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I NT. BEDROOM SECRET ANNEX, OPEKTA JAM FACTORY -- MORN NG

ANNELI ES MARI E FRANK, 15, sits and stares out the griny

wi ndowpane at the pale wash of norning |ight. Skeletal
branches of an chestnut tree dappl ed agai nst the ruddy, grungy
brickwork, a small atriumcourtyard of ranshackle prewar

t ownhouses, soot-fl ecked.

Li ght washes in across her, silhouetting her, pressing her
shadow over the junbled, worn-out bed sheets, two cranped
l[ittle mattresses on bare netal franes. The faintest w stful
smle upon her |ips. She absently fusses with her |ong hair.
Pencil, paper laid out across her | ap.

I NT. STAI RWAY, OPEKTA JAM FACTORY -- SAME Tl ME

Scuf fed-up bl ack shoes HAMVER up the flaking, chewed-up wooden
steps, scarred plaster walls exposing naked grungy brickworKk.
Narrow nosed FN 1922 . 17mm Pl STOLS drawn. Four husky MEN in

t hreadbare suits, tense, panting, clanbering up the stairs.
NAZI SWASTI KAS, crinmson ARM BANDS on their arns.

I NT. MAIN OFFI CE, OPEKTA JAM FACTORY -- SAME TI ME

Eckstein cigarette jammed between her fingers, nostly ash,
nai |l s chi pped-up, worn down to the quick, MEP G ES 35,
short brown hair, exhaustion pitting her shadowed eyes, gazes
down at a runpl ed, weather-worn | edger book. Narrow col ums
jammed with chicken-scratch witing, nunbers in RED I NK

Chattering typewiters fill the nuggy little office. BEP
VOSKUI JL, 25, pert, narrow shoul dered, hunched over her

Under wood Standard Portable. JOHANNES KLEI MAN, 48, pitched
back in his weather-beaten wooden office chair, on the PHONE
His listless gaze falling upon Mep through the sunlight.

M ep, unaware of him her glassy eyes fixed on the tiny torn
scrap of PAPER wedged beneath the chewed-up corner of the

| edger book. SHOPPI NG LI ST scraw ed in hasty, dull pencil.
Brown beans, navy beans, potatoes, veg soup. Tacked on at
the end in a child s |eaning cursive: chocol at es.

Mep, a fractional tug of a smle flickering.
I NT. HALLWAY, OPEKTA JAM FACTCRY -- SAME Tl ME

Pushi ng down the narrow, weakly-lit hallway, grungy old | athed
wal I's, linoleumfloors, KARL SILBERBAUER, 33, pinch-nosed,
pressed Gestapo S.S. Sergeant's UNIFORM notions to GEZI NUS
GRINGHUI' S, 55, yellowed skin, thinning hair, liver spots,
toward the cranped OFFI CE DOOR to the right. Pushing toward
the BACK OFFICE with the other THREE PLAI NCLOTHES GRUNE

POLI ZEI DUTCH POLI CEMEN

Ginghuis, .17mmPI STOCL drawn, sweating through his threadbare
j acket, draws a breath. Gips the scratched-up DOORKNCB

A ances down the hall as Silberbauer and the OTHER DUTCHMEN
surround the back OFFI CE DOOR



G inghuis steels hinmself. TWSTS the DOORKNOB. Pushing in -
I NT. MAIN OFFI CE, OPEKTA JAM FACTORY -- CONTI NUCUS

- to the soupy, nuggy warnth, sun stream ng through the griny
wi ndows, Kleinman, his back to the door, phone pinned with

hi s shoul der, scribbling sonething in a book. Bep, fingers
CHATTERI NG on her Underwood typewiter. Myvenent in the corner
of her eye.  ances over. Lurches. STOPS TYPI NG

M ep | ooks over at the sudden SILENCE. Freezes. Eyes | ocked
on Ginghuis, filling the doorway in his shabby suit. Finger
wr apped around the TRI GGER of the PI STOL. TREMBLI NG slightly.
Kl ei man, noticing the wonen's gazes, twists in his chair.

GRI NGHUI S
(in German)
Don't nove. Just sit quietly.

M ep pushes down a dry swallow. Ash flicking from her
cigarette. Eyes dragging to the petrified, rigid Bep, her
fingers still poised over the Underwood. She neets Mep's
gaze. Mep, DREAD in her eyes.

I NT. PETER S BEDROOM SECRET ANNEX -- SAME TI ME

OT'TO FRANK, 55, kind-faced, gaunt, cradles a steam ng cup of
weak tea. Vapor blossomng into his face. He gazes at the
yel | oned, creased PHOTOGRAPH j amed partly beneath the weat her-
worn nmattress, narrow, bedsheets tangled, overhung by
overstuffed bookshelves nailed to the walls. The smling

bl ack- and-white FACE of his daughter, Anne Frank. He drags

his attention to -

- PETER VAN PELS, 17, hunched at the cranped desk beside
him |anky knees smashed up beneath its chewed-up wooden
franme. Textbooks | eafed open, gawky el bows pinning a runpled
paper covered in snudged pencil script, messy handwiting.

OITO FRANK
One "b," Peter. One "b" in "double."

Peter, md-dictation, cut off, squints back down at the
runpl ed page. Weak light spilling over himfromthe hanging
[anp. Stairs jutting down through the mddle of the room

Peter picks up a worn-down nub of a pencil. Scratches out a
word m dway through the colum. Oto, watching his studied
focus, intent determ nation, a slight tug of a smle.
olivious to the soft SQUEAK of the stairs, gentle footsteps.

Oto gives a start as the door abruptly WRENCHES OPEN. Peter
twists in his seat. Freezes. El bow catching the pencil. It
rolls off the desk. Clatters to the floor.

Si | ber bauer, FN 1922 .17mmPI STOL drawn. Peter, breath
catching in his throat, terror flashing in his eyes, glances
at to. Oto pushes down a swallow. Raises his hands.



INT. MAIN OFFI CE, OPEKTA JAM FACTORY -- SHORTLY LATER

Mep draws to the wi ndow, face puffy, eyes streaked with
tears. She peers out through the gritty glass, clasping the
sinple silver pendant around her neck.

Down on the cobbl estone street, a canvas-covered green QOpel
THREE- TON TRUCK has been backed up onto the sidewal k.

Oto Frank stands apart fromhis huddled famly, Peter and

t he Van Pel ses. Watching them his shoul ders slunped, a broken
man, as one by one they are roughly shoved up over the netal
tailgate, into the yawning dark maw of the back of the truck

War ehouse manager W LLHELM VAN MAAREN, 49, conferring with
Gi nghui s, nodding, gesturing toward the factory.

Oto turns, flicks the slightest glance upward. Toward the
of fice windows. Toward M ep. She draws a ragged breath.

Bl anches under his gaze. The slight, pale figure of Anne
Frank clinbing unsteadily into the truck behind him

Si | ber bauer steps forward, BARKS at Gtto in German. Oto
nods, turns. Qoedient. Gips the netal rails and hoists
hi nsel f up onto the netal tailgate.

Mep, trenbling, face crunpling as she watches himhaltingly
di sappear into the dark of the truck. She draws back from

t he wi ndow, presses a hand to her nouth. Turns away, eyes
stinging. Wpes the tears that escape with her knuckl es.

Catches the gaze of Bep, across the room tel ephones ringing,
typewiters abandoned, coffee cups gone cold, cigarette still
issuing a twist of snmoke fromthe ashtray. Their world turned
upsi de- down.

INT. FILE ROOM SECRET ANNEX ENTRYWAY -- MOMENTS LATER

M ep stands in a wash of weak norning light. Papers strewn

in flurries across the floor. Squat wooden BOOKCASE, fornerly
wedged beneath a runpled map of Bel gi um agai nst the wall,

now pul l ed away to expose the HH DDEN DOOR and STAI RCASE to
the Secret Annex behind it. Gaping dark stillness beyond.

I NT. MASTER BEDROOM SECRET ANNEX -- MOMENTS LATER

M ep, clenching her hands, nouth pressed into a taut line to
choke back the sobs, steps gingerly into the room Sheets,

bl ankets wenched off the twin dirty mattresses, left in
clunps on the floor. Woden dressers, draws yanked out,

cl othes tossed and strewn in junbles.

Smashed gl ass twi nkles hazily beneath the tattered curtains
on the two narrow wi ndows at the far end of the room M ep
steps forward. Shoes CRUNCHI NG over runpled papers, broken-
spi ned books dunped carel essly anong piles of PHOTOGRAPHS,
an abandoned | eat her belt, shoes.



Bep draws to the doorway. Red-eyed, quivering. Watches in
silence as Mep draws to the center of the weckage. She
bends. Drags aside a junble of crunpled papers, a Hebrew
prayer book. Shimmes out the small, cloth-bound red checkered
DI ARY | eft behind anong all of the relics, junk.

Mep rises. Holding it. Stares down at it through tear-blurred
eyes.

BLACK.
I NT. BARBARA ZI MVERVAN S OFFI CE, DOUBLEDAY & CO. -- DAY

Hard fluorescent. Washing, sallow, over stark beige plaster
wal | s. Bookshel f. Laden with MANUSCRI PTS. Loose-|eaf, bound
together with rubber bands, netal clanps. BARBARA ZI MVERVAN
23, bookish, nousy, attractive, thick black glasses, hair
conbed back, crisp white bl ouse, wool skirt, hunches at the
cluttered oak desk. Filling the mddle of the room |BM Model
01 electric TYPEWRI TER Tel ephone. Manuscript open in front
of her. Her concentration on the snearing typescript -

- nagged by the slight FLICKER of the fluorescent overhead
strip. She glances up at it. Distracted. It sputters back at
her. She presses her attention back to the page. Eyes dragging
across it. G ances back at the flickering |light.

SUPER " Novenber 8, 1950. New York City."

She sl ouches back. Rolling, padded office chair wheezing
beneath her. Flips the manuscript shut. Regards it. Snudged
TI TLE, Dunkirk: The Mracle That Saved Engl and. She lifts

it, inpulsively places it into the wire netal OUTBOX. Masking
tape LABEL peeling fromthe side: "LOG & DI SCARD. "

She drags her glasses off. Rubs at her bleary eyes. Tw sts
in her mewling chair. Crisp New York afternoon SUNLI GHT
slashing in around the neager, narrow corners of the pull-
down SHADE. She cuts a glance at the crinkled Marlboro

Cl GARETTE PACKACE resting on the edge of the desk. A reward
not yet earned.

She twists in the chair. Reaches for the wire-frane | NBOX

besi de the OQUTBOX. Stack of runpled MANI LA ENVELOPES sl ouchi ng
between its ribbed walls. Beaten-up. Battered by the Post al
Service. She drags the next one in front of her.

Affixes her tired eyes upon the hand-witten address. "Editor,
Doubl eday & Conpany." She draws a breath. Steeling herself.

G abs the tarnished silver LETTER OPENER from beside the | BM
typewiter. Shinmmes the envel ope open. Fresh MANUSCRI PT

| anmed i nsi de.

Eyes sticking for a nonent on the DI SCARDED MANUSCRI PT,
Dunkirk, in the QUTBOX. She drags her attention back. Wiggles
out the NEW ONE.



| NT. KATZ'S DELI CATESSAN -- DAY

Murky fishbow of snoke, babbling voices, laughter, clattering
di shes. Barbara sits at a small table by the w ndow, by
hersel f. Matzo-ball soup, sneary glass of water, no ice.

A asses reflecting back the runpl ed MANUSCRI PT she is reading
Cigarette twisting snoke fromthe plastic ashtray beside

her. She is absorbed. Draws back. Naggi ng at her.

I NT. BARBARA ZI MVERVAN S OFFI CE, DOUBLEDAY & CO. -- DAY

Barbara draws into the fluorescent cave of a room Purse
slung over her shoulder. Hair ruffled slightly. New Manuscri pt
tucked under her arm Her eyes instantly flicking to the
OUTBOX. "LOG & DI SCARD. " Enptied now. She grinmaces. Flicker

of guilt. She hesitates. Debating.

Sets the NEW MANUSCRI PT on the desk, runpled, ruffled, beside
the typewiter. Slouches her purse into the cracked | eather-
padded office chair. Draw ng away.

I NT. MAI LROOM DOUBLEDAY & CO. -- AFTERNOON

Metal -framed shel ves. Floor to ceiling. Airless warnth. Mai
crates, stacked side by side. Every shelf filled. Brinmng
with manila envel opes, clunps, spilling burlap sacks, of
crinkled letters, envel opes.

Bar bara, enbarrassed, pushes through the dented netal door.
Draws up short. Timd. Unaccustonmed to being down here.
Squints at the | oom ng jam packed SHELVES. G ves a START as -

JASON EPSTEI N, 22, crouched beside a netal mail CART, flipping
t hr ough neti cul ousl y-organi zed envel opes, pushes to his feet.
She presses a hand to her nmouth. Taken by surprise.

JASON EPSTEI N
Sorry, | didn't nean to startle you.

She pushes a smle at him Jason, pleasantly surprised to
see her down here. Watches her as her eyes rake around the
stale room Overwhel ned. Daunting rows upon rows of shel ves,
crates overflow ng with bul ging envel opes.

JASON EPSTEI N ( CONT' D)
Is there sonmething | can hel p you
with?

She flicks a glance at him Awkward, slightly, in his
eager ness.

BARBARA ZI MVERVAN
| discarded a manuscript this norning.
| think I nmay have been too hasty.

Jason, a tug of a shy smle. Turns. Instinctively knows this
| abyrinth. Nods toward a fresh JUVBLED PI LE of envel opes in
a crate on a second CART.



JASON EPSTEI N
It would be in there if it was from
t hi s norni ng.

Bar bara nods, grateful. Steps toward the CART. Flicks a gl ance
at him Slurry of junbled envel opes and pouches. He registers
her consternation. Smrks. Slides one |ast envel ope into

pl ace. Twi sts away fromhis own cart.

JASON EPSTEI N ( CONT' D)
Here, let me help you with that.

Eyes sticking on her. He draws to the chi pped-up netal cart.
Pries his attention away fromher. Straining to focus.
Expertly flips through the wash of unorgani zed, runpled
MANUSCRI PTS

She wat ches hi m work. Dexterous, confident. He flicks a gl ance
at her. She avoids his gaze. Awkward, slightly. Eyes fixing

on the MANUSCRI PTS in the crate on the LONER SHELF of the
CART.

Runpl ed bl ack-and-white PHOTOGRAPH paper-clipped to the title
page of a smashed MANUSCRI PT. Discarded. Corner of a yout hful
girl's FACE. Barbara, etch of a frown. Eyes sticking on it.

JASON EPSTEI N ( CONT' D)
Was it this one?

She drags her attention back to him Smash-edged MANUSCRI PT
in hand. Bravest Marine of Them All. She shakes her head.

BARBARA Z| MVERMAN
It was called "Dunkirk. The Mracle
t hat Saved Engl and."

Jason nods, flips back through the other runpled SUBM SSI ONS
in the crate. Barbara, distracted. Eyes gravitating back to
t he PHOTOGRAPH. Drawn sonehow to it.

She stoops. Thunbi ng back the stacked ENVELOPES jamed on
top of the PHOTOGRAPH. Masking tape |abel: "DONALD BLACK -
LOG & DI SCARD. " She shinm es out the MANUSCRI PT attached to
t he PHOTOGRAPH. Eyes sticking again on the -

FACE of the YOUNG G RL. Beam ng. Wde. Innocent. Sonething
haunti ng about her. Junior Editors' REPORTS stapled to the
title page. All PASSES. She peels it back -

"THE DI ARY OF A YOUNG G RL BY ANNE FRANK. "

Barbara blinks. Peels back the title page. Eyes dragging
over the sneary TYPESCRI PT, paragraphs, prose. Darting from
word to word. Flicker of a frown. She flips it closed again.
Skewered once nore by the beamng G RL'S FACE. Anne Frank.

BARBARA ZI MMERVAN ( CONT' D)
VWhere did this one cone fronf



Jason tosses a gl ance over his shoul der. Squints.

JASON EPSTEI N
| have no idea.

CUT TO
EXT. RUSSI AN CAMP, WOODS, PCLAND -- MORNI NG

| VAN MARTYNUSHKI N, 21, shucks open a tin of canned pickl ed
cabbage and peers down at it, flecked and gummy and nostly-
eaten. He reaches in wth a filthy finger, scoops his way
along the ridged inner wall of the tin. Jans it into his
nout h, sucks it clean

SUPER "January 27, 1945. Oswi ecim Poland."

He digs back into the tin, scraping and claw ng for every
last fleck and norsel. Flicks a glance at the RUSSI AN
CORPORAL, 18, soggy chestnut uniform cross-1legged on a slick
wet stone, shivering, watching him FIRE snapping and poppi ng
and sputtering, a sprinkle of sleet, frozen rain.

Ivan licks his teeth. Jans the tin back into the ragged burl ap
gunnysack pinned between his boots. Tips his head back for a
nonent. Fl ecks of snow flittering down between the fat, icy
rai ndrops. Hi s cheeks flushed pink with the col d.

EXT. WOODS, PCLAND -- LATE MORNI NG

Crunchi ng through the snow. Ivan, huffing, sweating in his
thick canvas uniform soggy fur at the collar flecked with
ice and frozen rain, draws up short. Breath hazing at his
face. He swipes it away. Squints out into the spraw i ng BLEAK
VWH TE EXPANSE of the | andscape ahead. Tosses a gl ance back -

- over his shoul der, naked birch trees huddl ed agai nst the
frigid cold. Narrow colum of RUSSI AN RI FLEMEN, sodden and
ragged and exhausted, hunched on nangey-coated PON ES,
clopping and rattling, canteens clanking, rifles smacking
agai nst their flanks.

| van hol ds up a hand. The Corporal, first up behind him
grasps the reins of his HORSE. Tugs. Wi te knuckl ed. Nervous.
Horse rearing back. Snorting. Sputtering. Stunmbling to a
halt. The other MOUNTED MEN behind himfollow ng suit as -

- lvan twists forward again. Eyes sticking on the SMJDGE of
DI RTY BLACK snearing up into the charcoal -gray sky ahead.
Furrowed bermof tufted snow, pockmarked by jutting rocks, a
brittle, frozen birch sapling, masking the SOURCE

| van, steam huffing, holds his breath. Listens. The CLANKI NG
SHUFFLI NG dyi ng down behind him Miffled SILENCE bl anketi ng
across him the other MEN. Chilly breeze wafting through the
skel etal forest behind them Droplets spitting fromthe
branches. The Corporal trenbles. Strains to nuffle a SNEEZE
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| van, senses on high alert. Eyes fixed on the SMOXKE in the
sky.

EXT. AUSCHW TZ CONCENTRATI ON CAMP -- LATE MORNI NG

Dream i ke, draggi ng snear of weathered, sooty brick. Pitted
bl ack wi ndows, enpty, yawning fromvacant, gutted walls.
Barbed-wire fences, snarled. Middy troughed, rutted roads,
train tracks. lvan, on HORSEBACK, gripping the weat her-beaten
wooden stock of his Sinonov RIFLE, stares.

Haunt ed. Anxi ous. Breaths com ng in shallow bursts. Eyes
darting across the | ow BARRACKS BUI LDI NGS, clustered and
vacant, doorways hangi ng open through the nesh fences.

Soot - bl acked CHI MNEYS, |eaning, scarred and bl asted and hal f-
denol i shed. Haze of snoke still curling froma gutted brick
OUTBUI LDI NG set back fromthem Ivan tugs on the reins of

his HORSE. Sl ow ng. Squints. Not understanding.

Pil ed, snoldering clunps of CLOTHES, singed, soggy.

CORPORAL (O S.)
Kapi t an.

| van jerks. Twi sts back. Corporal, a few horse-steps behind
him shivering and trenbling, white as a sheet, petrified.
Nearly drops his omm RIFLE. Pins it with an el bow. Lifts a
shaking FINGER to PO NT. lvan follows his gaze -

Pal e SHAPES nelting into view in the DOORWAY of the hunched
one-story brick STRUCTURE up ahead to the right. TWO of them
hobbl i ng, shuffling out into the dirty slush and snow.

| van blinks. Wpes at his sneary eyes. Freezing rain droplets
clotting his vision. Mxing wth flecks of ASH. Squints.
Filthy gray-striped shirts hanging off bony shoul ders |ike
coat hangers. The ot her MEN on HORSEBACK behi nd him hefting
their R FLES. CLACKI NG MAGAZI NES, | oadi ng SHELLS. Cursing
under their breaths.

| van frowns. Hol ds up a hand. HALTI NG t he MEN behi nd hi m
Eyes fixed on the hobbling SHAPES in the doorway. He drags
his gaze to the wought-iron SIGN arching the barbed GATEWAY

“ARBEI T MACHT FREI"

Corporal, haunted eyes fixed on the gaunt, enaci ated SHAPES.
Petrified. Hands gripping his R FLE

CORPCRAL ( CONT' D)
Kapi t an.

| van drags his eyes back to the DOORWAY. A skeletal MAN a
CH LD, 8, skull alnobst larger than its pitiful, starved body.
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CORPCRAL ( CONT' D)
What is this place?

CUT TO
I NT. PASSENGER TRAIN CAR [ MOVI NG -- EVEN NG

Jolted, jostled, carriage rattling around him a hazy babble
of Dutch, German, Russian, the same Man, 56, sits. Turned
slightly toward the w ndow. H s nurky eyes fixed on the soot-
caked buil dings dragging by. Craggy brickwork, wought-iron
bal coni es, snmashed-out w ndows, blackened and scorched.

SUPER "June 3, 1945. Ansterdam Netherl ands."

Hi s gaze sticks on a portly WOVAN | eaning out a third-floor
wi ndow, reaching to drag in a flapping gray-white sheet from
the clothesline stretched to the building across the narrow
alley fromher. Streets strewn with trash, singed clunps of
once-scarlet TAPESTRIES |eft to nolder, NAZI SWASTI KAS

bl ackened and sneared and all but scoured away.

He gives a start, glances forward. Every seat JAMMED with
JABBERI NG filthy, emaciated MEN and WOMEN, bony CHI LDREN
shouting to each other. Everything a foggy blear. The train
shuddering, jostling, slow ng.

He grasps with dirty fingers the grinmy striped CLOTH BAG in
his | ap. Shoel ess, barefoot, his skin blackened. H s kneecaps
jutting through the canvas fabric of his trousers. He is
dwarfed in his grungy shirt, swnmng in it. Collarbones

i ke coat hangers, pitted cheeks. Eyes sunken in his skull

I NT. PLATFORM STATI ON AMSTERDAM CENTRAAL -- EVEN NG

Hazy tumult, chaos of babbling voices, jostling PEOPLE
Cinging to their neager beat-up canvas satchels, valises.
Chil dren scream ng, stunbling, staggering. The MAN bends,
catches the flailing, skinny hand of a G RL, 8, as she trips
nearly takes a spill to the floor. She shyly | ooks back up
him Wiggles away. Dashes off between the churning feet.

He shudders forward, clutching the striped CLOTH BAG his
only worldly possession. Wall to wall PEOPLE, confused,
clamoring, trying to find each other. A WOMAN, 32, scream ng
in tears about sonmething. He watches her. Drags hinself
onward. Train schedul es, reader-boards.

A WOVAN i n a GRAY DRESS, RED CRCSS stitched to her breast,
SNAGS the Man as he squirnms his way through the seething
crowd. Her CLI PBOARD covered with scrawl ed nanes, pages curled
back, several deep. Blonde, 24, tired, energy she manufactures
fromsone inner well of good. Shouts to be heard.

RED CROSS WOVAN
(in Dutch)
Nanme? \What is your nane?
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He clears his throat. Strains to speak. Parched, exhausted -

OI'TO FRANK
Oto Frank.

H's voice is lost in the JABBERI NG CHACS. MAN behi nd him
SHOUTI NG t o anot her WOMAN t hrough the thick, churning crowd.
She shimm es closer. Cups her hand to her ear.

OTTO FRANK ( CONT' D)
OTTO FRANK.

She nods. Draws back. Funbles with a worn-down pencil. Flashes
hima smle. Turning toward the Man beside him He catches
her by the arm

OTI'TO FRANK ( CONT' D)
Mar got Frank? Anna Frank?

She squints down. Eyes flicking over the sneared, penciled
nanes. She funbles with the next page up, peeling back. Meets
his eyes again. SHAKES her head. He nods his thanks. Pulls
back.

EXT. SI DEWALK, AMSTERDAM -- NI GHT

Hs filthy bare feet slap the rounded, weathered cobbl est ones.
He wal ks with a shanbling, hobbling Iinp. Tattered trouser

| egs dangling, ragged, at his bare ankles. His shirt dwarfs
him Hangs off of himlike a canvas tent. He is hunched.
Rawboned. Enaci at ed.

Oto stares up at the passing buildings. Slate-gray sky giving
way already to the sooty snmear of dusk. Inpassive w ndows
reflecting back, mrrorlike, dowm at him He watches the
guttural diesel Opel TRUCKS, passing Mercedes-Benz sedans.

He drags his gaze out to the sloshing churning CANALS, fl ecked
with goose feathers, clunped trash. The city he used to know.

I NT. STAI RNELL, APARTMENT BUI LDI NG -- NI GHT

Oto clinbs the steep, narrow stairs with nmeasured paces.
Breath wheezing in and out of him He perspires through his
filthy shirt. He clutches the CLOTH BAG and huffs and turns
to shimy his way up past a descendi ng BOY, 14, who tw sts
to stare back up at him Unsettled by this waith.

I NT. HALLWAY, APARTMENT BU LDI NG -- MOMENTS LATER

He draws to the door and stands and lifts his hand, holds

it, trenbling slightly. Draws a breath. He KNOCKS on the
door. He stands, flecks of perspiration dew ng his tenples,
si newy neck. He gl ances down the hallway. An ARGU NG COUPLE
rounds the stairs and claps their way down and keeps argui ng.

He turns back to the door. He hesitates. Lifts his hand.
RAPS agai n on the chipped-up wood. He waits. Listens. Miffled
WOVAN S VO CE on the other side. Not happy.
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Thunpi ng footsteps, heavy, stanping closer.

A CLACK as the dead bolt is turned. Knob tw sting. Door
abruptly jolting OPEN. WAarm light spilling out. Threadbare
rug, slivered bookcase, photographs in frames, clogs piled
in a w cker basket. Filling the doorway -

Mep Ges, flushed in the face, wapped in a worn-out sl eeping
gown, hair disheveled, in the mdst of an ARGUVENT, hol di ng

a sneary water glass. Her eyes settle on Oto. She sees him
Absor bs.

The water glass slides out of her hand and SMASHES to the
floor at her feet. Color draining fromher face. He flinches
at the shattering glass. Takes a haltering half-step back.

M ep SURGES out, pushing the door wi der. She grasps him by
bot h hands, SQUEEZES. Then, cannot hel p hersel f. ENVELOPS
himin a tight enbrace.

He totters backward. Wak. Air smashed out of him Staggers
and struggles to catch his footing. Eyes all at once stinging.
She is squeezing him Holding him

JAN G ES, her husband, draws to the corridor behind her,
bl i nki ng and angry at the breaking glass, their argunent cut
short. He sees Otto. Stares. Looking at a ghost.

M ep, sobs heaving, wacking through her body, clings to

Oto. He lifts a hesitant, tentative hand. Places it on her
back. He gazes at Jan. Self-conscious. Door across the hallway
j uddering open, a NElIGHBOR, chubby, nustached, squinting

bl earily out at the conmoti on.

M ep draws back, face streamng with tears. She drags in a
ragged breath. The sight of his gaunt face, al nost inhuman.

MEP G ES
Is it you?

He manages to nod.

OI'TO FRANK
It's me. Yes. It is ne.

He flinches as she cups his face in her hands. Touch of this
type unfam liar. He stands rigidly. She releases him H's
probi ng, wondering eyes.

MEP G ES
We spent that entire sumrer, after
they rel eased us, attenpting to |ocate
you.

OT'TO FRANK
Have you heard anything of the girls?

M ep draws back. Shakes her head. Eyes watery, red. He nods.
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OI'TO FRANK ( CONT' D)
Edith is not com ng back. Neither
are the Van Pelses or Dr. Pfeffer.
But | have great hope for Margot and
Anna.

She enbraces himagain. Wapping her arns around his gaunt
body once nore. Pulling himto her. He stands, brittle. Gently
hugs her back.

M EP G ES
| saved as many of their things as I
coul d.

I NT. GUEST BEDROOM G ES APARTMENT -- NI GHT

O to tugs open scratched-up netal clasps, funbles with the
t hreadbare | ength of rope that binds them shut. H s hands
are shaking. He gazes down into the wooden Opekta Jam CRATE
and his breath catches in his throat. Margot's weat her-worn
hai r brush. Runpl ed school papers, scrawl ed with her
handwiting. Anne's shoes. Red checkered DI ARY wedged into
the bottom He |ooks upon it and is shaken, cannot nove.

He grips the sides of the crate. Steadies hinself. He gl ances
to Mep, watching him hands cl asped before her. She | ooks
away, unconfortable. Al at once aware she is an intruder in
this private nonent.

He steps back, disoriented. Narrow twi n beds, weak |ight
spilling fromthe dusty desk |anp over a scuffed-up |eather
blotter. Drapes hanging fromthe wi ndows. Narrow firepl ace.
Hi s striped cloth sack, ragged and filthy, resting on the
ot her bed.

He squeezes his eyes shut. Drags them open. Bl eary exhaustion,
nunbness, loss. Mep steps forward to steady him Stops
hersel f. She glances to Jan, lingering in the doorway,

wat chi ng, uncertain howto treat this once-close friend,
returned a stranger.

He catches his breath. He nusters a weak smle for them

OTTO FRANK
Thank you. | should rest.

M ep nods vi gorously. She does not nove for a nonent. He
totters his way to the bed. Catches hinself, pushes a hand
agai nst the wool -bl anketed mattress to prop hinself up,
springs softly wheezing beneath his neager weight. Mep takes
a faltering step toward him Restrains herself. He turns,
shaking. H's eyes stick on the Opekta crate.

OTTO FRANK ( CONT' D)
I would like to go back. In the
norni ng. To the Annex.
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She gl ances at Jan again. He is notionless, inpassive. Qto,
| owering hinself onto the creaking mattress, drags pained
eyes, yearning, needing, onto M ep.

OTTO FRANK ( CONT' D)
It is the first place they woul d go.

She hesitates. d ances at Jan agai n. Nods.

M EP G ES
O course. O course, Oto. W wll
go in the norning.

She takes a step toward him She reaches out, places a hand
on his shoul der. He bl anches at the touch. Looks up at her.
Her face, bleary, soft, pained, gazing down on him She has
aged in this tine, too. Hardshi p wei ghing.

M EP G ES ( CONT' D)
Rest. We will find them

He manages a flicker of a smle. Nods. She reflects it back
at him Wthdraws to the door. Looks back one last tine.
Thi s shadow of a man.

CUT TGO
I NT. PASSENGER TRAIN [ MOVI NG -- DAY

THE WOMAN, 18, hunches in the beat-up w cker seat. Fusses
absently with the sleeve of her hand-knit wool sweater. Train
car rattling around her. Hubbub of bleary voices. CH LD

| aughi ng somewhere. She flicks a glance at the -

- small rucksack smashed into the conpartnent by her feet.
Weat her-worn. Stitched up and patched in several places.
Bulging at its zippers. She drags her eneral d-green eyes

back to the wi ndow. Wedge of conpl ete bl ackness, train tunnel,
pushi ng back a sneary reflection of her hawkish face, holl owed
eyes. Etched with worry.

Darkness all at once G VING WAY to LI GHT. Draggi ng PLATFORM
smearing by outside. JAMVED with TRAVELERS. C unped sea-green
Sansoni te | uggage. KIDS | aughi ng, dashing between their
parents. The Woman twi sts in her seat. Presses her face to
the smeary gl ass. Peering out. Flickering excitenent.

I NT. PLATFORM CONCOURSE, PENNSYLVANI A STATION -- DAY

Jost | ed, el bowed, she shimm es her way out the narrow door.

Pl at f or m nuggy, besieged with sweaty TRAVELERS, famlies,

busi nessnen in wool Brooks Brothers suits, |eather briefcases,
fedoras. She slows. Her attention pulled upward -

Hazy summer |ight |eaching down through the arching stee
frame latticework of the glass canopy, 150ft overhead. Mirky
babbl e of VO CES cradl ed by the majestic, arching done. Pink
granite, travertine walls. A crystal pal ace.
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The Woman stares. Enthralled. JOSTLED, sidestepped by a Wl
Street BANKER, 42, pasty, annoyed. Men, wonen, surging around
her. She drags her attention back. Shinm es her way forward.
Tug of a smle lingering on her |ips. Disbelief. Wnder.

ALl CE MCGRATH ( Q. S.)
Zim  Zi nmrer man!

She flicks a glance upward. Leaning over the rail of the
grat ed passenger concourse at the top of the stairs, ALICE
MCCGRATH, 23, fiery Irish redhead, grinning ear to ear. The
Wman, a younger Barbara Zi mrerman, breaks into a reciproca
smle. Alice |aughing, waving. Excitenent infectious.

I NT. BARBARA' S BEDROOM WEST VI LLAGE APARTMENT -- AFTERNOON

Bar bara stands at the wi ndow. Brown nuggy summer bathing in
across her runpled sweater, short black hair. Her eyes, thick
bl ack gl asses, settled on the forested Art Deco skyscrapers,
brick brownstones, clunped rooftop water tanks, Chrysler
Bui |l ding, Enpire State. Manhattan.

She i s overwhel ned. Flattened by the sheer size and breadth
of the city. Bare plaster walls, hardwod floor, shoebox
bedr oom spreadi ng, hollow, enpty, at her back.

ALl CE MCGRATH (Q. S.)
It's a long way up but at |east you'l
keep your figure.

Barbara gives a start. Twsts fromthe window. Franed in the
doorway, Alice, smrking at her. She steps into the room
Foot st eps echoing on the naked plaster walls, uneven hardwood
floor.

ALl CE MCGRATH ( CONT' D)
| have a secret. It's bubbly and it
cones in a bottle.

Barbara, a flicker of a coy smle. Throws one |ast gl ance
out the window Difficult to pull herself away fromthe view.

BARBARA Z| MVERVAN
| shoul d unpack.

Alice snorts. Eyes flicking to the |Ione rucksack slouched in
the mddl e of the naked room Single anem c Cattleya orchid
in a chipped-up clay pot.

ALl CE MCGRATH
That' Il take you all of five m nutes.

Barbara, a self-conscious smle. Stoops to tug at the tinkling
zi pper.
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ALl CE MCGRATH ( CONT' D)
W'l get you fixed up with sone
furniture in no time. | know a guy.
As long as you don't m nd pastels.

Alice watches her, smle fading. Barbara, fixed on a franed
PHOTOGRAPH wedged i n her backpack - her SISTER in a | acy
weddi ng dress. Handsone GROOM 24, at her side. Pressed in
among the long train of BRIDESMAIDS - Barbara at 17, nousy,
lost in the shadow of the others. Their PARENTS beam ng
proudly at her sister.

Alice, a flicker of a nonmentary shadow. Uncertai n whether
she shoul d say anything. Unable not to -

ALl CE MCGRATH ( CONT' D)
Your not her tel ephoned.

Bar bara | ooks sharply up. Alice presses her |ips together.
ALl CE MCGRATH ( CONT' D)
She just wanted to know where you
wer e.

BARBARA ZI MVERVAN
Did you tell her?

ALl CE MCGRATH
My not her did.

BARBARA Z| MVERVAN
How did ny father take it?

ALI CE MCGRATH
| don't know.

Bar bara skewers her with a | ook. Alice, unconfortable.

ALl CE MCGRATH ( CONT' D)
He was apopl ectic.

Bar bara bl anches. Returns her attention to shimying open
t he rucksack. C othes, hastily-packed, smashed inside.

ALl CE MCGRATH ( CONT' D)
Anyway, | just thought you should
know. But enough of that. W should
be cel ebrating.

Al'ice draws back. Weezing fl oorboards echoi ng agai nst the
naked pl aster walls.

ALlI CE MCGRATH ( CONT' D)
"Il get us sone gl asses.

Barbara, a tug of a smle in spite of herself.
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BARBARA ZI MVERVAN
| probably shouldn't. The interview
is first thing in the norning. And I
still need to register for class.

ALI CE MCGRATH
You' ve got your whole life to work
and study. You're only eighteen and

free in New York Gty once.
Alice flashes her a grin.

ALl CE MCGRATH ( CONT' D)
Besides, it's too late. | already
opened it.

CUT TO
INT. 1939 MORRI' S ElI GHT SERIES 3 SEDAN [ MOVING -- DAY

Oto gazes out the snmeary wi ndow, slate-gray sky, hollowin
his gl assy eyes. Wathered brickwork, soot-sneared butcher
shop sliding by. Narrow townhouses, walls chipped and pock-
marked with bullet holes.

He stiffens in his seat. G een warehouse doors comng into
view. 263 Prinsengracht. Faded Opekta Jam si gn hangi ng from
rusty nails. Sun-bl eached and peeling.

He draws back fromthe window In the passenger seat, Mep
gl ances back at him Jolting and shuddering to a halt on the
cobbl estones. He soaks it in.

I NT. MASTER BEDROOM SECRET ANNEX, OPEKTA JAM FACTORY -- DAY

Qto stands, inmobile. H s eyes, glazed and nurky and | ost,
take in the slivered hard sunlight piercing the worn hol es
and tatters in the yell owed curtains. Washing across the

fl aki ng green pai nted woodwor k. \al | paper blistered and

bul ging with water damage, faded and weat hered by tine.

The bed is gone, dresser absent, a shadow where it stood
against the wall. Oto stoops and picks up a tattered sweater
left in a clunp on the floor. Dust blossom ng into the air.

He lets it drop. He turns, eyes raking across the runpl ed

map of Normandy still tacked up to the wall, pushpins tracking
the Allied invasion, frozen in tine.

Hi s gaze sticks on the snudged chal k mar ki ngs hashing the
doorfranme |like a clinbing | adder. Margot and Anne's heights
as they grewin this place. He draws a ragged breath.

I NT. BEDROOM SECRET ANNEX, OPEKTA JAM FACTORY -- DAY
He picks his way into the mddle of Anne's tiny room Draws

to a halt. Turns in a slow circle. Eyes raking across the
yel | oned PHOTOGRAPHS of Greta Garbo, G nger Rogers.
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Col orful Het Beursspel board game, C nema & Theater Magazi ne,
runpl ed photograph of Dane Libelle, a fashion nagazine.

Her bed, too, is gone. Desk where she sat taken away. Oto
reaches out and snares a trailing black strand of hair caught,
coiled, on a flake of paint curling fromthe doorway. He
purses his lips. Abundantly apparent that no one has been
back here. Roons frozen in tine.

INT. FILE ROOM SECRET ANNEX ENTRYWAY -- DAY

O to enmerges fromthe cranped, hunched door into the hard
pale norning light falling in through the grim w ndows. He
turns, instinct, automatic. Carefully shuffles the bookcase
shut to conceal the door. Mep draws up short as he turns
back. He holds a runpl ed PHOTOGRAPH of Margot and Anne, a
nub of a pencil in his hands. Ghawed and pockmarked. Peter's,
fromthe norning they were taken.

He stares at the pencil, turns it over in his hands. Runs
his thunbs across the indentations, the marks of Peter's
teeth. He | ooks up. Mep watching him

OTTO FRANK
The | ast words he spoke to nme were
“I'1l make it."

He | ooks back at the sad little bookshelf. Shut-up, stagnant,
stale tonb cl osed away behind it. He places the pencil on
the shelf. Gazes at Anne in the PHOTOGRAPH

OTTO FRANK ( CONT' D)
She will be heart broken.

He i s weighed down all at once by grief. Loss. Exhaustion.
He summons his energy. Focuses on M ep.

OTTO FRANK ( CONT' D)
We shoul d | eave.

He affords one | ast glance back at the bookshel f. Sunli ght
catching in his eyes. He shanbles forward. Joining M ep.

I NT. OITO S OFFI CE, OPEKTA JAM FACTORY -- DAY

Oto draws up short in the doorway of the office. Bright
norni ng sunlight stream ng through the two w ndows across a
catacl ysm of clunped paperwork, manila file-folders, three-
ring binders. Underwood typewiter, telephone buried. Ashtray
filled with smashed cigarette butts, flecked with ash.

He takes it all in. Mep draws up behind him Sees it through
his eyes. Displeasure etching her face.

MEP G ES
Van Maaren ran it all while they
were gone - M. Kleiman and M.

( MORE)
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M EP G ES ( CONT' D)
Kugler. M. Kleimn has been wor ki ng
to put things back in order.

He gazes at the tired, rusty netal Opekta Jam sign propped
against the wall. Crates filled with nore yellowng files.
M ep hesitates. She glances at him Inpulsive, welling up
out of her.

M EP G ES ( CONT' D)
It was him They think. It was Van
Maar en who i nfornmed them about you
They have him at Levant kade.

Oto does not | ook at her. He stares at the hard puddling
sunlight on the bare wood floor. The clunped files. The little
of fice, fading wall paper, cracked plaster, yellowed with

age. He draws away fromthe door.

OTTO FRANK
Margot and Anna are all that matter
to me now.

CUT TO
I NT. BATHROOM WEST VI LLAGE APARTMENT -- MORNI NG

Bar bara stands before the cranped porcel ain sink. Checkered
bathroomtiles crisscrossing the floor, walls. Cast-iron
bat ht ub, tarnished brass feet. She leans in toward the narrow
mrror. Gimaces, grabs up a towel. Wpes the snudged |ipstick
at the corner of her nouth. Draws back. Assesses herself.
Straining to appear like an adult. An etch of dissatisfaction.
She wills it away. Squares her shoul ders.

I NT. TYPI NG POOL, DOUBLEDAY & CO. -- AFTERNOON

Barbara sits, ranmrod-straight, alone, at her desk. Head

wr apped in bul ky | BM headphones. Fingers chattering on the
Model O1 electric typewiter. Pressed white blouse, hair
conbed severely back. A fierce focus in her gaze. Hammering
t hrough the work. She reaches reflexively. Takes a pull from
the Marl boro cigarette burning in the plastic ashtray beside
a small stack of COLLEGE TEXTBOOKS. Small reward for another
PAGE conpl et ed.

Flicks a glance across the clustered netal desks, wire-frane
i nboxes, file cabinets. Flicker of a frowm. Eyes sticking on -

- the TWO DOZEN ot her TYPING G RLS. Bl ouses, skirts. Drawn
to the line of windows across the opposite wall of the room
Muggy sunlight stream ng in. Barbara reaches to the wax
cylinder Dictaphone on her desk. Flips the swtch on the

si de.

St oppi ng the playback. Drags the headphones from her ears.
Becom ng aware of the -
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ROARI NG CROWD

- eddying in through the open wi ndows. She squints. Lays the
headphones atop a runpled manila file folder. Pushes to her
feet.

Wends her way across the room weaving between the cl unped
desks, abandoned ringing tel ephones, cigarettes tw sting
snmoke fromash trays. Draws into the nmurky warnth of the

wi ndows, sidles up alongside the TVWENTY other TYPING G RLS.
Her breath catching in her throat. Through the W NDOW -

- bel ow, spreading out in a churning, seething ocean, tens
of THOUSANDS of PEOPLE. Unbridled jubilation filling the
streets. Ticker tape, confetti fluttering in a blizzard.

SUPER "August 15, 1945. Victory Over Japan Day."

Barbara stares, floored by the sight of it. EMLY, a blonde
TYPI ST, 19, willowy, sobbing in joy. Overwhel ned.

TYPI ST EM LY
Look at all the Mari nes.

CORA hard-edged, brunette, beside her. Squinting downward.

TYPI ST CORA
We should be down there with them

Bar bara, transfixed. Nunmbed by the grandeur of it. Twi sts
back as -

DONALD BLACK (O.S.)
Go on, go celebrate, girls.

- DONALD BLACK, 47, Editor, tie |oosened, Oxford shirt
unbuttoned, flabby face already flushed with whi skey, smrks.
The TYPING G RLS eagerly drawi ng back. Hustling to collect
their purses. Barbara registers them Breaking off in
CHATTERI NG pairs and groups. She stirs.

Jason Epstein, freshly arrived with the chi pped-up netal
mai |l cart, jamed with runpled manila envel opes, stopped
short in the doorway by the scranbling girls. Eyes sticking
on the newgirl, all by herself -

- Barbara, as she draws her gaze back to her desk. The roaring
tumult at her back. Unfinished work. Flick of a glance at
t he other departing TYPISTS as she peels away fromthe w ndow.

Donal d draws to the snbggy gl ass. Gazes down upon the churning
CROND out side. Tosses a hazy gl ance back as Barbara drags
her chair back. Picking up her headphones.

DONALD BLACK ( CONT' D)
Go on, sweetheart.
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She draws up short. G ances over at him self-conscious. Had
not wanted to be noti ced.

BARBARA Z| MVERMAN
| should finish these dictations.

DONALD BLACK
They can't be that inportant.

She | ooks back down at the typewiter. Uncertain. Half-
transcribed letter curling out over the netal |BM case.

BARBARA ZI MVERVAN
He marked them "urgent."

DONALD BLACK
He sent themto the typing pool.

He pushes away fromthe w ndow. Condescending smrKk.

DONALD BLACK ( CONT' D)
Go. Enjoy yourself. Make sone | onely
sail or happy to be hone.

Jason Epstein, in the doorway, flinches. Barbara, stung.
| NT. CHUMLEY' S SPEAKEASY, WEST VI LLAGE -- EVEN NG

Bar bara hunches on a chewed-up nmahogany barstool. Ensconced
in a babble of boisterous VO CES, sweaty warnth, cigarette
snmoke. Straw strewi ng the sticky hardwood fl oor

Jostl ed by a WOVAN, 24, peach-col ored sumrer dress, blonde
| ocks slightly tangled, flushed in the face fromthe enpty
Hei neken, bottle a froth of suds, LAUGH NG at sonething the
scrawny YOUNG MAN, 26, is telling her. Qolivious to Barbara.

Bar bara, eyes catching on Alice, pink-cheeked, LAUGH NG
surrounded by a ClRCLE of YOUNG MEN in crisp ARMY UNI FORMS,
NAVY WHI TES, hair conbed beneath their caps. R veted by her.
Alice, the blossom ng flower of the party, reveling in the
attention. She tosses a glance in Barbara's direction. Mtions
for Barbara to join them

Bar bara, self-conscious, turns abruptly back. Reaches for

her sweating bottle of Heineken, untouched. Cocktail napkin
clinging to it as she lifts it to her lips. Drinks. MAN, 32,
runpl ed seersucker suit, tossing a glance at her. He grins.
SAYS sonething to her. Has to SHOUT over the DIN. She nusters
a flicker of a smle back at him Looks away.

Catches her own EYES in the foggy M RROR behind the junbled
bar. Awkward. Etch of nelancholy. Hunched agai nst the crowd.
Surrounded on all sides by teemng jubilation. Very much

consci ous of how out of place, alone, she is in this crowd.

CUT TO
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I NT. BAKERY COUNTER, STATI ON AMSTERDAM CENTRAAL -- DAY

O to |l eans across the snmudged gl ass of the baker's counter.
Loud DUTCH WOMEN waiting with tickets, a BOY, 4, stretching
fromhis nother's hand to peer in at the | oaves of sweet
breads, zeeuwse bol us pastries flecked with cinnanon, brown
sugar. Oto shows the portly BAKER, 61, grizzled, the runpled
PHOTOCGRAPH of Margot and Anne. The Baker squints, shakes his
head.

Oato nods. Turns. Shuffles toward the Whnen. Shows it to
them Two of themignore him The third flicks a fleeting
gl ance at the PHOTOGRAPH, shakes her head. Disdain toward
this returned stranger.

He nods to hinself. Shanbles toward the door. Exhaustion
begi nning to weigh on his stooped shoul ders. The Boy stares
after him Lifts a hand to wave. H's nother tugs himsharply
back. Adnoni shi ng.

EXT. NEWSSTAND, AMSTERDAM -- DAY

He hunches beneath the rippling awning of a newsstand. Sun
washi ng down across his tattered coat. He squints at the

t aped- up newspaper colums, LISTS of returned REFUGEES. Nanes
in snmeary newsprint. Runs his thunb down the colum of nanes.

Draws a breath. Steps back. Westles out the runpled
PHOTOGRAPH of Margot and Anne to show to the NEWSSTAND
PROPRI ETOR, 42. He squints at Gtto, the picture. Shakes his
head.

I NT. RED CROSS OFFI CE -- DAY

Oto pushes and jostles his way into the nmuggy warnth of the
office, jammed with other anxious MEN in tattered, ragged
coats, WOMEN, gaunt-faced, tangled hair, ml|dewed shaw s
draped around their shoul ders. Tear-streaked CH LDREN
snuffling, bawling through the babble.

He squints through the haze toward the fol ding wooden tables
at the front of the room RED CROSS WOMEN in fraying gray

uni forms and matching caps straining to hear over the SHOUTI NG
BABBLE of the room I|eafing through | edgers, checking nanes.

Oto, jolted, exhaustion weighing, hobbles out of Iine.
Drawing to the long, runpled lists tacked up on the cracked
plaster walls. He squints at the sneary typewitten nanes.
Shuffles to the next columm, shoul dered by a BURLY MAN, 66,
with thinning hair, jowy cheeks, hooded eyes. Oito squints.
Ski mmi ng his way down the columm. Eyes sticking on TWO NAMES.

Annelies Marie Frank (X)
Margot Betti Frank (X)

He stares at their nanes. The X SIGNS beside each of them
He is notionl ess.



24.

The Burly Man shuffles around him jostles him Qto staggers.
Catches hinself against the wall. He is trenbling. Face
pal lid, drained of color.

He turns, pasty, foggy-eyed. Pushes, shimmes his way urgently
back through the junbled sweaty MEN and WOMEN cal | i ng out,
straining to be heard over the BABBLE. Oto draws to the
folding table. Catches hinself against the edge of it. Jolting
t he PORTLY WOVAN, 31, behind the desk. She squints up at him

t hrough snudged gl asses.

OTTO FRANK
Wio was it who gave the information
about Margot and Anna Frank? Wat
was hi s nane?

EXT. TOMHOUSE, LAREN NElI GHBORHOCD -- AFTERNOON

Qto waits on the doorstep. Raps again on the green door.
Paint chips flaking, leprous, flittering to the cenent stoop.
He squints upward toward the sheet-netal sky as a |ight
drizzle begins to fall gently across his face, the shoul ders
of his jacket. He clasps his hands in front of him taut,
anxi ous. He raps on the door again, brisk, sharp. He draws
back. Squints across the inpassive w ndows, reflecting back
the clattering street cars, guttural diesel delivery truck,
pl umes of bl ack exhaust.

Hi s eyes stick on the faintest novenent beyond the reflection.
Lace sash settling back into place. He reaches, raps on the
door another tinme. A CLACK fromthe other side. Deadbolt
drawi ng back. The door shudders, drags open.

LI N BRI LLESLI JPER, 33, her own face sonber, gaunt, shadowed
and hol | oned, wool shawl draped around her narrow shoul ders,
squints out at himin the pale afternoon glare. Darkness
swal | owi ng the entryway behind her. She | ooks upon himwth

a taut-faced, sonber certainty. She knows why he is here.

She gently pushes the door wider for himto cone in. He does
not nove for a noment. Frozen by the adm ssion in her silence.

I NT. KITCHEN, BRILLESLIJPER TOMHOUSE -- AFTERNOON

Qto sits, hollow and nunb, at her kitchen table. She sits
across fromhimwith a steamng cup of tea. She cradles it
for warnth. Her eyes rove around the small room grungy
porcelain kitchen tiles, banged-up cupboards, cabinets,
countertop enpty save for a canister of Pickw ck tea. He
gazes at the pale sunlight shafting in through the dirty
wi ndow over the sink. She follows his eyes. Settles on the
puddl e of brightness on the bare tile floor.

LI N BRI LLESLI JPER
| had a kitchen that | loved in
Wat er graaf snmeer. | had painted al
t he cabi nets red.
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She pushes out a breath. Picks up her teacup, blows at the
steam She takes a sip. She sets it back in the saucer. Pain
in her eyes, loss of her own. She regards him He is silent.
Moti onl ess. Shell of a man.

LI N BRI LLESLI JPER ( CONT' D)
During the nights, they would hold
each other for warnth. Mrgot woul d
sing lullabies. "M eke, hou je vast,"
"Papegaaitje |l eef je nog?" | can
still hear her little voice.

Fai nt est ghost of a sad smle at her I|ips.

LI N BRI LLESLI JPER ( CONT' D)
Later, when she becane too weak, it
was Anna who would sing to her. They
al ways had each ot her

He drags his gaze to her.

LI N BRI LLESLI JPER ( CONT' D)
Mar got was hopeful that they woul d
see you again. Anna, she was certain
of it.

She avoids his eyes, fiddles with the dangling chain of the
tea ball at the edge of her saucer.

LI N BRI LLESLI JPER ( CONT' D)
They both cane down with typhus. At
the end. But they were still together.

She drags her eyes to nmeet his. Gief weighing upon her
swelling up out of her all at once, irrepressible, the nmenory
revived. Her eyes watery, stinging with tears.

LI N BRI LLESLI JPER ( CONT' D)
They | ooked |like frozen little birds
when we found them

She reaches out, inpulsively, and tries to take his hands.
He draws back. He pushes back fromthe table, wooden chair
l egs grunting on the tile. Pale, gutted, hollow, his tea
unt ouched, he grasps the table, stiffly pushes to his feet.
H s hand, flat against the surface, trenbles. He looks ill.
Falters. Catches hinself. Lin watches himin agony.

LI N BRI LLESLI JPER ( CONT' D)
I"'mso sorry, Oto. I'mso sorry.
They were beautiful girls.

I NT. GUEST BEDROOM G ES APARTMENT -- EVEN NG

O to hunches at the foot of his bed. Does not register the
gentle tap at his door. It pushes open. Drawing into the
weak light fromthe | anp between the beds, Mep draws up
short. Stares at him A broken man.
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He drags his foggy gaze up to her. He has no words. She is
at a | oss.

She steps to the bed. Reaches out to place a hand on his
shoul der. He flinches at the touch. Shies away fromit.
Unwant ed. Unable to process, feel anything. H's sneary eyes
| and on the Opekta crate, Anne's DI ARY beside it.

OT'TO FRANK
| want you to take those things away
and destroy them

Mep stares at him Twists to regard the crate. G ef
flickering across her face. She |ooks back to him Strains
to maintain her conposure.

MEP G ES
Perhaps in the norning, once you
have had a chance -

OITO FRANK
Take them away.

She jolts, draws back. Startled. He squints up at her with
burni ng venom 1|oss, pain. Her lips trenble, tears beginning
to sting at her eyes. He is gutted. Enpty.

OITO FRANK ( CONT' D)
Everything. Everything is |ost.

M ep, unraveling, twists away fromhim C ogs clacking on
t he hardwood floor. Hefts the Opekta crate into her arns.
Noti ces the checkered diary on the bed. Funbles with the
crate, grabs the diary off the bed, balances it on top of
the crate. Twi sts back. Her eyes catch on Qto

She stunbles. Diary flipping off the top of the crate to
CLAP to the floor. He flinches. Mep grimces, struggles to
pick it up. Hurries fromthe room H's eyes settle on the
enpty patch of floor where the diary | anded. Anger rising.

I NT. WAREHOUSE HOLDI NG AREA, LEVANTKADE CAMP -- DAY

O to pushes through the babbling noise, dingy darkness broken
by weak |ight bulbs strung up on naked wires, dirty orange

i ght washing down across the ragged DUTCH MEN, clunps of
straw that are their grungy bunks. Tin canteens, scattered
chi cken bones gnawed to the gristle. RAGGED DUTCHVAN, 24,
glinpsing Oto, hobbles to his feet, SHOUTING after him

SUPER "Levant kade Detention Canp. Ansterdam Netherl ands."

Qto, sneary-eyed, weighted down wth exhaustion, fury, grief,
staggers away fromhim He squints at the haze of grubby
faces, resentful eyes tracking him distrusting. Anger, venom
| oss, pushing himforward. He draws to the end of the section,
cordoned off with fraying rope. Turns back.
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Drags his eyes across the MEN barking at each other, slapping
each other around anong the straw. Shouting after him

Eyes sticking on a MAN hunched agai nst one of the gnawed-up
wooden pillars, his back partially turned to Oto. Filthy
white work shirt, junbled graying hair, head resting against
the rotting plank. Rage flickering up in his eyes, Oto surges
toward the MAN. Trips on the slunped sl eepi ng BODY of another
MAN. Stunbl es. Regains his bal ance, heaves his way to the

Man.

The man JOLTS, gives a startled grunt as Oto GRASPS hi m by

t he shoul ders, hauling him dragging, stunbling up, SLAMM NG
hi m back against the pillar. He coughs, feebly tries to shield
hi nsel f. Squints back at Oxto, grungy, thick-faced. WIIlhelm
Van Maaren, now 50, the Opekta Jam warehouse manager

OT'TO FRANK
How coul d you. How coul d you?

Oto SLAMS himagainst the pillar. Van Maaren staggers. Pushes
at Oto, tries to shove himaway. Oto a brick wall of boiling
rage, grief, welling over. SLAPS Van Maaren across the face.
He staggers. Oto grabs him SLAMS hi m back agai nst the wooden
pillar.

G asps his shoul ders, ragged shirt, holds himup, pinning
him Draws back. Hand clenched into a trenbling fist. Van
Maaren tries to lift a feeble hand, shield hinself.

OTTO FRANK ( CONT' D)
They are all gone. Because of you.

VAN MAAREN

| did nothing.
OITO FRANK

My girls. My little girls.
VAN MAAREN

| swear. | told them nothing.

Qto, eyes burning, penetrating, skewering Van Maaren. Loss
gutting him riving himfrominside. Resolve faltering.

HANDS seize Oto from behind. Two DUTCH GUARDS, cl ubs drawn,
draggi ng himback. H's feet give out. He stunbles, staggers.
Strains to regain his footing. Heaves toward Van Maaren.

The Guards WRENCH hi m back. SMACKI NG his | egs, his back,

with their CLUBS. Oto stunbles. Coughing. CLUBBED across

the side of the face. Ears all at once ringing. He is wenched
back. Van Maaren stares after him OQto, stunbling, a
shuddering sob wenching through himas the guards YANK him
drag hi mthrough the JEERI NG PRI SONERS. Shouting. Babbling
fishbow of tumult snearing by around him
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EXT. SI DEWALK, PLANTAGEKADE CANAL -- NI GHT

Oto stunbles, staggers, snears his way, |oose footing,
anbling gait. Eyes hazed, fogged. G asps a hal f-drunk brown
bottle of Bols Genever G N Trips on the cobbl estone street.
Regains his footing. DDy aware of the lights burning in

wi ndows, townhouses, shimering off the black water of the
CANAL, dashing against the fishing boats, barnacled pilings.

Qto trips again on the uneven curb. Drops the bottle. It
SHATTERS on t he cobbl estones. He stares down at the scattered
br oken gl ass, spreadi ng puddl e of gin. He sways. Shudder
wacking its way through him Tw sts back toward the WATER

Hazy- eyed, breathing shallowy. He edges toward the canal

Feet dragging, Jan's borrowed shoes now sticky with gin. He
shanbles to a halt. Gazes out across the water. He reaches
into his pocket. Hands shaking as he westles out the winkled
PHOTOGRAPH of Margot and Anne. He stares at it in the dark.
Margot, studious in her spectacles. Anne's bright smling
face, dark hair ruffled by the wi nd around her ears.

He holds it out over the water. Breeze gusting up fromthe
water. He loses his grasp. Lurches forward. Snaps the
PHOTOCGRAPH back fromthe wi nd. Loses his footing. Stunbles.
Catches hinsel f. Just short of falling in. He stares down at
the water, dashing, playing against the rotting pilings.

He gazes back out, hopel essness wei ghing. Eyes catching on

t he splash of warmlight washing out fromthe arched

bri ckwork, stained glass wi ndows, of the Nederl ands-

I sraélietische Hoof dsynagoge SYNAGOGUE across the canal from
him He stares at it, ragged.

I NT. SANCTUARY, DUTCH CENTRAL SYNAGOGUE -- N GHT

Qto slurs his way inside, draws to a halt in the di mess.
Shal | ow breaths comng in gin-flavored bursts. He squints
with hazy eyes, takes in the weather-beaten bimah altar,
flickering candles on a tarnished gold nmenorah beside it.
Sputtering ner tamd eternal flane hangi ng over the Aron
Kodesh Torah Ark.

He draws a ragged breath. Hobbles forward. G asps the back

of the banged-up wooden bench, guides hinself with it. Linping
as he steps around the side. Draws up. Summoni ng energy.
Shuffles into the aisle. Drops heavily onto the bench. He
clasps his knees wth his hands.

Gazes forward. Bleary-eyed. Head swwming in a nurk of al cohol
and grief. He draws a breath, sniffs. Shuts his eyes. He
tries to pray. Lips noving silently. He trails off. Drags
open his eyes. Slunps back into his seat. He becones aware

of a MAN at the opposite end of the bench. Watching him

The Man pushes to his feet. Wod wheezi ng beneath him Turns.
Begins to shuffle out of the aisle. H's gaze raking back
across Gxto. He stops short. Squinting. Gtto turns forward.
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Aware of the man's eyes upon him Shuffling footsteps draw ng
closer. The man com ng toward him Draws up beside him

Oto | ooks up at him JACOB SOETENDORPSTRAAT, 31. Head covered
in a kippah, clasping Tehillim the Book of Psalnms. He is a
RABBI. He reaches into his coat breast pocket. Drags out a
white handkerchief. Ofers it to Oto. Oto squints at him

He nods at Oto's feet.

RABBI JACOB
You are bl eeding.

O to | ooks down. Hi s wool socks, threadbare trouser cuffs
fl ecked with shards of broken brown gl ass, spattered droplets
of gin, blood. Oto shifts his legs, tries to hide his feet.

OI'TO FRANK
It is fine.

RABBI JACOB
They wi || becone infected.

Qto gives a gruff nod, turns forward. The Rabbi |ingers.
Oto flicks a glance back up at him The handkerchi ef.
OI'TO FRANK
| amall right. Thank you.

RABBI JACOB
Forgive ne for saying so. But you do
not |l ook like you are all right.

Oto | ooks forward again. Eyes stinging, burning. Bleary. He
squeezes them shut. Drags in a ragged breath. He startles at

t he wheeze of the old wood, shifting weight, as the Rabb
lowers hinmself onto the bench beside him They sit in silence.

The Rabbi folds the handkerchief, places it gently on his
own knee. He gazes across the other enpty benches, the
flickering candles. Hollowed brick al coves, cracked stones.

RABBI JACOB ( CONT' D)
Had they known to bonb this place, |
i magi ne they woul d have. W conceal ed
it as a school. A mracle, really,
t hat anything of us survived.

The Rabbi regards Oto, his eyes still shut. H's gaze sticks
on Oto's exposed arm jutting fromthe sleeve of his wool

j acket. Barest blurry hint of black nunbers, lettering
TATTOOED into his flesh. B-9174

RABBI JACOB ( CONT' D)
You are a survivor then.

O to drags open his eyes. He sees where the Rabbi is | ooking.
He funbles, drags the cuff of his jacket sleeve back down,
covering the TATTOO. The Rabbi, focused on hi m now.
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RABBI JACOB ( CONT' D)
What you have seen, what you carry
with you, is all the nore precious.

OT'TO FRANK
You have no idea what | carry with
ne.

RABBI JACOB

It is our legacy. Qurs to pass on,
to bear wtness, for future
generations -

OI'TO FRANK
My daughters are dead. | have no
famly. | have nothing to pass on

The Rabbi shuts his nmouth. He notices Oto's hands, quivering.
Ropey veins protruding fromhis neck. The Rabbi, dry-nouthed,
pushes down a swal | ow.

RABBI JACOB
Al av HaShal om May they rest in peace.

OI'TO FRANK
| shoul d have died. Everything I
| oved was taken away from me and I
did not die. Wiy? For what purpose
woul d | be spared when they were
not ?

O to reaches. Gasps the back of the bench in front of him
Pushes, heaving to his feet. He w nces, glass shards digging
into his flesh. He stunbles. Sits heavily back down. Huffing.
He grits his teeth. Avoids the Rabbi's eyes.

RABBI JACOB
VWhat were their nanes?

OI'TO FRANK
Mar got and Annal ei s. Anna.

He breaks. Nanme sticking in his throat. He | ooks away.

RABBI JACOB
They are beautiful names. Thank you
for sharing themw th nme. That,
per haps, is purpose enough.

He pl aces his hands on his knees, pushes to his feet. Lays
t he handkerchief gently on the bench beside Qto.

RABBI JACOB ( CONT' D)
For your feet.

He shuffles away. Oto stares after him Eyes dragging to
t he handkerchief. Left in a neat, folded square.
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I NT. GUEST BEDROOM G ES APARTMENT -- NI GHT

Oto shanbles into the room snearing against the peeling

wal | paper, ragged handkerchi ef wapped around his ankl e,
spotted with bl ood. He braces hinself against the wall. Pushes
forward. Exhaustion dragging at him He heaves his way to

the bed, grasps the netal-railed frame to support hinself.
Linmps his way around and finally drops heavily onto the
mattress.

He sits. dances at the snoldering fire in the small hearth,
enbers reduced to nostly ash. Dawn |ight washing in through

t he hazy wi ndow. He drags tired eyes back toward the | anp,

ni ghtstand. Sticking on the second bed. Opekta CRATE, red-
checkered DI ARY atop it, brought back into the room He stares
at it. Too tired to process, absorb, nove.

MEP GES (O S.)
I could not make nyself destroy them

He gives a start. Looks to the doorway. She stands, runpled,
ensconced in a sleeping gown and a threadbare sweater, hair
tangl ed from sl eep

M EP G ES ( CONT' D)
It felt like | was destroying their
menories. Their |ives.

Her eyes, stuck on the Opekta crate, drag to Gtto. She takes
in his appearance, filthy clothes, bruises turning to angry
welts on his face, neck, arnms. Bl ood-spotted | egs.

M EP @ ES ( CONT' D)
What happened to you?

He draws a ragged breath. Shakes his head.

OITO FRANK
It is nothing.

She opens her nmouth to say nore. Closes it. Senses he shoul d
not be pushed. She steps into the room to the fire. Picks
up the iron poker fromthe hook by the hearth, and jabs and
stirs the enbers, coaxing a few sputtering flanmes out of
them He watches her, glassy-eyed, |istless.

She draws back. Regards him Bundles her sweater nore tightly
around herself. Wthdrawing to the doorway. Hesitates.

MEP G ES
["Il put sone tea on.

He nods. She lingers another nonent. Then ducks out. He sits
for a nmonment, fire snapping and popping in the hearth. He
stares across the small roomat the Opekta crate. He shuts
hi s eyes. Exhaustion bl anketing him



32.

He plants his knuckles to the mattress, |abors and pushes
hinself to his feet. Wnces, glass, wounded feet, sore,
hobbling him He linps his way painfully across, draws to
t he second bed. Stares down at the crate, DI ARY. Scraps of
paper peeking fromits edges. Loop of her handwiting.

He is wacked with a shuddering, uncontrollable sob. Boiling
over. He SHOVES the Opekta crate. Sends it TOPPLING to the
floor. The DI ARY tunbles, SLAPS to the bare hardwood. Loose
pages, a runpl ed tongue of PHOTOGRAPHS, taken at a PHOTO
BOOTH, sliding out. Anne's young, smling face staring up at
hi m

He stands, stricken. Fire flickering, crackling, lapping his
face in warmyell ow orange. He reaches with trenbling hands,
funbles with the LOOSE PAGE, PHOTOGRAPHS. Picks them up.
Stares down at them Eyes nmoist. Firelight playing in them
reflected back. He holds them shaking. Blurry eyes draggi ng
over her | ooping cursive handwiting. READI NG Anne's DI ARY
for the first time. "Dear Kitty..."

CUT TQO
I NT. BARBARA' S BEDROOM WEST VI LLAGE APARTMENT -- MORNI NG

Barbara |lies awake. Morning light swelling in through the
sinple white sash. Smal|l desk pushed agai nst the w ndow.
Bookshel ves now crowding the walls. Jamed wth Gertrude
Stein, Virginia Wolf, To the Lighthouse. Jane Austen's Sense
and Sensibility. Runpled copy of Jane Eyre, yell owed pages
fanned open, on the small, banged-up bedside table. CO.LLEGE
TEXTBOOKS on literary theory, criticism WIIliam Strunk's

The El enents of Style.

The potted orchid wilting slightly. Shrivel ed. Barbara,

di stant gaze fixed on the slightly-faded PHOTOGRAPH set back
on her desk in a pearl-white frane - her SISTER and GROOM at
their weddi ng. Barbara, 17, pushed back anong the bridesmaids.

Barbara stirs, squints blearily at the small brass-edged
General Electric alarm CLOCK propped on the nightstand.

6: 41AM Becom ng aware of the nuffled clap of kitchen
cupboards. C attering dishes. Sizzling. Bluish haze of bacon
snmoke seeping in.

She frowns. Drags back the snarled sheet.
I NT. KITCHEN, WEST VI LLAGE APARTMENT -- MOMENTS LATER

Barbara draws to the nouth of the hallway. Peers in through
t he open kitchen doorway. Freezes.

Cranped room | ashed with bright nuggy sunlight, captured in

t he bl uish snoke hanging in the air. Skillet snapping, popping
at the stove. DEAN CONWAY, 21, handsone, hair smashed with

sl eep, runpled white undershorts, shirt, stands with a

spatul a. Eyes vacant, glassy. Tornented.
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He stirs. Draws his focus back to the stove. Reaches to push
the sizzling bacon with the spatula. Floorboard wheezi ng
beneat h Barbara, w apped in her runpled sleeping gown. He
gives a start. d ances sharply over at her. Squints.

DEAN CONWAY
Who are you?

She blinks. Taken aback.

BARBARA Z| MVERMAN
I live here.

He gl ances at the sizzling skillet. Down at hinself. Self-
conscious all at once. Enbarrassed. Flustered.

DEAN CONVWAY
Excuse ne, mn'am Alice didn't tell
me she had a sister

Barbara drags her gaze to the sticky wine glasses |eft out
on the cranped kitchen table fromlast night. Understandi ng.
Flicker of a scowm. Unconfortable, alone with this stranger

BARBARA Z| MVERVAN
We're not. W're just friends. W
grew up together.

She shifts under his gaze. Tries to avoid it, deflect his
attention.

BARBARA ZI MMERVAN ( CONT' D)
Your breakfast is burning.

He | ooks back at the skillet. Gimaces. Casts around for the
greasy plate perched on the countertop. Reaches to grab it

up. Plucking hot pieces of bacon fromthe skillet. She watches
him As stilted, caught off-guard, as she is.

He switches off the gas-flanme burner. Wpes his hands on a
grungy di shtowel. Awkward. Extends a hand -

DEAN CONVWAY
Dean Conway.

BARBARA Z| MVERMAN
Bar bara. Zi mrer nan.

He draws back. Assessing the greasy skillet, smashed paper
towel s, soaked di shrag. Aware of her gaze upon him

BARBARA ZI MMERVAN ( CONT' D)
There are nmore dishtowels in the
cupboard with the cups.

He fl ashes her a sheepish smle. Begins gathering dishes.
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DEAN CONWAY
Sorry for the mess. | just got in
last night. W net at Chuml ey's.

Her eyes linger on himas he neatly stacks the plates, sets
theminto the cast-iron sink. An orderly discipline to him

BARBARA ZI MVERMAN
You're a soldier, then

He stiffens, glances back at her. Follows her eyes to the
TATTOO, triangular, yellow, blue, red, thunderbolt in the
center, exposed beneath his sl eeve.

DEAN CONWAY
El eventh Arnored Division. Normandy,
Bel gi um and Austri a.

She nmeets his gaze, shyly. He turns back, brittle. Wiggles
charring toast out of a snudged silver Proctor toaster. She
gl ances back down the hall. Alice's bedroomdoor still shut.

He lifts the dented coffee pot. Pours a steam ng ribbon of
coffee into two china cups. Lifts one. Ofers it to her

BARBARA ZI MVERVAN
You nust get tired of people asking
you what it was |ike.

He presses a taut line of a smle at her.

DEAN CONWAY
| get tired of the people who ask
but don't really want to know.

She takes the coffee fromhim Cradles it with her hands.
Irked slightly by the presunption.

BARBARA Z| MVERMAN
I want to know.

He tugs open a cupboard. Reachi ng down anot her cup. Tosses a
gl ance back at her.

DEAN CONWAY
No you don't.

Places it on the table. Lifts the coffee pot to pour. d ances
down the hallway toward Alice's door

DEAN CONWAY ( CONT' D)
You want to hear what she wants to
hear. How we all went over there, we
| ooked evil in the eye, and we
destroyed it with our bare hands,
and now we' re back to drink and
cel ebrate.



He avoi ds her eyes. Turns to the sink and switches on the
tap. Gabs up the dishrag. She regards him He grinmaces.

DEAN CONWAY ( CONT' D)
Sorry. That was out of I|ine.

BARBARA Z| MVERVAN
| was supposed to be marri ed.

He gl ances sharply back at her. Taken of f-guard.

BARBARA ZI MMERVAN ( CONT' D)
My sister was |last spring, then ne
this year. W had it all planned
out. Like a storybook. He was the
son of ny father's business partner.
He's - pleasant. A gentleman. Quite
weal thy. | could have lived a very
confortable life as a housew fe,
just like nmy sister.

He | ooks over his shoul der at her. Eyes capturing the
stream ng sunlight. She takes a sip of coffee.

BARBARA ZI MVERVAN ( CONT' D)
| called it off the week before. |
couldn't go through with it.

She neets his eyes.

BARBARA ZI MMERVAN ( CONT' D)
| don't want to be confortable.
want to make a difference.

She hol ds hi s gaze.

BARBARA ZI MMERVAN ( CONT' D)
I want to know what it was |ike.

He shuts off the tap. Stands, rigid. H's back to her.

DEAN CONWAY
It wll haunt nme for the rest of ny
life.

He draws a breath. Stares into the stream ng sunlight.

DEAN CONWAY ( CONT' D)
W were so goddamm scared. The only
t hing that kept us going was the
know edge that if we quit, it would
foll ow us hone. What we saw in
Maut hausen, the canps, those poor
tortured people, we would see here
in Arerica. And that was -
unt hi nkabl e.

He neets Barbara's gaze with desperate eyes.

35.
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DEAN CONWAY ( CONT' D)
| was seventeen when | went over
there. Every day | wished | hadn't.

She blinks. Taken off-guard. Hunkered against the counter,
he | ooks young. A vul nerable boy. Lost. They both JOLT as -

- Alice's bedroom door nmewl s open. Alice drawing out, hair
tousl ed, wapped in a bedsheet. Stops short, seeing them

AL|I CE MCGRATH
Well. It looks like I'"mthe |ast one
to the party.

Dean abruptly shifts. Tw sts away. Mask of fal se brightness
in the smle he beans at Alice. Lifts the third coffee cup

DEAN CONWAY
After all that wine, |I thought I'd
cook us up sone breakfast.

ALl CE MCGRATH
Such a gentl eman.

He flicks a glance at Barbara as he steps past her. Eyes
raki ng away. Tornented. Alice kisses him Oolivious.

Bar bara, noved.
CUT TO
| NT. OITO S OFFI CE, OPEKTA JAM FACTCRY -- DAY

Oto sits at his desk. Pale autumm I|ight |eaching through

t he smeary w ndowpane, rain |lashing against it in hard,
speckl i ng whi ps and spattered droplets. He pins the DI ARY
open with one hand. d asses reflecting back her spidery
scrawl. Steamtw sting gently froma teacup. WAx paper open
around a hal f-eaten brown-bread-and-cheese sandw ch, m | ky
hal f-pint of buttermlk in a bottle.

He is riveted to the page. Muth tugged in a slight smle.

H s eyes, focused, darting across her words. Eager. His face
fleshed out, less pallid. He is nore alive now He pauses,

pi nning the DI ARY open. G opes around for the FOUNTAI N PEN
left by the blotter on his desk. Drags over a spiral-bound

bl ack not ebook, opens it to a page of his own chicken-scratch.

He pushes the nib against the paper. Ginaces. Shakes ink
into it. G ances back at the D ARY page. Scrawls into his
own not ebook, COPYI NG over a passage from Anne:

"I't's a wonder | haven't abandoned all ny ideals, they seem
so absurd and inpractical. Yet | cling to them because |
still believe, in spite of everything..."

He | oses his grip on the page. Ginmaces. Pins it down again
Squints, eyes darting, excited, over her words.
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Resumes COPYI NG
"...that people are truly good at heart."

He grasps for the BLOITER Lays the fountain pen down.
Carefully presses the blotter against his witing. Dries it.
Drags the blotter back. Reads it over. Brightness flickering
in his eyes. He rereads the passage in the DI ARY. Marveling
at it. He sits back. Pages flipping shut. He wedges the tip
of the pen into them pinning his place.

He peels his glasses off. Eyes soaking in the puddled
afternoon light, stream ng rain down the w ndowpane. Lifted.
Inspired by his daughter's words. Becom ng aware of a fuzzy,
droning VO CE from down the hall, a RADI O on.

He blinks, shakes hinself. Lost in another world. He gathers
t he wax paper of his lunch. Lifts one |ast chunk of cheese
sandwi ch into his nouth. Drags open a drawer, gently places
the DIARY into it, sliding it shut.

Reaches for his work binders, account |edgers, nostly RED
INK. A half-typed letter jutting fromthe Underwood typewiter
on the desk. Chewi ng, he slows. Listening to the RADI O VO CE.

JAN ROVEI N (BBC RADI O NEWE)
...we have witnessed the degradation
of the human spirit. The worst crine
of that abom nable spirit...

Oto, an etch of a frown. Braces hinself against the desk.
Pushes back, chair legs grinding on the bare hardwood fl oor.

INT. MAIN OFFI CE, OPEKTA JAM FACTORY -- MOMENTS LATER

Qto draws into the doorway. Pale |ight puddling across M ep,
desk besieged in stacks of accounting |edgers, papers clipped
together, chattering at her Underwood typewiter. Lucky Strike
cigarette jamed into the ashtray, flecked with ash, butts.
Bep Voskuijl, 26 now, seated at the other desk, flipping
through a manila file-folder, drawer dragged open at her

knee. Fuzzy VO CE issuing fromthe Vol ksenpfanger RADI O besi de
her .

JAN ROMEI N ( BBC RADI O NEWB)
...the destruction of life and tal ent,
only because of a sensel ess desire
to destroy.

M ep drags the runpled page fromher typewiter. Absently
grabs for her cigarette. Eyes sticking on Gto in the doorway.
He gazes at the RADI O Expression clouded. Joy, warnth from
readi ng the DI ARY now | eached away. Mep flicks a glance at
the RADI O, Bep, oblivious, squinting at a runpl ed carbon-
paper invoice in her folder.
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JAN ROMVEI N (BBC RADI O NEWS) ( CONT' D)
No matter in what forminhumanity
may lay traps for us, we wll fall
into them..

M EP G ES
Bep. Could you turn that off please.

Bep, distracted, glances up. Eyes sticking on Oto. Flustered,
she reaches, carbon-paper invoice sliding out of her |ap,
fluttering to the floor as she snaps OFF the RADI O Fl ushing
slightly in the cheeks.

BEP VOSKUI JL
Sorry, M. Frank. | didn't realize
it was | oud enough to disturb you.

He shakes hinself. Troubled etch creasing his forehead. Drags
his gaze to Bep as she reaches, funbles to retrieve the paper.
M ep wat ches him cigarette cl anped between her fingers,

poi sed over the ashtray. He drags his gaze back to the RADI O

OTTO FRANK
Do you share that man's vi ews?

Bep, skewered, flicks a glance at M ep. Uncertain of herself.

BEP VOSKUI JL
| don't believe in everything that
he says. But | think he makes sone
i nteresting points.

He regards her. M ep watching him

OITO FRANK
You believe the Germans are evil?

Bep i s confused by the question. Not even a question.

BEP VOSKUI JL
After what you went through, don't
you?

Mep flicks a hard glance at her. Bep absorbs it, swallows.
Did not nean to speak out of turn. Cheeks flushed. OQto, her
words hanging in the air, gazes at the puddle of pale Iight
on the floor, rippling fromthe rain outside.

OITO FRANK
A few of them yes. The rest, | do
not know. Conpl acent, perhaps.
WIllfully ignorant. Afraid, certainly.
But to see evil in all of themis to
ri sk seeing evil in everyone.

He drags his gaze up to her, neets her troubled eyes.
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OTTO FRANK ( CONT' D)
I, of course, was born in Frankfurt.

BEP VOSKUI JL
| didn't nean -
OI'TO FRANK
We have nore in common with them

t han not.

Bep gl ances at M ep again. Unconfortable to be having this
conversation. Mep watches only Gtto. Bep shifts in her seat.
Hand pi nning the carbon paper invoice to her [ap. He becones
aware of the effect he is having on her. Antagonizing her.

OTI'TO FRANK ( CONT' D)
You may turn it back on. | did not
nmean to intercede.

He pushes away fromthe scratched-up doorfrane. Turning.
Bep, enbarrassed, explanation surging up out of her.

BEP VOSKUI JL
He neans wel | .

Oto stops short. Looks back at her. Bep, cheeks burning, no
retreating now M ep's skewering gaze upon her

BEP VOSKUI JL ( CONT' D)
He has not hi ng but synpathy for what
you - for what we all went through.
He is hosting a synposi um on Thursday.
| was going to go. If you wanted to
join me. You could hear nore of what
he believes.

M EP d ES
Bep.

Bep cringes. Aware she is overstepping. Oto regards her.
Dry-nout hed now, but she persists.

BEP VOSKUI JL
He i s becom ng quite popul ar.

He drags his gaze to Mep. She stares back at him Bep, the
flustered youth in their mdst. The voice of the future.

OI'TO FRANK
I's he.

I NT. CI NEMA HOUSE, THEATER TUSCHI NSKI -- NI GHT

Oto stands smashed against the wall by the SWEATY, JEERI NG
CROND, jamm ng the aisles, folding seats, on their feet to
see over each other.
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He can barely nmake out, beyond the LANKY MAN in front of

him the WOMAN, 20, beside him the wash of cigarette-nurked
spotlight bathing JAN ROVEIN, 53, |ong-faced, runpled grungy
suit, perspiring, stirred-up, energized by the kinetic fervor,
anxi ous agitation of the crowd.

JAN ROMEI N
W are still just as far away from
this kind of denocracy as we were
before the war. W have won not hi ng.

He BARKS out at them fire in his eyes. Relishing the effect
he is having on them His acolytes, followers. Oto watches
not Romein but the YOUNG MEN, WOMEN, shoul der-to-shoul der,
soaked in sweat, in the cinema seats.

JAN ROVEI N ( CONT' D)
W have | ost the battle against the
beast in man. W have | ost because
we have not been able to substitute
sonet hing positive for it. And that
is why we will |ose again.

Spittle-flecked nouths, veins standing out in their necks as
t hey SHOUT, nod. Venonous. Eager to be stirred, enlivened.
Bep, anong them transfixed. Oto watches her. Unsettl ed.
She surges forward in her seat. SHOUTING with the others.

I NT. GUEST BEDROOM G ES APARTMENT -- DAWN

Oto sits in a wash of pale norning light, hunched at the
tiny, cranped desk. Murky gray rain stream ng down the grungy
gl ass. Anne's PAPERS are laid out all around him the DI ARY,
his own spiral -bound not ebook. Wapped in a weat her-worn

bat hrobe, rings beneath his eyes. He has not slept. He
scribbles with a dull-nibbed pen into his notebook. Pins the
| oose page on the |eather blotter, squints at her cursive
scraw .

He copies over the passage, nib dragging on the paper. He
halts at the end of it. Eyes sticking on the words he has
just witten. "How wonderful it is that nobody need wait a
singl e nonment before starting to inprove the world."

He peels off his glasses. Eyes, bleary, unfocused, settling

on the streamng rain, silvery sky outside. Runpled bed behind
him covers turned back. Opekta crate still resting on the
other bed. Cranped little roomholding himin. He pushes out

a breath. Reaching a deci sion.

I NT. OITO S OFFI CE, OPEKTA JAM FACTORY -- MORN NG

Freshly showered, hair conbed neatly back, eyes still shadowed
with sl eeplessness but a flickering fire wwthin them Oto
tugs the canvas dust cover off of the Underwood TYPEWRI TER

DI ARY, | oose-|eaf pages, bound together w th rubber bands,
placed in the mddle of the desk. He tugs the typewiter
toward him Leans, squints into its machinery. 3 ances up as -
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Mep draws into the doorway, small wooden tray, steam ng
teacup, ceramc pot, a plate of fresh strawberries. He nusters
a flicker of a smle for her, distracted, funbling with the
bail-bar, rollers. She draws to his desk with the tray, teacup
chattering, lifts it gently down, places it between his
stacked papers, chewed-up | eather |edgers, spiral-bound

not ebook, | eather address book. Notices his fretting.

MEP G ES
Is there sonmething | can hel p you
with?

He finally pries it |oose. Reaches, drags a clean, fresh
sheet of paper off of a neat stack by the wooden inbox. Knobs
it into the typewiter.

OTTO FRANK
Do you know an address where | can
reach the journalist? Jan Ronein.

She draws up short. Taken off-guard. She regards him He is
absent to it, reaches, drags the DI ARY out fromthe sheaf of
| oose-| eaf papers. Squints through his glasses at the
typewiter. Becomes aware of her gaze. Stares up at her. She
shakes herself. Registers the question.

MEP G ES
Bep knows his wife. Annie Verschoor

He nods. Curt. Businesslike. She draws back. Tucking the
wooden tray under her arm She watches him Focused, fixed,
flipping open the DI ARY, pinning it wth his el bow as he
poi ses his hands over the Underwood' s keys.

M EP @ ES ( CONT' D)
Are you sure it is wise to engage
with hin? He seens so - easily

pr ovoked.
He flicks a glance up at her. Returns his penetrating gaze
to the page clanped in the Underwood.

OI'TO FRANK
The | oudest and angriest voice is
not the only one that should be heard.

He returns his focus to the typewiter. DRILLS out the first
LINE of TEXT at the top of the blank page: Het Achterhuis,
Dagboekbrieven 14 Juni 1942 — 1 Augustus 1944. [The Annex:
Diary Notes Jun 14, 1942 - August 1, 1944]. He drags his
burni ng eyes back to the DI ARY. SNAPS out, one letter at a
time - by Annaleis Frank. Strikes the carriage return tw ce.

H s fingers HAMVERI NG across the page, beginning to transcribe
the DI ARY. Mep, drawi ng back to the door, gazes at him Sun
washing in around himlike a cloak. H's face, his eyes nore
alive than he has been since his return. She allows herself

a flickering ghost of a smle.
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Her friend, the man, O to Frank, beginning to cone back.
CUT TO
I NT. DONALD BLACK' S OFFI CE, DOUBLEDAY & CO. -- DAY

Barbara draws to the open doorway. Arns | oaded down with two
bul ging manila file-folders, fresh transcriptions. Miggy
sunlight washing in through the tw n vast w ndowpanes.

Shearing across the nmahogany desk, awash in junbl ed paperwork,
runpl ed MANUSCRI PTS. Twi n toweri ng bookshel ves jamed with

| eat her - spi ned vol unes. Dusty PHOTOGRAPHS in frames. Anmerican
flag in a wooden stand. Pacing through the soupy sunlight,
cigarette snoke -

- Donal d Bl ack, pacing, tel ephone stretched to his ear,
i ncensed. Brown suit runpled, hair disheveled slightly.

DONALD BLACK
(into the tel ephone)
| don't care who your father is.
It's a paperback edition of a treatise
on appeasenent.

He draws up short. Seeing Barbara. Gimaces. Gestures for
her to cone in, |eave the dictations on the desk. She steps
into the hazy room Donald draws to the wi ndow. G owers out.

DONALD BLACK ( CONT' D)
(into the tel ephone)
Jack, that's what we're offering.

She places the two fresh file folders into his wire-frane
| NBOX Draws back. Hesitates. Watching him

He pushes out a snoky breath. Turns back. Eyes sticking on
Barbara, still lingering in the doorway.

DONALD BLACK ( CONT' D)
(into the tel ephone)
| have to go. Think about it.

He shakes his head. Claps the receiver into its cradle.
Squints at Barbara. Distracted.

DONALD BLACK ( CONT' D)
Was there sonething | needed to sign?

Bar bara, caught on the spot.

BARBARA Z| MVERVAN
No. ..

She bal ks under his hard stare. Summons her courage.



BARBARA ZI MVERMAN ( CONT' D)
| had hoped we mght revisit the
possibility of nmy taking an editorial
position.

He regards her, inplacable. She swall ows.

BARBARA Z| MVERMAN ( CONT' D)
| saw the listing for the opening in
t he break room

He snorts, snoke streamng fromhis nostrils. Leans in over
the desk to stub out his cigarette.

DONALD BLACK
You think you' re better than the

typi ng pool

BARBARA Z| MVERMAN
| have a background in literature. |
feel | could nake a difference.

He scowls at her. Filled with scorn. Drags back his chair.
DONALD BLACK

You typing girls. You ve been here
what, |ess than a year?
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He sits heavily. Cushion wheezing beneath him Assesses her.

DONALD BLACK ( CONT' D)
What's a pretty face |ike yours doing
in an office anyway? Surely you' ve
had offers to settle down.

Bar bara fl ushes. Needl ed. Perseveres.

BARBARA Z| MVERVAN
| net a soldier. A nonth ago, after
the Victory parade. | think his story
is inportant. A true firsthand account
of the wartime experience.

DONALD BLACK
He got back a nonth ago and he's
already witten his nenoirs?

She swal | ows, caught out.

BARBARA Z| MVERVAN
I thought perhaps we could help him
t hrough the process.

DONALD BLACK
You want nme to assign an editor to a
manuscri pt that doesn't even exist.
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BARBARA ZI MVERVAN
| am prepared to work alone. On ny
own time. I"'maquite accustoned to
it.

Donal d rakes his glasses off. Rubs at his bleary eyes.
Mount ai ns of runpled papers. He gropes, reflexive, for the
Mar | boro package. Flicks an irritated glance at her. Pushes
out a weary breath.

DONALD BLACK
Are you prepared to face the other
girls' resentnent?

Bar bara bl anches. Steeling herself.

BARBARA ZI MVERMAN
I f need be.

He regards her. A black sheep yearning for a purpose.

DONALD BLACK
If you find me sonething that we
publish, you may edit it. Under
supervi si on

Barbara, swelling with excitenent.

DONALD BLACK ( CONT' D)
Any | apse in your other work, and
you can show yourself the door. You're
not getting paid to be a book scout.

She hardens. Enthusiasm blunted. He is already reaching for
the top file folder in his INBOX Scow s, inpatient, at her

DONALD BLACK ( CONT' D)
Somet hi ng el se, sweetheart?

BARBARA ZI MVERVAN
Only...it would be hel pful to have
an office of ny own.

He fixes her wwth a hard stare. Galled by her nerve.
I NT. BARBARA ZI MVERVAN S OFFI CE, DOUBLEDAY & CO. -- LATER

Barbara stands in the office doorway. Gazes in at the blank
gray area carpeting, naked plaster walls. Enpty oak desk.
Bookcase, shelves dusty, bare. Wak afternoon |ight |eaching
t hrough the single small w ndow. Miusty curtains. A single
bl ack- and-whi te photograph triptych, Ellis Island, Statue of
Li berty, Enpire State Building, frane dusty, propped agai nst
the wall, left behind by the previous editor.

In spite of its hunble cheerlessness, Barbara, a flicker of
a smle, steps in. Cardboard box of her bel ongings in her
arns. Potted orchid protruding through the open fl aps.



45.

She sets it down on the corner of the desk. Draws back
Turning slowy to take in the room Pride, satisfaction,
swel |ing.

Finally, a space, an office, of her own.
CUT TGO
I NT. KITCHEN, G ES APARTMENT -- MORNI NG

Oto pushes out into the splintered norning Iight. Hair conbed
back, color returning to his cheeks. He winces at the glare

of it off the ceramic kitchen tiles. Streaming in through a
soup of blue cigarette snoke. Eyes finding the sticky plate,

gl aze of applestroop syrup left spattered across it, bread
crunbs, crunpl ed napkin where Jan ate

M ep, hunched agai nst the counter, preoccupied, perturbed,
cigarette twi sting snoke from between her fingers, stil
dressed in a runpled, dishevel ed bathrobe, |ooks up at the
wheeze of his delicate weight on the floorboards. Her eyes
find his as he draws up short in the doorway. Senses sonething
wong. Uncertain what to nmake of her. Her breakfast plate,

his place setting untouched. NEWSPAPER fol ded beside it.

M EP G ES
He wrote about her. About the diary.

Oto stares at her. Eyes raking to the NEWSPAPER. He is caught
up short, unprepared. He takes a faltering step forward.
Faced with the prospect of a stranger witing about Anne.

SHORTLY LATER:

He sits at the table. Plate, toasted bread, small pot of
appel stroop untouched. Steamtwi sting fromhis teacup. H's
hands shake slightly, NEWSPAPER spread open, envel oping him
She wat ches him as he reads. Seated across fromhim Anxious.
She takes a pull fromher cigarette. H's eyes drag across
the smeary typescript:

"...apparently inconsequential diary by a child enbodies all
t he hi deousness of fascism"™

He draws a ragged breath. Unable to read on. Hi s hands
qui vering. He |lowers the newspaper, folds it in on itself.
Mep, riveted to him awash in a cloud of snoke.

M EP @ ES ( CONT' D)
He calls her "lucid." "Intelligent."
"A natural - " what was it he said?

He scowls at the runpled fold of NEWSPAPER, the article.
OTTO FRANK

"The way she died is uninportant.
( MORE)
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OTTO FRANK ( CONT' D)
More inportant is that this young
life was willfully cut off by a system
of irrational cruelty.” That is what
he says. "W too easily forgive, or
at least forget, which ultimtely
means the same thing."

He dunps the newspaper on the table with a SLAP. M ep cringes.

OTTO FRANK ( CONT' D)
He has m ssed the point altogether.
She believed in humanity unreservedly.
I n hope.

Oto glowers across the uneaten bread, scattered fruit, cold
br eakfast nmeats. Teacup untouched. His bright spirits doused.

I NT. PASSENGER STREETCAR TROLLEY [ MOVI NG -- MORNI NG

Jolting, jostling on the chipped-up green wooden bench seat,
O to gazes out the grinme-hazed w ndows. Eyes snol deri ng,
flickering wth anger, indignation. Mep, smashed into the
seat beside him shuddering against him glances at him
Wrried. H's cold, hard stare.

MEP G ES
You are picking a fight with a man
who wants a war.

OI'TO FRANK
He used her. To nmake a point. She is
propaganda to him

M EP G ES
He has the newspaper behind him

OI'TO FRANK
And so that is it? | should be silent?

He rakes burning eyes on her.

OTTO FRANK ( CONT' D)
"How she died is uninportant.” Anna's
death is "uninportant” to him He is
t aki ng her precious words and using
themto feed his own hateful agenda.

She | ooks away. Draws a breath. Sumoning the courage to
speak her m nd.

M EP G ES
Have you thought about publishing
it?

He twists to stare at her.
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M EP G ES ( CONT' D)
He said hinself he read it in one
sitting. He said it was exceptional

OTTO FRANK
It is her diary. It is private.
M EP G ES
I f people could see - if they could
read her words...
OTTO FRANK
These were her personal thoughts.
M EP G ES
Right now all they know is what he

told them

The troll ey SHUDDERS, drawing to a HALT. Oto gathers his
rai n-fl ecked briefcase, jacket. Troubl ed.

M EP G ES ( CONT' D)
She was inportant, Oto. To you. To
me. To us. Her story is inportant.

OI'TO FRANK
So is her privacy.

M ep, taken aback by his terseness. He stands. Flustered,
she grabs for her purse, her danp jacket. Pushes to her feet
as well. She cannot help herself -

M EP G ES
She al ways dreaned of being a witer.

He falters. Meets her gaze. Conflicted.
| NT. OTTO S OFFI CE, OPEKTA JAM FACTORY -- LATE MORNI NG

Oto, woolen vest, suit, stands at the window. Silvery I|ight

| eaching in through the foggy gl ass, cloaking himin a hazy
gray glow. His faraway gaze, listless, untrained, sticks on

t he wet cobbl estones, canals bel ow. Fl ock of babbling, anbling
SCHOOLCHI LDREN, huddl ed under unbrellas, gal oshes spl ashing

t hrough nmurky, dirty puddles, shuffle their way to school .

He watches them Tracks them across the street. Until they

di p out of view

Ragged j obl ess MEN agitating in a soup kitchen |line across
the canal. Filthy-clothed, many barefoot, hungry.

O to gazes at them Pushes out a breath. Turns toward the

desk. Stacked with cracked | eather binders, bound, runpled
papers. He flips open the spiral-bound notebook into which
he has copi ed passages of the DI ARY. Tracing his way down

the runpl ed page until he draws to one: “I don't think of

all the msery, but of the beauty that still remains.”
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He flicks a glance at the DI ARY beside the Underwood
typewiter. The NEWSPAPER folded in his chair. Jobless,
honel ess nmen shouting, barking at each other outside.

He reaches, lifts the NEWSPAPER out of the chair. DUWPS it

in the dented netal TRASH CAN besi de the desk. Sits heavily
into the wheezing chair. Drags the Underwood typewiter toward
him Gabs a fresh sheet of blank paper fromthe neat stack
beside his inbox. Feeds it, twsting the roller-knobs, into

t he Underwood.

He opens the DI ARY. His eyes catching on her lilting, spidery
scrawl. Flicker of a smle in spite of hinself. She gives

hi m courage. He draws a breath, pushes it out. Pins the DI ARY
open with a ceramc jar of Opekta jam Turns his attention

to the page in the typewiter. SNAPPI NG out one letter at a
time. Het Achterhuis. [The Annex]. Transcribing a fresh copy.
To send out.

CUT TO
I NT. BARBARA' S OFFI CE, DOUBLEDAY & CO. -- DAY [WEEKS LATER]

Bar bara hunches at the enpty oak desk. Bookcase now j unbl ed
with a few stacks of | oose-|eaf MANUSCRI PTS. The potted
orchid, neglected, petals curling, bunched back anobng a junble
of unwashed COFFEE MJGS, franed PHOTOGRAPHS of her PARENTS.

Bar bara hol ds the black enanel TELEPHONE to her ear. Pinches
t he bridge of her nose.

BARBARA Z| MVERVAN
(into the tel ephone)
Akron, Ohio. The nane is Dean Conway.

Flicks a glance up at Jason Epstein as he timdly ducks into
the office with a fresh stack of MANUSCRI PTS. Barbara squints
at them as he deposits themon the edge of her desk. Intra-
of fice buck slip paper-clipped to the TI TLE PAGE of the TOP
ONE - "All passes. Not what we are looking for. DB."

She scowl s. Draws back, listening to the tel ephone -

BARBARA Z| MVERMAN ( CONT' D)
(into the tel ephone)
Conway. That's right. Yes, | can
hol d.

She takes a breath. Slouches back in the wheezing wooden
desk chair. Tosses a glance at Jason as he draws back. He
lingers. Shyly watches her. Trying to nuster the courage to
speak to her, but she is on the phone.

She registers his presence. Meets his gaze at last. He
flushes. Confronted. Self-conscious all at once. Flashes her
a smle. Ankwardly, hastily wthdraws. She watches hi m go.
Slightest flicker of a smrk.
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Twi sts to peer out through the sneary glass. Giostly shadow
of the Enpire State Building, glistening in the sunlight.
Her smle fading. Her eyes dragging across the -

- saggi ng SHELVES of the bookcase. Sparse MANUSCRI PTS
runpl ed, smashed at the corners. Bustling chatter of
typewiters, ringing tel ephones |eaching in through the
doorway. A whole new flock of YOUNGER TYPING G RLS al ready
wor king their way up. Her tine is running out.

She stiffens, refocuses.

BARBARA ZI MMERVAN ( CONT' D)
(into the tel ephone)
I"ve already tried that nunber. Nobody
answer ed.

She pushes out a weary breath. Getting nowhere.

BARBARA ZI MVERVAN ( CONT' D)
(into the tel ephone)
Conway. Dean. He returned two nonths
ago.

She blinks. Listening. Paralyzed, |eft speechl ess, by what
she is hearing. She swallows. Flustered. Strains to speak.

BARBARA ZI MVERVAN ( CONT' D)
(into the tel ephone)
When was this?

I NT. KITCHEN, WEST VI LLAGE APARTMENT -- EVEN NG

Barbara sits in the dark at the cranped kitchen table. Narrow
rib of light fromthe hallway cutting across the enpty stove
top, junbled counter. Puddl e of burgundy MERLOT in a hazy
glass. Half-enpty bottle planted beside it. Her gaze vacant,
removed. Stirring at the GRUNT of a KEY in the door.

Shuddering open. Bustling, flecked with rainwater, funbling
with a whispering unbrella, squel ching boots, raincoat, Alice
shimm es her way in. Ginmaces, cloth bag of GROCERI ES filling
her arns. El bows the door shut. Stunbling forward. Stops
short at the threshold of the kitchen. Eyes sticking on
Barbara. The bottle of MERLOT.

ALI CE MCGRATH
And | thought I had a bad day.

Tug of a smrk. Huffing, wnded fromthe clinb up. She
shimmes into the cranped room Wt boots squel ching on the
floor tile. Slouches the grocery bag onto the counter. She
draws back. Barbara, still unnoved. Flicker of concern.

ALl CE MCGRATH ( CONT' D)
Vel | what happened?
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Barbara finally stirs. Drags her attention to Alice. Strains
to focus through w ne-fogged eyes.

BARBARA Z| MVERVAN
| tried to reach Dean Conway.

Alice, flicker of a knowing smle.

ALl CE MCGRATH
Let ne guess: his sweetheart doesn't
want hi m working with some gorgeous
young editor in New York Cty.

BARBARA ZI MVERMAN
He shot hinsel f.

Alice, draws up short. Derailed. Tw sts back. Barbara,
hol  owed, gutted. Alice, nonentary ghost of a smle. Certain
it nust be a joke. Fading away.

ALl CE MCGRATH
What do you nean?

Bar bara neets her gaze.

BARBARA Z| MVERMAN
He told ne he was scared. Over there.
He told ne he wi shed he'd never
enl i st ed.

Alice grips the edge of the counter. Enotion washing over
her. Barbara sl ouches back in her chair. Numb, still.

BARBARA ZI MVERVAN ( CONT' D)
He was twenty-one.

CUT TO
I NT. BATHROOM G ES APARTMENT -- MORNI NG

Oto leans in over the ceram c sink basin. Daubs ponade from
t he beat-up red Royal Crown tin on the edge. Slicking his
hair back, conmbing it into place. He squints. Grabs up a
pair of tweezers. Flinches as he tugs at an errant gray hair.
Draws back. Regards his reflection. Dapper suit jacket, tie
knotted around his neck. He draws a breath. Nervous.

INT. KITCHEN, G ES APARTMENT -- MORNI NG

He | eafs through his beat-up | eather portfolio. Plate
scattered with toast crunbs, flecked with powdered sugar.
Oto swpes at it, wiping it fromthe runpl ed papers that he
shimmes into place in the portfolio. Pushes back fromthe
table. Rises. Snoothing down his runpled pants, tugging at
the cuffs of his shirt.

Jan, already rinsing the breakfast dishes in the sink. Mep
draws up before Oto.
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She reaches, wi pes scattered crunbs fromhis tie. He gl ances
down, chagrined. Straightens it. Squares his shoul ders. Draws
a breath. Meets her eye. Anxious. Excited. Jan gl ances over
at them

M EP G ES
You wi Il do her proud.
INT. DE NEVE'S OFFI CE, U TGEVERI J CONTACT PUBLI SHERS -- DAY
Oto gazes at the wash of hard afternoon pal eness spilling

in through the w ndow, hollow ng out the tall oak bookshel ves
on either side. Blue with nurky cigarette snoke. Leather-
bound vol unes janmm ng the shelves, narrow red-striped spines,
U tgeverij Contact |ogo enbossed at the bottonms. Oto
enthusiasmgutted fromhim dull, glassy-eyed.

OT'TO FRANK
You want nme to pay you to publish
it.

He drags his weary, tired gaze to F. E. A BATTEN, 33, tall

| anky, shabby trousers, ill-fitting Oxford shirt on his
beanpol e frane. Leaning, propped, against the vast mahogany
desk, stacked with piles of papers, |oose-|leaf nmanuscripts,
buried Chestnuttti typewiter, telephone. Loom ng bookcases,
jammed with nore volunmes behind it. Batten gl ances at -

G P. DE NEVE, 58, fleshy, pasty, filling the high-backed
| eat her chair behind the desk. Ci gar janmed between his
knuckl es. Eyes torridly sem -focused on O to.

OITO FRANK ( CONT' D)
| have no noney. | have not hing.

F. E. AL BATTEN
She is obviously quite talented. She
isabrilliant little girl, really.
She makes such insightful
observations. W were nost inpressed
with Jan Ronein's assessnment of the

pi ece.

OI'TO FRANK
Jan Ronein conpletely m ssed the
point of it.

F. E. AL BATTEN
He urged us to publish it, in fact.

Oto, taken aback. Uncertain where this is going. Batten
draws a breath. Flicks a glance at de Neve. Snoke curling
fromhis cigar. Gazing placidly at the shaft of silvery blue
sunlight falling in through the wi ndow. Bored by this neeting.
Batten, left to pick up the slack.
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F. E. A. BATTEN ( CONT' D)
W sinply feel like the primary market
for this book mght be alittle too -
specialized. Grls' lives of course
being primarily of nobst interest to
other little girls.

OTTO FRANK
The perseverance of the human spirit
is of interest to everyone.

DE NEVE
Mat hematically, it is a pass for us.

De Neve wearily lifts his cigar, takes a long pull fromit.
Sits forward in his nmewing |leather chair. Sets the cigar in
the crenelated |ip of a ceram c ashtray. Snoke streans out
of his nostrils. He settles his tired walrus gaze on Qto

DE NEVE ( CONT' D)
If you are willing to alter the
mat hematics, we are willing to
reconsi der our determ nation.

Qto stares at him His daughter's life reduced to such a
cold calculation. He is stung. Strains to hold his tenper.

OTTO FRANK
Her story is inportant.
DE NEVE
Yes. Well. Inportance does not sel

the way it used to.
I NT. KITCHEN, 3 ES APARTMENT -- LATE MORNI NG

Oto pushes into the kitchen, dishevel ed, jacket freshly
danped with drizzle, speckling his hair, unkenpt. He expels
a breath. Dragging the door shut behind him He stands,
dripping, sniffs. He steps forward, shoes squel ching. Wak-
di shwater light falling, pale and silvery, across the enpty
sink, dish rack | oaded with neat stacks of plates, glasses.

MEP GES (O S.)
How did it go?

He gives a start. Turns. Mep stands by the counter at the
opposite doorway. Beyond her, Jan G es, hunched at the dining
roomtable, |ooks up, surrounded by papers, file folders.

Oto, gaze sticking on the bottle of Mdet & Chandon chanpagne
nestl ed beside the refrigerator. Trio of foggy chanpagne
flutes. Mep registers his countenance. Presses her |ips
together. Stepping forward to mask the bottle.

M EP @ ES ( CONT' D)
W will find soneone el se then.
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Jan sits back in his chair. Lays down his fountain pen. Qto
draws a ragged breath. Leans to place the beat-up |eather
portfolio on the enpty table. Mep draws over to him Reaches
to place a hand on the danp shoul der of his jacket. Stops
hersel f. He gives a weary shake of the head.

OT'TO FRANK
There are no others. Everyone el se
rejected it. Qut of twenty, they
were the only ones who showed any
interest. As it turns out, all they
want ed was noney.

She does not know what to say to that. He avoids her gaze.
Reaches to refasten the buttons of his jacket. Flicks a glance
at the clacking wall clock.

OTTO FRANK ( CONT' D)
We should go to the office.

He squares his shoul ders. Hesitates. Eyes sticking on the
afternoon pal eness | eaching in through the wi ndow. Bleak and
hard. She watches him concerned. H s grief renewed.

M EP G ES
How much did they want?

He flicks a glance at her. Shakes hinself. Reaches to retrieve
the | eather portfolio.

M EP G ES ( CONT' D)
O to. How nuch?

OTTO FRANK
Two thousand five hundred guil ders.

She bl anches at the number. He senses it. An enornous sum
She steels herself, strains to find hope.

MEP G ES
I could talk to Jan. | could see how
much we m ght be able to spare.
Per haps we coul d speak to the bank -

OITO FRANK
| cannot accept your noney. Not after
everyt hing you have given ne.

M EP G ES
It would be a gift. It would bring
nme pl easure.

OI'TO FRANK
No.

She silences herself. Watches himas he lifts the |eather
portfolio fromthe table, tucks it under his arm Turns, wet
shoes squel ching on the tiled floor.
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M EP G ES
| have seen you. The way this has
gi ven you purpose these |ast nonths.
| do not want to see you |ose that.

He neets her gaze. Vacant and hollow. Flickering fire from
before all but extinguished. He forces a flat smle for her.

OI'TO FRANK
We should go. O we w il have no
busi ness |left to run.

I NT. OITO S OFFI CE, OPEKTA JAM FACTORY -- AFTERNOON

Oto gazes out at the silvery sunlight. Shadow engul fing the
roomat his back. Desk overwhel med with junbl ed paperwork,
flaking | eather accounting |edgers, shipping manifests. Boxy
Phillips RADI O murnmuring softly beside the Underwood
typewiter, besieged in runpled envel opes, unopened mail. He
wat ches a small robin flit anong the skel etal branches of
the chestnut tree. Flicker of a smle at his |lips. Fading.

BBC RADIO NEWS (V. Q)
...the Nurenberg Indictments nake
clear the sinister master plan by
whi ch the Nazis sought world
dom nation. They recite for history
to remenber the long Iist of
brutalities and atrocities which
bl acken the record of this
generation..

Ri bbon of blue snoke twisting froma cigarette between his
fingers. He lifts it to his lips. Takes a long pull. Pushes
out a hazy breath. Lets it fall away. Stares gloom |y out at
t he courtyard.

Franmed in the doorway, unnoticed by Oto, Jan G es watches
him Bl ack Opekta Jam bi nder tucked under his arm Eyes stuck
on Gto's narrow, solitary silhouette. Slunped shoul ders.
Concer ned.

I NT. GUEST BEDROOM G ES APARTMENT -- LATE NI GHT

Bl ackness. Oto switches on the desk |anp. Wak warm | i ght
dimMy washing his face, hollowed and pitted, shadowed,

sl eepl ess. Runpl ed white undershirt, hair smashed. He stares
at the small desk. Flaking |eather blotter. DIARY pl aced
atop the rubber-banded | oose-|eaf manuscripts. He sits.
Watching it. Tornmented. He sumons his energy. Pushes off

t he wheezing mattress. Hefts to his feet.

Shuffles across the bare hardwood floor. Around the foot of
the narrow bed. Draws up to the chewed-up wooden desk chair.
Drags it back with a soft grunt of wood on wood. He stares
at the DI ARY. Steps around the chair. Braces hinmself to the
desk and lowers hinself into it.
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He gazes down at it, coarse red-checkered cloth, frayed and
worn through at the corners. Curling runpled pages beneath
it. He reaches out. Drags it toward him He hesitates, his
hand on it. Wndow over the desk a wedge of bl ack. Steaned
slightly against the chilly mddle of the night.

Deep shadows, exhaustion beneath his eyes. He pushes out a
weary breath. Cannot help hinself. Flips the diary open. He
squints down at it in the weak |anmplight. Peels back the
first few pages, thunbs his way deeper into it. Her spidery
scrawl ed handwiting flitting, dancing before him Taped-in
PHOTOGRAPH of Anne and Margot on the beach, black-and-white
smles grinning out at him

Qto, faintest flicker of a smle upon his |ips. He pauses,
page pinned open. Drawn, inexorably, back in. "Dear Kitty, I
asked nyself this norning whether you don't sonetines feel
rather |ike a cow who has had to chew over all the old pieces
of news again and again.” He smrks, in spite of hinself.
Del i ghted by the sheer playful ness of the imge.

He draws a ragged breath. Eyes stinging. Begins to flip the
diary shut. Catches it. Eyes sticking on another passage. "I
know | can wite but it remains to be seen whether | really

have talent. | don't want to have lived in vain |ike nost
people. | want to be useful or bring enjoynment to all people,
even those |I've never nmet. | want to go on living even after
ny death."”

He stares at her words. Dark room | oom ng around him Rain
| ashi ng agai nst the black void of the wi ndow. Light glinting
in the burning noistness of his eyes. Determ nation stirred.

I NT. LOUNGE, DI KKER & THI JS RESTAURANT -- DAY

Oto sits and watches the rain stream down the canted w ndow.
Buttery pale afternoon Iight. He clasps the chewed-up | eather
portfolio in his | ap. Wather-worn shoes danp from outsi de,

t he shoul ders of his shabby jacket soaked. He twists in the
red padded chair. Flicks a glance at his wistwatch. El bows
propped on the uphol stered arns of the chair, he gently taps
the | eather face of the portfolio. This task, distasteful.

He arrives at a decision. Bracing to push to his feet. He
draws up short as, w ngtip shoes clapping, bustling, |ate,

wi nded, flecked with drizzle fromoutside, ELI AN AKKERVAN,
58, inpeccable suit, flushed in the cheeks, top hat speckled
with rain water, pushes through the front door. Shoes

squel ching on the marble. He grins, gives a wave.

ELI AN AKKERVAN
Oto. My god, it is actually you

I NT. DI NI NG AREA, DI KKER & THI JS RESTAURANT -- SHORTLY LATER
Qto sits by the vast window. Franmed in gray-white pal eness.

Leaching in across the starched white tabl ecl oth. Conscious
of his scuffed-up shoes, shabby jacket.
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Silverware sparkling in the afternoon Iight, inmacul ate.
Bowl of crenme de volaille chicken soup sprinkled with chives,
buttery skin untouched.

Across fromhim |inen napkin tucked into the collar of his
shirt, Elian chews, licks at his teeth, sawing into his cote
de boeuf rib-eye steak, ris de veau | anb pancreas sweet breads
clunped in a fried greasy pile beside his sneary w ne gl ass.

ELI AN AKKERVAN
It has all just begun to cone back.
Rotterdamis a wasteland still. Have
you seen it?

Oto stirs. Attenpts to focus. M nd el sewhere. Squints through
t he haze of nurky blue cigarette snoke. Elian, prizing another
norsel of steak fromthe bone, flicks a glance at him Becones
distracted, lifts a hand to signal the WAITER, 44, inmmacul ate
suit, pushing a cart with a platter of oysters on ice.

ELI AN AKKERMAN ( CONT' D)
I was of course devastated to hear
about your famly. You have ny
si ncerest synpat hi es.

OITO FRANK
Thank you.

Qto strains. Prepares to speak what is on his mnd, but
nmust then halt as the Waiter draws over, leans in, white-
gloved, refills Elian's wine glass froma bottle of Chateau
Fortia Syrah. He draws back, replaces the bottle. Elian, a
tug of a smle at him reaches for the stemof his glass.

OTTO FRANK ( CONT' D)
| have a question that | nust ask
you. Regardi ng an account.

El i an pauses. Fixes himwth a w ne-fogged gaze.

OTTO FRANK ( CONT' D)
Before the occupation, | had amassed
a certain sumin savings.

Eli an draws a di sappointed breath. So this is why they are
her e.

ELI AN AKKERMAN
You are aware of course that Dresder
was di ssolved with the fall of Berlin.

OTTO FRANK
My account was with Handel strust.

ELI AN AKKERVAN
They were subsidiari es.



57.

Elian lifts the wne glass. Inhales its earthy scent. Drinks
fromit. Gto watches himas he swallows. Allows it to wash
over him Flicker of guilt, annoyance, under Oto's gaze.

OTTO FRANK
It would nmean a great deal to ne to
recover this noney.

ELI AN AKKERVAN
It is outside of ny control. The
bank has cl osed.

El i an pushes out a breath. Replaces the wine glass by his
plate. He sits back. Assesses Oito. They are friends. This
I's noney. He dabs at his nouth with his |inen napkin.

ELI AN AKKERMAN ( CONT' D)
If you would like to discuss a
personal |oan -

OI'TO FRANK
| do not wish to borrow anyone's
noney. | want what is m ne.

ELI AN AKKERVAN
Yes. Well. | amafraid it is gone.

Oto SLAMS his fist to the table. Silverware, glasses junping.
The DUTCH WOMAN, 66, dusty |avender dress, at the next table,
gl ances sharply over, alarned. Elian stares at Oto, frozen.

OI'TO FRANK
"Human greatness does not lie in
weal th or power, but in character
and goodness." She was fourteen when
she wote that. My daughter. | w sh
that you coul d have known her better.
I think she could have had a great
i mpact on the world.

He shakes his head. Eyes burning. Braces to push back from
t he table.

OTTO FRANK ( CONT' D)
| amsorry to have spoiled your |unch.

El i an, taken off-guard by his abruptness, aware their
friendship is crunbling, reaches out. Catches his arm

ELI AN AKKERVAN
Qto. Let nme give you sone noney.

OTTO FRANK
| did not cone here for your noney.

ELI AN AKKERVAN
Per haps not. But you need it.



58.
INT. 1939 MORRI' S ElI GHT SERIES 3 SEDAN [ MOVING -- DAY

O to hunches in the steaned-up cabin. Rain stream ng, sluicing
down the w ndshield, w pers dashing back and forth as fast

as they can. He is glassy-eyed, dull, distant. Wol -shoul dered
jacket, felt fedora, soaked through fromthe rain. Vacant

m nd el sewhere. Mep draws themto a jolting, shuddering

halt at an intersection. dances over at him

M EP G ES
And so. Did they actually serve
oysters?

He stirs. Drags his gaze, attention, toward her. Focuses.
Flicker of a smle at her quiet eagerness, curiosity.

OTTO FRANK
And chanpagne. Mnnousseau. Crénant
de Loire.

She shakes her head. Marveling. Hs smle fades slightly.
Cl oudi ng as he drags his gaze back outward.

OTTO FRANK ( CONT' D)
He gave ne five hundred guilders out

of pity.
She flicks a glance at him He avoids it.

OTTO FRANK ( CONT' D)
| took it.

Oto, ashaned that this is what he has come to. She | ooks

forward again, troubled. Through the hazed w ndshield, the
traffic advancing. She grasps the gearshift, |lurches them
ahead.

M EP G ES
Jan and | can probably manage two
hundr ed.
He allows her a flicker of a sad smle. Eyes still trained

outward. Raking across the weathered brickwork, nmurky gutters,
choked wi th rushing brown water.

OT'TO FRANK
Keep it. It will still be barely a
quarter of what they asked.

He draws a weary breath.
OTTO FRANK ( CONT' D)

I will convince themto accept five
hundred. O not hi ng.
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I NT. CONFERENCE ROOM Ul TGEVERI J CONTACT PUBLI SHERS -- DAY

Weary afternoon |ight shafts in across the snooth marble
wall. OQto squints, half-blinded by it, hard and bright,
stream ng through the arched ol d wi ndowpanes, cloaking F.E. A
Batten, silhouetting himacross the weathered, scuffed-up
oak conference table.

F. E. A. BATTEN
| fear there has been sone sort of
m sunder st andi ng.

He draws a breath, plucks at the fraying seans of his wool
j acket sl eeves. Does not enjoy this neeting. Qtto regards
himw th a hard, penetrating stare.

F.E. A BATTEN ( CONT' D)
The sumwe require is not a
fabrication. It is derived fromthe
cost of production for a book that
frankly we do not believe wll sell
adequately to defray it.

He flicks a glance at Otto. Face bathed in the pale puddle
of sunlight. Scowling at him Batten, shifting in his chair.

F.E. A BATTEN ( CONT' D)
We are a publisher, M. Frank. Not a
financial institution. W cannot
afford to take risks. Now nore than
ever. Since the war, the market has
coll apsed and it has failed to return.
Frankly, many still see books as
| uxuri es.

OI'TO FRANK
Have you read it?

Batten pushes out a breath. Feels he is getting nowhere.

F. E. A. BATTEN
It is not a question of quality. W
sinply believe it is not a book that
will sell.

He feels Oxto's gaze upon him I npossible to escape.

F.E. A BATTEN ( CONT' D)
My wife has read it three tinmes. But
her taste does not reflect that of
Hol | and.

OT'TO FRANK
When you listen to the radi o, when
you open the newspaper, what do you
see? Hatred. Gief. "How do we punish
t he ones who have wonged us?"

( MORE)



OTTO FRANK ( CONT' D)
In her diary, there is only hope.
Love. Beauty. She was |ocked in a
prison for nore than two years and

she still believed that a kind and
gentle spirit was the sharpest weapon
of all.

He shields his eyes. Stares directly at Batten.
appealing with every fiber of his being.

OTTO FRANK ( CONT' D)
| ama father who is asking you as
one man to another. | have no nore
noney than what | have offered you
I want only to let the world see her
for who she was. To understand her
and t hrough her understand all of
them all of us, who went through
what we went through, and who cane
through it and are searching for
reasons to continue every day, when
it is easier to | ook back in sorrow
and decide it is not worth it. What
must | do, M. Batten? Tell ne.
will do anything. But | wll not
accept a "no" fromyou
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Beseechi ng,

Batten, unconfortable, shifts in his chair. Flicks a glance

toward the sun falling in through the w ndows.

F. E. A, BATTEN
In the letter that you sent with the
manuscript, you stated that you had,
in the past, served as an account ant
at a bank for ten years.

OI'TO FRANK
El even.

F. E. AL BATTEN
Qur auditor never returned fromthe
war. Perhaps you could take up the
position. Wages garni shed, of course.

OTTO FRANK
Toward the publication of the book.

Batten, a brusque nod. Oto, overwhel ned.
OTTO FRANK ( CONT' D)
Yes. Yes, of course, then. Yes. W
have a deal

Spirit surging, bubbling up.

Irked. Moved.
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F. E. A. BATTEN
Conti ngent, of course, on sone m nor
editorial changes.

Oto, blinded, still reeling, strains to focus. Squints at
Batten, silhouetted in the brightness.

OI'TO FRANK
What changes?

INT. KITCHEN, G ES APARTMENT -- NI GHT

Fl i ckering candl e danci ng, warm yel |l ow orange |ight sputtering
across the wash of typewitten pages, scribbled red ink.

Qto sits back in his chair, peels off his glasses. Pushes

out a breath. Gazes across the table at Mep, hunched at the
opposite end, sticky dinner bow puddl ed with stammppot |entil
stew, chunks of snoked sausage, kale. Readi ng anot her page

of the manuscript. She glances up as -

- Jan G es leans in, shadoweyed, tired, lifts away her dirty
bow , sneary water glass. She presses a smle at him Looks
back across at to. He glances up at her. Flattened.

OITO FRANK
He wants to discard a full third of
t he manuscri pt.

Jan sets the plates into the sink. Gabs for a threadbare
di shrag, switches on the tap. Mep glances at him Looks
back across at Otto. Despair settling back over him

MEP G ES
People will know her story. Her voice.

OI'TO FRANK
It is not her voice.

He | ooks back down at the bl ocks of typescript. Large portions
crossed out in red ink. Riddled with margin notes.

OTTO FRANK ( CONT' D)
She speaks of nenstruation, and it
i s sonehow "pornographic?" This is
what she felt. Who she was.

Mep draws a breath. Flicks a troubled glance up at Jan as
he |l eans back in to collect the platter of snoked sausages.

M EP d ES
Let nme do that.

She pushes back fromthe table, chair grunting on the tile
floor. Draws to her feet. Reaches, collects the stanppot
di sh. Draws back. Pauses. Cannot hel p hersel f.
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M EP G ES ( CONT' D)
They have commtted to publishing
her diary. No one el se even wanted
to nmeet with you

Jan flicks a glance at his wife. She is going too far. She
registers his etch of a frown. Persists.

M EP G ES ( CONT' D)
If you nust scal e back on your work
at Opekta, we can certainly nanage
for a couple of weeks.

He remai ns unconvi nced.

M EP G ES ( CONT' D)
Oto. Wiat other option do you have?

INT. DE NEVE'S OFFI CE, U TGEVERI J CONTACT PUBLI SHERS -- DAY

Oto stands at the window Bathed in nuted norning |ight.
G oomsettling over him Couding his gaze. He draws a breath.

OI'TO FRANK
I had hoped to discuss the changes.

He twists fromthe glass, rain lashing against it. Mirk of

ci gar snoke hangi ng over De Neve's desk. Aval anches of |oose
paperwor k, manuscripts rubber-banded, typewiter, telephone,

i mersed in runpl ed envel opes, |eather address books. De
Neve, irked, flicks a glance up fromthe steanmed French press
he is funbling wth. Blossomof nurky coffee fromthe sieve.

DE NEVE
There is nothing to discuss.

De Neve decants a steam ng ribbon of coffee into a bone-china
coffee cup. Warnth gushing out of it. He sits back in his
| eather chair. Drags weary eyes to Oto.

DE NEVE ( CONT' D)
Whet her we henorrhage noney and gain
a debtor or henorrhage noney and
gain an auditor, we are stil
henorrhagi ng noney. | am opposed to
it.

He pushes out a snoky breath.

OT'TO FRANK
An offer was nmade in good faith

DE NEVE
So you accept the offer.

Oto regards him Aware of what is being asked. Hesitates.
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OTTO FRANK
Yes. | accept.

DE NEVE
Then you will do whatever M. Batten
asks of you. You are in his hands
now.

INT. FILING ROOM U TGEVERI J CONTACT PUBLI SHERS -- AFTERNOON

Weak norning pal eness shafts in through a narrow w ndow.
Washi ng across stacks upon stacks of bul gi ng cardboard boxes,
swol | en, strained at the seans. Bookcase lurking in the

dar kness, shelves jammed with curling yell owed papers.

As Batten switches on the single naked |ight bul b hanging
fromthe center of the room the dimlight exposes -

- the beat-up little desk, |acquer chipped and worn away,
pushed against the wall. Surface covered over with dusty
stacks of | eather-bound | edgers, three-ring binders exuding
nore runpl ed papers, receipts, shipping mani fests. Water
danmage soaked into the nushy ceiling pile, stale wall paper.
Pai nt peeling, |eprous. Dusty typewiter mssing its ribbon,
several of its keys.

Oto takes it in fromthe doorway beside Batten, warm | i ght
washing in fromthe hallway behind them

F. E. A, BATTEN
W will find you a functioning
typewiter, of course. You are wel cone
to nove anything that you w sh

Qto shuffles forward into the room Takes in the cranped
wal | s, flaking ceiling. Meager shaft of natural [ight.

OI'TO FRANK
Wi ch are the accounting files?

Batten flicks a glance at him Not understandi ng.

F. E. A, BATTEN
All of them

Oto blinks. Face unreadable. Calculating. Lifts his tired
| eat her briefcase. Sets it on the edge of the desk.

OTTO FRANK
Perhaps | could nmake sone tea, then.
It seens | will be here a while.
CUT TO
| NT. BARBARA ZI MVERVAN' S OFFI CE, DOUBLEDAY & CO. -- DAY

Bar bara, eyes shadowed, gaze haunted, etched wi th weariness,
aged sonehow by the unexpected | oss of Dean Conway.
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Hunched at the cranped desk. Besieged with MANUSCRI PTS, piles
di vvi ed out, sorted. Buck slips paper-clipped to nost of
them "PASS - DB." Enpty coffee nugs, abandoned. Franed
portrait PHOTOGRAPH of her MOTHER & FATHER as a young coupl e,
nearly buri ed.

Barbara, intensely focused. Fixed on an open MANUSCRI PT,
Vall ey of No Return! Frustration, fatigue weighing.

Fl uorescent light, hard, sallow, washing the beige plaster
wal | s. Bookcase, banged-up wooden shel ves now JAMMED wi t h

ot her MANUSCRI PTS. Pages runpl ed, smashed. Small navy bl ue
sofa noved in to one corner, subsunmed in PAPERS. She gives a
start -

FRANK PRICE (O S.)
You shoul d try opening your shade.

FRANK PRI CE, 46, thinning brown hair, kind-faced, gazes upon
her fromthe doorway. He nods at the wilting ORCH D

Desi ccated. Shriveled petals strewing the desk. Narrow rib
of crisp sunlight stifled by the wi ndow shade.

FRANK PRI CE ( CONT' D)
They need natural [ight.

He steps in. Extends a hand.

FRANK PRI CE ( CONT' D)
Frank Price.

Barbara, flustered, funbles for a PENCIL. Jans it into the
open MANUSCRI PT to hold the page. Rises to shake his hand.

BARBARA Z| MVERVAN
Barbara. Zimmerman. It's a pleasure,
sir.

Price, tug of a smrk as he draws back. Takes her in. Runpled
bl ouse. Thick glasses. Flicks a glance toward the w ndow.

FRANK PRI CE
This used to be ny office. Half a
lifetinme ago.

Barbara, uncertain what to say to that. He turns. Floorboards
creaking beneath him Gaze raking across the bookshel f.
Manuscri pts, spines neatly |abeled in black marker.

FRANK PRI CE ( CONT' D)
You have a predilection for stories
about the war.

He gl ances back at her. Still poised behind her desk. Self-
conscious, she flicks a glance at Valley of No Return!

FRANK PRI CE ( CONT' D)
Did you have a brother who served?
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She stiffens. Avoids his gaze.

BARBARA ZI MVERMAN
| knew soneone, once, who had.

He draws back fromthe bookshelf. Turning to take her in.
She | ooks back down at the MANUSCRI PT. Deflated. Flips it
shut .

BARBARA ZI MMERVAN ( CONT' D)
Not hi ng | have read captures the
experi ence.

He studies her. Loss, grief, weighing upon her. Rakes his
gaze toward the stream ng afternoon sunlight. Puddled, hard
and shearing, on the hardwood fl oor.

FRANK PRI CE
Perhaps it's better to | ook ahead.

BARBARA Z| MVERVAN
Ten years fromnow, all of these
will be forgotten.

She plucks a lit cigarette, nostly ash, out of the crenel ated
ashtray. Takes a pull fromit.

Price, watching her, faintest ghost of a bittersweet smle.

FRANK PRI CE
There are worse things than a little
[ight entertainnment.

She at |ast drags her attention to him

BARBARA ZI MVERVAN
These are cartoons. What is the point?

FRANK PRI CE
Must there be a point?

She squints at himthrough her thick gl asses.

BARBARA ZI MVERVAN
If there is no point then why are we
all here? Wiy bother with any of
this?

He is amused, slightly. Her headstrong conviction. Snile
fadi ng. He gl ances back toward the door. Draws a breath.

FRANK PRI CE
| cane to tell you that Donal d Bl ack
is arranging to have you fired by
the end of the year.

Bar bara, caught up short, stares at him Blind-sided.
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FRANK PRI CE ( CONT' D)
Evidently you convi nced hi mthat
your work here woul d not inpinge
upon your obligations to the typing
pool .

Barbara, reeling. Tosses a glance at the piled MANUSCRI PTS.
Buck slips clipped to the title pages, all PASSES.

BARBARA ZI MVERVAN
He never wanted nme here to begin
with. Everything I recommend he gives
to his secretary, and she passes on
it for him

He is weary all at once. Resigned to the way the world worKks.

FRANK PRI CE
At any rate, | thought it only fair
t hat you shoul d know.

He neets her gaze. She has put everything into this job. He
dislikes it as much as she does.

FRANK PRI CE ( CONT' D)
You are searching for sonething that
wi || change m nds. Alter perspectives.
It frightens him

He pushes away fromthe doorfrane. Halts hinself.

FRANK PRI CE ( CONT' D)
| hope that you find it.

CUT TO
I NT. CONFERENCE ROOM U TGEVERIJ CONTACT -- DAY [ \EEKS LATER]

Oto draws into the stagnant stal eness of the room Curtains
pul I ed back, norning light streamng in to puddle, hard and
sheering, on the marble walls and floor. Splintering across
t he scratched-up wooden conference table. He hesitates in

t he doorway. Eyes sticking on -

- the BOOX at the edge of the table. Murky brown dust jacket
wrapped crisply around it. He takes a hesitant step forward.
Draws to the table. Gips the back of the chair in front of

himas his eyes find the TITLE. Het Achterhuis [The Annex].

Across the top in bold blue lettering. Anne Frank.

SUPER "June 25, 1947."

He draws a ragged breath. Lunmp in his throat. He takes a
shuffling step forward. Knee pushing agai nst the back of the
chair. Reaches. Places a trenbling hand atop the book. Palm
| eaving a bl ossom of noi stness on the cover. He pries at it.
Peeling it open. Crisp title page placed opposite a smling
bl ack- and- whi t e PHOTOGRAPH of Anne.
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He presses a hand over his nmouth. Eyes stinging. Welling. He
is trenmbling all over. He stares down at her smling face.
Hs little girl. Her dreamrealized. In print.

I NT. MANAGER S OFFI CE, DAALMANS BOOKSHOP -- DAY [ EEKS LATER]

Oto stands at the dusty w ndowpane. Sallow light cutting in
t hrough ri bbed Venetian blinds. He gazes down upon narrow

ai sl es of bookcases, shelves jamed wth | eather-spined

vol umes, flaking dust jackets. Unsold stacks of Gernman aut hor
Gottfried Benn's Ausgewdhlte Gedichte, Third Reich poetry.

Piles of yellowed periodicals in nessy stacks. MAN, 41, in a
shabby wool suit, flipping idly through a copy of Ferdinand
Bordew j k' s Bl okken.

MATTHI JS DAALMANS (O S.)
M. Batten attenpted to explain it
to me. | nust admt | had some
difficulty understanding.

Qto drags his gaze fromthe wi ndow. Hunched in the weak
glow of a G spen table | anp, sequestered behi nd nounds of
paperwor k, fraying volumes in need of nending, dusty gl ass-
encased Shakespeare first edition, |eather binding buckling,
MATTHI JS DAALMANS, 46, narrow faced, nebbish, fusses with a
brass Spanish cigar cutter. He grimaces. Flicks a glance up.

MATTHI JS DAALMANS ( CONT' D)
It is a book by a child - witten
for adults?

OI'TO FRANK
It is for everyone.

Daal mans, etch of a frown, a brusque nod. Brow furrowed.
Does not understand. He slices the cigar. Flecks of |oose
t obacco scattering his papers. He |lifts it to his nose.
Inhal es. Tug of a smle in spite of hinself. He re-focuses
on to. Gaze clouding.

MATTHI JS DAALNANS
Forgive nme, M. Frank. It nust nean
a great deal to you, as her father

He tosses a glance at the crisp copy of Anne's Het Achterhuis
sandwi ched between a pre-rel ease copy of Sinon van het Reve's
De Avonden, fresh translation of Franz Kafka's Anerika.

MATTHI JS DAALMANS ( CONT' D)
As a booksel | er, however, you nust
see ny dilemma. Do | place her with
Hans Christian Andersen or Signund
Freud?

OTTO FRANK
You could place her in the front
wi ndow.
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Daal mans, a tug of a smrk, reaches for the Ronson Touch Tip
[ighter, black enanel, wedged between runpl ed manuscri pts.

MATTHI JS DAALMANS
It is too dry for children and too
childish for adults. | amsorry.

INT. KITCHEN, G ES APARTMENT -- AFTERNOON

Oto draws into the kitchen. Sun falls in through the w ndow
above the sink. Puddles, hard and glaring, on the tiled floor.
Mep, laying out a plate of sliced bread, butter in a dish,
flicks a glance up at him Sl ows. Apprehensive. An ENVELOPE
wedged beneath the edge of his plate, beside the napkin.

He draws to the table. Places a hand on the back of the chair,
drags it back. His eyes stick on the ENVELOPE. He regards

it. Reaches. Shimmes it out. U tgeverij Contact. The
publisher. He stares at the masthead. Stiffly |owers hinself
into the chair. Gabs up the butter knife beside his plate,
wedges the bl ade beneath the flap, and pries it open.

M ep wat ches him Anxious. He fidgets out the fol ded piece
of paper inside. Presses it flat, thunbs his glasses up the
bridge of his nose. Squints. Reads it a second tinme. Mep
i ngering, watching. He pushes out a breath. Sits back in
hi s wheezing chair. Meets her eyes across the table.

OI'TO FRANK
W have sold forty-seven copies.

She hesitates, uncertain whether or not this is good news.

OTTO FRANK ( CONT' D)
The print run was fifteen hundred.

He peels off his glasses. Blearily stares at the creased

| etter. Torn-open envel ope beside it. He reaches, nudges his
butter knife back into place. Her gaze falls, tepid, on the
pl ate of bread. Snoked sausage snapping, popping in a skillet
on the stove. Air sucked out of the room He draws a | ong
breath. Meets her gaze. Wiat is there to say.

OTTO FRANK ( CONT' D)
| suppose that he warned us.

She flicks a glance at the skillet. Draws back, grabbing up
a fork fromthe greasy stove top to tend to it.

MEP G ES
Once people read it, word will spread.

OT'TO FRANK
That is the problem No one is reading
it.

She draws back. Letting the sausages cook. She regards him
t hrough the haze of bl ue snoke, shafting sunlight.
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He sits, shoulders slunped. Disillusioned.

M EP G ES
They will .

I NT. READI NG ROOM TONEN BOOKSHOP -- EVEN NG

QO to stands and gazes out through the glass, tender silvery-

bl ue dusk | eaching fromthe sky. Streetcar rattling by bel ow
Warm orange light spilling froma scattering of wi ndows across
t he cobbl estone street. Footsteps wheezing across the

fl oorboards behind him He twists fromthe w ndow

ELENA ADELHEI D, 52, kind, drawing up to the table at his
back. Stacked copies of Het Achterhuis, crisp, untouched.
Two dozen | acquered wooden chairs arranged to fill the room
Face the table. Teapot |ong since gone cold. Cups set out,
unt ouched. Nobody has cone to neet the father of the author.

ELENA ADELHEI D
W were going to close.

She avoids his gaze. Flicks a glance at him H's eyes stick
on the untouched stacks of books. He affords her a weary
smle. Nods. Peels away fromthe w ndow.

Steps to the table. Hardwood fl oor creaking beneath him
Reaches down to the battered cracked | eather TRUNK hi dden
behi nd the threadbare white tabl ecloth across the table.
Drags it out. Funbles with the brass clasps. Opens it. Mre
COPI ES of Het Achterhuis packed inside. He gazes at them

Ri ses. Reaches to lift the top five copies off of the stack
on the table. Gently places theminto the trunk. He nudges
them squarely into place so that they cannot nove. Hand
lingering for a nonent upon them Reassuring her

El ena watches him d ances toward the gapi ng enpti ness of
the room Flicker of pity. Oto lifts another stack of books
of f the table.

ELENA ADELHEI D ( CONT' D)
I would like to buy one.

He pauses, hefting the books down into the trunk. Flicks a
gl ance at her. She clasps her hands before her. Presses a
strained smle at him Under his gaze, she does not know
where to | ook. Turns her attention to the BOCOKS.

ELENA ADELHEI D ( CONT' D)
She was such a beautiful girl.

OITO FRANK
Yes. She was.

ELENA ADELHEI D
I wll place a few copies in the
wi ndow. |If you would Iike.
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He is aware that he is being pitied. She has no hope of
selling them He forces a smle for her anyway.

OITO FRANK
Thank you.

I NT. OTTO S OFFI CE, OPEKTA JAM FACTORY -- DAY [ DAYS LATER]

Oto stares, a deadness to his eyes, at a columm of sneary
nunbers. Draws a weary breath, flips shut the manila folder
Carefully winds closed the fastening string. Lifts it from

t he desk, overcrowded with stacked binders, |eather accounting
| edgers, unopened envel opes, overwhel m ng negl ected work. He
pushes back fromthe desk. Rises fromthe chair, shuffles to

t he dented, scratched-up netal filing cabinets pushed agai nst
the wal | .

He presses the manila folder into a hanging file jamed with
ot her folders, smashed receipts, shipping orders. He stands,
gazes down at them Tw sts back, takes in the desk. H s eyes
sticking on the w ndowpane.

Light captured in the faint silvery drizzle clinging to the
gl ass. Beyond it, just jutting above the slippery tile
rooftops, the bony sticklike branches of the chestnut tree,
painted with a speckling of red and yell ow | eaves. He gazes
at them Flicker of a smle.

He sits back in the chair. Reaches. Shimm es out, janmed
bet ween the overfl owi ng wooden i nbox and the Underwood
typewiter, his own weathered copy of Het Achterhuis. Flips
it open. Twisting in his chair. Pale sunlight washing in
across the pages. He thunbs his way through it. Searching.

Slows. Frown etching his brow He flips back several pages.
Forward again. Draws to a paragraph. Squints at the
typescript. He turns back toward the desk. Reaches. Wi ggles
out the original red-checkered DI ARY sandw ched between a
bundl e of rubber-banded papers, clipped-together files.

He lays it out atop the open hardcover BOOK. Carefully peeling
back the cloth cover. He hesitates, arrested once nore by

t he sight of her cursive scrawl. He peels back page after

page, careful with the thin stationery. Meticul ously thunbing
his way through it until he draws to a halt. Eyes dragging
across the passage:

"The two of us |ooked out at the blue sky, the bare chestnut
tree glistening with dew, the seagulls and other birds
glinting wwth silver as they swooped through the air, and we
were so noved and entranced that we couldn’t speak.™”

Flicker of a smle at his lips. The vividness of the inmage.
Crisp. Cear. He drags the DI ARY back. Squints at the sneary
typescript in the published BOOK. Gves a start as -

- Bep draws up short

in the doorway. Startled to see him at
his desk. Her arns fill

ed with nore bulging manila files.
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BEP VOSKUI JL
M. Frank. Please excuse ne. | was
not aware that you were comng in
t oday.

He gives her a brusque nod. Preoccupied. Returns his attention
to Het Achterhuis. Runs his finger across the typewitten
page. The entire passage ABSENT.

Bep places two of the manila files atop his wooden i nbox.
Meekly withdraws to the door. Hesitates. Peering back at
him Hunched in his chair, two books |laid open in his |ap.
She turns as -

- M ep approaches, heels clacking down the hall. Bep flashes
her a shy smle. Ducks away. Mep drawing into the doorway.
Takes in Otto. Stacked binders, |edgers, |oose-|eaf paperwork
heapi ng his desk. Pale nmurky sunlight glinting off his

gl asses. He has turned away, peers out the wi ndow, eyes
settled on the branches of the chestnut tree.

M EP G ES
Oto.

He gl ances back. Stirred.

M EP G ES ( CONT' D)
I wonder if we mght have |unch
t oget her.

| NT. CAFE ‘T HCEKJE -- DAY

O to hunches, danp, flushed with warnth. Wol coat speckled
with drizzle, shucked off, draped over the nmetal chair behind
him Pale |light |eaching through the steaned gl ass besi de
him Sliced bread, small bowl of oily egg sal ad, beets, cups
of tea. He is imersed in the fishbow of babbling voices,

| aughter, clattering cutlery, plates, knives.

Mep sits across fromhim Spreadi ng farnersal ade vegetabl e
spread with her knife on a hunk of bread.

OI'TO FRANK
Fifty thousand words, they elim nated.

He shakes his head. Teacup untouched. Ci garette twsting to
ash. He pushes out a breath that fogs the glass beside him

OITO FRANK ( CONT' D)
| allowed themto edit her out of
her own di ary.

He beconmes aware of her eyes upon him Realizes her silence.
Eyes shadowed, perpetual etch of a frown creasing his brow.
He draws a breath. Strains to recover his conposure.
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MEP G ES
| had hoped we m ght discuss returning
your energy and focus to the office.

He picks up his own knife. Separates a small hunk of cheese
fromthe wedge on his plate. Troubled. Frown deepeni ng.

M EP G ES ( CONT' D)
Busi ness has begun to pick up. Oders
are resumng. It would be useful to
have you back in a full-time capacity.

OT'TO FRANK
| shoul d have found another publisher.

M ep, face tightening.

MEP G ES
Oto. There were no other publishers.

He flicks a glance at her, |ooks away. Squints against the
hard, silvery afternoon. Not wanting to accept it.

M EP @ ES ( CONT' D)
You nust nove on fromthis. You are
allowing it to consunme you

She | eans forward. Intent on capturing his attention.

M EP G ES ( CONT' D)
You have succeeded. Her work is al
over Holland. She woul d be proud.
She woul d want you to be happy.

I NT. GUEST BEDROOM G ES APARTMENT -- NI GHT

Oto sits awake. Carved out in dimlanplight, the twi n beds,
sheets runpl ed. He hunches at the cranped little desk.

Bat hrobe, hair dishevel ed. He has not slept. Laid out around
him | oose-leaf manuscript pages. Marked up with red ink.

Het Achterhui s wedged beside the red-checkered cloth DI ARY,

t he subsequent second not ebook that she fill ed.

He reaches for a cigarette, propped in the ashtray. Takes a
long draw fromit. Eyes sticking on the Opekta crate, jamred
runpl ed PHOTOGRAPHS, papers. Oto, an etch of a frown,
reaches. Tugs a NEWSPAPER CLI PPI NG from anong the nessy pile.
Cut out, highlighted by Anne, from March 30, 1944:

"...CGerrit Bolkenstein, Dutch Mnister for Education, Art,
and Science told a delegation fromthe United States and
Great Britain, 'H story cannot be witten on the basis of
of ficial decisions and docunents al one. What we really need
are ordinary docunents--a diary, letters froma worker in
Germany, a collection of sernons given by a parson or a
priest.""
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He stares at the snudged typescript. Carefully cut out,
underlined. Drags his gaze back to the DI ARY. Paragraphs,
entire passages struck out in RED I NK. Meddl esone notes
scrawl ed in the margins.

O to, dogged by them Galvanized. He turns. Reaches for the
Under wood Standard Portable typewiter, brought hone from
the office. Hefts it, drags it toward him Casts around.

Repl aces the cigarette in the ashtray. Drags back the snal
wooden drawer at his knee. Lifts out a half-depleted ream of
stationery, enclosed in its waxy packaging. Places it on the
desk beside him Shimmes out a sheet. Reaches, knobs it
into the typewiter carriage.

He gl ances at the marked-up manuscript. Pecks out, one letter
at a tinme, Het Achterhuis. Reaches for the cigarette. Presses
it between his lips. Draws in another pull. Gazes down at
the typewiter with weary, fogged eyes. He | ooks past it.
Het Achterhuis, the book, wedged to the back of the desk.

Eyes sticking on the runpled NEWSPAPER CLIPPING "...a
del egation fromthe United States and Great Britain..."

He drags his eyes back to the typewiter. Reaches, rel eases
the typewiter carriage, drags it backward. Repositions the
ri bbon over the sanme spot. He smacks the "X' key. Again,
agai n, again. XXX XXXXXXXXXX. Masking the original title. He
stares at it. Cigarette still clanped between his |ips. He
pulls at it, pushes out a snoky breath.

H s eyes settle back on the original cloth-bound DI ARY. He
rakes his gaze back to the typewiter. Stabs the carriage
return. Repositions the carriage. Keys snapping as he pecks
out, one letter at atinme, a newtitle in English: THE DI ARY
OF A YOUNG G RL BY ANNE FRANK. He stares at it. Flickering
in his eyes, a swell of renewed hope. Life.

CUT TO
I NT. BARBARA ZI MVERVAN S OFFI CE, DOUBLEDAY & CO. -- DAY

Bar bara hunches at the cluttered oak desk. Manuscript open
in front of her. Dunkirk: The Mracle that Saved Engl and.
Her concentration on the snmearing typescript -

- nagged by the slight FLICKER of the fluorescent overhead
strip. She glances up at it. Distracted. It sputters back at
her. She presses her attention back to the page. Eyes dragging
across it. G ances back at the flickering |light.

She sl ouches back. Rolling, padded office chair wheezing
beneath her. Flips the manuscript shut. Regards it. Defeated.
Lifts it, inpulsively places it into the wire netal OUTBOX.
Maski ng tape LABEL peeling fromthe side: "LOG & DI SCARD. "
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| NT. KATZ'S DELI CATESSAN -- DAY

Mur ky haze of snoke, babbling voices, |aughter, clattering
di shes. Barbara sits at a small table by the w ndow, by
hersel f. Matzo-ball soup, sneary glass of water, no ice.
G asses reflecting back the fresh MANUSCRI PT she is reading

Her attention catching, for a nonment, on the TABLE by the
next wi ndow. A swell of LAUGHTER from the huddl e of YOUNG
TYPI ST G RLS, 19, leaning in to exam ne the ENGAGEMENT RI NG
t hat another TYPIST G RL, 21, pert, black-haired, is show ng
them Chattering to each other. Eager. Flushed in the face.

Bar bara wat ches them Hunched at her own table, by herself.
They are inpossibly young. A new generation. She is aware in
this nonent that tinme is passing her by.

She squints back down at the snudged TYPESCRI PT laid out in
front of her. Irked. Distracted now Dissatisfied. At |ast,
she draws back. Nagging at her.

I NT. MAI LROOM DOUBLEDAY & CO. -- AFTERNOON

Sal |l ow fl uorescent. Wndow ess ai sles of netal bookcases
wei ghed down by MAIL CRATES. Jamed with runpl ed ENVELOPES,
MANUSCRI PTS. Jason Epstein, hunched al ongsi de the banged-up
netal MAIL CART, flips back through runpled, unsorted

SUBM SSIONS in the crate.

JASON EPSTEI N
Was it this one?

Bar bara, standing behind him distracted, drags her attention
to the MANUSCRI PT in his hand. Bravest Marine of Them All.
She wi nces at the tacky cover page. Shakes her head.

BARBARA Z| MVERMAN
It was called "Dunkirk. The Mracle
t hat Saved Engl and."

She grimaces. The title dubi ous, hokey, even as she says it.
She wat ches Jason as he nods, turns back. Drags her eyes to
the LONER SHELF of the CART. The futility of it all weighing
upon her. These towering shelves, carts, piles of envel opes,
al | REJECTI ONS.

She blinks. Eyes sticking on sonmething. Stares at it. Then
stoops. Peeling back the stacked ENVELOPES janmed in the
CRATE on the | ower shelf. Exposing the PHOTOGRAPH t hat has
captured her attention.

Maski ng tape | abel: "DONALD BLACK - LOG & DI SCARD." She
shi mm es out the MANUSCRI PT attached to the PHOTOGRAPH. Eyes
catching again on the -

FACE of the YOUNG G RL. Beam ng. Wde. Innocent. Sonething
haunti ng about her. Junior Editors' REPORTS stapled to the
title page. All PASSES. She peels it back -
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"THE DI ARY OF A YOUNG G RL BY ANNE FRANK. "

Barabra blinks. Peels back the title page. Eyes dragging
over the sneary TYPESCRI PT, paragraphs, prose. Darting from
word to word. Slowing. Unable to sinply skimit. She flips
it closed again. Skewered once nore by the beamng ARL'S
FACE. Anne Frank.

BARBARA ZI MMERVAN ( CONT' D)
VWhere did this one cone fronf

Jason tosses a gl ance over his shoul der. Squints.

JASON EPSTEI N
| have no idea.

CUT TO
I NT. RECEPTION, LITTLE BROAN & COVPANY [ LONDON] -- AFTERNOON

Oto stands at the window. d azed in | eaching afternoon
sunlight. He gazes out through the arched, rippling glass.

Zinc rooftops, jutting dormers, wought-iron bal conies

spilling off in a junble of ruddy stonework. Big Ben spearing
the skyline far off. He is transfixed. London. Turns, startled -

NED BRADFORD (O S.)
M. Frank?

Dapper, soft-edged, jovial, rakish hair, NED BRADFORD, 32,
sinple Oxford shirt, jacket, enmerges fromthe narrow wooden
door. Plush carpet padded oak benches filling the foyer. He
smles. Extends a hand to Qto.

NED BRADFORD ( CONT' D)
Ned Br adf ord.

| NT. BRADFORD S OFFI CE, LITTLE BROMWN & COVPANY -- AFTERNOON

Oto sits in a high-backed green felt chair. Cavernous room
filled with | oom ng mahogany bookshel ves, | eat her-spi ned

vol umes reaching to the arcing ceilings. Hearth, marble
stained with soot, ash, yawni ng between himand Bradford,
hunched forward in the second hi gh-backed chair. Bradford
cradles a snifter of cognac. Swirls it in his hands.

NED BRADFORD
| have net with sone resistance from
the senior editors in Boston. | am
still waiting on a final opinion
fromM. Sullivan.

He lifts the glass to his nose. Draws in a breath. Flicker
of asmle at his lips. He sits back into the cradle of the
chair. Crosses one leg over the other. Regards Oto. Stiff,
out of place here. H's own snifter, untouched, clasped
uncertainly in his hands.
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NED BRADFORD ( CONT' D)
The Anerican market, you see, has
| ess appetite for stories of
occupation. Their experience of the
war was different.

Bradford lifts the snifter to his Iips. Takes a small sip.
Bl ossom ng nutty warnth. He draws his gaze to the arched
wi ndows, hung with heavy green curtains.

NED BRADFORD ( CONT' D)
Having lived in London both before
and after, | of course, have a
different perspective. | used to
wat ch the bonbs fall fromthat w ndow
over there, during the Blitz.

He drags his attention back to Gtto. Swallows back the bitter
menory. Re-focuses.

NED BRADFORD ( CONT' D)
I nmust tell you, too, there were
sone questions of its authenticity.

Qto, caught off-guard. Squints.

OITO FRANK
I do not under stand.

Bradford regards him Assessing him

NED BRADFORD
Stylistically, it is quite advanced
for a girl of fourteen. M. Sullivan
voi ced sone concern. Are you able to
prove that she wote it herself?

OITO FRANK
I have the original diaries. In her
handw i ti ng.

Bradford nods, to hinself. Considering. Flicker of a smle.
Repl aces his foot on the floor and sits forward in his chair.
Brandy snifter outstretched.

NED BRADFORD
I think it is a marvel ous achi evenent.

Qto, still catching up. Taps their glasses together. A toast.
He strains to understand what is being said. Hope surging.
He raises the glass to his lips. Drinks. Coughs slightly,
unaccustoned. Bradford, a tug of a smle, sits back.

NED BRADFORD ( CONT' D)
It will of course have to be reduced
in | ength.
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Oato, head sw nmmng, buttery warnth bl ossom ng fromthe
cognac, abruptly hobbl ed. Hope, elation deflating.

OI'TO FRANK
Reduced i n what manner?

I NT. KITCHEN, G ES APARTMENT -- MORNI NG [ TWO DAYS LATER]

Oto sits beside the yellowed curtains. Ribbed Iight piercing
bet ween them Pal eness washing in, haze of cigarette snoke
hanging in the air. He cradles a steam ng teacup. Gaze
faraway. Lost in nenory. Faintest tug of a sad smle at his
lips. He shakes hinself. Draws a breath. He peers at a pair
of rusty kitchen scissors on the table. New y-opened package
of Pickwi ck Tea beside them Fromthe doorway -

- Mep draws to an abrupt halt. Qtto turns in his chair
framed in the silvery puddle of light. She is caught off-
guard. Unaware he had returned. Qto | ooks back down at the
scissors, turns themover in his hands.

OT'TO FRANK
We used to cut the girls' hair with
t hese. Margot abhorred it. Anna
considered it a gane.

He is lost in the nmenory for a nonent. Shakes hinself once
nore. Turns back toward M ep. The rooma small cave around
them OQto, lost. Uncertain why he is even here.

OTTO FRANK ( CONT' D)

In a certain way it was a very happy
time. To live in such close contact
with the ones that | |oved. To speak
to Edith about the girls and about
future plans, to help the children
with their studies. It would never
have been possible in a normal life.
Qut si de of the war.

Oto, atug of a sad smle. Places the rusty scissors back
on the table. Hand lingering on them Reluctant to |let go.

OTTO FRANK ( CONT' D)
They find her nost human nonents and
nost striking observations tiresone
and irrelevant. They do not see her
as agirl. She is nerely a statistic.

He at | ast drags his hand back. The |ight catches the
tarni shed netal.

OTTO FRANK ( CONT' D)
| fear | nust ask you a favor

She steps forward fromthe shadowed doorway. Tired floor
til e wheezing beneath her.
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M EP G ES
Anything, Oto. O course.

He grimaces. Detests that he nust ask what he nust.

OT'TO FRANK
At one tine you offered me a sum of
noney as a loan. | amafraid | may

need to accept it.

He does not | ook at her. Aware of the surprise washing across
her face. She recovers. Mwves to begin lifting down breakfast
di shes fromthe cupboard.
M EP G ES
O course. | will talk to Jan

He hunches in the pale Iight. Holl owness pitting his shadowed
eyes. Gaunt once nore. She tosses a worried glance at him

M EP G ES ( CONT' D)
Are you all right?

He i s exhausted.

OI'TO FRANK
The man who will nmke the deci si on
at Little, Brown lives in Boston.

He bl anches. Aware of her instant disapproval. Objection
swelling within her.

OITO FRANK ( CONT' D)
I have heard nothing fromany of the
others. If there is any possibility
that | can persuade him | nust try.

She sets the plates down heavily on the table. Draws back,
regards him Hunched, vulnerable. Waiting to be castigated.
She does not have it in her all at once.

M EP G ES
You know, | renenber the first tinme
that | net her. You had brought her
to the office. She was wearing these -
white ankl e socks, that drooped around
her thin ankles, and she had the
brightest electric gray-green eyes |
had ever seen. | renenber the
fascination with which she stared at
ny shiny black typewiter. And so |
held her little fingers to the keys
and pressed them How her eyes fl ashed
when they junped up and printed bl ack
letters on the page. | thought to
nysel f, now here is the kind of child
I would like to have soneday.
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She smles to herself. Lost, for a nonent, in the nmenory.
Drags her attention back to him Hunched at the table.

M EP G ES ( CONT' D)
If you go to Boston and the answer

is still no, what then?

OI'TO FRANK
WIIl | abandon the cause, do you
nmean?

He rakes his gaze to her. M st eyes catching the |ight.

OTTO FRANK ( CONT' D)
How can | abandon her? | am her
father. They took her from ne, yes,

but I amher father still. | wll
al ways be her father. WII | abandon
her? No. | cannot say that | wll. |

cannot say that. | w
that. She was ny i
she is still ny lit

will beny little g until the day
that | die. So if | nust keep fighting
for her and fighting for her, if it
drains ne of ny every last whit of
energy and of what little life | may
have left, if that is what is required
of me, as her father, then so be it.
There is no greater joy. Anna and
Margot were everything to me. They

al ways were, and they always wl|

be.

| never say
e girl, and

I
ttl
tle girl, and she
irl

M ep, stricken. Paralyzed.

OTTO FRANK ( CONT' D)
I do not know what | will do if the
answer is no.

JAN GES (O S.)
You wi Il have the noney that you
need.

Mep, rived with enotion, gives a start. Jan G es has drawn
silently to the threshold. Hallway consuned in shadow.

JAN G ES ( CONT' D)
Go to Boston. Tell her story to
Anerica. Mke them understand.

Qto, deeply affected. Lunp in his throat. Looks up at him
Gatitude swnmng in his eyes.

CUT TO
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I NT. PASSENGER COVPARTMENT, R M S. QUEEN ELI ZABETH -- DAY

Qto peers through the sneary porthole. dazed, fogged with
speckl ed saltwater droplets. Wodwork blistered with water
damage. Banged-up crown nol di ng. Rusted netal clasps. He

wat ches the churning gray waves, studded w th whitecaps.

Eyes sticking on the ranmbling shoreline. Docks, barnacle-
clotted pilings, piers. Ruddy-faced brownstones. Custom House
Tower spearing, gray, stoic, beyond them Foreign |and.

He draws back. Runpled flannel pajamas. Hair dishevel ed.
Freezing. Cranped bunk strewn with runpl ed bl ankets. The

tiny room hol |l owed out by a single dimlanp bolted to the
scrat ched- up wooden ni ghtstand. He draws a breath. Flickering
trepidation. Al at once so close. Leather valise still
yawni ng open. C othes hanging in the closet. The ship's HORN
bl ares through the thrumm ng, shuddering deck.

Announcing their arrival to Boston.
I NT. RECEPTION, LITTLE BROAN & COVPANY [ BOSTON] -- AFTERNOON

Oto stands at the narrow wi ndow. Rain |ashing against the
glass. Half-frozen, ice tickering, bursts of wnd rattling

it inits frane. He is flushed. Too warmin his wool suit
jacket. Flecked with nelted snowfl akes. Hair stringy, hastily
reconbed with his fingers. Oak bookcases jamed wth | eather-
spi ned vol unes. Janes Hilton's Goodbye M. Chips. Janmes Nor man
Hall's Mutiny on the Bounty. O der, perfectly-preserved

vol umes by Benjam n Franklin, George Washi ngton.

SUPER "Novenber 21, 1950. Boston, Massachusetts."

Bet ween two hi gh- backed, padded chairs, polished wooden-
cabi net Philco RADIO murky orange dial illum nated, softly
droni ng at his back.

WT.A O RADIO NEWS (V.Q)
...Shirley Tenpl e announced her
retirenment from show busi ness today,
to the consi derabl e shock and protest
of her fans. The forner child starl et
told CBS reporters, quote, "I'mso
happy. |'ve found a whole new world
with ny husband and ny children. |
have everything I want now "

He pries hinself away fromthe wi ndow. Three YOUNG EXECUTI VES,
27, ties |loosened, Oxford shirts unbuttoned, LAUGH NG energe

from gushi ng warnt h, panel ed wooden conference room door.

Leat her briefcases tucked under their arnms, CHATTERI NG bet ween
each other. Shrugging into wool en coats. Patent-|eather shoes

cl appi ng on nmarbl e.

ELAI NE, 25, pencil skirt, energes after them Her cheeks
bl ushed pink with warnth, gin. Chanpagne. Thanksgi vi ng week.
Lips still flickering with a smle.
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ELAI NE
M. Frank, he's ready for you.

I NT. CONFERENCE ROOM LI TTLE BROWN & COVPANY -- AFTERNOON

Oto steps into the stagnant warnth of the room Vast nahogany
conference table sneary with spilled chanpagne. Scattered

wi th smashed napkins. Pl ates, half-eaten corned-beef

sandw ches abandoned, enpty Mdet & Chandon bottl es sweati ng.
Papers scattering the place settings. Easel at the head of

the room canvas pre-rel ease nockup cover art. Prancing red
stallion. Blaring yellow letters. The Catcher in the Rye.

Silver platters crowding the credenza along the wall. Del

ham clunped cottage cheese. Jell-0O flabby, nelting, studded
with strawberries. Celery, olives. CHARLES SULLI VAN, 43,
dapper, disheveled slightly, watery gin-and-tonic gone nostly
flat in a snudged | owball glass. Picking up scattered papers.
Tosses a gl ance back at Oto.

CHARLES SULLI VAN
Oto Frank.

He twi sts, extends a hand. OQtto, caught off-guard by his
directness, takes it. Charles shakes, brisk, abrupt.

CHARLES SULLI VAN ( CONT' D)
Charl es Sullivan.

O to stands. Unsure where, or if, to sit. Charles grinaces,
drags a sneary typewitten contract froma soggy ringlet on
the tabl etop. He gl ances back at OQto.

CHARLES SULLI VAN ( CONT' D)
Sit anywhere.

Qto, eyes raking across the chairs. Left junbled,

di sorgani zed. Vacated. Napkins left strewi ng several of them
Not at all what he was expecting. Sullivan reshuffles the
paperwor k. Pushes out a breath. Dunps it in another chair.

He retrieves his gin-and-tonic fromthe table. Squints through
the foggy glass. Ginmaces. Mdstly water. Casts around for a
bottle. Tosses a glance at Oto as he draws to the credenza.

CHARLES SULLI VAN ( CONT' D)
They tell me you cane over from
Hol | and.

OI'TO FRANK
Anst erdam Yes.

CHARLES SULLI VAN
We saw pictures, of course, during
the war. The devastati on.

Sul l'i van sl oshes generous pours of Gordon's gin into his
sneary lowball, a second glass for Oto.
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CHARLES SULLI VAN ( CONT' D)
Ned Bradford tells me half of London
is still rubble.

He offers Oto a glass. Oto, no choice, accepts it.

CHARLES SULLI VAN ( CONT' D)
| hear that you nmet with him

OT'TO FRANK
M. Bradford was quite enthusiastic
about the Diary.

CHARLES SULLI VAN
And so here you are.

Oto neets his gaze. Sullivan lifts his glass. A toast. He
takes a sizable swallow of gin. Gestures at the chairs.

CHARLES SULLI VAN ( CONT' D)
Sit. Please.

Oto sits. Sullivan does as well. Takes another drink. Settles
apprai sing eyes on Oto.

CHARLES SULLI VAN ( CONT' D)
It's a remarkabl e book. Reading it,

| felt transported to that m serable
Annex.

Oto blanches slightly. G n glass sweating in his hands

CHARLES SULLI VAN ( CONT' D)
| sinmply wonder if that is what
readers want.

Sull'ivan, slight flicker of a smrk, takes in the festooned
roomw th a gesture.

CHARLES SULLI VAN ( CONT' D)

Americans, as you can see, are in
good spirits. It is an optimstic
time. W saw evil, and we sent our
boys over, and they fought it and

t hey vanqui shed it, and they won.
They have cone hone. They want to
enjoy thensel ves. Be heroes. Not
return to purgatory.

OTTO FRANK
Smal | acts of heroi smtook place
every day during the occupation.
Even if they did not capture
headl i nes.

Sullivan, smrk hardening. Sits forward in his chair.
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And so we arrive at the agenda of
the enterprise.

O to, genuinely perplexed.

OTTO FRANK
There was no agenda. It was not
witten as a manuscript, after the
fact. She did not believe anyone
out si de of herself would ever read
1t.

Sullivan skewers Oto with a hard, penetrating stare.
stares back at him confused.

CHARLES SULLI VAN
The cadence, the diction, the
insights. They seemrather nore those
of a father than a little girl.
Wul dn't you say?

OTTO FRANK
My only role in the process was to
transcribe it.

He unzips the |eather portfolio. Wiggles out the D ARY

OITO FRANK ( CONT' D)
These are her original notebooks. In
her handwiting. See for yourself.

CHARLES SULLI VAN
And so. If these are the girl's
not ebooks, where is the girl?

Oto stares at him Appall ed.

Sul |i van,

He pushes
overt aken

He pushes

OITO FRANK
She i s dead.

bl i nd-si ded. Words hanging in the air.

OTTO FRANK ( CONT' D)
My daughter is dead.

out a ragged breath. Trenbling. Unexpectedly
by the profound, inescapable reality of it.

OTTO FRANK ( CONT' D)

| amsorry you found no nmeaning in
her account of her life.

back fromthe table. Gathers the notebooks.

OITO FRANK ( CONT' D)
I wll show nyself out.

83.
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I NT. BEDROOM BOSTON GATEWAY HOTEL -- EVEN NG

Oto sits in dusky stillness. Wak light, falling fast,

spilling in through the wi ndow. Washing through the sneary,
steanmed gl ass, frost. Flaking windowsill, brittle, yell owed
wi ndowshade. Wal | paper peeling. Wod footers, crown nol ding,
scrat ched-up and worn. | nky shadows puddling in the corners
of the room Snearing out across the weat her-beaten carpet.

He peels off his glasses. Peers toward the w ndow. Bleary

haze of fluttering snowflakes flitting idly by. Newspapers

sl unped on the banged-up end table beside the sash. "Snowfall
Brings City to Virtual Standstill." "66 Die in Wom ng Pl ane
Crash. "™ "Comuni st Troops From North Korea | nvade US-Sponsored
South Area." He gazes foggily at the headlines. Defeat pitting
his gl assy eyes. The world has noved on.

LATER:

Oto sits at the cranped witing desk. Wndow now a bl ack
wedge, steaned opaque. Dim |l anp switched on beside the bed.
Washi ng yel l owed warnth across the room He drags the nib of
his pen, scribbling out a TELEGRAM on a faded Wstern Union
card. No fromL,B. Nothing from Doubl eday. Honme soon. Oto

He draws back. Regards his own snudged handwiting.
Eyes sticking on Doubl eday.

CUT TO
I NT. ENTRYWAY, WEST VI LLAGE APARTMENT -- DAW

Al'ice, hair disheveled, last night's runpled red cocktai
dress, lipstick snudged, eyes hazed with an early-norning
hangover, pushes in through the front door. Heels cl opping
on the bare hardwood floor. She stunbles. Drops her KEYS
with a | oud CLATTER

Wnces. Bends to collect them Draw ng up, she pushes the
door shut as softly as she can. Tw sts back -

- leans guiltily to the nouth of the hall. Squints. Eyes
sticking on the narrow sliver of light already |eaking out
from beneat h Barbara's bedroom door.

I NT. BARBARA' S BEDROOM WEST VI LLAGE APARTMENT -- DAWN

Bar bara hunches at the desk in a puddl e of weak norning Iight.
Eyes bl eary. Shadowed. Darting across the final SENTENCES of
typescript on the | ast page of the MANUSCRI PT. Drawing to a
halt. Eyes fixed on the last words of the final entry, dated
August 1, 1944

"Finally I twst nmy heart round again, so that the bad is on
the outside and the good is on the inside - | do this to
protect nyself - as | keep on trying to find a way of becom ng
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what | would so like to be, and | could be, if there weren't
any Nazis living in the world. Yours, Anne M Frank."

She blinks. Sits back in the wooden chair. Rocked. Enotionally
spent. Unable, for a nonment, to nove. She pushes out a ragged
breath. Gaze settling on the framed PHOTOGRAPH of her sister's
weddi ng, her beam ng parents, the happy fam |y, sequestered
among the piled papers cluttering the desk.

She beconmes aware of the crisp autumm |ight washing in through
t he wi ndow. Morning. Bed covers neatly tucked away, untouched.
She has not slept. Hair disheveled. Sl eeping gown hastily

t hrown on, now runpl ed.

She peels off her glasses. Eyes, hazy, fogged, distant,
settling on the PHOTOGRAPH of Anne, shy smle, m schievous
eyes. Junior editors' REPORT stapled through the cover page.
Al'l three PASSES.

She stares at them Drags her eyes toward the hard, shearing
nmorning light. Potted orchid, brought honme, catching the sun
in a peach-col ored gl ow

I NT. OFFI CE BULLPEN, DOUBLEDAY & CO. -- AFTERNOON

Heel s cl acki ng, wending her way through the netal desks,
chattering | BM TYPEWRI TERS, ringing tel ephones, TYPING G RLS,
headphones pl ugged i nto Di ct aphone nachi nes, Barbara draws
up at the desk of Cora, blonde, now 24, fornmerly a fellow
TYPI NG G RL.

TELEPHONE pressed to her ear. Wre-frame | NBOX OUTBOX pl ant ed
at the edge of her desk. Manila envel opes sandw ched besi de
a slurry of |oose papers, |IBM Typewiter, enanel ashtray.

Bar bara, manuscript tucked under her arm eyes fixed on the
frosted glass office door. Hard black stenciled lettering,
Donal d Bl ack, Editor. Cora, scribbling a note on a carbon
paper call slip replaces the telephone in its cradle.

Barbara, ignored, clears her throat.

BARBARA Z| MVERMAN
Is he in?

Cora tosses a glance at her. Resentful. Shimying a bul ging
file out of the cabinet.

CORA
He's not available, I'"msorry.

BARBARA ZI MVERVAN
| have sonmething for him

Cora draws back fromthe file cabinet. Manila folder in hand.
Settles a hard, icy, penetrating gaze on Barbara.
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CORA
He's asked not to be disturbed.

BARBARA Z| MVERMAN
Until when?

CORA
Until after the holiday.

Cora flips open the manila fol der, peels back the cover page.
Goping for a pencil. Knees the file cabinet shut.

Bar bara pushes the runpl ed MANUSCRI PT at her. Fresh COVER
LETTER affixed to the top

BARBARA Z| MVERVAN
Pl ease see that he gets this. It's
i mportant.

Cora pushes a flat line of a smle at her.

CORA
"Il certainly do what | can, Ms.
Zi mrer man.

Bar bara, hardening. Draws back. Gaze dragging to his DOOR
I NT. DONALD BLACK' S OFFI CE, DOUBLEDAY & CO. -- CONTI NUQUS

Donal d Bl ack, hunched at the nahogany desk. Tie undone, Oxford
shirt unbuttoned, sleeves rolled up. Runpled PAPERS besi egi ng
the | BM TYPEWRI TER. Sneary high-ball glass, nostly enpty
puddl e of scotch. He JOLTS, |ooks abruptly up as -

- Barbara pushes in through the door. Cora shoving to her
feet behind her. Manila folder fluttering, spilling papers
across the floor beneath her desk. Donald | ooks to Cora.

DONALD BLACK
What is the neaning of this?

CORA
I"'msorry, M. Black, she just barged
ri ght past ne.

Bar bara pushes the MANUSCRI PT at him

BARBARA ZI MVERVAN
You asked ne to bring you sonething
t hat we can publish. I have found
it.

He regards her. Eyes flicking to the accordion of smashed,
dog-eared pages. He twists in his chair. Reaches to take it
fromher. Flipping back the top sheets, stapled letters.
Hal ting on the JUNI OR EDI TORS' REPORTS. He scow s.



87.

DONALD BLACK
My editors have passed on this
al r eady.

BARBARA ZI MVERVAN
Your editors are w ong.

He | ooks sharply up at her. Flicker of a condescending smle.
She bal ks for a nonent under the force of his gaze. Slouches
back in his chair. Assesses her. Reaches for the snudged

gl ass of scotch.

DONALD BLACK
You have better judgnment than two
Harvard graduates and an Oxford Rhodes
Schol ar ?

She summons her courage, steels herself.

BARBARA Z| MVERVAN
| have a better perspective on the
mat eri al .

He throws back the | ast of the whiskey.

DONALD BLACK
Wel | thank God we have you then.
What woul d Doubl eday do without the
visionary insights of Barbara
Zi mrer man?

Barbara, flushing. Cora, a snug, steely presence in the
doorway behi nd her.

BARBARA ZI MVERVAN
If you read it and you feel that I
am wong then you may have ny letter
of resignati on on Monday norning.

He neets her gaze. Smirks. Dunps the DI ARY MANUSCRI PT into
the overflow ng wire-frame | NBOX besi de the tel ephone.

DONALD BLACK
You may as well spend the weekend
packi ng up your desk.

I NT. RECEPTI ON, DOUBLEDAY & CO. -- AFTERNOON

Oto stands at the vast steamed wi ndow. Gazes outward.
Snowf | akes swirling, fluttering in a curtain across the
ranbling trenched infinity of Manhattan. Penn Station, spire
of the Chrysler Building spearing at the wwnter sky. Pill-
shaped Checker Mddel A3 TAXI CABS honking, troughing through
the snow al ready slushing the street far below Bustling
unbrel |l as, New Yorkers scurrying through the blizzard.

He flicks a glance back at DAWN 23, the receptionist,
el egant, blonde, perfect ruby Iips, on the TELEPHONE.
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Dwar fed by her wal nut desk, wire-frane i nbox and out box janmed
wi th courier envel opes, |oosely-bound manuscripts. Wodgrain
wal | s washed by the brittle winter light. Two gray-Ilinen
Dani sh sofas facing each other. G ass-topped coffee table
neatly arrayed with red-and-white Publisher's Wekly, grinning
BRUNETTE WOMAN on t he bl ack-and-white cover of Life Magazi ne,
"UCLA Homecom ng Queen Allyn Smth."

He gl ances at the George Nel son netal starburst WALL CLOCK
on the woodgrain wall. TELEPHONE ringi ng agai n. Dawn,

besi eged, scoops it up, listens, |ooks over as a second

t el ephone RINGS. He pushes out a breath. Turns back.

Eyes sticking on the Doubl eday Catal ogue |aid out on the
gl ass coffee table. He stoops, picks it up. Leafs it open
Ray Bradbury's The Martian Chronicles. Isaac Asinov's Pebble
in the Sky. Donald Bl ack's PHOTOGRAPH i n bl ack-and-white.

DAWN (O S.)
M. Frank?

He | ooks up. She is cupping the tel ephone.

DAVWN ( CONT' D)
I"msorry, M. Black will need to
reschedul e your appoi ntnment. He sends
his regrets.

O to pushes out a breath. Flips the catal ogue shut. Repl aces
it on the stack of mamgazines. Draws toward her desk.

OITO FRANK
VWhat tinme would better suit hinf

DAV
H s office suggested the week of
January 8th.

He i s caught off-guard. Reeling.

OT'TO FRANK
| nmust return to Boston on Monday.
Is there no possibility that he could
per haps nake time tonorrow?

DAV
The office is cl osed tonorrow

He peers at her through fogged gl asses. Not understandi ng.

OT'TO FRANK
It is Thursday.

DAVWN
It's Thanksgi ving.

Exhausti on weighing. Futility. He peels off his glasses.
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OT'TO FRANK
Has he even read the manuscri pt?

She fixes himw th an appraising stare. Eyes sticking on his
ragged wool coat. Trousers worn at the knees. Shabby shoes.

DAVWN
Did he request it?

I NT. ELEVATOR, DOUBLEDAY & CO. -- MOMENTS LATER

Airless warnth. Cranped. Wodgrain walls splashed with sall ow
fluorescent light. Oto stands, holl owed. Exhausted. OPERATOR
67, white-haired, creased black skin, immacul ate tassel ed
uniform his back turned to Gtto, consunmately silent, weary
eyes resting on the brass Qis Elevator plaque. Reaching to
drag the inner scissor gate shut. Halts as -

Jason Epstein, flushed in the face, slightly dishevel ed,
narrowy slips inside. WALTER |I. BRADBURY, 35, thick gl asses,
ducking in behind him Nods to the Operator as he pulls the
rattling gate shut.

El evat or descendi ng. Bradbury gazes upward at the cast iron
floor indicator, arrow gradually draggi ng downward. Pushes
out a breath. Frowns. Cocks his neck. Kink in it. Rakes his
fingers through his hair. Crackling gold wapper, Jason,
funmbling with a Sen-Sen breath mnt, red package jamed into
his tweed coat pocket.

Bradbury smrks. Jason sel f-conscious. Wiggles the mnt

out. Pushes it into his nouth. Balls the wapper back into
his coat pocket. Bradbury, smle flickering at his |ips.
Unscrews the cap of a small steel hip flask. Takes a sizable
pull. Wnces. Swallows it down. Offers it to Jason. Jason
shakes hi s head.

WALTER |. BRADBURY
Live a little, kid. She never cones
to these things anyway.

Jason flushes. Fidgets. Funbling with his tie. Bradbury tosses
a glance at Oto. Takes another swig fromhis flask. Sneers.
Wat chi ng Jason fix his cufflinks.

WALTER |. BRADBURY ( CONT' D)
Wait "til he starts in about Asinov
and the chanpagne's already run out.

Jason snorts. Otto, registering. Drags his gaze up.
I NT. LOBBY FOYER, DOUBLEDAY & CO. -- MOMVENTS LATER

Qto draws up to the wndow.  azed with steam dappled ice
on the outside. Wapping hinmself in his threadbare wool en
coat as he stares out across the slushy street. Icy rain
tickering against the glass. Eyes sticking on the bustling
shapes of -
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- Jason and Bradbury as they kick their way through the sleet
and gat hering snow toward the warm wash of orange |ight,
steamed w ndows of the Hotel Pennsylvania, across West 32nd
Street.

I NT. DI NING ROOM CAFE ROUGE, HOTEL PENNSYLVANI A -- NI GHT

Oto draws into the cavernous, swiming warnth. Instantly

over whel ned. Haze of babbling voices, |aughter. Flickering
candl elight. Wiite satin dresses, Brooks Brothers suits,

dapper hair conbed. Linestone walls, terra cotta tiles. Marble
col ums overhung by an anti que wood-beam ceiling. Wndows

gl azed with steam Elegant white tabl ecl oths, w ne gl asses,
Dom Peri gnon chanpagne bottles iced in silver buckets.

Lilting string quartet set up beneath the al cove-cradl ed
fountain. @istening ice scul pture, carved in the shape of
t he canted anchor and dol phin, Doubl eday's col ophon.

Oto, glasses steaned, flushed in the face, wool en jacket
fl ecked at the shoulders with nelting ice, absorbs. Jason
Epstein, Bradbury shimying their way toward the bar.

MAI TRE'D (O.S.)
Are you a guest of the party, sir?

He gives a start, turns. MAITRE D, 46, thinning hair conbed

severely back. Miustache trinmmed to a pencil line. |Immacul ate
white starched tuxedo.

OI'TO FRANK
I was | ooking for M. Donald Bl ack.

The Maitre' d flicks a glance up and down him Underdressed.

MAI TRE' D
And you are?

OI'TO FRANK
Qto Frank.

MAI TRE' D

Right this way, M. Frank.

The Maitre'd rounds on his heels. Ducking officiously around
a YOUNG MAN and WOWVAN cradling foie gras canapés. Oto
shuffling after him Imersed all at once in -

Bl ossom ng warnth, |aughter, clattering silver cutlery. Plates
puddl ed with buttery shirred eggs, oily chicken livers.
Pearls, sweating gin fizz cocktails. Wending toward a -

- large round TABLE bathed in flickering candlelight. Flushed
in the face, tie | oosened, shirt unbuttoned, Donald Bl ack,
hunched over the greasy remants of a tenderloin steak. Pan-
fried Potatoes OBrien. Hs WFE, 28, a young slip of a girl,
beside him enerald dress, buzzed with gin. Frank Pri ce,

hal f a chi cken picked nostly cl ean.
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Hs WFE, 47, thick-franed, sweet-faced, plucking at a crab-
neat sal ad.

Oto, aware all at once of his appearance. The inpropriety
of being here. Maitre'd turning to him -

MAI TRE' D ( CONT' D)
M. Black, may | present M. Oto
Fr ank.

Donal d, reaching for the gunmy gravy boat, nearly upsetting
his Wfe's sweating Rob Roy. Flicks a glance at Oto. Squints.

DONALD BLACK
I"msorry, do we know each other?

Eyes of everyone at the table settling on him

OI'TO FRANK
| amafraid that we do not.

Donal d draws back. Fixing Oto with a whi skey-fogged gaze.

OTTO FRANK ( CONT' D)
In truth, I do not entirely know why
| have cone here.

He settles his glassy gaze on the table. G ease-puddl ed
pl ates. Sagging all at once beneath the futility of it.

OTTO FRANK ( CONT' D)
My daughter kept a diary during the
occupation, in Ansterdam | amfairly
certain that you have rejected it.

Donal d, souring. The Maitre'd, nortified, turns hastily back.

MAI TRE' D
M. Black, nmy sincerest apol ogies,
assuned -

Oto, faraway now. A certain peace in the surrender

OTTO FRANK
I had cone here in the hope that I
m ght convince you to reconsider
But | fear that | do not have the
heart for it. To hear one nore tine
how beautifully, utterly irrel evant
her |ife was.

He pushes out a breath. Resigned.

OTTO FRANK ( CONT' D)
| suppose that | nust accept what so
many have tried to inpress upon ne:
that the world does not care about
one girl who died anong mllions.
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Donal d cuts a glance at the Maitre' d. The Maitre' d snaps to
attention. Reaches. Takes Oto by the arm

MAI TRE' D
M. Frank, | nust ask you to | eave.

Oto stirs. Drags his focus back. Flicker of a sad smle.

OI'TO FRANK
Yes. O course.

He turns. Halts hinself. The table still frozen. Silent. He
rakes his eyes back to them

OTTO FRANK ( CONT' D)
It was suggested to ne once that
there is a burden upon those of us
who survived - to share the nanes
and lives of those who did not. So
that the world would know and woul d
appreci ate what had been | ost. Not
by us as Jews or by us as the Dutch
or as Europeans. But as the hunman
race. Alife is lost in Auschwitz, a
[ife is lost in New York City. Neither
is nore tragic than the other. Wat
we have |ost, you, also, have |ost.
My daughter's nane was Anne Frank. |
cane here to share her wth you. |
have found, in fact, that doing so
has been no burden at all. It has
kept her alive.

He draws a ragged breath. Now utterly spent.

OTTO FRANK ( CONT' D)
| amsorry to have interrupted your
di nner.

Frank Price, gaze lingering upon him Captivated.
I NT. OFFI CE BULLPEN, DOUBLEDAY & CO. -- LATE NI GHT

Bl ackness. Flickering, sputtering to life, fluorescent
overhead |ights washing, dully on. Pal eness spilling down
across junbled netal desks, pushed together. IBMtypewiters
sheathed in vinyl dust covers. Tel ephones, slouching stacks

of manila file folders. Desk fans, idle, lifeless. Desk chairs
neatly pushed in. The office closed for the holiday weekend.

Frank Price, tuxedo shirt unbuttoned at the collar, bowtie
undone, dangling | oosely, peers across the room Eyes settling
on the frosted glass, STENCI LED office door. Donald Bl ack,
Edi t or.
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I NT. DONALD BLACK' S OFFI CE, DOUBLEDAY & CO. -- MOMENTS LATER

Price stands in the open doorway. Foggy fluorescent spilling
in. Washing across two toweri ng BOOKCASES, shel ves bow ng,
jammed with MANUSCRI PTS, | eat her-bound books, | oose papers.
Dusty American flag, hazy ol d bl ack-and-white PHOTOGRAPHS in
franmes. Price, his back to them flipping through the junbled
pil e of MANUSCRI PTS janmed in Donal d Bl ack's wire-frame | NBOX

He shuffles to the QUTBOX, "LOG & DI SCARD, " beside it. Flips
past two heapi ng MANUSCRI PTS, | oosely bound, weary dog-eared
pages. Draws up short. Burrows his way between them Wi ggles
out the MANUSCRI PT. Runpled title page stapled with a COVER
LETTER, smashed, peeling back to reveal the junior editors
REPORTS, all PASSES, beneath it. Winkled, creased PHOTOGRAPH
Anne. Haunting innocent smle. Life in her eyes.

He squints. Hefts it over into the wash of pale fluorescent.
Presses flat the COVER LETTER stapled to the top. Eyes darting
down the page. "From Barbara Zi mrerman. Recommend strongly
reconsider...a work that nust be published...the voice of a

| ost generation.” He blinks. Pries back her letter. The junior
editors' PASSES. The PHOTOGRAPH staring up at him Beneath

it, the title page.

"THE DI ARY OF A YOUNG G RL BY ANNE FRANK. "
CUT TGO
EXT. FRONT PORCH, ZI MVERVAN HOVE [ WVESTON, MASS.] -- N GAT

Bar bara stands, bathed in the pale glow of the porch Iight.
Warm yel | ow- orange light |eaking fromthe |ace curtains,
steamed w ndows. Patched-up rucksack slung over one shoul der,
wool en wi nter coat bundled around her, she waits anxiously.
Frigid wnd swirling snowm | akes, frozen rain, in across the
doormat, alum num box for the m | kman. Jolting as -

- the crisp red front door pulls abruptly open. HAROLD

ZI MMERMAN, 57, gray cardigan sweater, ironed slacks, hal o of
gray-white hair ruffled slightly, wne, dinner-table joke
[ingering in his eyes, draws up short. Blindsided.

Behind him the plaster-walled corridor, curling staircase,
wood- panel ed dining roomspilling warnth through the open
doorway. Clattering plates, laughter, voices, a glinpse of
her MOTHER, 52, in a flowery house dress, passing around a
greasy plate of potatoes. Her SISTER, 27, face agl ow beside
her HUSBAND, 30, LAUGHI NG at a COUSIN, 7 holding up a forkful
of stuffing. Thanksgiving dinner.

Bar bara, enotion welling, overwhel ned, drops the stitched-up
rucksack on the slatted wooden porch. Surges forward.
Envel opi ng her father in a tight enbrace. He stands for a
nmonent. Caught off-guard. She clings to him Eyes all at
once noi st.
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Thawi ng, he sways forward. Hugs her back. Holds her. The two
of them rocking back fromthe doorway.

CUT TO
| NT. BEDROOM SUNSHI NE HOTEL [ NEW YORK CITY] -- MORNI NG

Oto drags awake. Hard Novenber sunlight in his eyes. Cutting
t hrough the shade pulled down over the griny w ndow. Razored
bri ghtness cutting across buckl ed floorboards, shabby
arnchair, worn through, bursting with stuffing. Banged-up
bed. Murky, unclean sheets.

SUPER " Monday."

He wi nces, brightness in his eyes. Pushes onto his back.
Exhausti on wei ghi ng upon him Runpled flannel pajamas tw sted,
clinging to him He gazes up at the ceiling. Sopping brown
stains, water damage blistering the flaking paint, plaster.

He lies for a nonment. SOUNDS of the STREET bel ow, honking

taxi cabs, banging trash cans, shouting voices, |leaking in

t hrough the w ndow.

He pushes out a breath. Steaming in the frigid cold. Elbows
his way up to a sitting position. Wary, fogged eyes, a glassy
deadness to them falling upon the cracked | eather VALI SE.

Sl ouched in the arnthair. Zipped up. Already packed. Leather
PORTFCLI O, the MANUSCRI PT, resting on the chewed-up end table
beside it. Eyes sticking on it. Etch of pain. Loss. Guilt.

He has fail ed her.
CUT TO
| NT. OFFI CE BULLPEN, DOUBLEDAY & CO. -- MORN NG

Hard, harsh fluorescent. Chattering typewiters, ringing

tel ephones, bleary snear of secretaries' VAOCES, netal file
cabi net drawers, shuffling papers. Frank Price, runpl ed,
face flushed fromthe cold outside, overcoat, fedora flecked
with nmelting ice, snowfl akes, wending his way in. Tornented
eyes falling on -

- Barbara, weary, just arriving, eyes shadowed with the
anticipation, uncertainty, of facing Donald Black. Lifting
her purse onto her desk. Manila envel opes jamed under one
arm Reaching to sift through the fresh slouching pile of
themwaiting in the wire-frame i nbox.

FRANK PRI CE
Zi nmer man.

Bar bara, squinting through her glasses at the top subm ssion.
Flicks a sharp glance up. Disoriented. Price cocks his head.

FRANK PRI CE ( CONT' D)
Valk with me.
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I NT. CORRI DOR, DOUBLEDAY & CO. -- MOMENTS LATER

Wngtip shoes snappi ng, squelching wetly on the tiled floor,
Price, keeping his pace, eyes draggi ng over the wood-panel ed
wal I's, framed PORTRAITS of Herman Melville, Frank Nel son
Doubl eday, Doubl eday & Co. co-founder Sanmuel MC ure. El egant
mahogany OFFI CE DOORS.

FRANK PRI CE
You' ve been with us, what, three
years?
Bar bara, funbling, caught off-guard, envelopes still tucked

under her arm Uncertain whether she is in trouble.

BARBARA ZI MVERVAN
Four years and three nonths. This
past August.

Price nods to Walter |I. Bradbury, hung-over, runpled, ducking
into the frosted-glass door of the nen's room Tw sts back.

Pushes a runpl ed MANUSCRI PT at Barbara. Flustered, she takes
it. Eyes sticking on the title page. She slows. THE DI ARY OF
A YOUNG G RL.

FRANK PRI CE
| imagine that | ooks famliar to
you.

She falters. Dread welling. He rakes a gl ance at her.

FRANK PRI CE ( CONT' D)
You did recommend it?

BARBARA Z| MVERMAN
| did, M. Price.

FRANK PRI CE
It was submtted to Donal d Bl ack

BARBARA Z| MVERVAN
| stunmbled upon it. In the mailroom
| couldn't put it down.

She steels herself. Expecting the worst.

BARBARA ZI MMERVAN ( CONT' D)
Has he spoken to you about it?

He flicks a glance over his shoul der. Unreadable. SlIow ng.
Doubl e doors, oak panel ed ahead of them

FRANK PRI CE
You are aware that all three of M.
Bl ack's junior editors rejected it.
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BARBARA Z| MVERMAN
Yes. | am aware of that.

He draws at last to a halt. Rounding on her. She shifts.
Nervous. Envel opes slipping under her arm She reseats them
Bl anches. Hi s piercing eyes upon her.

BARBARA ZI MMERVAN ( CONT' D)
| felt it was a voice that | had
never heard before. And one that
needs to be heard.

He stares levelly at her. She affords hima timd gl ance.
Chagrined. Flushing in the face. Poised to be fired.

FRANK PRI CE
| happen to agree with you.

Barbara, blind-sided. He resunes wal king. Toward the doubl e
doors. She hastens after him Trying to keep up.

FRANK PRI CE ( CONT' D)
I"'mlate for a neeting with Donal d
Bl ack and Nel son Doubl eday. You are
the reason that | am| ate.

She chokes. Nearly trips.

BARBARA ZI MVERVAN
I"msorry. I - don't understand.

He draws up to the doors. Rounds on her once nore. Skewering
her wwth a hard, penetrating stare.

FRANK PRI CE
Do you believe in this manuscript?

She gul ps. Summons her cour age.

BARBARA ZI MVERVAN
| do. Wth all ny heart.

Price, the faintest tug of a smle. Pride.

FRANK PRI CE
Good. Now you nust fight for it.

He reaches. G asps the polished brass doorknob. Tw sts. Tugs
it open. Barbara, reeling, no choice but to follow himin.

I NT. CONFERENCE ROOM DOUBLEDAY & CO. -- MOMENTS LATER

Murky haze of cigarette snoke. G azed by cold Novenber norning
light. Falling in across polished oak-panel walls. Mahogany
bookcases. Each shelf neatly filled with | eather-bound

Doubl eday hardcover first editions. Melville's Moby D ck.
Rudyard Kipling. Vladi mr Nabokov's Bend Sinister.
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Hunched at the polished conference table, NELSON DOUBLEDAY,

61, hawklike, suit jacket shucked off, vest, tie, bristling
nmust ache, gl asses, his nmessy hair catching the buttery norning
light. G garette twsting blue snoke between his fingers.

Donal d Bl ack, slouched in the chair beside him pasty, jowy,
pressing at the dog-eared corner of a budget docunent. Tw sts
in his wheezing chair to glance back as Frank Price steps
into the room Pale sunlight glinting in his glasses. Barbara,
stiff, nortified, at his heels.

Donal d, a tug of a smirk. Eyes raking over Frank.

DONALD BLACK
He |ives and breathes after all.

Price pushes a flat smle at him Donald, tw sting back,
t osses a sneer at Doubl eday.

DONALD BLACK ( CONT' D)
| told Nelson we had |ikely | ost you
to the chocol ate cream pie.

NELSON DOUBLEDAY
Mor ni ng, Frank.

FRANK PRI CE
Good nor ni ng.

Donal d, steely gaze settling on Barbara. Hardening.

DONALD BLACK
You can just |leave the letter on ny
desk, sweetheart.

Price, dragging back a high-backed | eather chair. d ances
back at her.

FRANK PRI CE
Actually, | asked Ms. Zimmerman to
join us this norning.

Donal d, skewers her with a glare. Doubl eday squints through
his gl asses at the neeting agenda. Perpl exed.

NELSON DOUBLEDAY
Have we need for a typist?

FRANK PRI CE
W had an unexpected guest at the
party on Wednesday ni ght.

He drags his gaze to Donald. Buttery brightness streamng in
around him Donald scowms at him
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FRANK PRI CE ( CONT' D)
He made quite an inpassi oned argunent
for a manuscript that he had submtted
on behal f of his daughter.

DONALD BLACK
It was an enbarrassnent.

FRANK PRI CE
I was sufficiently intrigued to seek
out the manuscript. Only to find as
it happens that M. Zi nmerman had
recommended it.

Donal d rakes his burning eyes back to Barbara. Livid.

DONALD BLACK
You went behind ny back.

She stands rooted, skewered. Doubl eday squints at her. Not
under st andi ng.

FRANK PRI CE
She made such a convinci ng ar gunent
that | was conpelled to read it over
t he hol i day.

He twists in his chair.

FRANK PRI CE ( CONT' D)
I thought it only fair to allow her
to explain her position to us.

Barbara rooted to the spot. Speechl ess. Donal d, seething.
Rakes a gl ance at Doubl eday.

DONALD BLACK
It is a treatise on wonen's i ssues.
A book for wonen. It bored ne to
t ears.

Barbara is stung. Goaded. Lurching all at once out of her -

BARBARA Z| MVERVAN
It's not just for wonen.

Donal d squi nts back at her

DONALD BLACK
The author is a fourteen-year-old

girl.

BARBARA Z| MVERVAN
A book that is authored by a woman
does not have to appeal only to wonen.
| have read plenty of books witten
by nen.
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Doubl eday grunts.

NELSON DOUBLEDAY
| shoul d hope that you have. Last |
was aware, we are not in the habit
of retaining editors unfamliar with
the literary canon.

BARBARA ZI MVERVAN
Thi s book belongs in the literary
canon.

Donal d snorts, reaches for his cigarette. Scornful

DONALD BLACK
| fear her enotions may be getting
t he better of her.

Barbara takes a step forward. Prodded. Spurned by this prig.

BARBARA Z| MVERVAN
There is no doubt in ny mnd that
this will be the nost inportant book
to come out of the War

Donald, lifting his cigarette, nearly chokes.

DONALD BLACK
What does a wonman know about war ?

BARBARA Z| MVERMAN
How to survive it.

Doubl eday, poised, also, to curtail this carnival, arrested.
Intrigued. Donald tosses a glance at him Inpatient.

BARBARA ZI MMERVAN ( CONT' D)
A woman knows how to bear witness to
atrocity and energe with a deeper
under st andi ng, not of despair but of
t he good that evil evokes in good
people. A wonman knows that to change
the world is not a matter sinply of
def eati ng an opponent, but of
suppl anting his nal evol ence with
beauty and forgi veness and accept ance.

Donal d scoffs, pushes out a snoky breath.

DONALD BLACK
These are girlish fantasies.

Bar bara, bristling, defiant.

BARBARA Z| MVERVAN
At fourteen, this girl understood
that her |ife was not defined by
( MORE)
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BARBARA ZI MMVERVAN ( CONT' D)
what happened to her or what other
people told her that she was worth
but by what she did with her tine
and how she affected everyone around
her. She has inspired ne. She has
shown nme a new way of seeing the
world. If we do not consider that
worth publishing, then | woul d suggest
we are not worthy of considering
ourselves stewards of literature.

Price, watching her, pride flickering in his eyes.

Doubl eday, i npassive. Expressionless. Eyes shifting from her
to the runpled MANUSCRI PT. Lingering. Drags his gaze to Price.

NELSON DOUBLEDAY
You' ve read t he book?

FRANK PRI CE
| have.

NELSON DOUBLEDAY
And you share Ms. Zi mrerman's
assessnent ?

Price flicks a glance back up at her. Flushed in the face.

FRANK PRI CE
| do.

Doubl eday regards him Barbara. The MANUSCRI PT. Donal d
incredulous that it is even being considered.

DONALD BLACK
Mark nmy words. If we were to publish
this book, it would sell exactly
three copies in the world: hers, the
girl's, and her father's.

BARBARA ZI MVERVAN
The girl perished. |In Bergen-Bel sen.
So did her sister. Her nother, in
Auschwi t z.

Donal d, sneer hardening slightly. Barbara, eyes settled on
t he MANUSCRI PT.

BARBARA ZI MVERVAN ( CONT' D)
That diary is all that remains of
t hem

Doubl eday wat ches her. Her eyes glinting, noist, reflecting
back the nmorning Iight. He drags his gaze to Price.

Price watches him Doubl eday, consi dering.
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NELSON DOUBLEDAY
(to Frank Price)
You backed a costly failure for us.
You backed two, in fact.

Price does not deny it. Donald' s smug gaze settling back on
hi m

NELSON DOUBLEDAY ( CONT' D)
When ny father started this conpany
in 1897, he used to say: One failure
is an aberration. Two is a pattern.
Three is cause for a change in
strategy.

Price neets his gaze again. Doubl eday holds it.

NELSON DOUBLEDAY ( CONT' D)
You are willing to stake your career
on this manuscript.

Barbara, flickering alarm Not how she intended for this to
go.

FRANK PRI CE
| am

Under st andi ng between both nen. What is on the |ine.

NELSON DOUBLEDAY
Then we will try your strategy for a
third tine.

He drags his gaze up to Barbara. She stands, |ight-headed.

NELSON DOUBLEDAY ( CONT' D)
Congratul ati ons, Ms. Zi mernman. You
have a book to edit.

Barbara, reeling. Price smles at her. Warm Genui ne. Donal d,
stewi ng, shakes his head.

BARBARA Z| MVERVAN
Thank you. Thank you, M. Doubl eday.
M. Price. | don't - quite know what
to say.

NELSON DOUBLEDAY
You may start by contacting the father
to nake a formal offer.

BARBARA Z| MVERVAN

Yes. O course. Yes. |'ll do that.
Thank you.

CUT TO
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I NT. 1950 CHECKER A3 TAXI CAB -- MORNI NG

Oto gazes with dull, vacant eyes out through the w ndow.
Dirty slush, clunped snow. Unbrellas, New Yorkers, splashing
by in soaked boots, trenchcoats. A G RL, 8, yellow rubber

gal oshes, skipping her way fromone frozen puddle to another.
Ragged HOVELESS WOVAN, 76, white-haired, wapped in a filthy
tarpaulin, dragging a rattling netal cart. Sleet flecking
her |eathery face. Ignored by the bustling FAMLIES around
her.

Oto watches her. Sorrow welling. Hardshi p endured everywhere.
Suffering. Indifference. He draws back fromthe w ndow. Eyes
of the DRIVER fixed on himin the hazy rear-view M RROR

Awai ting instruction. Nowhere left to go.

OT'TO FRANK
Pennsyl vani a Station, please.

He tw sts, peers back out the foggy rear w ndshield. Trench
of high-rises cutting away, infinite. Chevrolet, Ford Custom
Del uxe coupe, Checker cabs HONKI NG Eyes catching on -

- the red jacket, cap of the HOTEL BELLBOY as he dashes out
into the rain. Frantically casts up and down the street.
Waves. Calling out. Oto, taken-aback. Turns forward in his
seat .

OTTO FRANK ( CONT' D)

CUT TO
| NT. CONFERENCE ROOM DOUBLEDAY & CO. -- LATER / DAY

Oto stands at the window. Crisp Novenber sunlight washing
in across him Hard-edged. He gazes out. Eyes distant,

hol  owed. Refl ecting back the narrow spire of the Enpire
State Building. Street bel ow sheathed in ice and snow.
Expressi on unreadabl e. Frown etching his brow. Behind him
hands cl asped, uncertain -

- Barbara stands beside a high-backed | eather chair. Tense.
Wat ches him Franmed in the slashing sunlight. Hunched
slightly. Tired. Burdened.

Barbara, tornmented, unable to hold it in any |onger.

BARBARA ZI MVERVAN
Have you already promsed it to
anot her publisher?

Qto stirs. Drags his gaze fromthe soupy m dday glare. He
turns. Shuffling. Drags weary eyes at |last to her. Taut-faced.
Earnest. Barbara, spurred by his silence.
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BARBARA ZI MMVERVAN ( CONT' D)
W were born only ten nonths apart -
she and I. Did you know that?

He gazes at her. Taken off-guard.

BARBARA ZI MVERVAN ( CONT' D)
| felt, when | read her diary, that
I had gained a friend. One nuch
brighter than I

Barbara, a flicker of a rueful smle. OQto, rooted with
enoti on. She avoids his gaze.

BARBARA ZI MMERVAN ( CONT' D)
Even now, it does not seem as though
she is gone. She is alive in the

pages of that book. Al | have to do
to visit her is open it and start
readi ng.

He expels a ragged breath. Moist eyes flickering. Welling up
out of him She neets his gaze at |ast.

BARBARA ZI MMERVAN ( CONT' D)

Your daughter's work is lum nous. It
is a testanent to all that is good

in the human spirit. You nust let us
publish it. It would be a travesty

for it to be |ocked away in a drawer.
It nust be published. For the good

of everyone.

Oto, thick-voiced. Trenbling. Lunp in his throat. Strains
to speak.

OTTO FRANK
You will publish it inits entirety?
You will not |let them harm her?

She sm|les. Her own eyes stinging. Understands.

BARBARA ZI MVERVAN
I wll guard her words with ny life.
| prom se you

He surges forward. Hugs her. She totters backward. Envel oped
in enotion. He clings to her. Tears welling in his eyes.
Weight at last [ifting.

OITO FRANK
Thank you.

She wraps her arnms around him Hugs hi m back.

CUT TO
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INT. MAIN OFFI CE, OPEKTA JAM FACTORY -- AFTERNOON

M ep hunches at her desk, flipping through carbon-paper

i nvoi ces. Haze of cigarette snobke. Chattering typewiters.
Tel ephones ringing. Shuffling files. Bep, pregnant now, arns
| oaded down with runpl ed envel opes, invoices, letters,
shuffles through the stack. Presses a TELEGRAM card at M ep.

M ep, squinting through her glasses at a columm of nunbers,
flicks a glance up. Etch of a frowm. Eyes sticking on it.
She reaches. Drags it toward her. Reads it.

" DOUBLEDAY TO PUBLI SH DI ARY | N AVERI CA. OITQ "

Mep stares. Overcone with a tide of enotion. Flicker of a
smle even as her eyes well with stinging tears. She sits
back in her wheezing chair. Smle spreading. Warnth

happi ness, washi ng over her.

CUT TO
EXT. FOURTH [ PARK] AVE., STRAND BOOKSTORE [ NEW YORK] -- DAY

Qto stands at the broad plate wi ndow. TRAFFIC surging around
him Miggy warnth. NEW YORKERS brusquely slipping back and
forth. He is fleshier, slightly, in the face. Eased, rel axed.
Eyes no | onger shadowed. He gazes past his own sneary
reflection. Through the w ndow at -

- ANNE FRANK. Her FACE, PHOTOGRAPH beam ng from a DQZEN copi es
of The Diary of a Young Grl, positioned on a |arge nmahogany
table by the front entrance.

SUPER "June 16, 1952."

A MAN, 36, blond, crisp white polo shirt, stands reading a
copy. H s DAUGHTER, 13, skinny, dark brown hair, bright green
eyes, beside him reading another copy. DOZENS of other PEOPLE
crowding the store. Al reading copies of the D ARY. Mre
jostling in the LINE that stretches out the snudged gl ass
door, pushing away down the BLOCK. Half the world has cone

out to read her words.

I NT. SECOND FLOOR BALCONY, STRAND BOOKSTORE -- CONTI NUOUS

Barbara stands at the bani ster overlooking the sales floor.
Yel | ow sun dress, warnth flushing her face. Sunlight stream ng
t hrough the hazy w ndows, washing across the HUBBUB of
CUSTOMERS janm ng the tiny bookshop floor. Turns as -

- Jason Epstein, runpled Oxford shirt |oosened at the collar,
draws up beside her. Flicks a timd glance at her. Peers
down. Awed by the size of the crowd.

BARBARA ZI MVERVAN
They' re sending couriers to Garden
City for nore copies. They've sold
out al ready.
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JASON EPSTEIN
You must be so proud.

Barbara, slight flicker of a frown at that.

BARBARA Z| MVERVAN
"' m proud of her.

JASON EPSTEI N
It couldn't have happened w t hout
you.

She | ooks over at him Touched by that. Surprised. He offers
her a shy snmle.

JASON EPSTEI N ( CONT' D)
Congratul ations, M. Zi nmernman.

She stares at him noved. He flushes, |ooks back down at the
crowd. She continues to watch him

BARBARA Z| MVERMAN
Bar bar a.

He flicks a bashful gl ance back at her.

BARBARA ZI MMERVAN ( CONT' D)
Call nme Bar bar a.

He smles in spite of hinself. Does not | ook away.
EXT. FOURTH [ PARK] AVE., STRAND BOOKSTORE -- CONTI NUOUS

Oto, at the wi ndow, deeply, profoundly noved. Eyes dragging
back to his own reflection. Ghost of FOURTH AVENUE, churning
Checker taxicabs, diesel buses, snearing by behind him
Crisscrossing pedestrians. He flicks one |ast glance at the
churni ng PEOPLE inside the bookstore. Anne's face everywhere.

He draws away. Squints upward. Across the ruddy towers of
the Wal dorf-Astoria Hotel. PEDESTRI ANS bustling all around
him Hard summer sunlight glinting in the wi ndows high
overhead. Crisp blue sky. Sun piercing through w spy cl ouds.
Life. Everywhere.

Oto takes it in. Absorbing it. Smles. Unreserved.
Unburdened. Smles the way Anne woul d have smled if she
stood here with him Seeing it through her eyes.

Thi s grand, beautiful place.

CUT TO BLACK

POSTSCRI PT: First Lady El eanor Roosevelt wote the
introduction to the first edition of Anne Frank: The Diary
of a Young Grl. She deened it, "One of the w sest and nost
novi ng commentaries on war and its inpact on human bei ngs
that | have ever read."
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*

POSTSCRI PT: The initial print run of 5,000 copies sold out
hours after hitting shelves. A second printing of 15,000
sold out wthin a day. It would go on to sell nore than 35
mllion copies in 67 | anguages, becom ng the nost successf ul
aut obi ography of all tine.

*
POSTSCRI PT: The publication of Anne Frank's Diary | aunched
Bar bara Zi nmernman's career. She went on to co-found The New

Yor k Revi ew of Books, where she renmi ned an editor for 43
years. She married Jason Epstein in 1953.

POSTSCRIPT: Mep Ges lived to the age of 100. She passed

away in 2010, survived by her son, Paul, daughter-in-Iaw,
Lucie, and three grandchil dren.

POSTSCRIPT: Otto Frank married former neighbor Elfriede
Geiringer in 1953. He dedicated his life to fighting those

who chal l enged the authenticity of the diary and deniers of
t he Hol ocaust. He died in 1980 at the age of 91.

*

POSTSCRI PT: The factory at 263 Prinsengracht where Anne and
her famly took refuge still stands today, and is visited by
nore than one mllion people every year

*

"Of the multitude who throughout history have spoken for
human dignity in tines of great suffering and | oss, no voice
is nore conpelling than that of Anne Frank."

- John F. Kennedy

* k%
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