She dances with abandon, every fiber of her being inflamed by the movement.  This was her power!  She was again and would never cease to be Mata Hari.  When she finishes, she collapses onto her bed and sleeps blissfully through the night.

INT. SAINT-LAZARE PRISON CORRIDOR  PRE-DAWN

The FOOTSTEPS of four uniformed men echo down a dank corridor. Clunet and Pastor Darboux follow.  Keys and firearms RATTLE as they stride down a stone staircase the leads to the first floor of the prison.  At the end of the long hallway, Sister Léonide kneels before the cell door, lit only by a weak gas jet.

The jailer opens the bolted door; Mata Hari and her cellmates are asleep on metal beds.  Bouchardon, Mornet and Thibaut stare into the cell.  

THIBAUT

Which one is she?

SISTER LÉONIDE

The one in the middle.

The prisoners awake and at the sight of the men, begin to weep.  Sister Léonide prays in the corner.

MORNET

Zelle, be brave.

MATA HARI

(Rises to stare at the assembly)

It is not possible.  It is not possible…

Clunet forces his way through the guards and flings his arms around Mata Hari’s neck, sobbing.

CLUNET

Forgive me, chéri!  You do not deserve this.  I should have done more!

Mata Hari barely acknowledges him as she stands.  Pale light illuminates her ravaged face.  The other two prisoners get her clothing and help her dress.  She puts on her dark blue suit, shivering slightly in the damp, dark cell.

MATA HARI

It’s freezing.  Why in the hell do you execute at dawn?  In India it takes place at high noon.

After putting on delicate shoes and powdering her once stunning face, she begins to fasten her hat with long, jeweled pins.

MORNET

Hatpins are strictly forbidden!

Smiling bitterly, she pulls down the veil and draws on a pair of gloves.  She places some letters into Clunet’s trembling hands.

MATA HARI

I am ready, gentlemen.

The jailer seizes her arm and she jerks it away.

MATA HARI

I am not a thief!  Take your hands off me.

Bouchardon nods to the jailer and he releases her.  She strides down the corridor free of restraint, flanked by the rows of officers and officials.

EXT. PRISON STEPS  PRE-DAWN

The press has caught the scent of blood; they surround the cars waiting at the bottom of the stairs.  The crowd pushes forward, SHOUTING and CURSING at the sight of her.  She doesn’t flinch.

VOICE FROM THE CROWD

Kill the spy!

The crowd CHEERS.  Margaretha stares up at the still dark sky, breathing in the morning air.  Sister Léonide weeps and clings to her arm as they are led to an awaiting car with drawn blinds.  

NEWSBOY

Butchers open today!

Mata Hari jumps.  Pastor Darboux steers her into the car.  Thibaut climbs into the front seat as the doors SLAM.

THIBAUT

To the Théâtre d’Exécution!

The procession pulls away and winds through the outer French boulevards.  They pass the Porte de Vincennes and cross the large wooded area that surrounds the château.  

Adhering to strict tradition of military execution, they stop at the castle dungeon where an armed guard waits near the door of the car.  He leads two rows of uniformed soldiers.  Mata Hari gets out and walks regally past them.  

Recent rains have made the path to the Polygon rutted and muddy.  Footing is extremely difficult, but Mata Hari glides over the terrain with grace and dignity.

A thin wooden stake stands at the far end of a clearing.  DRUMS sound behind her as she walks toward the arena.  Pastor Darboux and Sister Léonide cling to her and pray.  She arrives at the stake and a soldier ties her hands behind her and removes her hat and veil.  

Another soldier steps forward with a blindfold, which she refuses with a majestic toss of her head.  She stares directly into the eyes of the TWELVE ZOUAVES as they present arms.  They COCK their rifles and aim them at her body.

Mata Hari smiles and nods slowly as if giving the order to fire.  Twelve shots SHATTER the still air, riddling her notorious body.  She falls.  

As tradition demands, an officer approaches her and empties his revolver into her ear, leaving a hideous hole where her once beautiful face had been.

Dawn breaks, bathing the scene in silvery light. 

TITLE: EPILOGUE

SUPERIMPOSE:

· No one claimed Mata Hari’s body so it was donated to a medical school to be dissected in anatomy instruction.

· Despite the expert marksmanship of the Zouaves, only three of the twelve bullets hit their mark.  One pierced her heart, killing her instantly.

· Captain Ladoux would be arrested as a spy a few months after Mata Hari’s execution.  Also interrogated by Bouchardon, he would spend six months in the prison at Cherche-Midi before being freed.

· Captain Bouchardon and Captain Mornet go on to interrogate other spies.  Many years later, they would admit in a radio interview that Mata Hari was a “mediocre spy who probably didn’t deserve execution.”  Other accounts quote Mornet as saying “We didn’t have enough evidence to flog a cat.”

· None of the political or military figures that supposedly colluded with or supplied Mata Hari information (so were at least as guilty) were ever prosecuted.

· Non died mysteriously at the age of 21 (August 9, 1919) while on her way to the Dutch East Indies to become a schoolteacher.

· Marthe Richer (aka Richard, aka L’Alouette) would continue her work as a double agent, eventually becoming a French national heroine and decorated with the Légion d’Honneur.

· If Mata Hari’s Memoirs by Georges du Parcq survived, they are likely with the official files of the Mata Hari case.  These records were classified and sealed for 100 years.  The file can be released in 2017.

· The Netherlands erected a statue in her honor in Leeuwarden on the 100th anniversary of her birth.
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