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FADE IN:
INT. BEDROOM CORSICA - NIGHT

A well worn teddy-bear is cradled in the arms of Napoleon,
age 4, who dreamily sucks his thumb, listening to a
bedtime story told by his young mother, Letizia. His 5-
year old brother, Joseph, is already asleep, beside him.

NARRATOR
Napoleon was born at Ajaccio in
Corsica on August 15th, 1769. He
had not been a healthy baby and his
mother, Letizia, lavished him with
care and devotion. In middle age,
he would write about her from St.
Helena.

NAPOLEON (V.0.)
My mother has always loved me. She
would do anything for me.

MAIN TITLES
INT. DORMITORY BRIENNE - NIGHT

It 1s still dark on a freezing winter morning. The boys
are being awakened by a monk, loudly ringing a bell.
Candles are lit.

Napoleon, age 9, sun-tanned, leaps out of bed, rubbing his
arms and shivering. He tries to pour a pitcher of water,
discovering that i1t has frozen solid.

NAPOLEON
Who has been putting glass 1In my
pitcher? Look here, someone has
filled my pitcher with glass!

DUFOUR
Oh, my goodness! Someone has filled
Bonaparte®s pitcher with glass.
Now, who on earth would do a thing
like that?



BREMOND
Oh, heavens, look someone has filled
my pitcher with glass too!

MONK
Silence! Silence! You should not
make fun of Monsieur Bonaparte, he
comes from a country where i1t is
never very cold. He has probably
never seen ice before.

DUFOUR
Never seen i1ce before? O0Oh, dear me
-- how very odd.

The boys snicker. Napoleon glares at them.

NARRATOR
At the age of 9, Napoleon entered
the Royal Military College at
Brienne, in France, under a royal
scholarship. For the next five and
a half years, he would devote
himself to preparation for his
military career. These were harsh
and cheerless years for the lonely,
impoverished provincial, among
affluent French noblemen®s sons.

EXT. FARM BRIENNE - DAY

A lovely, late-summer afternoon. A small group of boys,
in their school uniforms, are 1mpatiently gathered around
a rough table, covered with stacks of thick bread and jam
and tin mugs of milk. The farmer"s wife supervises
things, collecting a sou from each boy.

Napoleon, 9, stands apart from the group, drinking his
milk, a book under his arm, lost In thought, gazing across
the cornfield at the school buildings, which are
beautifully colored by the late sunlight.

BREMOND
(overly cheerful)
Good afternoon, Bonaparte.

Napoleon ignores him.

BREMOND
What are you reading?



No reply. Dufour moves behind Napoleon.

BREMOND
(angling his head to
read the title)
Dear me, aren"t we in an unfriendly
mood. Caesar®"s conquest of Gaul.
Arent we terribly conscientious
about our studies? By the way, did
the supervisor give you permission
to take that book away from the
school grounds?

NAPOLEON

(quietly)
Fuck off, Bremond.

BREMOND
Oh, my goodness. What language!
Did you learn that from your mother,
Bonaparte?

Bremond i1s 4 years older and much bigger than Napoleon.

NAPOLEON
Fuck off!

At this moment, Dufour gives him a violent bump from
behind, spilling milk all over his uniform and splattering
the book.

DUFOUR
Oh, goodness, my dear Bonaparte -- |
am clumsy. Oh, and look at your

book!

Napoleon hurls the tin cup, with all his strength, at
Dufour, hitting him squarely on the forehead, with a
resonant pon-nnng! Napoleon leaps on Bremond, and the two
boys go down in a tangle of bread, jam and milk.

INT. MILITARY TAILOR - DAY

Napoleon, age 16, being fitted for his smart, 2nd
Lieutenant™s uniform, studies himself in the full-length
mirror.

NARRATOR
At the age of 16, he graduated a
sub-lieutenant from the Royal
Military School in Paris, and was



posted to the crack regiment de la
Fere, at Valence.

EXT. FIRING RANGE - DAY

Artillery fTiring range. A hot summer morning. Napoleon
iIs part of a group of young officers loading and firing a
cannon.

NARRATOR
The practical professional training
that Napoleon would receive for the
next three years would give him a
working knowledge of all arms, and
expose him to the advanced military
ideas of du Teirl, Bourcet and
Guibert.

EXT. DRILL FIELD - DAY

A calm, winter day, snow on the ground. Napoleon and
group go through the ordered drill of loading and firing a
musket. Their targets are painted figures of soldiers.

EXT. FIELD - DAY

The edge of a wood near Valence. A windy, spring day.
Napoleon and nine other young officers are gathered around
a leathery-looking Captain with steel spectacles, who 1s
instructing them in the art of map reading. The map,
about four feet wide, is flapping noisily iIn the heavy
gusts of wind, despite the four pairs of knees and hands
struggling to hold 1t flat against the ground.

INT. ROOM - NIGHT

Napoleon®s room at Valence. 1t is filled with books,
mostly of military subjects, but well-stocked with poetry,
history and philosophy. He i1s reading by candlelight.
Outside we hear the sounds of revelry produced by less
conscientious officers.

NARRATOR
His moods at this time were complex
and varied.

NAPOLEON (V.0.)
Life 1s a burden for me. Nothing
gives me any pleasure; 1 find only
sadness In everything around me. It
is very difficult because the ways



of those with whom I live, and
probably always shall live, are as
different from mine as moonlight 1s
from sunlight.

INT. INN - NIGHT

Napoleon, 17, the youngest of a group of a dozen officers
who are seated around a table in the local inn, drinking
and singing songs.

EXT. FOREST - DAWN

It 1is a hazy, summer dawn. Napoleon, 17, and Caroline
Columbier, a lovely young girl of 15, walk together in a
forest. They occasionally stop to pick cherries. It is a
scene of pre-Raphaelite innocence and beauty -- the young
officer, smartly uniformed, the innocent girl in a flowing
white dress.

NARRATOR
He made friends with a family called
Columbier, and would later write of
his first flirtation with their
daughter, Caroline.

NAPOLEON (V.0.)
It will scarcely be considered
credible, perhaps, but our whole
business consisted iIn eating
cherries together.

EXT. LYON STREET - NIGHT

It is a witheringly cold winter night, in Lyon. People,
bundled up to the eyes, hurry along the almost deserted
street, past empty cafes which are still open.

Napoleon, hands deep 1n his pockets, shoulders hunched
against the cold, passes a charming, young street-walker,
about his own age. He stops and looks at her,
uncertainly. A large snowflake lands on her nose which

makes him smile.

GIRL
Good evening, Sir.

NAPOLEON
Good evening, Mademoiselle.

She 1s sweet.



GIRL
The weather i1s terrible, 1sn"t 1t,

sir?

NAPOLEON
Yes, 1t i1s. 1t must be one of the
worst nights we have had this
winter.

GIRL

Yes, It must be.
Napoleon i1s at a loss for conversation.

NAPOLEON
You must be chilled to the bone,
standing out of doors like this.

GIRL
Yes, 1 am, sir.

NAPOLEON
Then what brings you out on such a
night?

GIRL
Well, one must do something to live,
you know -- and 1 have an elderly

mother who depends on me.

NAPOLEON
Oh, I see... That must be a great
burden.

GIRL
One must take life as 1t comes -- do

you live iIn Lyon, sir?

NAPOLEON
No, I"m only here on leave. My
regiment i1s at Valence.

GIRL

Are you staying with a friend, sir?
NAPOLEON

No... I have a... room... at the

Hotel de Perrin.

GIRL
Is It a nice warm room, Sir?



NAPOLEON
Well, 1t must be a good deal warmer
than 1t 1s here on the street.

GIRL
Would you like to take me there, so
that we can get warm, sir?

NAPOLEON
Uh-hh... yes, of course -- if you
would like to go... there... but...

I have very little money.

GIRL
Do you have three francs, sir?

INT. HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

Napoleon®s cheap hotel room is only slightly warmer than
the street. A candle flickers in the draft, and the
driving snow forms a lovely vignettes on the window panes.

Napoleon sits fully dressed, still wrapped 1In his coat,
scarf, gloves and hat, watching the girl hurriedly
undressing, shivering, teeth chattering, and diving iInto
the ice-cold bed.

GIRL
Br-rrr, these sheets are like ice.

NAPOLEON
Oh, I™"m sorry about that.

The girl shivers and waits for him to follow her into bed.
He doesn"t move.

NAPOLEON
What®s your name?

GIRL
Lisette.

NAPOLEON
Only Lisette?

GIRL

Lisette La Croix.

NAPOLEON
That"s a very nice name. Where are
you from?



GIRL
Please, sir, come into bed or 1
shall die of a chill.

NAPOLEON
Oh, yes... of course.

He stands and blows out the candle.
TITLE: 1789 - REVOLUTION
EXT. TOWN SQUARE - DAY

It is jammed with 300 peasants and town workers. Many are
women, Monsieur Varlac, the revolutionary leader, stands
on a cart flanked by a small Revolutionary Committee. He
iIs muscular, bald man 1n his forties, wearing glasses.

Behind him, we see six severed heads, stuck on pikes.

VARLAC
Citizens, word has come from Paris
that the foul prison of the Bastille
has been captured.

(cheers)
That i1ts Governor®"s head Is up on a
pike.

(cheers)
All Paris i1s now in the hands of its
people.

(cheers)

Soon all France will be in the hands
of its people.
(cheers)

As the cheers die down, we hear the sounds of a solitary
drum and marching men. All eyes turn to the appearance of
a column of 25 French troops, led by Napoleon on a horse
and a single drummer, marching into the town square In a
column of threes.

Napoleon halts them just i1nside the square, and rides
forward, alone, 1nto the huge crowd, who gives way for his
horse. He stops about 10 feet from Varlac"s cart. The
man of the people stands, hands on hips, glaring at
Napoleon, who i1s now completely surrounded by the crowd.
Varlac and his committee converse in whispers.

VARLAC
Good day to our brothers-in-arms.
Have you come to join us?



NAPOLEON
I am looking for Monsieur George
Varlac who resides in the Rue de
Frelicot. Do you know him,
monsieur?

VARLAC
Very well, Citizen Lieutenant. You
have come to the right place, for I
am Citizen Varlac.

The crowd laughs in an ugly way.

NAPOLEON
Contrary to what you have been
telling these good people, Monsieur
Varlac, France is still In the hands
of its proper authorities, and they
have sent me here with a warrant for
your arrest. You are charged with
the murder of Monseigneur de Bouchy
and his son, and the burning of his
chateau.

Varlac whispers to several of the men standing around him.
One of them disagrees and forcefully shakes his head.

VARLAC
A revolution is not a polite
discussion 1n a parlor, Citizen
Lieutenant. One does not call 1t
murder to kill such vermin.

NAPOLEON

(speaking for the

crowd)
You may save your philosophy for the
magistrate, Monsieur Varlac. 1 am
only a simple officer in the army,
and to me what you have done is
called murder, and his always been
called murder by honest men.

VARLAC
Then do you propose to arrest all of
us, Citizen Lieutenant? For | was
not there alone.

NAPOLEON
No, Monsieur Varlac, my warrant 1is
only for you. Now, will you please



come down at once. You will be
taken back to Chalon for trial.

Varlac and his committee talk 1In agitated whispers.

VARLAC
Citizen Lieutenant, my advice is to
leave this town at once with your
men. We do not wish to do harm to
our brothers in uniform.

NAPOLEON
Monsieur Varlac, do not pretend to
speak for these good people whom you
have misled and inflamed with
violent speech. Now, | order you to
come down from the cart.

Another whispered conference.

VARLAC
I do not recognize the authority of
the King or any of his lackeys.

Laughter from the crowd.

VARLAC
I suggest that you leave with your
men while you can.

NAPOLEON
(drawing his pistol)
Monsieur Varlac, 1 will count slowly
to five, and 1T you have not begun
to get down from the cart by then, |
will carry out your execution, on
the spot.

Without giving Varlac time for further discussion, he

begins the count.

NAPOLEON
One... Two... Three...

Several of the committee move away from Varlac.

NAPOLEON
Four... This i1s your last chance,
Monsieur Varlac.

Varlac is frightened, but make an obscene gesture.
crowd laughs nervously.

The



NAPOLEON
Five. ..

Napoleon rides up to the cart, carefully aims his
revolver and shoots Varlac in the head. His entourage
leaps to safety.

A gasp of astonishment from the stunned crowd, who stand
hypnotized.

NAPOLEON
A confessed murderer has just been
shot. Now, let all honest men
return to their homes.

FADE OUT.
FADE IN:
EXT. TUILERIES PALACE - DAY

A mob of several thousand have broken in and forced Louis
XV1l, Marie-Antoinette and their children out onto a
balcony. Derisive cheers come from the multitude in the
courtyard below. A dozen or so men of the revolution have
crowded out on to the balcony, pressing the King and Queen
on all sides. No one seems to know what to do next.

Louis XVI gives a half-hearted wave to the crowd.

A bottle of champagne and some glasses are brought out.
Two glasses are courteously handed to the Royal couple.
The revolutionaries raise their glasses. The King and
the Queen drink with them. This creates an uproar of
approval from the crowd.

Then one of the men pulls off his dirty, red stocking cap
and offers it to the King. Louis XVI stands and looks at
it blankly. The revolutionary reaches over and puts it on
his head. The crowd cheers.

NAPOLEON
Incredible... Incredible... How
could he let that rabble into the
Palace? If he had ridden out among
them on a white horse, they would
all have gone home. |If he lacked
the courage to do that, a whiff of
grapeshot -- and they would still be
running.

EXT. VIEW OF TOULON - DAY



The harbor filled with British ships.

NARRATOR
In the summer of 1793, Civil war
swept through France, and the
important naval base at Toulon fell
into the hands of a Royalist
insurrection, which quickly handed
over the port to a combined British
and Spanish fleet.

EXT. TOULON HQ AREA - DAY

NARRATOR
A French army of 10,000 was ordered
to retake the port, but its
commander, General Carteaux, a well-
known Parisian painter, had little
experience in war and the siege
quickly became a stalemate.

General Carteaux, a florid and moustached man in his late
thirties, painting from life, a group of French soldiers,
posed In a patriotic tableau, their eyes fixed on a
distant vision of glory.

In the background, are the tents and the military bustle
of Carteaux®"s headquarters, set upon a hill overlooking
the harbor of Toulon.

EXT. TOULON ROAD - DAY

A smart French honor guard and military band is assembled
outside General Carteaux"s headquarters for the arrival of
Paul Barras, Deputy from the Committee of Public Safety.

Barras exits his carriage, accompanied by four foppish
aides and embraces General Carteaux.

Barras i1s a virile, handsome, bisexual man with elegant
manners of the Ancien Regime.

Napoleon is an onlooker with other officers.

NARRATOR
Paul Francois Nicolas Barras, former
Viscount, now Citizen Deputy from
the Committee of Public Safety, had
been sent from Paris to personally
report on the failure of the Siege.



INT. TOULON HQ TENT - DAY

A large table has been set up in the middle of the tent,
at which are seated Paul Barras, his four civilian aides
and 7 generals.

Set up at one end of the table is a large military map of
Toulon, pinned to a board.

Standing back from the table, and ranging along the walls
of the tent, are 30 junior officers, the staff and aides
of the generals seated.

Napoleon, now a captain of artillery, is with that group.

Barras slowly squares up a stack of reports before him and
speaks.

BARRAS
Citizen generals, | have read all
your reports and noted your
signatures. |In substance, your
views are unanimous. The English
positions, defending Toulon, are too
strong to be taken by our present
force. The two unsuccessful attacks
to date would appear to support your
arguments.

He looks around the table.

BARRAS
Citizen generals, It Is no secret
with what displeasure the Committee
of Safety looks upon any lack of
patriotism or revolutionary zeal.
On the other hand, it obviously does
not wish to indulge in a futile
waste of life. Before 1| send your
reports to Paris for the Committee®s
review, together with my opinion, |
should like to give you a final
opportunity to present any new ideas
which you may have developed since
writing these reports.

There i1s troubled silence, but the generals stand pat.

CARTEAUX
Citizen Barras, since there does not
seem to have been any new thoughts



among us, may we know the opinion
which you, yourself, have formed?

BARRAS
General Carteaux, my report on the
conduct of this campaign will go In
writing to the committee.

An awkward silence.

NAPOLEON
Excuse me, Citizen Barras.

All eyes go to Napoleon.

BARRAS
Yes -- who spoke up?

NAPOLEON
I did, sir.

Napoleon speaks with the uncomfortable yet determined
manner that shy but willful people often exhibit.

BARRAS
Yes, Captain? Have you anything you
wish to say?

NAPOLEON
(clearing his throat)
Yes, with all due respect, 1 do
Citizen Barras.

BARRAS
Please. ..

NAPOLEON
May 1 come to the map?

ANIMATED MAP

Napoleon®s plan for the capture of Toulon. Explaining
with narration how, rather than trying to capture the town
by storm, it is, instead, only necessary to capture Fort
Eguillette, a promontory of land from which French
batteries would command the inner and outer harbors of

the port, making them untenable to the English fleet, and
quickly leading to the fall of the city.

EXT. FORT EGUILLETTE - DAY

A cold December day. The French tricolor 1s being raised



atop the main battery position on Fort Eguillette, a flat
area atop a hill, fortified with planks of wood and
wickerwork.

French gunners have already swung a few pieces of
artillery to face the harbor and fire on the English
ships, now well within range.

Napoleon wheels around on a white horse, shouting orders
-- a bloody bandage wrapped around his thigh. The wounded
of both sides are being cared for.

EXT. TOULON FIELD - DAY

A fine, winter day in a field near the military barracks
of Toulon. Several hundred troops have been drawn up to
form an honor guard for the presentation of Napoleon®s
commission as Brigadier General. Spectators stand under
the bare trees, and little boys watch from atop an
embankment.

Barras presents Napoleon with his commission and a
fraternal embrace. The band strikes up.

Napoleon®s mother watches from a small wooden reviewing
stand which has been prepared for local dignitaries and
officers.

INT. PARIS OFFICE - DAY

Robespierre lies severely wounded on a conference table,

amid a disarray of papers, surrounded but ignored by his

captors who lounge about, seated on chairs, waiting to be
told what to do next.

NARRATOR
In July of 1794, the death of
Robespierre ended the Reign of
Terror and sent Paris headlong into
a lavish whirl of pleasure seeking
and sensuality, as 1f 1t were
necessary to shake off the nightmare
and make up for lost time.

INT. BARRAS SALON - NIGHT

A large, elegant salon in the house of Paul Barras, in
Paris. There are ten card tables set up in the room,
around which are gathered the elite of the new society;
politicians, immensely rich war contractors, high ranking
army officers and government officials.



Many of the women are extremely beautiful, and display
their breast completely uncovered, in the fashion of the
day.

Napoleon is one of the few guests not playing cards; he
has no money. 11l at ease, he drifts from table to table,
hands clasped behind his back.

Josephine de Beauharnais is the most beautiful of all the
women in the room. Napoleon settles at her table, rocking
slowly on his heels. She plays for very high stakes and
iIs losing gracefully. She glances up, distracted
momentarily by his rocking, but her look lasts no longer
than the flick of a card.

But Napoleon notices her annoyance and moves off to the
bar, at one end of the room. The bartender, a friendly
creep, stands alone.

CORSICAN
Yes, sSir?

NAPOLEON
A glass of champagne, please.

CORSICAN

(pouring)
Yes, sir. | hope you will excuse me
for asking, General Bonaparte, but
are you Corsican?

NAPOLEON
Yes, | am.

CORSICAN
I thought so, I noticed your name
when you were announced. 1%m

Corsican too -- my name is Arena.
NAPOLEON
(starting to move
away)
Oh -- where do you come from?
CORSICAN
Bastia -- and you?
NAPOLEON
Ajaccio.
CORSICAN

Have you been back recently?



The bartender just manages to keep the conversation going.

NAPOLEON
I haven"t been there for three
years.

CORSICAN

I haven®t been back for ten years.
Is your family still there?

NAPOLEON
No, they"re living in Nice now.

CORSICAN
That®"s a nice city. This i1s your
first time here, 1Isn"t i1t?

NAPOLEON
Yes, as a matter of fact, i1t is.

CORSICAN
You don"t know many of Citizen
Barras®™ friends, do you?

NAPOLEON
Ah-hh, no.

CORSICAN
I thought not. 1 noticed you by
yourself, all night.

Napoleon nods, sips his champagne and starts to move away.
The Corsican leans forward and speaks in a confidential
whisper, scanning the room with a deadpan expression.

CORSICAN
Just a minute, General. Listen,
don*"t let them fool you with all
their grand la-de-da. They"ve all
made their money from the war --
mostly from crooked war contracts.
They say Citizen Barras has put away
millions.

NAPOLEON
(uncomfortably)
I see...

The Corsican whispers without any facial expression,
hardly moving his lips, without any sense of malice, but
more with a kind of shrewd respect for the big-shots, and



a satisftaction of being 1n on the know.

CORSICAN
And they say something else about
him. They say he never goes to bed
with less than two at a time -- two
at a time, and they say it doesn"t
make a lot of difference to him
which sex they are, 1f you follow my
meaning, Sir.

Napoleon nods, awkwardly, and leaves the bar.

CORSICAN
Have a nice evening, General.

Barras enters the room, stops in the doorway.

BARRAS
My friends, dinner will be ready in
half an hour. Please make your
plays accordingly.

His announcement draws only some mock cheers with low
murmurs from the losers. He comes up behind Josephine and
kisses her on the shoulder.

BARRAS
(softly)
How s your luck, darling?

Josephine slowly fans her cards to see the draw.
INT. BARRAS" MUSIC ROOM - NIGHT

Later in the evening, the guests are now assembled iIn
chairs, grouped 1n a semi-circle around two raised
rostrums -- one is really more of a small stage. The
smaller rostrum supports a string quartet playing Mozart.
The larger one is empty.

Napoleon sits at the back of the room, still alone and
awkward.

Servants snuff out the candles, leaving only the empty
stage i1lluminated.

It begins to look like a musical evening until the
entrance onto the stage of three very attractive girls,
dressed In heavy winter costumes.

The three "actresses™™ begin to talk about being snowbound



in a desolate cabin, when their conversation 1is
interrupted by the entrance of three young desperados.

The purpose of this entertainment quickly reveals i1tself
as the young men proceed to strip off the girls® clothing
and have intercourse with them.

The distinguished audience sits coolly appreciative of the
"'sextet."

Napoleon, still the provincial, can scarcely believe his
eyes.

Josephine, seated next to Barras, watches the proceedings,
an imperturbable study of elegance and charm. Barras
takes her hand and smiles at her. She whispers something
to him and he nods, gravely.

EXT. PARIS STREET - DAY

A mob, carrying royalist signs, i1s jammed into a side
street, their exit barred by a few hundred government
troops. Things have come to a standstill, and the front
ranks of the opposing forces have begun to exchange crude,
but not unfriendly, jokes.

A table and two chairs, from a nearby cafe, have been
placed in the middle of the street, dividing the two
groups. Seated at i1t are General Danican, the emigre
leader of the mob, and General Menou, his government
opposite number. Danican i1s reading over some handwritten
sheets of paper which represent an improvised treaty
between the two forces. General Menou sips a cup of
coffee, looking worried and uncertain.

NARRATOR
A new political crisis was brewing
in Paris. The moderate government
of the Convention, which came to
power after the fall of Robespierre,
soon showed i1tself to be inept,
corrupt and unpopular -- and It was
now faced with a serious challenge
from the royalists. General Menou,
sent out to deal with the mob, lost
his nerve and agreed to withdraw his
troops from the Section.

EXT. PARIS STREET - NIGHT

It is the same evening. Napoleon, Junot and Marmont stand



in a crowd, listening to a Royalist speaker, who stands
atop a wagon, against a carefully painted sign,
illuminated by torches, reading "Long Live the King."

ROYALIST SPEAKER

Citizens of Paris, this morning, the
troops of the Convention, under
orders to sweep us from the streets,
gave way before our victorious
banners.

(cheers)
Their officers knew they would not
fire upon us. Citizens of Paris,
nothing can stop us now. We are
40,000 strong. Tomorrow morning, we
will occupy the Convention itself,
and we will exterminate the
hypocritical parasites who have bled
France without pity.

(cheers)
Long Live the King!

INT. BARRAS" OFFICE - NIGHT

Barras®™ office in the Tuileries. The room is lit by
candles. Barras is In a terrible state, ashen from fear
and lack of sleep.

Napoleon enters. Barras rises from his desk and comes
forward to greet him.

BARRAS
Ah, my dear friend, come in, come
in. Please sit down.

NAPOLEON
I"m sorry, I was at the theater and
I didn"t receive your note until 1
returned to my hotel.

BARRAS
Thank you for coming. Would you
care for a drink?

NAPOLEON
No, thank you.

Barras shakily pours a large brandy for himself, speaking
in subdued and apprehensive tones, frequently running his
hands through his hair.



BARRAS
I don"t have to tell you of our
latest difficulties.

NAPOLEON
Things are quite serious, | should
say.

BARRAS
We expect an attack on the
Convention tomorrow morning, at
daybreak, and 1 have been placed in
charge of its defense.

NAPOLEON
What do you have in mind?

BARRAS
To be perfectly honest, 1 haven™t
the vaguest idea.

NAPOLEON
Are you serious?

BARRAS
I don"t even know whether a defense
IS possible.

NAPOLEON
What forces do you have at your
disposal?

BARRAS
About 5,000 troops.

NAPOLEON
Cavalry?

BARRAS

The 21st Dragoons, about two or
three-hundred troopers.

NAPOLEON
Any cannon?

BARRAS
There are none here.

NAPOLEON
Where are they?

BARRAS



Well, 1 believe there are at least
30 guns at Sablons.

NAPOLEON
You could have them here by
daybreak.

BARRAS
Is this enough to oppose 40,000 men?

NAPOLEON
Properly arranged, yes.

BARRAS
These are odds of 8 to 1.

NAPOLEON
The numbers are not particularly
relevant. You are not up against
soldiers -- this is a mob, and they
will run as soon as things become
sufficiently unpleasant.

BARRAS
Would you be prepared to handle this
for me?

NAPOLEON
Are you proposing to transfer
command to me?

BARRAS
In every practical sense, yes, but,
officially, of course, 1 would have
to retain command.

NAPOLEON
Fair enough.

BARRAS
I must be honest with you. | first
approached three generals more
senior than yourself, and they all
very prudently sent excuses.

NAPOLEON
I"m not insulted.

BARRAS
You realize what i1s at stake?

NAPOLEON



(smiling)
Our lives, the revolution, my
career?

BARRAS
Look, let me be completely open with
you, | have a carriage and an escort
waiting for me, and I have a great
deal of money outside of France.
Unless we stand a very good chance
of carrying this off, 1 am prepared
to call 1t quits right now.

Napoleon puts his arms around Barras® shoulder.

NAPOLEON
Paul, everything will be all right.

EXT. PARIS STREET - DAY

Dreamlike, slow-motion shots of the cannon firing point
blank into the mob on the Rue St. Honore, outside the
Convention. They are devastated and there iIs immediate

panic.

Murat®s cavalry charges them, and the infantry follows
with fixed bayonets. There i1s no sound of the guns. The
only sound is Napoleon®s calm voice:

NAPOLEON (V.0.)
I ordered the artillery to fire ball
immediately, instead of blanks,
because, to a mob, who are i1gnorant
of fire arms, i1t 1s the worst
possible policy to start out firing
blanks. When they first hear the
terrific noise of the guns, they are
frightened, but, looking around them
and seeing no effect from the
cannon, they pick up their spirits,
become twice as insolent and rush on
fearlessly. 1t becomes necessary
then to kill ten times their number
to make an Impression.

INT. NAPOLEON®"S PARIS HQ - DAY

Napoleon®s new plush headquarters i1n Paris. Pencil
between his teeth, dividers in one hand, he creeps around
on hands and knees on top of a very large map of Iltaly,
laid out from wall to wall. Other large maps cover the



table, the couch and any other available space.

Murat, Marmont, Junot and Berthier creep around with him,
working out various march routes. Appropriate ad lib
dialogue will cover the action.

At one point, Napoleon and Berthier bump heads.

NARRATOR
The crisis was over, and the way was
paved for the formation of the new
government of the Directory, with
Barras at its head. Napoleon was
made Commander of the Army of ltaly.

There i1s a knock at the door.

MARMONT
Come 1i1In.

ORDERLY
Excuse me, Captain, but there i1s a
young man outside who wishes to see
General Bonaparte -- his name 1Is
Eugene de Beauharnais.

MARMONT
General Bonaparte iIs seeling no one
this morning.

ORDERLY
Yes, Sir.

NAPOLEON
(without looking up)
What did you say his name was?

ORDERLY
Eugene de Beauharnais.

NAPOLEON
Is he alone?

ORDERLY
Yes, sSir

NAPOLEON

Show him in.
The orderly shows Eugene into the room.

ORDERLY



Eugene 1is
nervous.

Citizen de Beauharnais.

16, handsome, well-mannered and extremely
Napoleon remains hunched over his map.

NAPOLEON
(after some silence)
Good morning, Citizen de
Beauharnais.

EUGENE
Good morning, sir. Are you General
Bonaparte?

NAPOLEON
I am, Citizen. 1Is your mother
Madame Josephine de Beauharnais?

EUGENE
Yes, sir. Are you acquainted with
her?

NAPOLEON
I have met her. What is your
business with me?

EUGENE
I believe you issued an order that
all citizens of Paris must hand over
any weapons that they have i1n their
possession.

NAPOLEON
That 1s correct.

EUGENE
This morning, a Lieutenant and three
soldiers came to our house and asked
1T we had weapons. | explained we
had only my late father®s sword,
which, 1n fact, was not a weapon but
only a keepsake of memory.

NAPOLEON
(marking the map)
A sword is a weapon whatever else
you might wish to use i1t for.

EUGENE
I told the Lieutenant my late father
was General Alexander de



Beauharnais, and asked i1f there was
any consideration that might be
given to his memory.

NAPOLEON
And he sent you to me?

EUGENE
He said no one had the authority to
rescind the order except you.

NAPOLEON

Does your mother know you have come?
EUGENE

No, sir
NAPOLEON

Well, then, you have a lot of
initiative, my young friend.

EUGENE
My father®s sword means more to me
than any other possession | have.

NAPOLEON
You realize, of course, that
thousands of swords have been
collected. How do you expect me to
find yours?

Eugene removes a slip of paper from his pocket.

EUGENE
The Lieutenant gave me a receipt for
it and said i1t would be kept at the
Section Le Pelletier Police
Barracks.

EXT. GARDEN - DAY

The garden at Josephine®s house on Rue de Chanterine.
Napoleon enters, carrying a very strange-looking package,
wrapped in paper, about three-feet long, following
Hortense de Beauharnais, age 16.

HORTENSE
Mama, this 1s General Bonaparte.

NAPOLEON
(bowing)
Madame de Beauharnais.



JOSEPHINE
Ah, how nice to meet you, General
Bonaparte. One has read so much
about you lately. Please sit down.

NAPOLEON
Thank you, Madame de Beauharnais.
You probably don"t recall but we met
briefly a few months ago, at a party
at Paul®s house.

JOSEPHINE
Oh... yes, of course! Have you met
my daughter, Hortense?

NAPOLEON
Yes, we introduced ourselves at the
door.

JOSEPHINE

May 1 offer you a drink?

NAPOLEON
Oh, I don"t want to put you to any
inconvenience.

JOSEPHINE
Oh, 1t"s not the slightest
inconvenience, General Bonaparte.
It 1s an honor to have you here.

NAPOLEON
You are very kind, Madame de
Beauharnais. Do you have some
sherry, perhaps?

JOSEPHINE
Yes, of course. Hortense, darling,
will you tell Louise to bring some
sherry?

HORTENSE
Yes, mama. Will you excuse me,
General Bonaparte?

NAPOLEON
Yes, of course.

Hortense exits.

NAPOLEON



I hope you will forgive me for
barging in on you like this, Madame
de Beauharnais. | called to bring
this to your son, but 1 understand
from your charming daughter that he
is out for the afternoon.

JOSEPHINE
Yes, I"m afraid he 1s. |1 believe he
is riding. | know he"ll be
heartbroken to have missed you.

NAPOLEON
Well, 1*m sure that you will be just
as pleased to have this as he will
be.

Holding out the package.

JOSEPHINE
General Bonaparte, my curiosity 1is
unbearable. May 1 ask what you have
in that mysterious package?

Napoleon proudly unwraps the paper with a flourish and

holds the

The paper
Josephine

huge sword with both hands.

NAPOLEON
Your late husband®s sword, Madame,
returned with my compliments.

starts to blow away and Napoleon steps on i1t.
stares at the sword, blankly.

JOSEPHINE
Oh... how very nice of you to bring
that for Eugene... Did General de

Beauharnais give it to you?

NAPOLEON
No, 1"m afraid I never had the
pleasure of meeting the General.
This sword was taken several days
ago from your son by some of my
soldiers.

JOSEPHINE
Oh, you must forgive me, General
Bonaparte, I"m afraid you will think
me incredibly stupid but I know
absolutely nothing about this.



Eugene i1s so independent -- he
hardly tells me anything any more,
and he has so many things In his
room, I must confess | wasn"t even
aware that he had this sword -- you
know how boys can be!

They both laugh.
INT. JOSEPHINE®S BEDROOM - NIGHT

The candlelit, oval bedroom is completely encircled with
floor-to-ceiling mirrored panels, which multiply the
erotic i1mages of Napoleon and Josephine, making love.

Napoleon®s voice, reading the letter below, i1s heard over
the scene.

NAPOLEON (V.0.)
My dearest Josephine -- | awaken
full of you. Between your portrait
and the memory of our intoxicating
night, my senses have had no
respite. Sweet and incomparable
Josephine, what is this bizarre
effect you have upon my heart? What
if you were to by angry? What if I
were to see you sad or troubled?
Then my soul would be shattered by
distress. Then your lover could
find no peace, no rest. But I find
none, either, when I succumb to the
profound emotion that overwhelms me,
when I draw up from your lips, from
your heart, a flame that consumes
me. You will be leaving the city at
noon. But I shall see you in three
hours. Until then, mio dolce amor,
I send you a thousand kisses -- but
send me none in return, for they set
my blood on fire.

INT. MAYOR®"S OFFICE - DAY

The marriage of Napoleon and Josephine -- a small private
civil ceremony iIn the Mayor®s officer. The only guests
are Barras, Eugene, Hortense, Marmont and Junot.

JOSEPHINE (V.0.)
My dear Theresa -- 1 am being urged
to remarry. You have met General



Bonaparte at my house. Well, then,
it 1s he who wishes to serve as
father to my children. Do 1 love
him? You are going to ask me.
Well, no. Do I, then, find him
unattractive? Again, no -- but
worse still, 1 find myself In a
state of i1ndifference, of
lukewarmness.

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

The Bonaparte kitchen in Marseilles. Letizia is cutting
vegetables with a knife, the sound of which allows a
disapproving punctuation of her silences.

The tap-tap-tapping of the knife dicing a carrot.

NAPOLEON
Mama, I"m sorry that I didn"t write
to you about this, but 1 thought
that it would be much better to tell
you myself.

Tap, tap, tap.

NAPOLEON
Mama, 1 know that when you meet her,
you will love her as much as | do.

Tap, tap, tap.
NOTE

The following excerpts, from Napoleon"s letters to
Josephine will be read over the following scenes, which
follow after the text of the letters. The visual will
show Josephine®s affair with Hippolyte Charles, and
Napoleon®s life iIn camp and on the march. The letters are
presented uninterrupted by the scene descriptions, to
preserve there flow.

NAPOLEON (V.0.)
My dearest Josephine, every moment
increases the distance between us,
and with every moment that passes |
feel myself less able to endure the
separation. You are the eternal
object of my thoughts, and my
imagination exhausts itself
wondering what you are doing.



By what magic have you captivated
all my faculties, concentrated in
yourself all my existence? It is a
kind of death, my darling, since
there i1s no survival for me except
in you.

I ask of you neither eternal love
nor fidelity, but only truth, utter
honesty. The day upon which you
should say "1 love you less," would
be the last day of my love -- or the
last day of my life. And if I
should not die of sorrow, then, my
heart, maimed for life, would never
again trust itself to respond to any
sentiments of tenderness or rapture.

* * *

You let many days go without writing
to me. What, then, are you doing?

* * *

When you write, dearest, assure me
that you realize that I love you
with a love that is beyond the
limits of imagination. That you,
you alone, and all of you, as | see
you, as you are -- only you can
please me, absorb the faculties of
my soul; that there is no corner of
my heart into which you do not see,
no thought of mine which is not
subordinate to you. That my arms,
my strength, my mind are all yours.
That my soul lives 1n your body.
That the world is beautiful only
because you inhabit it.

* * *

No letters from you -- only once
every four days do | receive one,
whereas 1f you loved me you would
write me twice a day. Absence



relieves minor attachments but it
intensifies love. A kiss upon your
mouth, upon your heart, everywhere.
There 1s no one else, no one but me,
is there?

* * *

Your letter is brief, sad and
written in a trembling hand. What
is wrong with you, my darling?

* * *

My misfortune is to have known you
so little; yours, to have judged me
by the men you have known, who
surrounded you.

* * *

You have i1nspired 1n me a limitless
passion, and an 1ntoxication that is
degrading. Josephine, you have made
me wretched. But I have never
believed i1n happiness. Is life
really worth making such a fuss?

* * *

Four hours ago, there came that
scrap of a letter to break the news
that you are not coming, that you
are 1ll, that there are three
doctors in attendance, that you
cannot write yourself. My life is
now a perpetual nightmare. A fatal
premonition stops me from breathing.
I am 11l of your illness, burning
with your fever.

* * *

In a month I have received only two
notes of three lines each. Good
God, tell me how you know so well
how to inspire love in other®s
hearts, without feeling i1t in your
own? Make mock of me, stay on in
Paris, take lovers, let all the
world know 1t, never write to me --



and then? And then, I shall love
you ten times more than 1 did
before!

* * *

But don®"t go on telling me that you
are i1ll; don"t go on trying to
justify your behavior. You are
forgiven.

* * *

Your letters are as cold as
friendship. What is left for you to
do to make me more wretched? Stop
loving me? That"s already done.
Hate me? Perhaps 1 should hope for
that. Hatred, at least, i1s not
humiliating. But, oh, indifference
-- the pulse of marble, the vacant
glance, the distracted air.

NOTE
Now the following scenes relate to the above.
INT. HQ TENT - NIGHT

Napoleon, seated at a table in his HQ tent late at night
writing a letter by candlelight.

INT. JOSEPHINE®S BEDROOM - DAY

It 1s a bright, sunny morning in Josephine®s bedroom at
Rue de Chanterine. There is a letter from Napoleon
leaning against the teapot on her breakfast tray. She
picks up the envelope, sees who 1t is from, puts i1t down,
pours her tea, adds milk and sugar, stirs i1t carefully,
sighs, looks outside at the tall trees rustling in the
breeze, then i1dly picks up the letter and opens it.

INSERT

A close shot of Napoleon®s hand, writing on his official
stationary which has printed, under a large i1llustration
symbolizing liberty and equality, ""Headquarters of the
Commander in Chief, Army of ltaly."”

INT. JOSEPHINE®S SALON - DAY

General Le Clerc presents his aide, Captain Hippolyte



Charles.

GENERAL LE CLERC
I should like you to meet my aide-
de-camp, Captain Hippolyte Charles
-- Madame Bonaparte.

CAPTAIN CHARLES
I am delighted to meet you, Madame
Bonaparte.

JOSEPHINE
Thank you, Captain. Won"t you both
please sit down?

Love at fFirst sight.

GENERAL LE CLERC
Thank you very much, Madame
Bonaparte. | have come at the
instruction of General Bonaparte to
bring this letter from his mother in
Nice.

INT. TENT - NIGHT

Napoleon lying awake in the early hours of the morning, iIn
his camp bed.

EXT. JOSEPHINE®"S GARDEN - NIGHT

Moonlight. Josephine and Charles walk slowly in the
garden. They stop. She i1s still. He touches his lips to
her shoulders and neck. She slowly turns, looks iInto his
eyes and kisses him, long and languorously.

EXT. CAMPFIRE - DAY

Napoleon standing at a camp fire in the rain, staring
vacantly into the flames.

INT. JOSEPHINE®"S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Josephine and Charles making love in her mirrored bedroom
at the Rue de Chanterine. Maximum erotica.

TITLE: THE FIRST ITALIAN CAMPAIGN
EXT. ITALIAN ROAD - DAY

A spectacular shot of the French army on the march --
about 5,000 men. Music.



NAPOLEON (V.0.)
Soldiers, you are half-naked and
badly clothed. The authorities find
much fault with you and yet can give
nothing. Your patience, your
courage are admirable but you are
not getting any fame. I will lead
you into the must fruitful plains in
the world -- rich provinces and
great cities shall be your
possessions, and then you will have
wealth, honor and fame i1n full
measure.

ANIMATED MAP
Start of the 1st Italian campaign.

NARRATOR
With the Italian campaign, Napoleon
steps onto the stage as a figure of
European importance. A dozen
victories 1n as many months would be
announced in dramatic and highly
colored bulletins. The battles of
the revolution had been so far
mainly defensive. Now, there was
revealed a new kind of offensive
warfare such as had not been seen in
Europe for centuries.

EXT. ITALIAN ROAD - DAY

Army on the march -- a military band playing -- about 500
men .

NOTE

The following narration will be read over the following
scenes.

NARRATOR
Napoleon now introduced a new era of
wars of maneuver. Everything would
be sacrificed to mobility. The
complicated battle formations of the
18th century would be abandoned, and
the army freed from clumsy baggage
trains. War would be made to feed
on war. The armies opposing him
were still committed to the rigid



ideas of the previous era, and their
soldiers were treated as automatons.
As they could not be trusted to
forage for themselves without
deserting, such armies were slowed
down by their supply trains. The
revolution, on the other hand, had
produced an army of intelligent
citizens, which could move fast by
living off the country, and In which
courage and initiative were rewarded
by promotion.

EXT. ITALIAN VILLAGE - DAY

A small village in Italy. The advance guard cavalry
screen, about 100 troopers, gallop through the town and
form a line preventing anyone from leaving in the
direction of the enemy.

MAJOR
Captain, take 20 men. Assemble all
the 1nhabitants on the main street,
and collect all mairl and newspapers.

EXT. ITALIAN ROAD - DAY
Horse drawn artillery on the march.
EXT. ITALIAN FARM - DAY

A party of 20 French infantry removing livestock and food
in a cart from a farmhouse. The farmer and his family
look on 1n quiet despair.

EXT. ITALIAN ROAD - DAY

A section on the march -- boy drummers, In their early
teens.

EXT. ITALIAN STREAM - DAY

A big, exciting shot of about 200 cavalry crossing the
stream.

EXT. ITALIAN ROAD - DAY
On the march -- an iInfantryman has a pet dog on a lead.
EXT. ITALIAN ROAD - DAY

On the march -- a soldier carries a parrot in a cage.



EXT. ITALIAN HILL - DAY

Napoleon, on a horse, surrounded by his aides, studying a
large map.

FADE OUT.
FADE IN:
EXT. ITALIAN BATTLEFIELD - DAY

A long shot of the opposing French and Austrian armies
facing each other across the battlefield.

NAPOLEON (V.0.)
There 1s no man more cautious than 1
am when planning a campaign. 1
exaggerate all the dangers, and all
the disasters that might occur. |1
look quite serene to my staff, but I
am like a woman 1n labor. Once 1
have made up my mind, everything is
forgotten, except what leads to
success.

A cloud of sharp-shooters, some mounted, some on foot,
advance to harass the enemy, escaping from his superior
numbers, by their mobility, and from his cannon by their
dispersal.

Napoleon studies this exchange of fire to better
understand the enemy®s position. Surrounded by his
entourage, he 1s on a wooded platform constructed in the
top branches of a large tree, overlooking the battlefield.

NAPOLEON (V.0.)
The art of war 1s a simple art.
Everything 1s In the execution.
There 1s nothing vague in 1t. It is
all common sense. Theory does not
enter 1nto 1t. The simplest moves
are always the best.

When the French skirmishers finally reveal a chink in the
enemy position, 1t becomes a focal point for the main
effort.

Horse artillery are sent forward, on the gallop, to open
fire with canister at close range.

The main attacking force of infantry are then sent



forward, moving up In columns and lines.

The cavalry trots beside them, in the gaps, to make their
presence felt where it will be best used.

Drummers and bands fill the air with stirring music.
Officers march smartly alongside their men.

The precision of these attacking maneuvers iIs very
important because the sight of the slow moving, perfectly
aligned mass of infantry is more frightening and
discouraging to the defender than a wild bayonet charge.

When the two main forces are about 100 yards apart, the
Commanding Officer in the field starts the chant "Hymn to
Victory"™ and places his hat, with its large tricolored
cockade, on the point of his sword so that is can be seen
by all of his troops.

When the distance narrows to about 50 yards, the defending
Austrians fire their first volleys -- first row, second
row, third row.

The French fall everywhere, but the remainder fill iIn the
formation and keep moving iIn regular step.

This i1s the crucial point of the battle. The defenders
now have to decide whether they are going to run or face
the attackers®™ volley and subsequent bayonet charge.
There is no time for the defenders to reload.

Now the French are 20 yards away and still hold their
fire, trained to do this because their psychological
advantage 1s lost once they have discharged their muskets.
They want the defenders to break and run.

Now panic has begun to set in and to dislodge the
defending Austrian troops. They start to give way.

The French relentlessly move forward.
The Austrian movements at the rear become a stampede.

The officers signal with their swords, and the drummers
beat the charge. The sky rings with a thousand battle
cries.

The cavalry dashes forward and hacks down the fleeing
Austrian infantry, who are virtually helpless against the
cavalry out iIn the open.



The French have won the day, and their infantry fires
their First volley at the backs of the fleeing Austrian
troops.

EXT. MILAN STREET - DAY

The triumphal entrance of the French army into Milan.
Wildly enthusiastic crowds, floral arches, tricolors
everywhere, glittering military bands, flags, columns upon
columns of French troops, the smart clattering of the
cavalry.

Napoleon, on horseback, flanked by his staff and aides,
his eyes shining, his expression transfixed, as i1f In a
mystical reverie.

NARRATOR
Napoleon would soon arouse the
resentment of the Directory in
Paris, exceeding his authority,
making political decisions and
treaties like a Roman Conqueror,
enlarging his role to ruler of
Italy. Only his tremendous success
and ever increasing popularity
prevented the Directory from
replacing him.

NAPOLEON (V.0.)
From that moment on, 1 foresaw what
I might be. Already 1 felt the
earth flee beneath me, as if | were
being carried away up to the sky.

INT. BEDROOM MILAN PALACE - DAY

Napoleon and Josephine are making love. Sunlight falling
on their bodies.

JOSEPHINE (V.0.)
My dear Therese, the journey here to
Milan was the most difficult and
uncomfortable imaginable -- I am
bored to death. My husband doesn®t
love me, he worships me. 1 fear he
will go mad with love. Worse than
that, 1 fear for my poor Hippolyte.
We may have been indiscreet on the
journey, and 1 think Joseph and
Junot suspect something.



INT. OFFICE MILAN PALACE - DAY

The orderly announces Captain Hippolyte Charles. He is
24, handsome, short and slight, very much in stature like
Napoleon, and has a hailrdresser®s elegance.

His behavior is absolutely correct during this interview,
and one could never infer any guilt on his part.

NAPOLEON
Come 1n, Captain Charles.

Charles approaches the table and salutes smartly.

NAPOLEON
I believe you are acquainted with my
brother, Joseph Bonaparte, and my
aide, Major Junot.

CHARLES
Yes, sir, | had the honor of meeting
them on the trip from Paris.

They nod, politely.

NAPOLEON
Captain Charles, | believe you are
one of General Le Clerc"s aides-de-
camp.

CHARLES

NAPOLEON
Was 1t he who assigned you to
command the escort which accompanied
Madame Bonaparte®s coach?

CHARLES
Yes, Sir.

There i1s a pause. Napoleon studies Charles.

NAPOLEON
Was the trip normal In every
respect?

CHARLES
Yes, Sir.

NAPOLEON

Did any difficulties of any kind



arise during the trip?

CHARLES
No, sir, none at all.

Pause.

NAPOLEON
Then, you have my thanks, Captain
Charles, for safely escorting Madame
Bonaparte to Milan, and you may
consider your assignment completed.

CHARLES
Thank you, sir.

NAPOLEON

You will return to Paris tomorrow
and you will carry my compliments
and thanks to General Le Clerc for
assigning such an excellent officer
to carry out a responsibility which
has meant so much to myself and to
Madame Bonaparte.

CHARLES
Thank you, sir. 1 will do that.

NAPOLEON
You may go, Captain Charles.

Charles salutes and leaves. Napoleon sits and stares at
his desk for several seconds, then he produces a letter
from his pocket and hands i1t to Joseph.

NAPOLEON
I would like both of you to read
this. Please read it aloud.

JOSEPH

(reading aloud)
To Citizen General Bonaparte from
one who does not wish to see him
dishonored by his wife. You should
know, Citizen General, that your
wife has taken a lover, one Captain
Hippolyte Charles... undated and
unsigned.

Joseph shakes his head. He hands it to Junot, who reads
it, and hands it back, looking to Joseph to speak first.



NAPOLEON
Naturally, one does not take much
stock 1n such a piece of filth but,
on the other hand, 1t 1Is not the
sort of thing one can simply ignore.
What do you think, Joseph?

JOSEPH
No. ..

NAPOLEON
Junot?

JUNOT

(thoughtfully)
No, one cannot simply i1gnore 1t.

NAPOLEON
I am afraid, then, I have to ask you
both, Joseph as my brother, and
Junot as my good friend, whether or
not you know anything about this, or
whether you saw anything at all
during the trip which might make you
suspect some truth to i1t.

Joseph thinks for a moment and slowly shakes his head.

JOSEPH
No... nothing at all.

NAPOLEON
Not even the slightest hint of
something?

JOSEPH
No -- Captain Charles commanded the
cavalry escort, and rode outside the
carriage. In the evenings, he
always ate at another table. They
hardly ever spoke to each other.

NAPOLEON
You would tell me, Joseph, wouldn®t
you?

JOSEPH

Yes, of course, | would. You know 1
am not one of your wife"s greatest
admirers, but I certainly know
nothing about this.



NAPOLEON
And you, Junot?

JUNOT
(shaking his head)
No... No, I don"t know anything
about it either. Not a thing.

Pause.

NAPOLEON
wWell, thank you both. As 1 said, 1
shall regard this as a piece of
malevolence from someone who does
not wish well to myself or
Josephine. Naturally, 1 shall trust
to your discretion to say nothing
about this.

FADE OUT.
FADE IN:
TITLE: EGYPT
EXT. SPHINX - DAY

Napoleon, Eugene, Junot, Marmont and Murat, accompanied by
a large party of scientists, stand before the Sphinx.

NARRATOR
On July 2, 1798, Napoleon arrived iIn
Egypt with an army of 40,000 men,
and a romantic dream of conquest,
following Alexander®s march into
India. The Directory had been quick
to approve his plan for attacking
England, indirectly, through their
Eastern Empire, rather than by
invasion of Britain, and they
breathed a sigh of relief to have
their unemployed conqueror off the
doorstep.

EXT. PYRAMID - DAY

Napoleon and the scientists i1nspect a mummy, brought out
into the sunlight, after thousands of years. A mood of
somber reflection pervades the scene.

NARRATOR
There was an air of grandiose



fantasy about the expedition.
Napoleon took along a hundred and
fifty distinguished scientists,
intellectuals and artists equipped
with libraries and scientific
instruments. They would found the
Institute of Egypt, do the
preliminary survey work for the Suez
canal, and unlock the key to
hieroglyphic writing.

EXT. HIEROGLYPHIC WALL OF TOMB - DAY

A young drummer boy scribbles "Long Live the Republic'™ on
the face of some hieroglyphic writing. Several other
soldiers closely scrutinize the ancient writing.

EXT. DESERT - DAY

We are inside of a French division square, defending
itself against an attack of mameluke cavalry. Each side
of the square i1s formed of three ranks of men, and
artillery is placed at the corners.

The inside of the square is about the size of a football
field, and is virtually empty, except for a small group of
officers surrounding Napoleon, and a fairly large group of
terrified scientists and intellectuals, dressed in heavy
European clothes, mounted on donkeys and camels, and
carrying umbrellas.

Outside the square, the shrieking mamelukes recklessly
charge, and are slaughtered by the disciplined and
accurate wall of French muskets.

The scene will be shot only from inside the square, and
from this vantage point, all we can see, over the heads of
the defending French troops and clouds of dust, are the
tops of the mamelukes.

Napoleon, pleased with the way things are going, rides
over to the groups of scientists, to cheer them up. He
has to shout to be heard.

NAPOLEON
(shouting)
Good afternoon, gentlemen. 1 hope
you are enjoying this unusual
spectacle. One cannot see this In
Paris for any price.



They are too frightened to be amused.

MONGE
Are we doing well, General
Bonaparte?

NAPOLEON

We are doing very well, my dear
Monge. The mameluke cavalry are
brave but they are selling their
lives at a bad price -- at a rate, 1
should say, of 50-1. My only fear
is that Murad Bey has some means of
communicating with his men, and that
he will manage to call them off
before we can kill a great many
more.

The artist, Denon, one of the stronger souls among the
group, has been busy making sketches of the fighting.
Napoleon rides over to him and looks down at the drawing.

NAPOLEON
Those are excellent sketches, Denon.

May I have them when you are
finished?

INT. MANSION MURAD BEY - NIGHT

The captured mansion of Murad Bey, leader of the
mamelukes. French-Arabian orgy -- quiet, cool, soft
music, occasional male voice, low female laugh; Murat,
Marmont, Berthier, Monge. Not Napoleon.

INT. NAPOLEON®"S OFFICE IN MURAD BEY MANSION - NIGHT

But Napoleon is at work. He has taken over a large room,
grouped several tables into an L-shape, and has made it
into an office. He i1s seated before the usual 2-foot-high
stack of dispatches, letters, memorandums and reports,
which follow him everywhere. We hear the continuation of
the music from the previous scene. Napoleon, In an angry
and irritable mood, is dictating to Bourrienne.

NAPOLEON
(dictating)
Must you, too, take this opportunity
during my absence to indulge the
petty jealousies of the Bonaparte
family? Must you...



There 1s a knock at the door.

NAPOLEON
Come i1n!

Junot enters, extremely drunk.

JUNOT
I believe you sent for me.

NAPOLEON
Yes, yes, please sit down. I will
be with you In a moment.

Junot staggers over to a couch and sits down heavily.
Napoleon®s glance lingers disapprovingly.

NAPOLEON
(to Bourrienne)
Read 1t back.

BOURRIENNE
To Joseph Bonaparte -- Dear Joseph,
I have been informed by my wife of
the cold and spiteful treatment she
has been receiving at the hands of
my family, since my departure. 1 am
also informed that you have refused
to pay over to her any of the money
I left with you expressly for this
purpose. Must you, too, take this
opportunity during my absence to
indulge the petty jealousies of the
Bonaparte family?

NAPOLEON

(quietly)
Oh, shit, that"s not right.

He runs his hand through his hair.

NAPOLEON
Leave us alone, Bourrienne, and come
back 1n half an hour.

Bourrienne exits.

NAPOLEON
God damn 1t, Junot, wouldn"t you
think 1 have enough things on my
mind not to waste time on a letter
like this to Joseph?



JUNOT
(staring at his
boots)
There®"s probably some explanation.

NAPOLEON
Yes, I™m sure he"s been too busy
chasing his whores to be bothered
about my wife.

Junot sits, breathing loudly.

NAPOLEON
well, anyway, sorry to call you away
from the festivities, but where 1s
the breakdown on serviceable
vehicles? | asked for i1t yesterday.

JUNOT
(speech affected by
drink)
I gave i1t to Berthier... this
afternoon.
NAPOLEON

Why did you give it to him?

JUNOT
I thought he would be seeing you
before 1 would, and would give 1t to
you.

NAPOLEON
Well, he didn"t give 1t to me, and
when 1 ask you to do something for
me, return the work to me, not to

Berthier.

JUNOT
I"m sorry, 1 thought he would give
it to you.

NAPOLEON

I must have the breakdown now.
Where i1s Berthier?

JUNOT
He"s downstairs -- somewhere.

NAPOLEON
All right, thank you. Please ask



him to come here.

Junot pauses and then speaks with exaggerated importance
and earnestness brought on by too much drink.

JUNOT
Yes... but, first, can | say
something to you, as a friend?

NAPOLEON
Certainly.

JUNOT
I know that 1 shouldn™t butt Into
things... that are really no
concern of mine... but you shouldn®"t
write a letter like that to Joseph.

NAPOLEON
Why not?

JUNOT
Well, maybe he"s only looking out
for your best Interests.

NAPOLEON
What are you talking about?

JUNOT
Nothing. That"s all 1 can say.

NAPOLEON
That"s all you can say? What are
you talking about?

JUNOT
That®"s all 1 can say.

NAPOLEON
Now, just a minute. You have just
very clearly implied that there is a
reason why Joseph should not give my
wife the money which 1 left for her.
I can™"t possibly allow a remark like
that to go without explanation.

JUNOT
Let"s just say, he looks after your
interests.

Napoleon takes Junot by the shoulders.



Suddenly,

NAPOLEON
Look, Junot, you aren"t going to
leave this room until you explain
yourself.

JUNOT
There are some things... better left
unsaid.

NAPOLEON

You mean about my wife?! You mean
there are some things better left
unsaid about Josephine?!

Junot buries his head in his hands.

NAPOLEON
What the hell i1s the matter with
you?

JUNOT
(mumbling into his
hands)
I didn*t want to hurt you... All 1
wanted to do was to keep from
hurting you. I swear | didn®"t want
to hurt you.

NAPOLEON
Well, whatever the hell you wanted
to do, you are going to tell me
everything right now. Do you
understand?!

JUNOT
(pulling himself
together)
You know that... letter you showed
me in Milan -- the one about

Hippolyte Charles?

NAPOLEON
Yes.

JUNOT
I wrote 1t.

NAPOLEON

What?

JUNOT



Yes, | ul u/F1t.

NAPOLEON

You ul u/F1lt.
JUNOT

I couldn®t face telling you.
NAPOLEON

You couldn®"t face telling me what?
JUNOT

About Hippolyu/FCharles.
NAPOLEON

What was there to tell?
JUNOT

My God, what do you think?
NAPOLEON

Do you know what you"re saying?
JUNOT

God help me -- yes.
NAPOLEON

How do you know?
JUNOT

I know.
NAPOLEON

How do you know?

Junot pulls himself together and speaks In an unnaturally
controlled and somewhat mechanical way.

JUNOT
I was iIn her maid"s room at an Inn
we stopped at for the night, outside
of Dijon. 1t was an adjoining room
to Madame Bonaparte-s.

NAPOLEON
Yes?

Junot searches for a better way to sayFlt but doesn®"t come
up with anything.

JUNOT
I could hear them, In the next room.



Napoleon®s voice is barely audible.

NAPOLEON
You could hear them?

JUNOT
Yes.

Napoleon stares at the corner of a table.

NAPOLEON
You mean you heard them making love?
JUNOT
Yes.
Napoleon sits down.
NAPOLEON
How did you know it was Captain
Charles?
JUNOT

I questioned the maid, and she
admitted Charles had been Madame
Bonaparte®s lover for several
months.

NAPOLEON
Can you give me a drink, please?

JUNOT
Yes, of course. What do you want?

Napoleon stares into space and doesn"t reply.

Junot pours a glass of whisky. Napoleon drinks i1t down,
distastefully.

JUNOT
I wanted to kill him but Joseph
convinced me it would be a mistake.
He said people would say you hadn®"t
the courage to deal with it
yourself.

NAPOLEON
And was 1t so widely known that
Joseph had reason for such concern?

JUNOT
I believe so. I believe Madame



Bonaparte was not discreet, In
Paris.

A knock at the door. A momentary pause, then a much more
urgent knock.

BOURRIENNE (0.S.)
General Bonaparte?

NAPOLEON
Come back 1n an hour.

BOURRIENNE (0.S.)
Excuse me, General Bonaparte, but I
believe this i1s an extremely urgent
matter, requiring your immediate

attention.
NAPOLEON
Come 1in.
Bourrienne enters.
BOURRIENNE

This dispatch has just arrived from
Aboukir, marked highest priority,
for General Bonaparte®s eyes only.

NAPOLEON
Let me see it.

He opens the envelope, reads 1t and tosses the note on the
table.

NAPOLEON
(flatly)
Nelson has engaged Brueys off
Aboukir. Brueys is dead and we have
lost eleven ships.

EXT. FRENCH TOWN - DAY

Wildly cheering crowds, flags, military band -- Napoleon
rides In an open carriage, waving. He is followed by two
other carriages, containing the small entourage, brought
back from Egypt. A beautiful floral Arc de Triomphe
decorates the end of the street.

NARRATOR
On October 9th, 1799, Napoleon, with
only a small entourage, arrived at
the port of Frejus, iIn France, after



a journey of six weeks, 1n which he
evaded a large British fleet. The
news of his arrival threw France
into a delirium of joy. His return
was seen as a kind of deliverance,
by a nation in the grip of economic
chaos, near anarchy and the threat
of 1nvasion.

INT. CHAMBERS OF DIRECTORY IN PARIS - DAY

A large room in Luxembourg Palace. Napoleon is seated
before the five Directors, Barras, Sieyes, Moulins, Gohier
and Roger-Ducos, who are dressed in their pompous official
costumes with three-foot hats and feathered plumes.
Present also are Talleyrand, Fouche, Joseph, Lucien and
several dozen important officials.

NAPOLEON
Nelson®s victory at Aboukir quite
effectively finished the strategic
purpose of the campaign, and with
the loss of all our principal
fighting ships, the army was
marooned 1n Egypt, and our
communications with the continent
were severed. The only options
remaining to me were to develop the
occupation of Egypt, to maintain the
morale of my army, and to respond to
the threats being created by the
English and, very soon, the Turks.
This was accomplished, culminating
in my final victory against the
Turks, when they attempted a landing
at Aboukir.

GOHIER
I wonder 1f you would care to tell
us, General Bonaparte, why, so soon
after this admirable victory, you
decided to... abandon your army and
return to France?

NAPOLEON
Citizen Gohier, my army was not
abandoned -- i1t was left In a very

strong position, and In the capable
hands of General Kleber.

GOHIER



Of course, General Bonaparte. An
unfortunate choice of words. Only
the enemies of your glory, whom we
shall regard as our own, would wish
to give adverse interpretation to
the honorable motives of patriotism,
which 1 am sure, induced you to...
leave. .. your colors. Please
continue.

Napoleon smiles, coldly.

NAPOLEON
After the defeat of the Turks, a
negotiation to arrange the exchange
of prisoners took place aboard Sir
Sidney Smith*"s flagship. At the end
of the first meeting, Sir Sidney
gave my chief negotiator, General
Marmont, several German newspapers,
of a fairly recent date.

Pause.

NAPOLEON
Now, you must bear in mind that for
more than a year | had received no
news at all from Europe, not a
newspaper or a single mail packet.
Perhaps you can imagine my state of
mind when 1 read of the serious
defeats that had been inflicted upon
France during my absence: the loss
of Italy, the Anglo-Russian army®s
occupation of Holland, the imminent
invasion of France herself. After
several days of deliberation, it
seemed clear to me that 1t was my
duty to risk the English blockade
and, with a few small ships, attempt
to return, to serve my country in
any way that might be possible.

Narration starts over Napoleon®s dialogue which fades
under .

NARRATOR
The government of the Directory was
bankrupt, and i1ts presses ran all
night printing the money i1t would
spend the next day. Two of 1ts five



members, Sieyes and Roger-Ducos, who
had the support of the moderate
political factions, were preparing
to seize power. They would welcome
the 1nclusion of Napoleon who would
secure the support of the army, and
who was now the most popular figure
in France.

The cutting of this scene will be done to place emphasis
on, and establish a relationship between, two of the
Directors, Sieyes and Roger-Ducos, Joseph Bonaparte,
Talleyrand and Napoleon. Sieyes and Roger-Ducos will be
cut with their names.

INT. CARRIAGE - DAY
Napoleon and Joseph driving through the park.

NAPOLEON
The important thing is to find the
right lawyer. One who will not
protract the thing indefinitely, iIn
the courts.

JOSEPH
You know I am only too happy to be
of help to you, but surely this
isn"t the ideal moment to involve
yourself In such matters.

NAPOLEON
I know of no better time.

JOSEPH
You can"t be serious. It would not
be good to become another husband
out of a Moliere farce.

NAPOLEON
The comedy of my marriage 1is
sufficiently well known already.

JOSEPH
You must not act impetuously.

NAPOLEON
It 1s time to clarify the situation.
Everything 1Is over between us.

JOSEPH



But you can do the same thing In six
months. The next few weeks may be
the most Important ones in your
life.

NAPOLEON
My mind is made up. She will not
set foot in my house again. 1 think
if I saw her again, 1 might be
tempted to strangle her.

Joseph sighs and tries to think of another line of
approach.

JOSEPH
Are you sure that you are not still
in love with her?

NAPOLEON
Are you trying to insult me?

JOSEPH
OFf course not, but such violence of
feeling makes me wonder.

NAPOLEON
Well, you shall see.
JOSEPH
When i1s she supposed to return?
NAPOLEON
I have no idea. Her maid said she
left two days ago, to meet me -- 1

can imagine where she is. But when

she finally does come home, she will
find her things in the street and my
door locked.

JOSEPH
She will probably appear with a
dozen excuses and you will forgive
her anyway.

NAPOLEON
My dear Joseph, the only thing that
is clear is that my wife i1s a slut
-- and while a man may want a slut
for his mistress, he does not want
her for his wife.



INT. JOSEPHINE®*S MIRRORED BEDROOM - NIGHT

Napoleon and Josephine in bed. The mood is post-coital
depression for Napoleon; submission and apprehension for
Josephine. There i1s a long silence before any one speaks.

NAPOLEON

Were you in love with him?
JOSEPHINE

I thought I was. 1| was confused.
NAPOLEON

And now?
JOSEPHINE

Now, I know that 1 shall die if you

leave me.
NAPOLEON

Do you expect me to believe that?
JOSEPHINE

Yes.

Pause.

JOSEPHINE

And you, are you in love with any
one else?

NAPOLEON
No.

JOSEPHINE
But you have had mistresses while
you were away .

NAPOLEON
Of course.
JOSEPHINE
Were you in love with any of them?
NAPOLEON
No.
JOSEPHINE

Were they pretty?

NAPOLEON
Yes.



Josephine

JOSEPHINE
Were any of them prettier than 1 am?

NAPOLEON
One had better legs.

JOSEPHINE
Were any of them married?

NAPOLEON
Yes. They were the easiest. | made
love to one of them within ten
minutes of our First meeting.

JOSEPHINE
She must have been in love with you.

NAPOLEON
Not in the least. After all, what 1s
adultery -- only a brief transaction
on a couch, requiring a few minutes
of privacy.

presses against him.

JOSEPHINE

Promise me you will never leave me.
NAPOLEON

I cannot promise you that.
JOSEPHINE

Promise me.
NAPOLEON

I will never forgive you.

JOSEPHINE
I don"t care, but promise you will
never leave me.

NAPOLEON
I don"t understand you.

JOSEPHINE
Promise.

NAPOLEON

Promises mean nothing.

JOSEPHINE
Perhaps -- but tell me you promise,



anyway .

NAPOLEON
All right -- 1 promise.

JOSEPHINE
You are my old friend.

TITLE: COUP DTETAT

INT. SALON - NIGHT

A small crowd of men talking to Napoleon, Sieyes, Roger-
Ducos, Joseph and Lucien Bonaparte and Talleyrand. The
meeting iIs jovial and relaxed.

NARRATOR
For the next three weeks, conspiracy
was openly carried on in Paris -- 1iIn

the salons of bankers, generals,
politicians and government
officials.

INT. FOUCHE OFFICE - DAY

Fouche at work as Minister of Police.

NARRATOR
The man responsible for protecting
the government, the Minister of
Police, Joseph Fouche, was part of

the plot.

EXT. HOUSE - NIGHT

A sleepy deputy, in his night shirt, receives his special
summons from a cloaked messenger.

NARRATOR
In the early morning hours on
November 9th, notifications of an
emergency meeting of the councils,
to be held that morning at 7
o"clock, were delivered to those
deputies who supported the
conspiracy.

INT. COUNCIL HALL - DAY

Sieyes addresses the deputies. A good third of the seats
are empty.



NARRATOR
Sieyes warned the sympathetic
deputies of an imminent plot to
seize the government by the radical
Jacobin party, none of whose members
had been summoned to the assembly.
He then proposed two resolutions
which were quickly passed.

EXT. PARIS STREET - DAY

The exciting clatter of horses hoofs on cobblestones draws
confused spectators to the sight of Napoleon at the head
of 50 gold-braided generals, on their way to the assembly.

NARRATOR
The first called for the appointment
of Napoleon to command the troops
assigned to protect the councils.
The second called for the councils
to be moved, on the following day,
to St. Cloud, ten miles from Paris,
where they would be safe, and out of
reach of the Paris mob.

INT. BARRAS SALON - DAY

Barras, in his bathrobe signing 6 copies of his
resignation. Talleyrand hovers over him, carefully
putting the signed copies to one side. Three officers
stand by the door.

NARRATOR
Later, the same day, the three
members of the Directory who were
not part of the plot were
effectively taken out of the
picture. Barras was forced to
resign under threat of death and an
offer of gilded exile.

INT. LUXEMBOURG - DAY

Moulins and Gohier glumly eating an elegant lunch, laid
out on a desk. Two soldiers stand guard at the door.

NARRATOR
Gohirer and Moulins, who would not be
intimidated, were locked up under
guard at the Luxembourg.



EXT. GROUNDS OF ST. CLOUD PALACE - DAY

Warmly-dressed spectators have made the dawn journey from
Paris, and are scattered about the gardens and lawns,
breakfasting from picnic baskets.

Groups of infantry laze on the grass, playing cards,
reading, smoking and sleeping.

NARRATOR
The next morning, on November 10th,
at the Palace of St. Cloud, the
final moves were to be made which
would bring Napoleon to supreme
power .

INT. ORANGERY - DAY

A long, narrow annexe, with high windows which open out
onto a courtyard, occupied by troops. There are no chairs
and the deputies, dressed in their strange-looking, long,
scarlet togas and odd, square birettas, are uncomfortably
crowded together, In emergency session.

Lucien Bonaparte, who i1s the temporary President, looks
worried.

Delbrel, the leader of the Jacobin party is in the middle
of a speech to the deputies. He i1s an effective orator,
with the right mixture of sarcasm and a sense of moral
superiority.

DELBREL
Citizen Deputies, we have been
isolated here at St. Cloud and
surrounded by troops. Yesterday, we
were told this was to protect us
against a plot to seize the
government. Today we are told that
all five members of the Directory
have suddenly, and without any
warning, resigned. Now we have been
asked to pass a resolution forming a
provisional government, of three
consuls to replace the five
directors -- these three consuls
being General Bonaparte and two of
the newly-resigned members of the
Directory, Sieyes and Roger-Ducos.
We have further been asked to
adjourn this assembly for a period



of three months, leaving all
executive and administrative power
in the hands of the three newly-
appointed consuls, who will then
draw up a new Constitution.

Angry murmurs.

DELBREL
Citizen Deputies, does any one in
this room have the slightest doubts
as to what is being attempted, or to
the i1dentity of those who are
involved?

Angry murmurs.

DELBREL
Especially so, since I have i1t on
excellent authority that the three
members of the Directory who are not
present here today have, indeed, not
resigned willingly, but in the case
of Gohier and Moulins, they are
under arrest In the Luxembourg --
and, 1In the case of Barras, a
resignation was forced from him
under threat of death.

Pandemonium breaks out in the assembly.

Uproar.

LUCIEN BONAPARTE
(ringing bell)
Order, order, order. Citizen
Delbrel, you are out of order. You
are out of order.

DELBREL

(shouting)
And you, Citizen Bonaparte -- your
role as President of this assembly
iIs an honorary one, given only for
the period on one month, on the
occasion of your brother®s return
from Egypt. And since your
nomination was originally put
forward by the two conspirators,
Sieyes and Roger-Ducos, 1 demand
that you immediately disqualify



yourself from these proceedings and
leave this chamber!!

Uproar of approval, and cries of "Long Live the Republic.”

LUCIEN BONAPARTE
(ringing bell)
You are out of order, Citizen
Delbrel! You are out of order!

INT. ST. CLOUD SALON - DAY

The conspirators wait in what was formerly one of Marie-
Antoinette®s reception salons, now bare of all furniture
except three arm-chairs grouped before a large, ornate
fireplace, in which there i1s a small fire.

The shouting from the Orangery can be faintly heard
through the walls.

Napoleon paces, nervously.

Sieyes, huddled 1n an overcoat, stares apprehensively into
the fire. Roger-Ducos pokes at it with a damp log.

Joseph Bonaparte stands, gazing out of the window at the
troops, sprawled on the grass.

There 1s a knock at the door.

NAPOLEON
Come 1n.

ORDERLY
Major Lavallette to see you,
General.

NAPOLEON

Send him in.
Lavallette comes in, salutes.

LAVALLETTE
General Bonaparte, | have a message
from Lucien. He says there is not
chance at all now to bring the
proposals to a vote. Delbrel has
given the alarm to the other
parties. He says you must either
use the troops immediately, or think
of saving yourselves.



SIEYES
(to Napoleon)
Oh, my God. 1 told you he should
have been arrested yesterday. Why
did I listen to you?

Napoleon ignores Sieyes and walks to the window.

JOSEPH
Will you use the troops?

NAPOLEON
Only as a last resort. What are the
Councills doing now?

LAVALLETTE
Both chambers are swearing an oath
to the Constitution.

Knock at the door.

NAPOLEON
Come 1in.

ORDERLY
A message from Citizen Fouche.

NAPOLEON
Let me have 1it.

The officer hands Napoleon an envelope and exits.
Napoleon looks at the note and, then, reads 1t aloud.

NAPOLEON
My dear Bonaparte, if you have not
already done so, | urge you to press
things to a conclusion. 1 cannot
guarantee the situation for very
much longer in Paris.

Sieyes, In an absolute panic, leans over and whispers to
Roger-Ducos.

SIEYES
Go and make sure the carriage and
driver are ready to leave at a
moment®s notice.

Roger-Ducos exits. Napoleon paces the room.

SIEYES
wWell -- what are you going to do?



NAPOLEON
Have patience -- all will be well.

There 1s a knock at the door.

NAPOLEON
Come 1in.
ORDERLY
Citizen Bourrienne to see you, Sir.
NAPOLEON
Send him In.
BOURRIENNE
A message from Lucien -- he says

that you had better act now.
Delbrel i1s going to introduce a
motion to halt the oaths and take a
vote to outlaw the three of you.

SIEYES
Oh, my God! Oh, my God! We will
all be on the guillotine In 24

hours.

NAPOLEON
Please stop chattering -- and let me
think.

SIEYES

There i1s nothing left to think
about. We will be outlawed! You“ve
waited too long! 1I°m leaving, and
any one who wishes to save his neck
will follow suit.

He exits.
INT. ORANGERY - DAY

Deputies going through the ritual of individually swearing
their oaths to the Constitution.

Napoleon enters with four grenadier guards and causes an
immediate uproar.

The grenadiers try to force a passage to approach the
speaker®s rostrum but a group of Jacobin deputies bar the
way .



DEPUTY #1
What -- bayonets i1n here?

DEPUTY #2
Soldiers! You are violating the
sanctuary of the laws. Withdraw
immediately!

NAPOLEON
Please stand out of the way. Four
grenadiers are no threat to you.

DEPUTY #3
Withdraw! Withdraw!

NAPOLEON
Citizen Deputies, please stand out
of the way -- I wish to approach the
speaker®s rostrum!

DEPUTY #1
Is it for this, then, that you
became a conqueror?

DEPUTY #4
Withdraw, withdraw immediately, |1
say!

NAPOLEON

Citizens, please stand aside. 1
wish to approach the speaker-®s
rostrum.

DEPUTY #2
Down with the Dictator! Down with
the Tyrant!

DEPUTY #4
Outlaw him! Outlaw him!

The cry i1s picked up of "Dictator,”™ "Tyrant," and
"Outlaw."

A scuffle breaks out and Napoleon is knocked to the ground
and viciously kicked. His guards manage to club their way
into this melee and drag him out of the Orangery.

EXT. ORANGERY - DAY

Among the soldiers, Napoleon, his face bloody, mounts a
horse and rides through his men. The troops are confused
by his appearance but give him a cheer as he passes by.



It 1s now Five o"clock and the grey November dusk 1is
closing In. A cry of "Long Live Bonaparte'™ thunders
through the courtyard.

INT. ORANGERY - DAY

The deputies are still in an uproar, but gradually the
sound of drums, beating the charge, is heard. The drums
get louder and a silence falls over the chamber. The
drumming gets louder. The door is thrown open and Murat
stands at the head of a column of grenadiers, with fixed
bayonets.

MURAT
Citizens, you are dissolved.

EXT. ST. CLOUD - DUSK

Deputies climb through the windows and are jeered by the
onlookers. Napoleon paces, nervously.

NARRATOR
At the age of 30, Napoleon would now
become 1st Consul and head of the
Executive, for a period of ten
years. The other two Consuls would
become merely figure-heads.

TITLE: EMPIRE
INT. TUILERIES SALON - DAY

Painted cardboard figures, about six inches high,
representing Napoleon, Josephine and the principal
personages involved 1n the forthcoming coronation, are
pushed about, discussed and noted, as the group plans the
complex stage management of the coronation.

Napoleon, Josephine, the painter David, and a small
entourage are seated, standing and kneeling around a
cardboard mock-up of the interior of Notre Dame Cathedral.

NARRATOR
In the five years that followed,
Napoleon gave proof of his brilliant
legislative, administrative and
organizational powers. He created
effective and enduring institutions
of government; revitalized the
economy; negotiated a concordat with
the Pope, thus ending the religious



rebellion 1n the Vendee; 