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DIETRICH BONHOEFFER
was born on February 4, 1906 in Breslau, Germany.

This is his true story.



FADE IN:

INT. KAISER WILHELM CATHEDRAL - DAY

From the balcony high above the floor, PAN UP SLOWLY to the
raised dais. The cathedral is packed with people in their
Sunday finery.

Luther's stirring hymn, "A MIGHTY FORTRESS IS OUR GOD"
reverberates through the spacious building.

A huge stained-glass window is lit momentarily as the clouds
pass from the sun, showing Martin Luther nailing his
proclamations to a church door.

The BONHOEFFER FAMILY sits near the front, clear stand-outs
from the others, both in attire and demeanor.

KARL, the father, late 60's, is somewhat detached and amused
by his surroundings. Tall and courtly, a thick shock of white
hair framing intelligent eyes, he leans forward, keenly aware

of the cathedral, the stained glass, the choir and the music.
Religious ritual is of interest to him both as a psychologist

and an agnostic.

Beside him sits his wife, PAULA, a lively, energetic woman

whose eyes are bright with tears. Round faced and smiling,

she squeezes KARL'S hand and beams at him. She has obviously
waited for a long time for this.

Sitting beside them their son, KLAUS, 28, plays with his
fedora, making it circle around his forefinger. A lawyer, he

is less guarded in his amusement at the pomp swirling around
him. His mother pats his leg, and he gives her a tight smile,
wishing he were elsewhere.

Next to him sits his wife, EMMI, a dark haired, thin woman
in her late twenties.

Next to her, nattily-dressed HANS VON DOHNANYI removes his
glasses and cleans them. He is here because of his wife,
CHRISTEL, another Bonhoeffer sibling, who sits beside him,
pride burning her cheeks. She catches the eye of someone at
the front and waves.

DIETRICH BONHOEFFER enters the cathedral with a group of
other young men in robes with purple piping. 25, blonde with

a wrestler's physique, he moves with the other men to the

first pew. His near-sighted, pale blue eyes squint behind

round glasses. He lights up as he sees his family.

Each family member brightens at Dietrich's arrival, pulled
from their individual thoughts. Their attention rivets on
him, not just because he is family, but because he has a
remarkable ability to draw people to him and toward their
own centers as well.



Dietrich sits down with the others, facing the imposing
podium, where the BISHOP OF BERLIN stands, a silver chalice
held by ANOTHER CLERIC at his side.

The CHOIR begins SINGING a BACH CHORALE as one by one, each
Initiate stands and approaches the Bishop, kneeling in front
of him.

The Bishop dips his forefinger into the oil and makes the
sign of the cross on the forehead of each Initiate in turn.

Dietrich steps forward, his face beaming with innocence, and
kneels before the Bishop.

Paula wipes a tear away.

Karl's reserve is clearly gone now, pride showing on his
face.

Dietrich, head bowed, is a picture of devout faith.

EXT. KAISER WILHELM MEMORIAL CATHEDRAL - LATER

The crowd exits the cathedral to a windy November morning.
Dark clouds stand like sentries in the distance.

People converge into groups to offer congratulations. Church
bells PEAL out over the brooding city.

The Bonhoeffers emerge with the others, knitting into a tight
group around Dietrich.

After the men have stiffly offered their hands, the women
gather around, hugging him.

Klaus and Hans separate themselves from the family a few
steps. Klaus's face is dark with concern.

Hans looks back at Dietrich, who is surrounded by well-
wishers.

HANS
He'll be a fine minister, Klaus.

KLAUS
For all the good it will do...

He looks up, his eyes focusing on something JUST OFF CAMERA.
PULL BACK and CRANE UP to reveal a tall pole, upon which a

huge flag waves briskly: a black circle on a blood-red field,
inside of which a white swastika blazes.

CUT TO:



SUPER: BERLIN, 1931

INT. A SMALL CHURCH - DAY

Dietrich stands stiffly at the podium, uncomfortable in a
black robe, a huge BIBLE open before him. His finger traces
a passage and he looks up, adjusting his glasses.

DIETRICH
Isaiah saw our day when he said:
"Prepare ye the way of the Lord,
make straight in the desert a highway
for our God..."

As he drones on, the congregation, mostly women and children,
sit scattered around the old church, a dark, dimly lit

building with none of the grandeur of the previous cathedral.
Here and there, a few are slumped over, sleeping. One MAN,
his head lolling back, snores loudly.

The small choir sits behind Dietrich in old faded red robes,
their attention wandering to their fingernails, the ceiling,
a novel, or a whispered conversation.

At the rear of the church, SOMEONE gets up and moves toward
the door. Others watch as he leaves, envious at his daring.

As he opens the large wooden doors, SOUNDS from the square
drift in: someone speaks through a BULL HORN, the sound of
POPULAR MUSIC, and various CROWD NOISES.

Dietrich looks up, pushing his glasses up on his nose as he
focuses on the rear of the church, just in time to see the
door slam shut on the SOUNDS outside.

He looks around, bewildered, lost for the moment.
In the pause, several others rise to leave, including a WOMAN
near the front. As Dietrich catches her eye, she looks away
and scurries down the aisle, embarrassed.
He continues, trying to salvage his sermon:
DIETRICH (CONT'D)

We live in a day when we must choose,

as Joshua did, to follow God or

Satan...
He continues on, his energy level dropping with each word.

A mass exodus is taking place. Even a CHOIR MEMBER slips
secretly out.

CUT TO:



Finally, Dietrich turns and signals the ORGANIST, who
immediately leans into the organ. Muted strains of CHORALE
MUSIC fill the room.

Dietrich looks out over the few remaining in the congregation.
He raises his hands in benediction.

DIETRICH (CONT'D)
God's peace be with you...

He descends the dais.

The congregation, suddenly alive and buzzing, exits quickly.
Even Dietrich is drawn toward the open doors, the MUSIC and
SPEECHES filling the church.

Only one person makes an effort to approach him, an old paper-
thin WOMAN, whose frail hand grasps his arm as he passes by.

OLD WOMAN
You're improving, Dietrich! | only
counted three sleepers!

He smiles in spite of himself and bends to her.

DIETRICH
Thank you, Grandmother. But didn't |
see you sleeping, too?

They both laugh and he guides her down the aisle toward the
doorway. Despite her age, she walks in grand fashion, as
befits the von Hase family, long a part of the aristocracy.

EXT. THE SQUARE FRONTING THE CHURCH - MOMENTS LATER

Dietrich and his grandmother emerge from the church with the
last straggling parishioners.

Across the square, a flatbed truck with black and red bunting
is parked. On it, a musical group plays American dance MUSIC.

MEMBERS of the NAZI YOUTH hand out cups of coffee and sweet
rolls, along with flyers to the gathering crowd.

Several posters of Adolf Hitler with local Nazi candidates
are tacked on nearby walls.

The music ends. After the applause dies down, a SPEAKER
approaches the microphone and AD LIBS about the economy and
the solutions the Nazis offer.

Crowd members nod approvingly as they drink coffee and eat
baked goods.

Dietrich and Grandmother stand on the steps of the church,
watching the Speaker as he enthralls the crowd.



Grandmother spits angrily on the ground.

GRANDMOTHER
That's what | think of them!

DIETRICH
Grandmother!

GRANDMOTHER
If they come to power, we're lost!
Mark it!

She strides off in a huff, refusing a flyer offered by an
attractive BLONDE GIRL, who turns and gives it to Dietrich.

INSERT - THE FLYER READS:
FOR THE NEW GERMANY!
VOTE THE NATIONAL SOCIALIST TICKET AN END TO FOREIGN
INTERVENTION AND ECONOMIC STAGNATION!

BACK TO SCENE - DIETRICH

studies the flyer unenthusiastically.

A hand is laid on his arm. He looks up and sees a grubby
BEGGAR.

Dietrich takes an involuntary step back at the stench rising
off the derelict.

BEGGAR
Hungry.

Dietrich looks at him, softening. He places his arm gently
on the shoulder of the Beggar, who fearfully pulls away.

DIETRICH
Come. Be filled with the word of
God.

BEGGAR
I'm hungry .

DIETRICH
We have no food here, but if you'll
wait, later | can...

The Beggar shrugs him off and looks at the crowd. It's pretty
good sized by now and the Speaker's enthusiasm is catching.

The Beggar looks back to Dietrich.

BEGGAR
They'll feed me.



He walks down the steps, pushing his way into the crowd. A
YOUTH hands him a roll, which he hungrily devours.

Dietrich stands on the steps, confused and alone. After a
beat, he turns and retreats into the church.

CUT TO:

INT. BONHOEFFER HOME - NIGHT

The entire clan is at Karl and Paula's home for dinner. The
adults are discussing politics, sports, economics and music.

The children are in another room, playing board games and
teasing one another.

At the piano, Dietrich plays a BEETHOVEN SONATA fluidly, his
eyes closed, lost in the music.

On the couch, Grandmother sits by her son, COLONEL PAUL VON
HASE, a square-jawed, broad-shouldered man with a generous
moustache and stomach.

He rolls out a newspaper.

VON HASE
Have you seen the paper?

INSERT - THE PAPER HEADLINE
reads: "$1 = 2.5 BILLION MARKS! WHERE WILL IT END?"
BACK TO SCENE - VON HASE
leans forward, lowering his voice.
VON HASE (CONT'D)

We can't afford to pay the war debt!

We should repudiate that damnable

Treaty of Versailles!

GRANDMOTHER
There is no need to swear!

Von Hase looks fondly at his mother and places a hand on her
knee condescendingly.

VON HASE
Gets my appetite up, Mother!

Dietrich's twin sister SABINE sits on the divan with her
husband, GERHARD LIEBHOLZ, a dark-haired attorney.

She gently chides von Hase.



SABINE
Uncle Paul, you sound like a Nazi!

VON HASE
Not yet, Sabine. But it's only a
matter of time before they come to
power and then, watch out! It's eat
or be eaten!

During this exchange, Paula has entered. She carries a spoon
of chocolate pudding, which she circles around von Hase's
head, startling him as she pushes it to his mouth.

PAULA
Well, we know which you prefer!

She sticks the spoon in his mouth and everyone laughs.

SABINE
Mother, do you need help?

PAULA
Just keep Paul away from the
dumplings, Sweetheart.

VON HASE
No you don't! An army travels on its
stomach!

Dietrich has stopped playing the piano and joins the crowd.
He places his hand on von Hase's ample stomach and leans in.

DIETRICH
If you traveled on your stomach,
wouldn't it be... smaller?

Von Hase gives him a mock poke and the two square off as
everyone else laughs.

Dietrich assumes a fighter's pose.
Hans steps between the gladiators.

HANS
| wouldn't if | were you, Paul. He's
quite a wrestler.

VON HASE
Ha! He barks but has no bite! Too
wrapped up in religion to tussle
anymore. Has to turn the other cheek,
right?

Unexpectedly, Dietrich reddens at this. Everyone notices.

But it passes momentarily and he smiles broadly.



DIETRICH
That's only in a serious fight. When
it's in fun, I'm allowed to beat you
black and blue!

He squares his shoulders and raises his fists.

Everyone laughs heatrtily, except von Hase, whose face shows
concern.

At that moment, Karl enters the room, removing his glasses
and looking every bit the stern patriarch.

KARL
All  civilized people are invited to
seat themselves for dinner!

Dietrich drops his fists sheepishly.

Von Hase puts his hand on Dietrich's shoulder and they share
a laugh. They adjourn to the dining room.

The adults take their places at the table, talking about
where they will sit, what's for dinner, etc. The children
are seated at a nearby table.

Klaus dishes up a plateful of sauerkraut and turns to von
Hase, a trace of hostility in his voice:

KLAUS
We are in terrible straights. But
extremism is not the answer.

VON HASE
We've got strikes in Munich and
Hamburg. Twenty percent unemployment
here in Berlin!

KLAUS
But Nazism?

VON HASE
They've proposed some thoughtful
reforms, including reorganizing the
Congress, consolidating the power in
the Presidency, and removing --

KARL
Anyone who isn't an Aryan Lutheran!

This gets Dietrich's attention, who has been quietly seeing
to the children's needs at their table.

The adults look at Dietrich expectantly, but he turns as if
he didn't hear.



10.

VON HASE
"Removal"? Really, Karl, no one has
said anything about--

KARL
Read between the lines, Paul! Hitler
has repeatedly maligned the Jews,
the Poles and Czechs--anyone who
isn't Aryan!

VON HASE
But everyone knows the Jews have
conspired with the international
bankers to ruin our economy!

KARL
Rubbish! The real danger is believing
that our problems can be blamed on
others! We've just got to work harder!

VON HASE
Well, if you ask me, we should do
some house cleaning first!

Astonished, Dietrich looks at von Hase, his face pleading
restraint.

After a long moment, Sabine slams a spoonful of mashed
potatoes down on her plate, furious.

SABINE
My husband is Jewish, my children
are half Jewish! What about them?
When your Nazis "clean house," who
stays and who is removed?

Gerhard touches her arm and she sits down. He has the look
of a man with much to say, but feels it would be pointless.

Von Hase is taken back. He looks from one face to another,
seeking help. AlImost everyone avoids his look except Karl
and Sabine.
Klaus nods at Dietrich.
The others follow his look and soon every eye is on Dietrich.
KLAUS
What does the Church say, Dietrich?
What do you say?

Dietrich looks around, reluctant. Even the children are
listening.

He shrugs his shoulders and smiles.



11.

DIETRICH
| say we should say grace and eat!

The children cheer and the tension is broken.

Von Hase smiles tightly and reaches over to Sabine, touching
her hand, murmuring an apology.

CUT TO:

INT. LARGE CONFERENCE HALL - NIGHT

A huge banner above the riser reads: "Build the New Church
of Christ in the New State of Adolf Hitler."

There is thunderous applause as we TILT DOWN to include people
on the riser, which is hung with the familiar red and black
bunting.

At the podium stands ADOLF HITLER, smiling as the clergy
cheer him. He is vibrant and charismatic, knows what people
want and gives it to them.

He raises his hands for silence.

HITLER
These are the last days, my friends!
As Christians we are sent as the
hunters and fishers to search out
the righteous and bring them into
the fold of God! Germany will be the
gathering place, a place where good
men and women can worship Christ
without fear of persecution! Without
fear of the heathen hordes who wait
outside the gates, ready to destroy
all that is good and pure! We must
stand as one against them! United!

He is again interrupted by even more thunderous applause.

HITLER (CONT'D)
But first the clergy must put its
own house in order! The Church has a
history of petty in-fighting that is
counter-productive to rebuilding the
State!

Audience members exchange looks.

Hitler lowers his voice, treading lightly on toes that will
feel the pinch.
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HITLER (CONT'D)
Unite yourselves and we will build
the new Germany with an alliance
between the Church and the National
Socialist Party! A powerful emissary
for Christ! A tool in the hands of
God to rid the earth of evil!

This brings the clergy to their feet, stamping and cheering.

At the rear, Dietrich stands with MARTIN NIEMOELLER, a slight,
balding young cleric, whom we recognize as one of the young
men who was ordained with Dietrich.

Dietrich applauds politely, but Niemoeller shakes his head.

NIEMOELLER
Next he'll compare himself to some
biblical figure!

DIETRICH
Who?

Niemoeller gives Dietrich a knowing wink.
Hitler basks in the adulation. He lowers his voice humbly.

HITLER
| know | have been chosen by God,
like Moses, to lead this people out
of the wilderness and into the
Promised Land! And, unlike the
faithless Jews, we will not turn our
backs on the Messiah! We will not
trample under our feet Christian
ideals! We will not betray God!

Niemoeller cups his hand to Dietrich's ear, whispering:

NIEMOELLER
Satan!

As the crowd roars its approbation, Hitler turns and shakes
hands with the robed clergy, who beam their approval.

INT. CONFERENCE HALL - LATER

The crowd members mill around, discussing Hitler's speech.
MOVE among them, picking up snatches of conversation,
generally supportive of Hitler's ideas.

As WE PASS through the crowd, a reception line BECOMES VISIBLE
near the riser.

Hitler greets the clergy and Dietrich stands, waiting his
turn. Niemoeller grabs him, trying to pull him out of line.
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NIEMOELLER
You're not going to talk to him!

DIETRICH
And you a minister, Martin! How can
you judge a man you've never even
met?

Niemoeller gives up and walks away.
At that moment, a CLERGYMAN extends his hand to Dietrich.

CLERGYMAN
Pastor Bonhoeffer! May | present
Bishop Ludwig Mueller?

LUDWIG MUELLER, a well-fed man with close cropped white hair
and a bulbous nose, extends his hand to Dietrich, his lips
set in a straight line. He hates this.

MUELLER
May | present Herr Hitler?

Dietrich turns and finds himself facing Hitler, who smiles
and clasps both his hands around Dietrich's.

HITLER
Bonhoeffer, did you say, Ludwig?

Mueller nods, surprised.
Hitler looks closely at Dietrich.

HITLER (CONT'D)
Son of Karl Bonhoeffer, professor of
psychiatry at the University of
Berlin?

Dietrich nods, equally surprised.
He exchanges a quick glance with Mueller.

HITLER (CONT'D)
I've known your family from the
beginning! A wonderful legacy! Fine
Germans! Faithful Germans!

He leans toward Dietrich, putting his arm on his shoulder.

HITLER (CONT'D)
| trust you are a faithful German,
Pastor Bonhoeffer?

DIETRICH
Yes, sir. | hope so.
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HITLER
Good. There is room in the new Germany
for faithful leaders! Then you will
support us in the church and national
elections?

Dietrich doesn't know what to say. He is perplexed at Hitler's
warmth and charisma.

Mueller steps forward, catching Dietrich's elbow.

MUELLER
Of course he will.

Mueller herds Dietrich down the line, away from Hitler.
A look of genuine confusion clouds Dietrich's face.

CUT TO:

INT. COFFEE SHOP - DAY

ANGLE ON THE NEWSPAPER

The headline, dated April 4, 1932, proclaims:
"Hindenburg Re-Elected, Nazis Edged Out"

DIETRICH

smiles at the headline and taps his cigarette.

At that moment, Martin Niemoeller sits down opposite him,
concern on his face.

Dietrich looks up.

DIETRICH
Why so downcast? Haven't you seen
the paper?

NIEMOELLER

Have you? Did you see the story about
the church elections?

DIETRICH
| just picked it up. Haven't had
time to...

Niemoeller opens the paper, quickly turning the pages and
finds the article inside.

He shows it to Dietrich.

INSERT - THE HEADLINE in small print: "Dibelius Resigns."
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BACK TO SCENE

NIEMOELLER
The National Bishop has resigned! |
just spoke to him! Do you know what
he told me?

Dietrich shakes his head, worry clouding his face now.

NIEMOELLER (CONT'D)
The Nazis stole the election! Their
delegates were defeated, but they
stuffed ballot boxes and stole and
destroyed others!

DIETRICH
Does it say this in the paper?

NIEMOELLER
Of course not! Now the Nazis control
the Church! Do you know what that
means, Dietrich?

Dietrich takes a deep drag on his cigarette.

NIEMOELLER (CONT'D)
We're lost!

CUT TO:

INT. KAISER WILHELM CATHEDRAL - DAY

Martin Niemoeller stands at the great pulpit, preaching to a
capacity crowd.

Dietrich and several other family members sit in the audience.
Niemoeller is stirred up and full of passion.

NIEMOELLER
Today is Reformation Day, the day we
celebrate Martin Luther's courageous
stand against the Church's heresy.

The stained-glass of Luther nailing his proclamation to the
cathedral door sparkles as the morning sun streams through.

NIEMOELLER (CONT'D)

These heresies included using the
Church as a tool of the state to
deny civil rights, the same rights
which allow us to worship here today!

(long beat)
Now, look at our Church and our
nation! What good did Luther do? He
died and for what?



16.
Members of the audience shift uncomfortably in their seats.

Dietrich shields his eyes with his hand. He knows where
Niemoeller is going.

NIEMOELLER (CONT'D)
Nothing! The Church will not even
allow him to rest in peace!

He points at the stained glass.

Every eye in the audience follows the arc of his finger to
the window.

NIEMOELLER (CONT'D)
He is dragged in to justify all the
evil taking place in the Church! His
name is invoked with each plunge of
the knife into what is holy!

Niemoeller shakes his head slowly, his eyes downcast.

NIEMOELLER (CONT'D)
If we choose to follow a false god--
one who has taken the holy cross and
twisted it into a swastika...

His voice lowers to a whisper. The audience leans forward.

NIEMOELLER (CONT'D)

We should not be surprised if the

time comes for us, as it did for

Luther, to spill our blood as martyrs!
DIETRICH
raises his head and looks toward the window.
HIS P.O.V. - THE STAINED-GLASS WINDOW
Bright shafts of sunlight stream through the stained glass.
DIETRICH

looks at Niemoeller, who stands quietly, grasping the sides
of the pulpit, his head bowed.

At the rear of the church, GESTAPO AGENT FRANZ SONDEREGGER,
tall, thick-set and stern, listens to the murmuring of the
crowd, his eyes riveted on Niemoeller with awful intensity.

CUT TO:



17.
EXT. COLISEUM - NIGHT

A huge crowd has gathered. Large Nazi flags and pictures of
Hitler form the backdrop.

Generals and dignitaries stand in rapt attention behind him.

Storm troopers form a cordon in front of the raised platform,
their expressions stern.

Hitler stands behind a microphone, speaking with frenzied
ardor, his hands punctuating his words decisively.

HITLER
| have never made cheap promises! So
you may believe me when | say that,
as your new Chancellor, things will
change! The time has come to throw
off foreign intervention in our
affairs! Should we pay war
reparations? No! Should we allow
godless communism to destroy our
culture? No! Should we submit to
Jewish interests and their capitalist
banker lackeys? Never!

The crowd jumps to its feet, cheering wildly.
Hitler wags his finger, nodding his head. The crowd quiets.

HITLER (CONT'D)
International Jewry has been the
core of our problems since the
beginning! Filthy vermin who plague
our cities with a diseased culture!

More cheering. Blood curdling yells are heard at the end.

HITLER (CONT'D)
The time has come to rid Germany of
these vipers. They do not belong
here. They do not want to be here.
They constantly whine about going
back to "Jerusalem" and "Zion."

This gets a laugh from the crowd.
Hitler smiles and winks.

HITLER (CONT'D)
So, let us grant their wish! Let us
make it easy for them to leave our
land and go back to their own! Refuse
contact with them! Do not do business
with them! They say they are chosen
and we are gentiles!

(MORE)



HITLER (CONT'D)
Let me tell you: | would rather be a
gentile than a part of the race that
chose to crucify our Lord!

The crowd erupts into a frenzy of cheers and chants: "Down
with Jews!," "Jews out of Germany!," and "Hitler! Hitler!"

INT. BONHOEFFER HOME - NIGHT (SAME)

Grandmother reaches and switches off the radio, squelching

the rabid SCREAMS. After a moment the insanity dissipates.

PAULA
Do you think Sabine and Gerhard are
in any danger?

DIETRICH
He's good at whipping crowds into
frenzies, but later, people calm
down and see how crazy his ideas
are.

GRANDMOTHER
You're wrong! The Church should stop
him now, while it's still stronger
than he is! But look what you let
him do!

DIETRICH
| don't "let him do" anything! I'm
just a pastor of a small congregation.
What can | do?

GRANDMOTHER
Hmmf! What ministers always do! Stick
your noses in the Bible while the
world goes to hell!

PAULA
Mother!

Grandmother gets up suddenly and goes to the coat rack.

GRANDMOTHER
I'm going to Friedman's for
strawberries.

PAULA
It's too late, Mother.

GRANDMOTHER
Good Lord, | hope not.

18.

CUT TO:



19.
She glares at them as she puts on her coat and exits.
Dietrich looks at his mother and nods toward the door.

DIETRICH
Maybe | should go with her.

Paula nods and he grabs his coat, following Grandmother out
into the Berlin fall evening.

CUT TO:

EXT. BERLIN STREET - NIGHT
Grandmother walks swiftly along, bundled up against the cold.

Behind her, Dietrich trots to catch up. He falls into step
with her, saying nothing.

They walk along in silence for a moment, passing homes where
the SOUND of the continuing radio broadcast spills out bits
and pieces of Hitler's hate.

DIETRICH
I'm not sure this is a good night
to...
She stops and turns to him.
GRANDMOTHER

To what, Dietrich?
Dietrich says nothing.
She eyes him carefully.
GRANDMOTHER (CONT'D)
Tell me, Dietrich, have you ever
eaten a Jewish strawberry?

She continues down the sidewalk alone.

EXT. FRIEDMAN'S PRODUCE SHOP - MOMENTS LATER

The shop is small, and the bins outside the store are empty.
The dingy window is lettered in precise gothic: "Friedman's
Produce."

Over it all, in dripping YELLOW PAINT, a sloppy Star of David
has been scrawled.

Across the dimly lit street, THREE RUFFIANS loiter, drinking
and smoking.

Grandmother and Dietrich ENTER FRAME, heading for the store.



The Ruffians notice and cut them off, blocking the entrance.

Through the window, the store proprietor, ABE FRIEDMAN, peers
out fearfully.

He waves the Bonhoeffers away, pointing to the Ruffians, one
of whom turns and starts for the window, scaring poor old
Friedman, who cowers back into the obscurity of the store.

Dietrich places himself between the Ruffians and Grandmother,
squaring his shoulders.

But three on one and a little alcohol strengthen their
bravado.

RUFFIAN #1
Where are you going?

DIETRICH
To buy a few strawberries, if you
please.
He sees YELLOW PAINT on the hands of Ruffian #1.

RUFFIAN #2
Piss off! Shop somewhere else!

Grandmother steps around Dietrich, her eyes flashing.

GRANDMOTHER
I've shopped here for twenty years!

Dietrich pulls her back as the Ruffians slowly surround them.
He nods at the obvious leader, Ruffian #1.
DIETRICH
Please. I'm a minister. I'm not
political--
Grandmother shrugs off Dietrich's hand and marches to Ruffian

#1. She gets up on her toes and puts her sharp nose into his
face.

GRANDMOTHER
Well, | am! Let me by!

She tries to push by him and he grabs her arm, laughing.

Dietrich steps forward and RUFFIAN #3 shoves him from behind,
knocking him into RUFFIAN #2, who pushes him back.

Soon Grandmother is left alone near the door as the three
Ruffians surround Dietrich, circling, ready to strike.

20.
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DIETRICH
| don't want to fight you. Even one
at a time.

RUFFIAN #1

Who said it would be one at a time?
They close ranks and suddenly attack.
Dietrich doesn't strike out, but repels and dodges the blows.

After a moment, two of the Ruffians grab him while Ruffian
#1 prepares to strike.

RUFFIAN #1 (CONT'D)
Goddamn Jew lover!

Grandmother takes a step forward, fire in her eyes.
GRANDMOTHER
If you know what's good for you,
young man, you'll stop!
Ruffian #1 turns and looks at her, incredulous.

RUFFIAN #1
And if | don't?

Grandmother smiles triumphantly, as if the fight is already
over and Dietrich has won. Her voice trumpets the news.

GRANDMOTHER
You'll see!

Ruffian #1 looks at Dietrich, unsure if she's serious or
not.

Dietrich looks imposing, even though he is held by the other
two Ruffians.

Grandmother sneers at Ruffian #1.

GRANDMOTHER (CONT'D)
Go ahead. Go get your lumps!

This is too much for him and he wades in, swinging.

He connects twice to the stomach and once to the face,
splitting Dietrich's lip.

Dietrich is dazed, but still struggles against his captors.
Ruffian #1 rears back to hit him again.

Suddenly, a voice is heard, yelling:



VOICE (0.S))
What's going on here?

All turn to see a COP rounding the corner.

The Ruffians cut and run, leaving Dietrich standing alone.

The Cop watches them run away but makes no attempt to pursue.

COP
| said, what's going on here?

DIETRICH
Those hooligans were trying to stop
us from going in here!

The Cop sees the Star of David. He turns to Dietrich.
COP
Well, you're just asking for trouble
shopping here!

He roughly pushes past and goes on about his business, walking
down the street, whistling.

Dietrich watches him leave, then turns. Grandmother is gone!
He looks around frantically, then sees her through the window,
handing a coin to Friedman in exchange for a packet of
strawberries. She says goodbye and comes back outside.

She gives Dietrich a big, fat strawberry which he gingerly
places in his mouth, grimacing. She frowns.

GRANDMOTHER
| was the only customer he's had
today! Poor soul!

She starts down the street.

Dietrich follows her, holding a hankie to his swelling lip.

DIETRICH
You disappeared! | was worried about
you!

GRANDMOTHER

Well, | wasn't worried about you!
You might be a minister, but you're
still a fighter!

DIETRICH
I'm supposed to be a peacemaker.

GRANDMOTHER
Sometimes, child, peace must follow
war...

22.
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Suddenly, they hear a CRASH! and turn back to see the Ruffians
running away from Friedman's store, laughing hysterically.

A large metal trash can lies half way through the shattered
window.

HOLD ON Dietrich's angry expression.
DISSOLVE TO:

INT. CHURCH MEETING HALL - NIGHT
About fifty young clerics sit on folding chairs.

On a dais are a number of men, including the former National
Bishop, OTTO DIBELIUS, grave and pensive.

Not far from him sits Martin Niemoeller.

In the audience, Dietrich fidgets in his seat. He still sports
bruises from the altercation at Friedman's.

CLERIC #1 stands at the podium addressing the clergy.

CLERIC #1
When the Church passed the Aryan
Clause, forbidding Jewish Christians
from holding office, it became too
late for reform--the Church has
apostatized!

General agreement is voiced by the members of the audience.
Dietrich listens intently, saying nothing.
In the audience, CLERIC #2 jumps to this feet angrily.

CLERIC #2
Heresy!

He is jeered and cheered by the audience, half and half.
Niemoeller stands and calms the crowd.

NIEMOELLER
The Church has always been the
conscience of the State; its
allegiance is to God! But now it
rubber stamps every Nazi action! We
must oppose racism and religious
persecution! We must reform the Church
to respond to the Nazi threat!

There is great tumult at this statement. Many get to their
feet.



Niemoeller looks around and sees Dietrich sitting, looking
downward.

Niemoeller signals for quiet.

NIEMOELLER (CONT'D)
Pastor Bonhoeffer, you've written
extensively on the role of the Church.
What do you say?

Dietrich looks up, surprised. He gets slowly to his feet, a
little shy.

After long moment, he speaks:

DIETRICH
| have it on good authority that it
may be possible to give allegiance
to both Church and State.

CLERIC #3 jumps up, angrily pointing his finger at him.

CLERIC #3
What authority?

DIETRICH
"Render unto Caesar the things which
are Caesar's."

Dibelius gets to his feet and looks sternly at Dietrich.

DIBELIUS
"And unto God the things that are
God's"

The crowd breaks into loud discussion at this, both pro and
con.

Dietrich raises his hands to quiet the noise.

DIETRICH
Exactly--it's a balancing act, my
friends. We cannot help our nation
as outcasts; we must work from within.
In my opinion, a breakaway church
will do more harm than good.

The room explodes again in controversy.

A man near Dietrich presses close, making a point strongly.

Strangely uninvolved in the controversy, Dietrich shrugs his
shoulders and sits down, refusing to argue.

Niemoeller waves the crowd to silence.

24,
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NIEMOELLER
All right! We've heard both sides.
Let's put it to a vote. All those
who can support the formation of the
Confessing Church, raise their hands.

About a third of the hands go up, including Niemoeller's and
Dibelius's.

Slowly but surely, as people see who has voted, more and
more raise their hands, until a clear majority is evident.

Dietrich is not among them. He looks at the floor, not gauging
his response by anyone else's.

NIEMOELLER (CONT'D)
So agreed. We will meet again in two
weeks to discuss the details. Thank
you, gentlemen. And God be with you!

EXT. CHURCH MEETING HALL - MOMENTS LATER (RAIN)

The streets are wet as the clergy exit the hall, excitedly
discussing the vote. Dietrich appears and pulls up his collar
against the cold. He turns and walks alone down the street.

A YOUNG CLERIC takes note of Dietrich and hurriedly crosses
the street. FOLLOW as he rounds a corner and out of sight.

He approaches a BLACK SEDAN and taps on the back seat window.

It opens just enough for us to see a lit cigarette and nothing
more.

The Young Cleric looks around furtively, then leans forward,
producing a folded PIECE OF PAPER, handing it to the man and
speaking quietly:

YOUNG CLERIC
Niemoeller just led a vote to split
from the Church.

MAN IN THE CAR
Any opposition?

YOUNG CLERIC
Dietrich Bonhoeffer was against it--

The man in the back seat leans forward, his face now visible
for the first time. It's Sonderegger.

SONDEREGGER
Fine. We have it from here.
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He waves the driver ahead. The sedan pulls away, leaving the
Young Cleric shivering in the cold.

CUT TO:

INT. CHURCH RECTORY OUTER OFFICE - DAY

FRAU HEYDRICH, Dietrich's secretary, 50s, pudgy, with a swirl
of gray hair, is replacing books in the large shelves which

skirt the walls of the outer office.

The door bursts open and she drops a book. Two men enter.

SONDEREGGER
Dietrich Bonhoeffer, please.

HANS RITTER, the prototypical Gestapo henchman, all chest
and neck and no sense of humor, stiffly picks up the book
and hands it back to the surprised secretary.

FRAU HEYDRICH
Are you expected?

Sonderegger strides toward the inner office. He snorts:
SONDEREGGER
Never.
INT. DIETRICH'S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

The door bursts open, revealing a desk piled with books,
manuscripts, all sorts of newspapers and publications.

Dietrich sits buried in the confusion, his glasses pulled
down on his nose, writing steadily.

Without looking, he waves the interruption away.

DIETRICH
Frau Heydrich! No interruptions,
please!

SONDEREGGER

Dietrich Bonhoeffer?
Dietrich looks up.
It takes a moment for him to focus. He stands.

Frau Heydrich stands in the doorway behind the two men,
wringing her hands, offering an apologetic look.

DIETRICH
Pastor Bonhoeffer. And you are?
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Ritter turns, closing the door on Frau Heydrich.
Dietrich stiffens.
Sonderegger leans forward and examines the mess on the desk.
Dietrich steps around the desk.
Ritter turns and takes a step toward Dietrich, who stops.
SONDEREGGER
Gestapo Agent Commissar Franz
Sonderegger. | need your help.

Dietrich visibly relaxes.

Ritter turns to the bookshelf, extracting a book, idly
thumbing through it.

DIETRICH
A religious matter?

Sonderegger clears off a seat and sits, as does Dietrich.
Ritter browses, apparently uninterested.
Sonderegger smiles blandly.

SONDEREGGER
Of a sort. It concerns your friend,
Martin Niemoeller.

DIETRICH
What about him?

SONDEREGGER
At your meeting last night he
advocated leaving the Church because
of its Jewish policy.

DIETRICH
How can this possibly concern the
Gestapo?

SONDEREGGER

The Chancellor's views on the Jews
are shared by many, many loyal German
Christians--

DIETRICH
You mean "Nazis."

SONDEREGGER
Yes of course. Nazi Christians.

DIETRICH
Hmmf! There's a contradiction!



SONDEREGGER
Semantics. We are concerned about
this upstart "Confessing Church" and
its intentions.

DIETRICH
| don't know what its intentions
are. Ask Niemoeller.

SONDEREGGER
I'm asking you.

DIETRICH
If you know about the meeting, you
must also know that | opposed leaving
the State Church, notwithstanding
its doctrinal errors.

SONDEREGGER
"Doctrinal errors™? How do you stand
on the Jewish Question?

DIETRICH
Get out.

Sonderegger leans back, steepling his fingers. He's not going

anywhere, yet.
He leans forward, his eyes narrowing.

SONDEREGGER
You were the voice of reason last
night, Pastor Bonhoeffer...

Sonderegger gets up and starts toward the door.

Ritter opens it. Frau Heydrich stands up quickly, blushing.
She was listening at the door.

None of the men notice.

SONDEREGGER (CONT'D)
The clergy should worry about saving
souls. The Nazis will worry about
saving Germany.

He walks out and Ritter follows, leaving Dietrich with a
look of consternation on his face.

EXT. PARTY RALLY GROUNDS - NIGHT

A huge swastika tops the stands, which are colonnaded on
either side of the reviewing platform. The stands are filled
with people.

28.

CUT TO:



Behind the stands thirty anti-aircraft searchlights project
their beams heavenward, forming an impressive light curtain
against the black night sky.

On the field, hundreds of Hitler Youth, dressed in white

shirts and khaki pants, form a huge, rotating swastika, like

some insane marching band. The "BADENWEILER MARCH" ECHOES
throughout the stadium.

Adolf Hitler stands on the podium, his eyes far away and
dreamy. Near the CORNER OF THE FRAME stands General Paul von
Hase.

Everyone gives the Nazi salute. Hitler gives his own bent
elbow response.

The MUSIC ENDS. The youngsters on the field give way to the
marching army cordons.

They approach in tight formation and stop in front of the
reviewing stand, saluting.

HERMANN GOERING, early 40's, corpulent, with a wide, full
mouth, takes his place behind the mike.

GOERING
| will now administer the Oath of
Allegiance to the military. Repeat
after me: "l swear before God... to
give my unconditional obedience to
Adolf Hitler... Fuhrer of the Reich
and its people... Supreme Commander
of the Armed Forces... and | pledge
my word as a brave soldier... to
observe this oath... even at the
risk of my life.

Over the preceding, a
SERIES OF SHOTS:
A) The soldiers repeat the phrases as Goering utters them.

B) At the Bonhoeffer home, Karl, Paula, Sabine and Gerhard
Liebholz, Grandmother von Hase, and a number of children,
sit around a radio, listening to the oath. They look at each
other with concern.

C) People step from houses, waving Nazi flags, offering toasts
in celebration.

D) In a café, Klaus and Emmi Bonhoeffer and Hans and Christel
von Dohnanyi listen to a radio of the broadcast. Hans shakes
his head while Klaus storms from the room, kicking over a

chair at a nearby table, surprising the other patrons.
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E) At his produce shop, Abe Friedman listens to the radio
and pulls down the shade of his boarded-up window, traces of
yellow paint still visible on the remaining glass.

F) In a darkened alley, Niemoeller gives a MAN a wrapped
parcel and nods gravely. The Man exits. Martin goes out into
the lighted street as a truck passes, BLARING the broadcast,
children racing after it, cheering.

G) Dietrich kneels in his room at the rectory, praying. A
TUMULT arises outside and he gets to his feet and goes to
the window. Outside, a truck passes, BLARING the broadcast.
He shuts the window, returns to his bed and kneels again,

his head bowed in anguish.

FADE OUT.
FADE IN:

INT. BERLIN UNIVERSITY HALLWAY - DAY

Dietrich exits the classroom, a load of books under his arm,
surrounded by students asking questions about his theology
lecture.

Dietrich answers as best he can as he walks down the hall.

Suddenly a YOUNG MAN appears, a load of BOOKS tied together
in his arms. There is a look of panic on his face.

YOUNG MAN
May | speak to you?

DIETRICH
You'll have to wait your turn, like
everybody else.

The Young Man grabs Dietrich's arm and shuttles him down the
hall, away from the other students.

YOUNG MAN
This can't wait.

Around the corner, he places the books in Dietrich's arms.

YOUNG MAN (CONT'D)
These are Pastor Niemoeller's.

DIETRICH
| don't understand. Wh --

YOUNG MAN
He's been arrested by the Gestapo!

CUT TO:
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INT. HALLWAY/CELL, GESTAPO PRISON - NIGHT

Dietrich follows a GUARD, who produces a key and opens the
door to a cell.

Inside, Niemoeller lies on a cot facing the wall, his back
to the door. His clothes are torn and his hair is an oily
mass. His arms are crossed with his hands tucked in his
armpits.

He doesn't stir as Dietrich enters and sits on the cot, gently
turning him over.

DIETRICH
What have they done to you?

Niemoeller unfolds his arms, revealing his hands. The
fingernails are black with blood from the interrogation.

He places them back under his arms, grimacing.

NIEMOELLER
If | keep pressure on them, they
don't throb so much.

DIETRICH
Why, Martin? What did you do?

NIEMOELLER
Spoke my mind...

He looks around. The Guard stands outside the door, looking
down the hall.

Niemoeller leans closer to Dietrich.

NIEMOELLER (CONT'D)
Did you get the books?

DIETRICH
Yes, but what--

NIEMOELLER
They must not be found, Dietrich.

Promise me.

He looks intently at Dietrich, who finally nods.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. DIETRICH'S OFFICE - LATER
Dietrich walks into the office. It is late and he is alone.

He turns on the light, hangs up his coat, goes to the closet,
and withdraws Niemoeller's books, untying the bundle.



The books are nondescript and unimportant: tired novels,
obscure theological texts, and re-hashed political treatises

. Dietrich picks up a book and leafs through it, turning it
upside down. Nothing falls out.

He turns others upside down. Nothing.

He goes over to a chest of drawers topped by a mirror and
places a coffee pot on the hotplate there.

Returning to his desk, he thumbs through Goethe's "DR.
FAUSTUS." Something catches his eye.

His finger traces something on the page.

INSERT - THE PAGE

The letter "t" is lightly underlined in pencil.
DIETRICH

flips a few pages more. Something catches his eye.
INSERT - THE LETTER "N"

is lightly underlined.

DIETRICH

grabs a pencil and turns to the front of the book.
INSERT - THE BACK SIDE OF THE TITLE PAGE
The letter "s" is lightly underlined.

DIETRICH

begins flipping the pages until he finds another letter. He
jots it down and flips a few more pages.

Another letter is found and he adds it in.

INT. DIETRICH'S OFFICE - LATER

Dietrich sits back, removing his glasses and rubbing his
eyes.

INSERT - THE CODE
is an unintelligible string of letters.

DIETRICH
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DISSOLVE TO:



examines the paper. The coffee BOILS furiously on the
hotplate.

He gets up and tosses the paper on the bureau as he helps
himself to the coffee. In the mirror he sees a worn, tired
man with thinning blonde hair and bloodshot eyes.

He looks down and his eyes freeze on the mirror. His gaze

darts to the paper on the bureau, then up again to the mirror.

A smile slowly makes its way to his face.
He grabs the paper and holds it up to the mirror.
CLOSE ANGLE - IN THE MIRROR
the code begins to make sense:
OWILLADVISEONB.ANDC.AIDIN
arrestandtrialofh.needhelpofchurchcontacts
DIETRICH (0.S.)
"O" will advise on "B" and "C" aid
in arrest and trial of "H" Need help
of church contacts...
DIETRICH

stands a moment, staring at the mirror. Horror dawns on his
face and he focuses on one portion of the code.

INSERT - THE SECTION OF THE CODE
reading "trialofH." is seen.

DIETRICH

catches his breath.

DIETRICH (CONT'D)
Hitler!

He crumples the paper and throws it in the trash can.

He picks up the books, opens the closet door, and places
them inside.

He shuts the door and paces the room, arriving at the mirror
again. He looks down.

His hands are shaking.
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EXT. MINISTRY OF RELIGION - ESTABLISHING - DAY
An imposing granite and colonnaded building.
Dietrich scales the steep steps and enters the huge bronze
doors.
INT. MUELLER'S OFFICE - MOMENTS LATER

Dietrich bursts into the outer office, which is opulently
furnished in dark, imposing woods and marble statuary.

The SECRETARY pores over a book at a desk. She pulls down
her glasses and looks up at Dietrich.

SECRETARY
May | help you?

DIETRICH
| must see Bishop Mueller.

SECRETARY
He's not here just now.

DIETRICH
Where is he?

SECRETARY

In the conference hall.
Dietrich turns and exits quickly.
The Secretary gets to her feet, yelling after him.
SECRETARY (CONT'D)
It's a private function!
INT. HALLWAY - MOMENTS LATER

FOLLOW Dietrich as he strides down the wide, marble-floored
hallway, passing expensive works of art without seeing them.

He also fails to notice the food stewards, dressed formally
in black, gloved and pushing carts piled high with food and
drink.

He reaches the oak doors at the end of the hallway.

INT. CONFERENCE ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Distinguished clergymen gather in tight clumps, conversing
and drinking.
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Dietrich slips into the room behind a food steward. He scans
the crowd and sees Mueller talking to someone.

Dietrich makes his way through the crowd and forcibly pushes
past the man talking to Mueller.

The man turns around, a smile rapidly fading from his face--
it is Adolf Hitler.

Dietrich is stunned. He stops, his mouth gaping open.

Hitler's eyes narrow at first, then he smiles.

HITLER

Pastor Bonhoeffer, isn't it?
DIETRICH

Pardon me. | must speak with Bishop

Mueller.
Mueller shifts angrily from one foot to another.

MUELLER
Can't you see we're busy here?

Hitler smiles and places a hand on Mueller's arm.
HITLER
It's okay, Ludwig. We can get along
without you for a moment!
He winks at his uniformed cronies and laughs.
Mueller grimaces and steers Dietrich quickly into another
room.
INT. ADJOINING ROOM - DAY

The door closes and Mueller's forced smile fades.

MUELLER
What is the meaning of this?

DIETRICH
Niemoeller has been arrested by the
Gestapo! They tortured him!

Mueller turns from him, going over to a tall window with
sheer drapery.

He scowls to himself, then turns back to Dietrich, who stands,
the picture of desperation.

Mueller's tone changes to that of a concerned friend.



MUELLER
My God! What did he do?

DIETRICH
"Speaking his mind," he said!

MUELLER
Fool!

He grabs Dietrich's arm and looks at him, lowering his voice.
MUELLER (CONT'D)
Dangerous times, Dietrich! Care must
be taken!
DIETRICH
Can you help him? Can you talk to...
him?
He motions toward the conference room.
Mueller turns away again, thinking.
Finally, he turns back, smiling.

He leads Dietrich toward a door, but not the one they came
in.
MUELLER
Don't worry. I'll take care of it.
Yes. All will be fine.

He pushes Dietrich out the door.

INT. MINISTRY HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

Dietrich finds himself out in the hallway. He stands there
for a moment, confused. Several stewards pass by with carts.

He shakes his head and begins walking toward the stairs,

then on an impulse, he turns back and approaches the
conference room doors, entering right behind a food steward.
Inside, he slips along the wall, trying to be inconspicuous.

A CLERGYMAN nods his way, greeting him without interest.
Near the large windows on one side of the room, Mueller stands
next to Hitler. He raises his hand to silence the crowd,

looking about.

Dietrich quickly moves behind a rather PORTLY MINISTER.

MUELLER
And now, the festivities!
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A STEWARD posted at a door opens it briskly.

People step aside as TWO BEAUTIFUL WOMEN in short formal
black dresses push in a cart, upon which lies a huge circular
CAKE with white frosting. Topping the cake are hundreds of
blazing black candles forming a swastika.

Mueller smiles and Hitler laughs heartily.

Someone begins singing "HAPPY BIRTHDAY TO YOU" and everyone
joins in.

Hitler claps Mueller on the back and leers appreciatively at
the TWO WOMEN, one of whom hands him a huge knife.

As the song finishes, Hitler motions for several clergymen
to help him blow out the candles. They do.

He then cuts the first wedge of cake, revealing a blood-red
center.

He offers it to Mueller, who laughs and takes a big bite. A
FLASH BULB captures the moment. Everyone cheers.

Hitler hands the knife to a steward, who cuts more pieces
and distributes them. Mueller raises his hands for quiet.

MUELLER (CONT'D)
Today, we affirm that the voice of
the Fuhrer is the voice of the people,
and the voice of the people is the
voice of God!

This brings a cheer from the collected Clergy.

Dietrich, still hiding behind the Portly Clergyman, has been
handed a piece of cake. He grimaces at Mueller's remark.

Hitler wipes a bit of frosting off his mouth with a napkin
and clears his throat.

HITLER
My thanks to you distinguished
clergymen who have come to celebrate
my birthday with a most fitting
present! Bishop Mueller?

He takes a step back and Mueller is again the center of
attention. He grows solemn.

MUELLER
Will you all please raise your right
hands and repeat after me?

All the clergy raise their hands except Dietrich, who looks
like he wishes rocks would fall on him and cover him up.
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MUELLER (CONT'D)
| promise to be true and obedient...
to our Fuhrer, Adolf Hitler... and |
pledge myself... to every sacrifice
| am called upon to offer in his
name... so help me God.

Under the above, the clergy respond to the oath with gusto,
proudly repeating the words.

Dietrich's eyes move from his cake, up the back of the man
in front of him, and finally across the room to Mueller.

He wills their eyes to meet. Finally they do.

Mueller's face goes ashen and he hesitates a bit, then
continues on.

At the finish, the crowd breaks into a cheer, but Mueller's
attention is riveted on Dietrich, who places his cake on an
empty tray and exits quietly, the door closing behind him.
Hitler's smile fades as he sees the look on Mueller's face.

He turns to see what he is looking at, just in time to see
the door close behind Dietrich.

FADE OUT.
OVER BLACK
The SOUNDS of rioting: breaking glass, screams, muffled shouts
and cries, police sirens, the crackle of fire, children's
walils, a voice praying in Yiddish.

FADE IN:

EXT. BERLIN STREET - NIGHT

Through a window high above the street below, the
"Krystalnacht" riots ARE SEEN in full progress.

Across the street, a synagogue blazes, the dripping YELLOW
STAR on the doorway licked by flames.

PAN NEXT DOOR, where half a dozen BROWN SHIRTS plunder a
shop, tossing furniture out the broken window.

A WOMAN clutching a CHILD screams at the looters, but is
roughly shoved aside. The Child falls on the pavement.

The SHOPKEEPER storms from the building and attacks the Brown
shirt who shoved the woman. He is grabbed by several others
and beaten bloody by broken furniture.

PAN ACROSS THE STREET where TWO POLICEMEN stand, watching.



39.

Not far from them, SEVERAL PEOPLE, obviously JEWS, huddle
together fearfully.

A GROUP of YOUNGSTERS, no more than twelve years old, run
toward them, yelling, cheered on by STORM TROOPERS in black
uniforms who laugh at the sight.

PAN BACK to the shop as the Brown shirts abandon the
Shopkeeper and turn on his Wife, who turns and runs down the
street, her Child clutched to her breast.

They pursue her around the corner, her screams for help fading
in the night.

PAN TO the Police, who move down the street.

After they round the corner, PAN BACK to the Storm troopers,
who hurl rocks at windows as they walk away, drunkenly
shouting.

PAN BACK to the Shopkeeper lying in a pool of blood,
motionless in the firelight. The street is suddenly, strangely
deserted.

PAN QUICKLY as a MAN rounds the corner. He sees the Shopkeeper
and runs to him.

His back TO CAMERA, he kneels down and examines the injured
man. When he turns, his face is lit by the firelight. It is
Dietrich.

He gently places the man's head in his lap, sopping the bloody
face with his handkerchief. He bows his head in grief, rocking
the man slowly back and forth.

CLOSE REVERSE ANGLE - THROUGH THE WINDOW

Bishop Mueller, through whose eyes we have watched the
foregoing, is white with horror at the sight. He squints his
eyes.

ON THE STREET BELOW,

Dietrich gently picks up the Shopkeeper and carries him down
the street and into the blackness.

MUELLER

turns from the window and walks across the room to the
fireplace, which lights the room. The SOUNDS from the riot
below fade somewhat. The orange light of the burning synagogue
pulses through the window.

He stops near the fireplace, his hand resting on the mantle.

INSERT - THE "PASTOR'S OATH"
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sits on the mantle, framed and signed. Tucked in a corner of
the frame is a photo of Mueller eating Hitler's birthday
cake, the Fuhrer smiling brightly at his side.

Mueller turns as someone SCREAMS outside, the SOUND abruptly
CUT OFF by GUNSHOT.

He turns back to the fireplace, closes his eyes and covers
his ears, trying vainly to block out the horror on the street
below.
FADE OUT.

FADE IN:

EXT. BERLIN STREETS/DIETRICH'S CHURCH - DAY
Dietrich walks along the desolate streets amidst broken glass,
fire-gutted buildings and looted stores. He's still wearing

the same filthy and bloodstained clothes that he wore last
night. His eyes are bloodshot, the pupils black and dead.

FOLLOW as he turns the corner and walks toward his church.
He recoils in horror.

Above the doorway a Nazi flag has been unfurled. A large
sign proclaims his church as a "Jewish Registration Center."

A GROUP of JEWS, shell-shocked from last night's events,
stand in a line that disappears into the doorway of the
church.

They stare at Dietrich as he enters the building.

INT. CHURCH FOYER - MOMENTS LATER

A table has been set up in the foyer, staffed by regular
SOLDIERS and supervised by STORM TROOPERS.

The line begins here, where the Soldiers stamp the passports
of the men "Israel" and the women "Sarah."

A STORM TROOPER hands out armbands with the now ubiquitous
Star of David.

Dietrich sullenly pushes past the line and goes through the
door into the rectory.

INT. DIETRICH'S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Dietrich gathers papers and books on the desk.

He goes to the closet and retrieves Niemoeller's "DR. FAUSTUS"
and puts it with the others, tying them with a string.
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He turns as Frau Heydrich enters the room.

FRAU HEYDRICH
Pastor?

Dietrich turns, opens his arms and beckons her to come to
him.

She buries her head in his shoulder and cries.

FRAU HEYDRICH (CONT'D)
Why are they doing this?

DIETRICH
It's coming soon. Hold on.

FRAU HEYDRICH
What's coming soon?

He pulls her away and looks at her with great compassion.

DIETRICH
The end.

He gathers up the books and walks out of the office.

INT. DIETRICH'S CHURCH - MOMENTS LATER
Dietrich walks down the aisle toward the registration table.

A STORM TROOPER turns, his hands on his hips, haughtily sizing
him up.

Dietrich meets his gaze coldly and begins to pass him.
The Storm trooper grabs his arm, stopping him.

STORM TROOPER
And where are you going?

Dietrich turns and faces the man toe to toe. His jaw is set
and his eyes are cold.

He appraises the Storm trooper as unworthy of more and after
a moment, turns and walks away.

DIETRICH
To hell!

The Storm trooper, taken aback, simply stares after him as
he strides out of the church, books under his arm.

CUT TO:
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INT. NIEMOELLER'S CELL, GESTAPO PRISON - NIGHT

A package is unwrapped on a table. It contains soap, towels,
a pack of cigarettes, a thick bar of chocolate, and a book.

A pair of hands, the fingernails black, sort gingerly through
the contents.

NIEMOELLER smiles as best he can through thick and swollen
lips. One eye socket is yellow with a fading bruise.

NIEMOELLER
Thank you. God bless you.

Dietrich shakes his head sadly at his thin, battered friend.

DIETRICH
I'm still trying.

Niemoeller puts his hand on Dietrich's arm, silencing him.
He picks up the book from the package.

NIEMOELLER
Read anything good lately?

Dietrich looks around. They are alone.
He continues, a little frightened.

DIETRICH
I'm reading the book you suggested.
It's exciting but quite terrifying.

NIEMOELLER
Well, read on. You may find yourself
as involved in the story as | was.

INT. GESTAPO PRISON COMPOUND - LATER

Dietrich walks across the compound where he is met by
Sonderegger, who holds a PAPER in his hand.

SONDEREGGER
Pastor Bonhoeffer. Visiting?

Dietrich gives Sonderegger an icy stare.

SONDEREGGER (CONT'D)
You know of my "special interest" in
religion. This is a list of ministers
who have registered for the draft--
your name isn't on it.
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DIETRICH
| applied for a chaplaincy, but |
haven't heard yet.

SONDEREGGER
We are in Czechoslovakia now and we
need soldiers, not priests. Besides,
aren't chaplaincies restricted to
men with a record of active service?

DIETRICH
| wasn't aware of that. I'll look
into it.

SONDEREGGER
So will 1.

CUT TO:

INT.KARL BONHOEFFER PARLOR - NIGHT

Familyl members are drinking coffee after dinner: Grandmother,
Klaus and Emmi, Hans and Christel, parents Karl and Paula.

KLAUS
| can't believe it. First Austria,
now Czechoslovakia.

HANS
It's uncanny. He's got Germany
convinced he's the Messiah!

KARL
It's true he's done incredible things--
saved the economy, created jobs,
renewed faith in the future of Germany--

GRANDMOTHER
And imprisoned or killed everyone
who opposes him!

She gets to her feet, her cup shaking on the dish.
GRANDMOTHER (CONT'D)
And we're next! First the Monarchy.
Then the Reichstag. Now the Jews.
Finally it will be the Christians.
Mark it!
She furiously strides out of the room.
Everyone looks at each other, the words sinking in.

Suddenly, the door bursts open, spilling a breathless Dietrich
into the room.



44,

He throws off his coat and hat, looking around frantically.

DIETRICH
| went to see Matrtin today! The
Gestapo said he was put to work
unloading a truck when the brakes
gave way and crushed him! They killed
him!

PAULA
Oh my God!

DIETRICH
It happened three days ago! They
didn't tell anyone--just went ahead
and cremated him!

KLAUS
And no evidence.

HANS
Bastards!

Dietrich looks around, distraught. Christel gets up and
comforts him.

Paula goes over to the hall table and picks up an envelope.

She returns, her mouth set in a tight line. She holds the
envelope out to Dietrich.

PAULA
This came today--special delivery.

Dietrich turns from Christel, his mouth dry.

KARL
It's your draft notice. Your
chaplaincy has been denied.

Dietrich looks around from one face to another, stunned.
He reads the letter silently. His eyes turn hard.

DIETRICH
Then | must go.

EMMI
What about your vows?

DIETRICH
What good are vows? The world's gone
mad!

PAULA buries her head in her husband's shoulder, weeping.
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PAULA
They'll kill him too!

Grandmother appears in the doorway. She nods to Hans.

HANS
We feared this. So | sent a few
cables... at your Grandmother's
request...

Dietrich turns to Grandmother, who takes his hand.

GRANDMOTHER
We have arranged for you to lecture
in America at Reinhold Niebuhr's
university.

DIETRICH
Union Seminary? New York?

GRANDMOTHER
Yes! You must go right away!

DIETRICH
It's too late! The Gestapo will never--

GRANDMOTHER
Your uncle Paul is a general! He can
fix things, if he hasn't completely
forgotten who he is!

DIETRICH
But... run away?

GRANDMOTHER
No! Just let the storm pass!

KARL
In a few months things will quiet
down.

Klaus faces Dietrich, brother to brother.
KLAUS
Go, and return to us, Dietrich. You
must avoid Martin's fate!

DIETRICH
Oh, my God! Martin!

Dietrich shakes his head slowly, tears flowing.
The family circle around, trying to comfort him in his pain.

DISSOLVE TO:



INT. KAISER WILHELM CATHEDRAL - NIGHT

The altar is burnished wood, dark in the cold night, the
lights of the cathedral far away and weak.

Dietrich kneels before the crucifix, his head bowed in prayer.

He opens his eyes and looks upward at the form of Christ on
the cross, whispering.

DIETRICH
Forgive them.

He slowly gets to his feet and places a book on the altar,
turning away, LEAVING FRAME.

MOVE IN to a CLOSE UP of the book. Itis "DR. FAUSTUS".

FADE IN:

EXT. CLOUDS - AERIAL - DAY

Breaks in the clouds reveal the wide expanse of ocean below.

INT. AIRPLANE - CONTINUOUS
Dietrich looks pensively out the small window.
HIS P.O.V. - THE CLOUDS PART

and below, the unmistakable shape of the Statue of Liberty
forms out of the mist.

DIETRICH

studies the statue and the harbor without emotion. Lost in a
pensive somberness, his face is lined with doubt.

INT. CLASSROOM, UNION THEOLOGICAL SEMINARY - DAY

Dietrich is wrapping up a discussion with a small GROUP of
STUDENTS, who sit in an informal circle.

He holds the BIBLE in his hands, leaning forward emphatically.

DIETRICH
Cheap grace is forgiveness without
repentance, baptism without church
discipline, absolution without
(MORE)
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FADE OUT.

DISSOLVE TO:
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DIETRICH (CONT'D)
personal confession. Cheap grace is
grace without discipleship, grace
without the cross, grace without
Jesus Christ, living and incarnate.
Now here is the hard part: Costly
grace must be sought again and again,
it's the gift which must be asked
for, the door at which a man must
knock. It is costly because it calls
us to follow, and it's grace because
it calls us to follow Christ. It is
costly because it costs a man his
life, and it is grace because it
gives a man the only true life. It
is costly because it cost God the
life of his Son, and what has cost
God so much cannot be cheap for us.
Above all, it is grace because God
did not reckon his Son too dear a
price to pay for our life, but
delivered him up for us. Costly grace
is the Incarnation of God.

STUDENT #1 is doubtful and raises his hand.
STUDENT #1

Of what value is grace when so much
evil exists in the world?

STUDENT #2

This is all academic! What we need

to know is what to do about evil!
DIETRICH

If we understand the power of grace,
we can use it--

STUDENT #3, who has been fidgeting in his seat, now begins
picking up his books, preparing to leave. He is very angry.

STUDENT #3
Sure. Germans know a lot about the
uses of power.

STUDENT #2
Hey! He isn't to blame--

STUDENT #3
Oh yes he is! And so are we as long
as we sit here and argue theology!
Meanwhile his people are destroying
the world!

He turns angrily and leaves, the door SLAMMING loudly behind
him.
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Everyone turns to Dietrich, who stares quietly at the floor.
After a long, uncomfortable silence:

STUDENT #1
I'm sorry. He has strong feelings.

Dietrich looks up, his eyes glossy with coming tears.

DIETRICH
So should we all.

INT. HALLWAY - MOMENTS LATER

Dietrich trudges down the hallway, smarting from the
altercation in class.

From out of an open doorway, REINHOLD NIEBUHR, mid-30's, tan
and athletic, trots to catch up with Dietrich.

NIEBUHR
So! How are your classes going?

DIETRICH
Reinhold, have you ever seen someone
burned at the stake?

NIEBUHR
They giving you a rough time?

DIETRICH
It's not them, it's me. I'm a terrible
teacher and a rotten Christian.

Niebuhr laughs, punching Dietrich on the arm affectionately.

NIEBUHR
Dietrich, listen to me: You are a
brilliant theologian--your books are
required reading! And your involvement
in the World Council of Churches
makes an important difference.

DIETRICH
A theologian is not a teacher. And
membership on a committee doesn't
make you a Christian.
He turns and walks down the hall, alone.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. STREETS OF MANHATTAN - DAY/NIGHT
SERIES OF SHOTS:
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A) Dietrich wanders in CENTRAL PARK, unaffected by the beauty
and peace.

B) He ascends the steps of the METROPOLITAN MUSEUM OF ART.
C) Inside the MET, he finds no solace among the art works.

D) Walking in HARLEM at NIGHT, he finds himself outside a

Baptist Church. He stops to LISTEN to the joyful, relaxed

singing of the congregation. Then storm clouds again descend

on him and he moves on.

E) He wanders along the seedy environs of 42nd Street,

surrounded by bums, tramps, and thrill vendors of every sort:

the theaters, the bookshops, the opium dens.

EXT. TIMES SQUARE NEWSSTAND - NIGHT

Dietrich reads a German newspaper intently.

A COMMOTION erupts, people yelling and pointing.

He looks up at the light strip on the Times Building.

HIS P.O.V. - THE SCROLLING HEADLINE READS:

"GERMANY INVADES POLAND - ENGLAND AND FRANCE DECLARE WAR!"

The crowd is stunned. After the initial shocked silence,
various crowd members begin voicing their opinions.

One MAN jumps up on a bench and shouts at the crowd.

MAN
We should declare war, too!

Another yells his assent. Several others voice opposing views.

Someone yells "Down with Germany!" Far off, a shrill VOICE
screams "Kill the Krauts!"

Dietrich starts suddenly at this and quickly drops his German
paper.

Next to him a Jersey DOCKWORKER leans in.

DOCKWORKER
Hey buddy, you got the time?

DIETRICH
It's nine-fifteen.

The Dockworker's eyes narrow. He squares his shoulders.

DOCKWORKER
What kinda accent is that?
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DIETRICH
Uh... Swiss. I'm from Switzerland.

DOCKWORKER
Isn't Switzerland an ally of Germany?

DIETRICH
No. It's a neutral country.

The Dockworker finally finds a smile, relaxing.
He claps Dietrich on the shoulder before turning away.

DOCKWORKER
Hell. After today, nobody's neutral!

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. DIETRICH'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Dietrich tosses in his sleep, the covers thrown back, the
small fan in the window making no dent in the summer heat.
Sweat pours from his brow as he tosses and turns, dreaming.

BEGIN NIGHTMARE:
SERIES OF SHOTS:

(CAMERA angles are DISTORTED and KETTLE DRUMS beat slowly,
the MUSIC a rising cacophony.)

A) Dietrich stands at the podium, preaching to an empty
church. He cannot be heard over the SCREAMING as,

B) A fire rages in a synagogue, consuming the Torah. The
body of a RABBI lies nearby, wept over by a WOMAN and TWO
CHILDREN.

C) Hitler stands as line upon line of uniformed men pass
him, saluting. His stern face breaks into a smile.

D) Dietrich puts a piece of birthday cake to his mouth and
takes a bite. Blood gushes out of the cake and spatters on
his face and neck.

E) Niemoeller's hands are placed on a table top, the fingers
splayed. Sonderegger raises a hammer and barks a question.
Niemoeller shuts his eyes tightly, tears squeeze out. The
hammer falls. Niemoeller screams.

F) Dietrich is dressed as a Storm trooper. He pins a Star of

David on a SMALL CHILD. He stands and faces his sister Sabine
and her husband Gerhard. He points to a rail car, ordering

them inside. They reluctantly go.
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G) Niemoeller's naked body is slid into an oven. The door is
shut and a handle is thrown. Screams escape from the door
grating and fingers stretch through. Then they are engulfed
by flames.

H) At the altar, Dietrich stands before an open bible. Large
letters read: "Thou shalt not kill." Blood drops on the words.

PAN UP to CHRIST, holding a bloody sword, a menacing look on
his face.

CHRIST
| came not to bring peace, but a
sword.

I) A HUGE FIGURE looms over the face of the earth, his face
hidden in a hood. He holds a great chain, which casts a shadow
over the earth. His red eyes look up and lets out a shrieking
laugh.

J) Christ hangs upon the cross, his life force nearly spent.
He looks down at Dietrich, who stands, tears streaming down
his face. Dietrich falls to his knees.

DIETRICH
Forgive me!

CHRIST
| cannot.

Christ's face is a mixture of serenity and pain as he gives
up the ghost. Thunder CRACKS distantly as Dietrich cries out
in misery.

END OF NIGHTMARE.

INT. DIETRICH'S ROOM - CONTINUOUS
Dietrich awakens with a start, sobbing. He is covered with
sweat, his covers a swirling mass around him. The New York
night SOUNDS continue on, mindless of his turmoil.
He sits up, holding his head in his hands and rocking slowly.
PULL UP AND BACK until he is small in the dark room.
FADE OUT.

FADE IN:

EXT. AIRPORT - DAY

Dietrich and Niebuhr walk toward the plane, its props
spinning, CHURNING hot air over them.

Niebuhr pulls him to a stop.
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NIEBUHR
So, it's into the lion's den.

DIETRICH
Daniel read the handwriting on the
wall, Reinhold. So did I.

NIEBUHR
And what does it say?

DIETRICH
"And though | have all faith, so
that | could remove mountains, and
have not love, | am nothing." Love
is action, Reinhold. Unless I try to
help stop what's happening, my life
means nothing, and that | cannot
bear.

He hugs Niebuhr firmly, then turns and boards the airplane.

CUT TO:

EXT. BERLIN STREETS - NIGHT

A dark sedan makes its way down the dark city streets.

INT. DARK SEDAN - TRAVELING - NIGHT

Dietrich sits in the back with Karl, as Klaus drives,
returning from the airport. They are all bundled up against
the cold.

THEIR P.O.V. - OUT THE WINDOWS

A large crowd is gathered at Berlin University, around a
BONFIRE.

The car slows. Nazi soldiers wave us forward as students
bring arm loads of books to the bonfire, tossing them on.

KARL (0.S.)
You should have never come back.

Dietrich watches the flames lick at the sky and listens to
the CHANTING of the crowd as the car moves away.

CUT TO:

INT. RADIO STATION BROADCAST BOOTH - NIGHT

Dietrich sits behind the mike in the booth, chain smoking,
nervously shuffling his speech in front of him.



Behind him, visible through the window are Hans, Klaus, and
a seated TECHNICIAN, who adjusts dials. The clock above the
window says 7:59 PM.

TECHNICIAN
(filtered)
We're back in five, four, three,
two, one.

He throws a switch and a red light goes on by the clock.
He points at Dietrich, who leans into the microphone.

DIETRICH
The public craves leadership--and in
dark times, will turn to dark sources
for leadership. But what emerges
from that darkness is often a terrible
specter--a horrible perversion of
truth and light...

Dietrich takes a nervous drag on his cigarette.
In the booth behind him, Hans looks warily at Klaus.

DIETRICH (CONT'D)
Lust for power is the most human of
emotions. Few men are strong enough
to say no when the public clamors
for a god. But great power is a virus
that infects everyone, not just the
leader. His actions become our actions
and God holds us responsible for
what we allow him to do. It falls to
us to determine his fitness to lead,
and if he is found wanting, he must
be...

He turns and looks at Klaus, whose face is white, his hands
outstretched, gesturing "Why?" Hans has his back to the
window, shaking his head.

Dietrich turns, takes a drag, and carefully, as if it's a
code word, says:

DIETRICH (CONT'D)
Restrained...

The Technician's head jerks up. He looks at Hans and Klaus
and says something unheard out in the broadcast booth.

DIETRICH (CONT'D)
When the Church sees the State
exercising too little or too much
law and order, it is its task not
simply to bind the wounds of the
(MORE)
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DIETRICH (CONT'D)
victims ground between the gears of
tyranny, but to throw in a wrench to
stop those gears...

By now, there is a full-blown argument in the control booth.

The Technician is yelling at Klaus, who is being restrained
by Hans.

Dietrich turns and sees the commotion, knowing he has only
moments to go.

He turns back to the microphone.

DIETRICH (CONT'D)
The leader who makes an idol of
himself, or allows others to make an
idol of him, makes a mockery of God--

In the booth, the Technician angrily throws the switch and
the red light goes out.

Dietrich takes a long drag on his cigarette and leans back
in his chair.

Behind him, the three men in the booth face the window,
staring at him.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. LUXURIOUS APARTMENT - LATER

Close on a hand as it grips the armrest of a wingback chair
as if it were the neck of a mortal enemy.

SLOW MOVE BACK reveals a huge, ornate fireplace, the radio
on a stand to one side, but still we cannot see the person
in the chair. N

ear the radio stands Bishop Mueller, his face red and sweaty.
The occupant of the chair points a finger at Mueller.

VOICE IN CHAIR
Enough!

He gets angrily to his feet and storms OUT OF FRAME. As he
goes, we see his profile.

HITLER (O.S.)
God dammit! Shut him up!



INT. RADIO STATION CONTROL BOOTH - CONTINUOUS
Dietrich enters the booth and faces an angry Technician.

TECHNICIAN
Do you want to be arrested?

DIETRICH
| was making a point--

TECHNICIAN
Then make it on your own radio
station! Christ! | have a family!
The Technician storms angrily out of the booth.
Hans and Klaus look at Dietrich hard.

KLAUS
That was pretty stupid.

HANS
All of Berlin must've heard it!

DIETRICH
That's the point!

Klaus grabs Dietrich's notes and holds them up.

KLAUS
This is not worth dying for!

He scatters the notes at Dietrich's feet.

DIETRICH
It's the truth!

HANS
Truth has nothing to do with it!
This isn't Sunday School--it's the
real world!

DIETRICH
Yes, and we're at war with the real
world! My best friend is dead and
I'm probably next! | can't just sit
here while the madness rages!

Hans and Klaus exchange a look.
KLAUS
Then come to Hans's house tomorrow
night. Alone.
Dietrich stares as Klaus and Hans leave him behind.

He bends to gather up his papers.
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After a moment, a tentative KNOCK sounds.

Dietrich doesn't look up and so he doesn't see MARIA VON
WEDEMEYER, perhaps 20, long blonde hair, blue eyed, with
porcelain skin.

She speaks in a small voice:

MARIA
Excuse me. But, I...

He waves her in without looking up.

DIETRICH
What is it?

Maria enters, clearly overwhelmed. She keeps her eyes on the
floor as she stutters:

MARIA
| just wanted to say that | really...
| mean, | thought that... that you
were...

Dietrich, still fussing with the papers, waves for her to
speed it up. He still hasn't seen her.

DIETRICH
You thought what?

As he says this he gets to his feet and her clear blue eyes
meet his.

He is instantly riveted--this is an angel.

MARIA
Wonderful!

Dietrich has forgotten his self-importance.
He looks away nervously. He's still a schoolboy with women.

DIETRICH
Uh... pardon me?

Maria doesn't notice his change.

She is about to turn and run, but somehow finds her last bit
of courage.

MARIA
You are... | mean your speech...
was... wonderful.

Finally finding his manners, he motions for her to sit and
she does, extending her hand.
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He takes it.

MARIA (CONT'D)
I'm Maria. I'm a secretary.

She lowers her head, embarrassed at her unimportance.

DIETRICH
Oh. I'm Dietrich Bonhoeffer. ...I'm
an idiot.

Maria laughs and Dietrich smiles. She looks at him
thoughtfully and speaks her heart:

MARIA
No, you're not.

DIETRICH
How do you know?

MARIA
Idiots don't know they're idiots.

HOLD ON her knowing smile.
FADE OUT.
FADE IN:

EXT. HANS DOHNANYI'S HOUSE - ESTABLISHING - NIGHT

The large, well-appointed home in a rich Berlin suburb is
strangely dark, just a porch light burning.

INT. DOHNANYI'S BASEMENT - CONTINUOUS

Blackout curtains cover the windows. A lone bulb hangs over
a table. Present are Klaus and Hans, along with the other
conspirators, who are arguing amongst themselves:

ADMIRAL WILHELM CANARIS: Small, but powerfully built, with
brown hair and gray eyes. Head of the Abwehr, he is Dohnanyi's
superior officer and a master of espionage.

GENERAL LUDWIG BECK: Former chief of Hitler's General Staff,
Beck is of medium height, solid physique, with thinning hair
and brown eyes.

FABIAN VON SCHLABRENDORFF: Dashing, handsome and brilliant,
he is the Resistance mastermind. A lawyer before the war, he
now serves the Army Group Center on the Russian front.

BECK
We already have too many people
involved.
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CANARIS
He's a pacifist for Christ's sake!
He'll start feeling guilty and expose

us all!

KLAUS
He's a man of integrity.

BECK
| doubt you can be objective about
him.

SCHLABRENDORFF
| heard his radio address last night.
Foolish.

HANS

He wants to stop the Nazis.

CANARIS
He's a loose cannon.

HANS
So aim him where he'll do some good!
He's got contacts all over Europe.
He could be a courier or something.
This brings a pause as they think it over.
A KNOCK comes at the outside basement door.
Hans gets up, pulls aside the curtain, and turns back.

HANS (CONT'D)

He's here.
CANARIS
| oppose this.
BECK
Sodo l.
SCHLABRENDORFF

The Allies think no one here opposes
Hitler. If Dietrich is connected--

KLAUS
He is!

SCHLABRENDORFF
With important people and can be
trusted, then | agree.

KLAUS
He is on both counts.
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HANS
Shall | let him in?

Beck and Canaris look at each other for a long moment.
Finally, Beck waves Hans to open the door.

Dietrich steps inside, unaware that he was the subject of
the debate.

DIETRICH
Are you deaf?

Hans steps aside and Dietrich sees the others for the first
time.

Klaus steps forward.
KLAUS
Dietrich, may | present Admiral
Canaris, General Beck, and Colonel
Schlabrendorff.

Dietrich takes off his hat and coat, perplexed.

HANS
We're going to overthrow Hitler.
DIETRICH
How?
HANS

We're going to arrest and try him
before his own "People's Court."
General Beck will replace him, and
then we'll make peace with the Allies.

KLAUS
Have you heard of the "Abwehr"?

Dietrich shakes his head.

KLAUS (CONT'D)
Military intelligence. Admiral Canaris
is the head. Hans works with him.
The Abwehr is the principal source
of the conspiracy.

CANARIS
On the word of your brother, we are
prepared to give you a commission as
an intelligence operative. As such,
you won't be drafted into the army.
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HANS
And you will travel abroad as a
courier, using your contacts among
the Allies to pass information and

messages.

BECK
These "contacts" - tell us who you
know.

DIETRICH

Mostly World Council of Churches
people in Europe.

BECK
In England?

DIETRICH
Yes. | know a member of the House of
Lords. Bishop Bell.

KLAUS
And he has met the Pope.

SCHLABRENDORFF
We are more interested in political
figures, thank you.

DIETRICH
The Pope is a very political figure,
Herr Schlabrendorff. So am I.
This brings a smile from the group.
One by one, they extend their hands to Dietrich.

He shakes hands all around with the men who plan to destroy
the Third Reich.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. MARIA'S HOUSE - DAY

CLOSE on a bouquet of flowers. PULL BACK to reveal Dietrich,
standing at the front door, straightening his tie. He is

nervous, flushed and nothing like the man we've seen thus

far. He's in love.

He knocks and Maria opens the door, smiling. She wears a
light summer dress, her hair loose around her shoulders.
Dietrich hands her the bouquet.

She snaps the stem off a flower and fits it into his lapel.
She places another in her hair over her ear, taking his arm.



EXT. LUSH RIVERBANK - DAY

The riverbank is verdant, thick with grass and flowering
daffodils. Willows sweep low over the water, as shallow boats
drift by.

Dietrich and Maria walk along, hand in hand.

As they reach a small tributary, Dietrich lifts Maria up and
over. As he sets her down, she leans forward and they kiss
sweetly.

DIETRICH
| can't believe it--I'm so happy!

MARIA
And why shouldn't you be?

DIETRICH
These are such horrible times! |
almost feel guilty being so happy.

MARIA
Sometimes | feel like I'm in
competition with God for you.

DIETRICH
That's foolishness!

MARIA
Is it? There are times | think you
wish you were with God instead of
here with me.

DIETRICH
| believe we ought to so love God in
our lives, and in all the good that
he sends us, that when the time comes--
and not before--we may go to Him
with love, trust and joy.

Dietrich puts his arms around her and pulls her close.

DIETRICH (CONT'D)
But for a man in his lover's arms to
be hankering after the other world
is, in my opinion, bad taste, and
not God's will!

They kiss deeply. He places his hand on her cheek.

DIETRICH (CONT'D)
| love you, Maria.

MARIA
And | you.



HOLD on them as they kiss again.

FADE IN:

EXT. A MOUNTAIN ROAD - DAY

A large canvas-tarped truck pulls to a stop. The dust settles.

Dietrich alights from the cab and throws open the back flap.

TEN PEOPLE get out to stretch their legs, including Sabine,
Gerhard and their five-year-old daughter REBECCA.

DIETRICH
Okay. Five minutes.

Members of the group converse among themselves.
Gerhard looks at their papers, still unconvinced.

GERHARD
They'll believe us?

DIETRICH
If we are convincing liars.

Dietrich gives Rebecca a hug.

DIETRICH (CONT'D)
Be good for your mama, Rebecca.

She kisses him and the others gather, hoping against hope.

EXT. MOUNTAIN ROAD - TRAVELING - LATER

Dietrich sits in front with the DRIVER, tense with
expectation.

Sabine reaches through the window between the cab and bed.

Dietrich takes her hand and holds it to his cheek.

SABINE
God be with you, Dietrich.

DIETRICH
God be with us all, Sabine.

EXT. SWISS-GERMAN BORDER - LATER

The truck approaches the boom blocking the road.
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FADE OUT.



GUARD #1 bars their way, waving them to a stop.

Dietrich gets out and hands him his I.D.

INT. TRUCK HOLD - CONTINUOUS

Sabine pulls a blanket over Rebecca, who is wedged in between
suitcases.

SABINE
Quiet as a mouse, Sweetheart.

Rebecca nods and Sabine covers her.

Gerhard squeezes Sabine's hand.

EXT. SWISS-GERMAN BORDER - CONTINUOUS
Guard #1 gives Dietrich his I.D. back.

GUARD #1
What is your business in Switzerland?

Dietrich hands him a sealed PACKET.
Guard #1 opens it.

GUARD #2 (0.S))
Sergeant! Back here!

Guard #1 goes to the rear of the truck, where the tarp has
been thrown aside.

Other guards have come over, their guns ready.
The people inside huddle together in fear.

GUARD #1
Who are they?

Dietrich pulls him off to the side and says in a whisper:
DIETRICH
These people are posing as refugees...
but they're really Abwehr intelligence
agents.

Guard #1 motions for Guard #2 to unload the passengers. They
get out.

Guard #2 pokes around inside, barely missing Rebecca.

He turns back to Guard #1, shrugging.
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GUARD #1
Or they might be refugees posing as
intelligence agents!

DIETRICH
Call Admiral Canatris, then.

For a long moment, Guard #1 re-examines Dietrich's I.D.

GUARD #1
You're a Christian minister?

DIETRICH
Does that matter?

A long look, then a smile. Dietrich gets his I.D. back.

GUARD #1
| guess a Christian minister wouldn't
help a bunch of Christ-killers escape
German justice, would he?

DIETRICH
Of course not! They're children of
hell. They belong here!
Guard #1 misses the irony. He waves them on.

GUARD #1
All right. Go ahead.

The refugees are back in the truck.

The gate lifts. Dietrich jumps in and the truck moves ahead,
into Switzerland.

EXT. MOUNTAIN ROAD, SWITZERLAND - LATER

The truck pulls off the road and stops behind a small cars
and smaller trucks.

The people get out, embracing each other joyously.

WILHELM SCHMIDHUBER, a small, round, affable man, gets out
of one of the parked cars.

He strides toward Dietrich, smiling, an expansive wave of
his chubby arms.

SCHMIDHUBER
You crossed without incident!

DIETRICH
Wilhelm, this is my sister Sabine
and her husband Gerhard. And their
daughter Rebecca.
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They shake hands. Schmidhuber bends to greet Rebecca.

DIETRICH (CONT'D)

(to Sabine and Gerhard)
Herr Schmidhuber works at the Italian
consulate. Arrangements have been
made for the others to stay in Italy.
You'll go on to England.

(to Schmidhuber)
Here's the package.

He hands Schmidhuber a packet. Schmidhuber opens it and flips
through three inches of currency. He smiles.

Sabine reacts, surprised. Dietrich turns to her, explaining.

DIETRICH (CONT'D)
They can't legally work in Italy,
and so must be supported.
(to Schmidhuber)
That should last until | return.

SCHMIDHUBER
| will greet the others. We must be
on our way immediately!

He bows graciously and leaves. Sabine and Gerhard turn.

GERHARD
| wish we could write.

DIETRICH
It's better if you disappear.

SABINE
Come with us, Dietrich!

Dietrich smiles, shaking his head "no" through the tears.

DIETRICH
God's speed.

An OLDER JEWISH MAN approaches them, holding out his arms to
Dietrich, hugging him tightly and looking heavenward.

JEWISH MAN
Master of the Universe, care for
this man! This goy with the heart of
an Israelite!
He releases Dietrich, smiling.
Other people approach Dietrich touching and murmuring thanks.
PULL BACK and UP as he is surrounded by grateful escapees.

CUT TO:



EXT. ABWEHR HEADQUARTERS, BERLIN - ESTABLISHING - DAY
A nondescript building with columns and a wide portico.

SUPER: ABWEHR HEADQUARTERS

INT. OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Hans Donhanyi sits in his well-appointed office, poring over
paperwork.

Dietrich enters, barely able to contain his excitement.
DIETRICH
We did it! We got across! It was
touch and go, but we--

Hans looks up, a frown on his face. He quickly gets up and
closes the door, holding a finger to his lips.

HANS
The Gestapo were here looking for
you.

DIETRICH
Who was it?

HANS

Sonderegger. You know him?
Dietrich nods. He sits down, dejected.

DIETRICH
What did he want?

HANS
They are taking exception to your
commission with the Abwehr.

DIETRICH
Why should they care?

HANS
The Gestapo have always been jealous
of the our military intelligence
operation. We also think they might
suspect the conspiracy.

DIETRICH
How do you know?

HANS
My phone is tapped. Admiral Canaris's
too.
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DIETRICH
What can | do?

HANS
Tell no one what you're doing, even
if it's official business. They're
looking for a weak link--Sonderegger
thinks it's you.

CUT TO:

INT. DOHNANYI'S BASEMENT - NIGHT

A manilla envelope sits on the table under a cone of light
from the bulb.

PULL BACK to reveal Dietrich, Hans, Klaus, General Beck,
Admiral Canaris and Schlabrendorff, who picks up the envelope.

SCHLABRENDORFF
| have been to Auschwitz. We had
heard rumors of brutality and so on,
so Admiral Canaris sent me to
investigate. When we were still more
than a kilometer away, it hit us:
the unmistakable smell of burning
flesh.

There are murmurs of disbelief from the conspirators.

DIETRICH
They're cremating people?

SCHLABRENDORFF
Yes. But the true horror is how they
die before they are burned.
He opens the MANILLA ENVELOPE, spilling out several photos.
SCHLABRENDORFF (CONT'D)
We have an agent there. He managed
to take these photos.
He splays the photos out. The men lean forward to see them.
INSERT - ACTUAL PHOTOS
of corpses piled one upon another in the gas chamber.
Huge pits where bodies are stacked that aren't burned.
An oven with a body burned to ashes inside.

CLOSE ANGLE - DIETRICH
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is horrified at the sight.

SMASH CUT TO:
DIETRICH'S NIGHTMARE
Niemoeller, alive and screaming, is shoved in the oven.
The door is closed, but his fingers poke through the grating.
BACK TO SCENE:
DIETRICH

turns away. The others look at him with a mixture of pity
and disgust.

BECK
You don't believe it?

DIETRICH
Yes. | believe it.

SCHLABRENDORFF
We also have reports of horrible
experiments there. Injections of
viruses, breaking of bones to see if
they'll heal without care, starvation,
castrations.

Now Canaris is looking pale.

CANARIS
That will do.

There is a long pause as they consider the news.

Klaus picks up a particularly grisly PHOTO.

KLAUS
They'll say we staged these.

DIETRICH
Why?

KLAUS

Because the Allies think we eat our
own young! They think the Resistance
is just a ploy to oust Hitler so we

can continue the war with a more
"reasonable" leader!

BECK
That's why you're a part of this.
You must take these photos to England
and show them to the Allies. As a
minister, they might believe you.
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CANARIS
But before you agree, listen: Unlike
last time, you will not be protected
by the Abwehr. You will be carrying
evidence of treason on your person.
And if you are caught, we cannot
save you from the Gestapo.

Dietrich picks up the photos, revolted by them. He nods.

Schlabrendorff opens his briefcase, removing a paper-wrapped
PACKAGE, handing it to Dietrich.

It is a bar of soap. Dietrich gives him a questioning look.
SCHLABRENDORFF
If they question the photos, tell
them to analyze that.

Dietrich examines the bar of soap. Suddenly, awareness dawns
on him.

An awful darkness crosses his face.

DIETRICH
They're making them into soap!

CLOSE ANGLE - THE SOAP
is placed on top of the photos.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. TRAIN STATION - DAY

Dietrich and Maria stand on the platform near the train,
which is preparing to leave. People and stewards are boarding.

Maria is cheerful, but Dietrich is struggling with a great

burden.
MARIA
Paris! How wonderful! When will you
be back?
DIETRICH

In about a week. | hope.

MARIA
You sound doubtful. You don't have
another girl there, do you?

Dietrich suddenly hugs her tightly and kisses her hard.

DIETRICH
Oh, Maria!
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Surprised, Maria pulls away. She sees tears in his eyes.

MARIA
Dietrich, what's the matter?

DIETRICH
| love you. Promise me you'll never
doubt that! Please!

MARIA
| promise...

The train WHISTLE sounds. Dietrich picks up his suitcase.

He kisses her again, then boards the moving train, waving
sadly at her, mouthing the phrase "I love you!"

Maria waves back, a confused look on her face.

MARIA (CONT'D)
| love you.

As she steps OUT OF FRAME, RACK FOCUS to a MAN behind her
reading a newspaper, who looks in her direction, then quickly
boards the train.

PAN to FOLLOW as the train leaves the station, FINDING Maria
waving goodbye to Dietrich, who leans out a window.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. HALLWAY, HOUSE OF LORDS - DAY

Dietrich walks quickly down the hallway with BISHOP BELL,
60, a small, gentle and sophisticated man with white, close-
cropped hair and ruddy cheeks.

SUPER: HOUSE OF LORDS, LONDON
Bell huffs and puffs as they move along.

He carries the MANILLA ENVELORPE in his hand, looking at it
as they walk.

BELL
Amazing. Simply amazing. It's too
horrible to think about.

DIETRICH
Will they believe you?

BELL
It's  you they won't believe!

DIETRICH
Why not?



Bell stops outside a large door and faces Dietrich.

BELL
Dietrich! You're a German intelligence
agent!

DIETRICH

I'm here representing the conspiracy!

BELL
But they've been fooled by Hitler
too many times before. It's a matter
of some embarrassment.

Dietrich has the look of a condemned man.
His eyes plead with Bell, who softens.
BELL (CONT'D)
Look, I've known you for ten years.
| believe you.
He holds up the envelope.
BELL (CONT'D)
And I'll do my best to make them
believe you, too.

He goes through the door, which BANGS shut behind him.
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DISSOLVE TO:

INT. HALLWAY, HOUSE OF LORDS - LATER

Dietrich sits on a bench outside the same doorway, holding
his hat, staring at the floor.

He looks up when he HEARS a commotion inside the room.
ANGRY VOICES are raised in argument.
He listens carefully, but can't make out what is being said.

After a moment, the door bursts open and WINSTON CHURCHILL
marches through with Bell.

Churchill carries his trademark cane and bowler. He speaks
to Bell.

CHURCHILL
Does he speak English?

Bell, thoroughly shaken, nods and points to Dietrich on the
bench, who rises.
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Churchill strides over to him. He is several inches shorter
than Dietrich, but leans in like the bulldog he is reputed
to be.

CHURCHILL (CONT'D)
Now you listen here: you're the third
bunch to come here and say they're
going to overthrow Hitler and want
some special treatment for Germany
afterwards. I'll tell you what |
told the others: Bring me Hitler's
head on a platter and then we'll
talk!

He turns on his heel and walks quickly away, followed by his
entourage.

Bell remains behind with Dietrich.

CUT TO:

INT. NATIONAL ART GALLERY, BERLIN - DAY

Dietrich and Maria walk among the statuary and paintings.
There is a Wagnerian feel to the place, a suffocating, heavy
ambience that moves people to restive quiet.

Other patrons walk among the works of art, but the two lovers
are alone.

DIETRICH
Where is the Chagall? It used to be
right here!

He points to a bare space on the wall between two Greek-
influenced statues a la David.

MARIA
Anything by Cézanne, Van Gogh, Gauguin
or Picasso is considered decadent
now. They're gone.

Dietrich looks like a man without a friend. He sits down on
a bench and looks around sadly.

Maria sits down beside him.

DIETRICH
And the music! Mendelssohn banned!

He gets to his feet and starts goose stepping around the
floor, his arm raised in the Nazi salute, his eyes wide and
a horrible grimace on his face.
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DIETRICH (CONT'D)
Nothing but marches and war music!
Zieg heil! Zieg heil!

Other patrons watch Dietrich goose stepping comically, but
they aren't smiling.

Maria jumps up, grabs him, trying to calm him down.
Something has snapped in him.

MARIA
Dietrich! You're making a scene!

She finally gets his arm down and stops his marching.
She shuttles him down the hall.

MARIA (CONT'D)
Let's go home.

REVERSE ANGLE - A MAN
turns and follows them discretely.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. DIETRICH'S FLAT - DAY

He no longer lives at the Rectory. This is a simply furnished
two room apartment, filled with boxes and books.

Dietrich sits on an old tattered couch smoking as Maria tends
a coffee pot on the hot plate.

A CHORALE from Bach's "ST. JOHN'S PASSION" plays on the record
player. It is a brooding piece, with strings slowly building
the melody. Peaceful, but portentous.

DIETRICH
At least they haven't banned Bach.
Yet.

He takes a long drag, closing his eyes.

Maria places two cups of coffee on a tray. She sits down
next to him and they listen to the MUSIC, dreamily enjoying
it.

After a long minute, Maria speaks:

MARIA
Feeling better?
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DIETRICH
Sometimes | just get overwhelmed.
I'm sorry.

Maria sets her cup down carefully and gathers her courage.

MARIA
Dietrich, your work--

DIETRICH
I've told you, | can't.

MARIA
What's happening? When we first met
you laughed and cried--you had
emotions! But now, you just exist--
as if you had no hope!

DIETRICH
| don't.

MARIA
What about your faith in Christ?

Dietrich snubs out his cigarette and turns to Maria, touching
her hand gently.

His eyes are red from the smoke.

DIETRICH
When Christ calls a man, he calls
him to die.

MARIA
Oh, Dietrich!

DIETRICH

There are different kinds of dying,
Maria. When you go on a journey, you
leave your old life behind--it dies.
That's how | feel--like the man |

used to be is dead. And what's left

is this... this person who looks

like me, but isn't. | don't know who

| am anymore.

He looks at his hands as if they belong to someone else.

MARIA
Dietrich, what are you involved in?
Tell me!

DIETRICH

| can't put you at risk.
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MARIA
I'm at risk now! I'm losing you! |
don't care where you go, Dietrich, |
want to be with you! To help you! To
love you!

She breaks down. He puts his arm around her, his face
unchanged. He pulls her close. He kisses her eyelids tenderly.

DIETRICH
Oh, Maria. You do. But that's why
it's so hard.

He holds her face in his hands and looks deeply in her eyes.

DIETRICH (CONT'D)
I'd die before | let them hurt you.

He holds her to him closely, his face buried in her hair.
FADE OUT.
FADE IN:

EXT. VARIOUS LOCATIONS
SERIES OF SHOTS:

A) Dietrich walks across ST. PETER'S SQUARE. He meets
Schmidhuber and gives him a packet covertly. In the b.g.,
the Vatican basilica glints in the morning sun.

B) Hans, Dietrich, and Klaus are seated in a RESTAURANT.
Dietrich hands Klaus a book under the table. They talk about
nothing as Klaus stows the book in his briefcase.

C) With LAKE GENEVA in the b.g., Dietrich strolls along the
waterfront with KARL BARTH, the famous theologian. After a
moment, Barth nods and Dietrich hands him a package.

D) Dietrich waves to Maria from a playing field just before
Klaus hikes him the ball. Other players converge, but he
gracefully dodges their tackles. Maria cheers him on from
the sidelines.

E) Dietrich meets with Bishop Bell, giving him another

ENVELOPE of documents. Bell reaches up and puts his hand on
Dietrich's shoulder, smiling a little. He turns and EXITS

FRAME. After a moment, Dietrich turns and does likewise.

RACK FOCUS and FIND, in the b.g., a STREET SWEEPER who looks
up from his work, his eyes watching then walk away.

F) Late at night, Dietrich puts the finishing touches on a
letter and turns, giving it to Fabian Schlabrendorff, who
nods gravely and leaves.



INT. AN OFFICE SOMEWHERE - NIGHT

A folder marked "urgent" is opened. Inside are dossiers:
Canaris's, Dohnanyi's and Dietrich's, among others.

PHOTOS are paper-clipped to the pages, including one of
Dietrich embracing Maria at the train station, labeled "Maria
von Wedemeyer 4/42."

Behind it is another PHOTO of Dietrich talking to Bishop

Bell as they walk along a street. The photo is labeled "London
4/42."

Another FOLDER marked simply "Bonhoeffer" is opened. It
contains dossiers of all the family.

Hands sort through them. Karl and Paula. Christel Bonhoeffer
Dohnanyi. (Her last name is underlined.)

Sabine and Gerhard Liebholz's are stapled together, a red
guestion mark on the page and the words "where are they?"

EXT. STREET OUTSIDE MARIA'S FLAT - NIGHT

A car pulls up and Dietrich and Maria get out. They are happy,
very much in love, holding hands and smiling.

They go up the stairs to the front door. As she fishes for
her keys in her purse, he looks around.

His face goes ashen.
DIETRICH'S P.O.V. - ABLACK SEDAN

pulls to a stop across the street, the windows dark, wet
with recent rain.

Maria has the door open. She moves to go inside.
Dietrich can't take his eyes off the sedan.

For some foolhardy reason, he descends the steps and walks
toward the car.

MARIA (O.S)
Dietrich?

DIETRICH
Just a minute.

As he enters the street, the black sedan STARTS UP.

Dietrich quickens his pace toward it, raising his hand.
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CUT TO:
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Suddenly, the sedan bursts from its parking space, careening
toward Dietrich, striking him a glancing blow with the fender
before SCREECHING off into the blackness.

Dietrich lies on his side, stunned.

Maria reaches him and helps him to his feet. He's wet and
dirty, but unhurt.

He looks down the dark street.
The car is gone.

DIETRICH (CONT'D)
They almost killed me!

MARIA
They've been following me for weeks.

Dietrich whirls around, looking at her with surprise.

MARIA (CONT'D)
The Gestapo.
(beat)
| know everything. Klaus told me.

An astounded look from Dietrich.

MARIA (CONT'D)
He thought | already knew. He was
surprised you hadn't told me. I'm
surprised you didn't know we were
being followed.

DIETRICH
| didn't! Why didn't you say
something?

MARIA

| just did. Now it's your turn.
She gets under his arm and he limps back toward her flat.

CUT TO:

INT. DOHNANYI'S OFFICE, ABWEHR HQ - DAY

Dietrich angrily bursts into Hans's office, slamming the
door behind him. He is livid with rage.

DIETRICH
Dammit, Hans, the Gestapo are
following Maria!

HANS
And you.
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DIETRICH
Well they don't care much about being
seen. They tried to run me over last
night.

HANS
They're desperate. The war's almost
lost. Total disasters at Stalingrad
and EIl Alamein. It'll be over in six
months.

He rises and goes over to a bookshelf, removing several
volumes, revealing a BLACK BINDER.

He takes it out carefully and places it in Dietrich's hands.

HANS (CONT'D)
I've kept this diary of the entire
conspiracy--

Dietrich drops the book like it's hot.

DIETRICH
Are you crazy? If they find this,
we're all dead!

HANS
They won't, not until after the war.
Then it will serve as proof that we
tried to stop it all along, not just
when things started going sour. It's
our insurance policy.

DIETRICH
Or our death warrant.

CUT TO:

EXT. FOREST CLEARING - DAWN

The conspirators gather in a tight circle, bundled up against
the cold. The sun is just creeping over the horizon.

BECK
It's official: the "Final Solution"
is a reality. The Jews are to be
exterminated.

Horror descends upon the group. They are astounded.

CANARIS
Which Jews? Where?

BECK
All of them. Everywhere.
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KLAUS
Impossible! There are eleven million
Jews in Europe!

SCHLABRENDORFF
They've already killed two million
in the camps.

KLAUS

That's it then. He's clearly insane.
He must be destroyed.

DIETRICH
Wait a minute! | never agreed to be
part of killing!

SCHLABRENDORFF

You won't have to be. Hans and |
have devised a way to make it look
like an accident. We'll take complete
responsibility. Will that ease your
conscience, Pastor?

CUT TO:

EXT. SMOLENSK AIRFIELD, USSR - NIGHT

The airfield is vacant except for a few fighters and a
transport--Hitler's personal plane.

A searchlight wanders across the grassy field, illuminating
the transport now and then.

Hitler and his entourage walk across the airfield toward the
plane.

Accompanying them are Hans and Schlabrendorff, who is trailing
a little behind, holding a package.

INSERT - THE PACKAGE.

Schlabrendorff reaches in with pliers and squeezes. He removes
them, smoothing the wrapping.

HANS,

who has been serving as lookout as they walk along, now falls
back into step with Schlabrendorff, who nods.

SCHLABRENDORFF
Twenty minutes.

As the group reaches the plane, Schlabrendorff walks toward
HEINZ BRANDT, a member of Hitler's General Staff, a young
adjutant.



He gives him the package, smiling.

SCHLABRENDORFF (CONT'D)
Heinz, | really appreciate this.

BRANDT
Good brandy is always welcome. I'm
sure General Stieff will be very
grateful.

SCHLABRENDORFF
As will I.

A few paces away, Hitler turns and is saluted. He offers his
own in return and boards, followed by his retinue, including
Brandt.

The ENGINES start. So, too, do the engines of the two escort
planes.

The remaining people, including Hans and Schlabrendorff,
return to the sidelines of the airfield.

INT/EXT. TOWER, SMOLENSK AIRFIELD - MOMENTS LATER
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Hans stands at a phone. THROUGH THE WINDOW, an escort plane

races down the strip, taking flight.

The transport is next, followed by the other escort.

Hans turns back to the phone, unnoticed by the CONTROLLERS,

and speaks in a low voice.

HANS
Operation Flash is underway.

He hangs up and turns, watching the lights of the doomed
transport disappear into the night sky.

Near the EDGE OF THE FRAME, the clock reads 7:45.

INT. TOWER, SMOLENSK AIRFIELD - MINUTES LATER

Hans gives Schlabrendorff a worried look. They both turn and
look behind them.

RACK FOCUS to the CLOCK. It reads 8:10.

INT. TOWER, SMOLENSK AIRFIELD - LATER
SAME ANGLE: THE CLOCK now reads 8:30.

DISSOLVE TO:



81.
HANS AND SCHLABRENDORFF
are riveted to the clock face.

A CONTROLLER turns around, removing his headset, and looks
at Schlabrendorff.

CONTROLLER
Your plane is ready, Colonel.

Schlabrendorff motions Hans to leave.

EXT. FOOT OF THE TOWER - MOMENTS LATER

Dohnanyi and Schlabrendorff emerge from the stairway. They
are alone, yet they whisper.

SCHLABRENDORFF
If it had gone off, one of the escorts
would have radioed in.

HANS
What could have happened?

SCHLABRENDORFF
The devil's own luck.

They walk toward a transport whose props spin furiously.

CUT TO:

INT. DOHNANYI'S BASEMENT - NIGHT

The brandyh package lies in pieces on the table. The bomb is
a flask-shaped object with a bent copper tube topping it.

Schlabrendorff removes the tube from the bomb casing.

Inside, the glass vial containing the acid has been broken
and the wire has been eaten away.

SCHLABRENDORFF
| crimped the tubing, the vial broke,
the acid ate the wire, the striker
hit forward, but--the detonator didn't
fire.

Exasperated, he tosses the parts on the table.

The faces of the others vary in their responses, from surprise
to resignation.

KLAUS
And you weren't caught!
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HANS
We flew to Berlin and retrieved the
package with some nonsense about a
mixup with the brandy.

SCHLABRENDORFF
Brandt walks over, picks up the
package, and tosses it to me! |
thought it was going to go off in my
hands!

Dietrich, who has been examining the parts of the bomb with
interest, looks up, resignation on his face.

DIETRICH
He's the Antichrist.

CANARIS
Nonsense.

DIETRICH

How else do you explain it? Half a
dozen attempts--and every one a
failure!

BECK
How do I explain it? Weakness!
Stupidity! And most of all--cowardice!
No one has been willing to sacrifice
his own life to kill him!

KLAUS
Yet.

SCHLABRENDORFF
That's right. But tonight, things
change.

He reaches into his coat and withdraws a LUGER, slamming it
down amongst the wreckage of the BOMB.

The conspirators look at the gun.
Dietrich takes a small step backwards.
SCHLABRENDORFF (CONT'D)
Each of us must commit to kill him
or die trying. Is everyone agreed?
Each man nods, except Dietrich, whose eyes are on the gun.
WIDER - THE OTHERS

look hard at Dietrich. Old concerns surface.

Beck speaks with utter contempt.
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BECK
He's afraid of dying.

KLAUS
No. He's afraid of killing.

CANARIS
Religious hypocrites! You won't Kill,
but you will stand by while others
do it for you!

Schlabrendorff leans forward, his face close to Dietrich's.

He speaks low and evenly.

SCHLABRENDORFF
Pastor, when Pilate washed his hands,
do you think he escaped responsibility
for Christ's death? He was a part of
it as surely as if he had driven the
spikes in himself... You're in this--

like it or not.
DIETRICH
| can't do it.
BECK
God dammit! He's murdered millions
of people!
SCHLABRENDORFF

Are you with us, Dietrich?
Dietrich stands still, his eyes on the gun.
After a long moment, he looks at the others.

Each one gives him a look that reflects his view: disdain
from Canaris, anger from Beck, concern from Hans, pleading
from Klaus, and calculation from Schlabrendorff, who picks
up the gun, grabs Dietrich's arm and forces it into his hand.

He takes a step back.
The gun is pointed at him.

SCHLABRENDORFF (CONT'D)
| am Adolf Hitler. You have the gun.
You have the means to stop the
madness! Can you? Can you save your
country and thousands, perhaps
millions of lives?

A long moment passes as Dietrich's hand shakes. His eyes are
red and bleary. He blinks away a drop of perspiration.



84.

He raises the gun until it's level with Schlabrendorff's
head.

His hand stops shaking, but something has broken in him.
He speaks without emotion, his eyes glazed.

DIETRICH
Yes.

SCHLABRENDORFF (O.S.)
Then do it.

CLOSE ANGLE - DIETRICH'S FINGER
tightens on the trigger. Slowly. Slowly. Tighter.
TIGHT PROFILE - DIETRICH'S FACE

is a picture of agony. His eyes are gray, distant and dead.
His hair is wet with sweat.

At that moment, ANOTHER GUN is placed to his temple.
WIDER
Canaris holds a gun to Dietrich's temple.

CANARIS
Can you do it now?

A long, long moment. Total silence.
Dietrich squeezes the trigger.
In the silence, the hammer falls with a CRASH.

DIETRICH
I'm lost anyway.

He drops his arm to his side, letting the luger slip out of
his grip. It falls to the floor.

Without looking at anyone, he turns and walks from the room,
expressionless.

FADE OUT.
FADE IN:

INT. DIETRICH'S FLAT - NIGHT

Dietrich lies on the couch, a cigarette in his hand, staring
blindly at the ceiling. There is a KNOCK at the door. He
doesn't move.
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The KNOCK comes again. Again he doesn't move.

KLAUS (0O.S))
Dietrich!

More KNOCKING. Dietrich must be made of stone. He lies there,
the ash on his cigarette growing longer and longer.

After a moment, the door is OPENED. Klaus replaces the key
under the mat and enters.

He sits down in the chair across from Dietrich, who still
stares at the ceiling.

KLAUS (CONT'D)
There is to be another attempt. One
of us will carry a bomb in his
overcoat when he accompanies Hitler
on a tour of the Heroes' Memorial
this Sunday night.

Dietrich finally looks at his brother. He appears very tired,
but he's no longer glassy eyed.

Distantly, he says:

DIETRICH
I'll do it.
KLAUS
We drew straws. | drew for you.
DIETRICH
| said I'll do it.
KLAUS

It fell to Schlabrendorff.

Dietrich looks away, his face dark, lighting another
cigarette, but says no more.

Klaus watches him carefully.

KLAUS (CONT'D)
| know how hard it was--

DIETRICH
And if he fails?

KLAUS
Then someone else tries. Until we
succeed.

DIETRICH
Then | am next. I'll kill him.

A NOISE from the kitchen.



Klaus looks up and sees Maria step through the doorway, her
face white.

She heard it all.

KLAUS
I'm sorry! | didn't know.

Dietrich watches Maria the way a man watches a pretty woman
he doesn't know--with detached interest.

Then he turns his attention back to Klaus.

DIETRICH
"For my sword shall be bathed in
heaven: behold, it shall come down
upon the people of my curse, to
judgment, for it is the day of the
Lord's vengeance, and the year of
recompenses for the controversy of
Zion."

KLAUS
Christ.

DIETRICH
No, Isaiah. This is Christ: "He who
takes up the sword shall die by the

sword."
KLAUS
A warning?
Dietrich's eyes finally clear.
He's back. Finally.
DIETRICH

Yes. But it's also a prophecy for
men who should take up the sword,
men like us.

Klaus stands and looks at his brother warily. He looks at
Maria, who nods, giving him permission to leave. He does.

Maria sits down on the couch next to Dietrich.

He takes a drag from his cigarette, again looking off into
space.

DIETRICH (CONT'D)
A prophecy.
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CUT TO:
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INT. VARIOUS ROOMS, BONHOEFFER HOME - NIGHT
A party is underway. The entire clan is here. Ribbons adorn
the bannister. A banner over the mantel reads: "Happy 75th
Birthday, Father." A clock on the mantel says 8:30.

In an UPSTAIRS ROOM, the children practice a surprise sonata
for Grandfather.

In the KITCHEN, Paula and Christel put the final touches on
dinner. Christel admires the repast, though we notice it's
much less sumptuous than the first dinner we saw.

In the PARLOR, Dietrich sits at the piano, playing Brahms'
"LIEBESIEDER," a traditional German melody.

Around him, hoisting wine glasses and singing along are:
Maria, Emmi, Hans, Karl, and several of the children.

Grandmother sits in a wingback chair, humming along with the
music, sipping her glass of wine.

Klaus stands, drink in hand, looking out the window, waiting
for something.

A KNOCK. Dietrich stops playing, alarm on his face.
Hans puts his hand on Dietrich's shoulder, calming him.
Dietrich and Maria exchange a look.

Klaus goes to the door and opens it. He speaks to someone on
the stoop, then turns, his face lighting up.

KLAUS
The photographer!

He steps aside as the PHOTOGRAPHER enters, lugging his camera,
lights, etc.

Klaus helps him with his gear, pointing to a place in the
living room where he can set up.

Dietrich gets up from the piano and helps Hans move the
furniture aside.

Hans leans forward, speaking quietly:
HANS
Relax! We still have twenty more
minutes.
Dietrich looks at the mantel clock. It reads 8:40.

DIETRICH
Are you sure this alibi will hold?
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Hans nods.

Everyone converges on the parlor, where the photo is to be
taken. The children bound down the stairs.

People gradually take their places, and Karl and Paula are
seated in the middle of the large, good-looking family.

CAMERA P.O.V. - THE BONHOEFFER CLAN

are a cheerful and loving family. The flashbulb POPS and the
picture is FROZEN and HELD for a moment.

BACK TO SCENE

The MAID enters from the kitchen, wheeling a cart with a
large white birthday cake on it, with 75 candles atop it.

The family gathers around.

Dietrich examines it.

DIETRICH'S P.O.V. - THE CANDLES
form a black swastika.

DIETRICH blinks.

DIETRICH'S P.O.V. - THE CANDLES

are white and just scattered around the cake, no particular
design evident.

DIETRICH

takes a deep breath and turns. Maria is beaming by his side.
He puts his arm around her, feeling a bit woozy.

Karl leans over the cake, motioning the children closer.

KARL
A little help, please.

He blows out the candles, with more than a little help from
the children. Everyone applauds.

Karl straightens.

CHRISTEL
What did you wish for, Father?

Karl looks around at his family thoughtfully.

For the first time, he looks as if he is about to show some
emotion. He blinks a couple of times, getting control.



KARL
Peace. For my country and for my
family.

Applause. The cake is cut.

Dietrich is pleased when he sees the center is not red, but
white.

He turns to Maria and whispers.

DIETRICH
It will be over soon.

MARIA
Yes. And that's when we begin!

As the group eats the cake and makes toasts, a KNOCK is heard.

Christel goes to the door, opening it.
Immediately TWO S.S. MEN enter, their faces grim.
Everyone's blood goes cold.

At the back of the group, Klaus and Dietrich exchange troubled
looks.

Klaus reaches into his coat. The clock reads 8:55.

S.S.#1
Karl Bonhoeffer?

Karl rises, tall and straight, notwithstanding his age.

KARL
| am Karl Bonhoeffer.

S.S. #1 reaches into his pocket.
Klaus withdraws his hand slightly from his coat. A gun.

Dietrich looks over and sees it. His mouth drops open a
little. He shakes his head slightly.

S.S. #1 withdraws a PACKAGE from his coat, and an ENVELOPE.

Klaus's hand tightens on his gun, withdrawing it more.
Now, Maria has seen it too. Her face goes white.
S.S. #1
A birthday present from our glorious
Fuhrer!

Klaus eases the revolver back. Dietrich relaxes a notch.

89.



90.
S.S. #1 steps forth smartly and gives Karl the package.

He snaps to attention and opens the envelope as Karl opens
the package.

S.S. #1 (CONT'D)
On this, your birthday, in the name
of the German people, | bestow upon
Professor Emeritus Dr. Karl Bonhoeffer
the Goethe Medal for Art and Science,
with all due admiration and respect.
Signed, Adolf Hitler.

Karl has withdrawn a golden medallion hanging on a red and
black ribbon from the box. He is surprised. Greatly surprised.

Paula takes it from him and places it around his neck, kissing
his cheek. He is a little embarrassed.

Klaus, broken from his deadly spell, smiles broadly and begins
singing "HAPPY BIRTHDAY", almost too gaily.

The others join him. Even the S.S. sing along, smiling.

When it is over, they salute smartly, turn on their heels,
and leave.

Everyone looks at each other in surprise. They suddenly burst
out laughing. The laughter of relief.

The clock reads 9:05.
Hans leans toward Dietrich, whispering and smiling.

HANS
There's your alibi--courtesy of the
S.S!

Hans pops the cork from a bottle, pouring champagne.

When he reaches Klaus and Dietrich, he smiles broadly,
embracing his friends. They toast.

The children set up their music stands and take their places.
Dietrich holds his hand up for silence.

DIETRICH
If I may interrupt. Before we hear
the new Berlin Symphony.

The children blush, smiling.

DIETRICH (CONT'D)
| have an announcement. You all know
me. I'm a hard-headed fool who thinks
he knows what life is all about--
well, | don't.
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KLAUS
(laughing)
We know that!
DIETRICH

Something has changed my life...
completely, and forever. Maria and |
are to be married!
Momentary surprise gives way to heartfelt joy as the family
crowds around Maria and Dietrich, offering congratulations
to her, gentle barbs to him, and toasts to them both.
Klaus raises his glass, smiling.

KLAUS
To a new life!

DIETRICH
To a new Germany!

He downs his drink and smiles broadly at Hans and Klaus,
then turns and kisses Maria deeply.

The children giggle and the adults smile.

Grandmother laughs out loud, tears coming. Then, glorious
MUSIC is heard: Mozart's "EINE KLEINE NACHTMUSIK."

The lilting melody fills the room, calming and relaxing
everyone.

Suddenly, a CRASH! and the door is broken down.

Several jack-booted SOLDIERS burst through, guns aimed to
fire.

Sonderegger steps through the doorway. He wears a black trench
coat and gloves. He seems strangely nonchalant.

KARL
How dare you!

Karl starts to rise.
One of the Soldiers points his machine gun at him.

Sonderegger raises a finger, silencing him. He looks about
and finds who he is looking for.

SONDEREGGER
Dietrich Bonhoeffer and Hans von
Dohnanyi: you're under arrest.
Pandemonium breaks out. Questions by everyone.

Sonderegger smiles broadly--his time has finally come.



Klaus steps forward.

KLAUS
On what charge?

SONDEREGGER
Treason!

He signals to his men, who roughly push through the family,
scattering music, instruments and cake as they grab Hans and
Dietrich, who is dragged from Maria.

MARIA
Dietrich! No! No!

She is shoved with the others and the men are hustled out
the door.

CLOSE ON DIETRICH

as he disappears through the door, his face imperturbable,
his eyes on his sweetheart. And then he is gone.

Sonderegger smiles haughtily at the family, his prize secure.

He approaches Karl and examines the medallion around his
neck. He smirks, letting it fall back, then turns and exits.

For a moment, no one moves or says anything. Then Karl gets
to his feet, rips the medallion from his neck and hurls it

into the fireplace.

CLOSE ON THE MEDALLION

as the ribbon catches fire. The profile of Johann von Goethe
is immersed in the flames.

EXT. GESTAPO PRISON - ESTABLISHING - LATER

A truck rolls under the arch and into the inner compound.
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CUT TO:

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM, GESTAPO PRISON - MOMENTS LATER

In the darkness of the cell, a BODY is flung against a wall,
leaving a dark stain of sweat after it falls to the ground
in a heap.

KAPP, a huge, burly guard, steps forward, his face in shadow,
and kicks the body several times. |

tis so far along in the abuse that the prisoner doesn't
even moan anymore. He lies still, his breathing slow and
ragged.



Kapp turns and leaves the cell. We HEAR the door slam shut.
CLOSE ANGLE - A PAIR OF RIMLESS GLASSES

lie in a slice of light. We recognize them as Dietrich's.

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM - DAY

Dietrich lies huddled in the corner, stripped of his clothes,
his body black and blue, with cuts everywhere.

SLOW MOVE IN on his face as he reacts to the sounds of a
BEATING in a nearby cell.

His eyes are closed but his face registers each fall of the
blackjack and each cry of pain. His hands are pressed over
his ears.

INT. DIETRICH'S CELL - NIGHT

Dietrich lies asleep on a wall-hung cot. In the darkness, we
make out the contours of his face, marred with bumps and
cuts. He is filthy and breathes shallowly.

He barely moves when the door is HEARD opening.

A large shadow cast by the hallway light through the open
door looms over him. His tormentor is back.

Dietrich raises his hand to shield his eyes. His fingertips
are black with blood.

The Shadow raises his hand over his head. He's holding a
something. It arcs down with a sickening THUD. Dietrich cries
out in pain.

93.

DISSOLVE TO:

DISSOLVE TO:

PAN AWAY as the beating continues, the CRIES growing weaker

and weaker.

INT. DIETRICH'S CELL - DAY
A body lies motionless under a filthy, moth-eaten blanket.

For a moment, we fear he is dead, then Dietrich turns to
FACE CAMERA, pulling the cover close around his neck, his

eyes wide and bloodshot, a wildness in them we've never seen

before.

DISSOLVE TO:
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He is near breaking. He stares directly INTO CAMERA as we
PUSH IN TO him.

SLOW DISSOLVE TO:

INT. DIETRICH'S CELL - NIGHT

Dietrich lies on his cot, his hands pressed into his armpits
to relieve the pain.

The door opens. Again, the Shadow looms over him and he
instinctively pulls back.

A small cry escapes his lips.
The Shadow approaches him, weighted down with something.
REVERSE ANGLE - THIS SHADOW

is actually another guard, a horribly disfigured man in his
late 30's named EDMUND KURTZ. Only the eyes are alive.

The rest, lividly seamed and creased, looks less like flesh
than lumpy pink wax, a hole for a mouth and half-melted ears.

Dietrich recoils from the awful specter.
Kurtz ignores it.

KURTZ
God! Look at this one.

He sets his bucket down, withdraws a dirty wet rag, and gets
to work methodically, cleaning Dietrich's wounds.

Dietrich flinches at his touch.

KURTZ (CONT'D)
You're a sight. What did you do?

Dietrich can hardly speak through puffy and split lips.

DIETRICH
Spoke my mind.

Kurtz is finished. He drops the rag into the bucket with a
PLOP! and gets up to leave.

KURTZ
That's all it takes.

DISSOLVE TO:
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INT. SHOWER ROOM - DAY

Dietrich is shoved under the icy spray of a showerhead. He
is badly bruised, but the cuts have healed so we know it's
been a few days.

He can barely stand the freezing water. His hands are useless
black and blue clubs.

VOICE (0.S)
Dietrich!

Dietrich turns and sees Hans at another shower, making his
way over to him. He looks back to the door.

Kapp stands in the doorway, his back turned, smoking a
cigarette.

Dietrich turns back to Hans. They only have a moment.

HANS
Do | look that bad?

DIETRICH
What have you heard?

KAPP (O.S.)
Hey! No talking!

Hans moves away to his shower. A whisper.

HANS
Nothing. Not a thing.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. ANOTHER INTERROGATION ROOM - DAY

Sonderegger sits at a table with military judge MANFRED
ROEDER, 45, sharp-faced with pale eyes.

He consults a file.

ROEDER
How long has he been here?

SONDEREGGER
Two weeks. | don't know how much
longer we can hold him without
charging him.

ROEDER
Bring him in.

Sonderegger nods to Kapp.






