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FADE | N:

Haunting jazz piano bleeds into a nontage of stark, grainy
1950s bl ack and white photographs - each franme capturing
raw, unfiltered human enotion frozen in tinme.

A SERIES OF 1950S BLACK AND VWHI TE PHOTOGRAPHS

-- EXT. NEW YORK - BI RDLAND - MARQUEE: Charlie Parker.

-- INT. NEW YCORK - BIRDLAND - Charlie Parker playing.

-- EXT. NEWYORK JAZZ CLUB - MARQUEE: M | es Davis.

-- INT. NEWYORK JAZZ CLUB - M Il es Davis playing.

-- EXT. NEW YORK JAZZ CLUB
Col eman Evans.

MARQUEE: M | es Davis and newconer

-- INT. NEWYORK JAZZ CLUB - Ml es Davis plays with Col eman
Evans on the piano.

-- INT. NEW YORK JAZZ CLUB
Col eman Evans on the piano.

John Coltrane playing with

-- EXT. VILLAGE VANGUARD - MARQUEE: Col eman Evans SOLD QUT.

-- INT. VILLAGE VANGUARD - Col eman Evans playing with a
quartet to a sold out crowd.

-- INT. VILLAGE VANGUARD - Coleman with his wife posing after
the concert.

-- HEADLI NE: NEW YORK TIMES - "Wfe of jazz great, Col eman
Evans found dead of drug overdose."

-- EXT. HARLEM APARTMENT BUI LDING - NIGHT - Shirtl ess Col eman
arrested by NYC Poli ce.

-- POLI CE BOCKI NG PHOTO OF COLEMAN

-- NY POST FRONT PAGE - "Col eman Evans arrested w th underage
girl in Harlem apartnent."”

-- EXT. CLUB DOWNBEAT - MARQUEE: Col eman Evans CANCELED.
-- EXT. ONYX CLUB - MARQUEE: Col eman Evans CANCELED
END MONTAGE.

EXT. BROOKLYN — EAST RI VER — NI GHT

Col eman stands al one at the East River's edge, Manhattan's
skyline a distant, accusatory sil houette.
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Hi s shoulders slunmp with the weight of a life unravel ed, the
city's lights reflecting his shattered dreans.

EXT. CLUB LE CAVE — N GHT

Club Le Cave's neon sign flickers against rain-slicked
cobbl estones. Wsps of steamcurl froma vendor's cart, the
city's heartbeat pul sing beneath the night's quiet tension.

SUPER: PARI'S - FIVE YEARS LATER
I NT. CLUB LE CAVE — NI GHT

AdimMy lit jazz club in the heart of Montmartre, packed
with fans eager for the nusic to begin. The air is heavy
with cigarette snoke and the | ow hum of conversation.

Col eman, md-thirties, sits at the piano. A single spotlight
carves himfrom darkness |ike a scul pture of sound. Sweat
beads on his mahogany skin. Hi s hand hovers - suspended -
then strikes. A note pierces the silence. Another foll ows.

ANDRE (tenor sax), FELIX (upright bass), DAMON (drums) join.
The quartet erupts in controlled chaos, their inprovisation
a living, breathing entity that pulls the audience into its
gravitational pulse.

Col eman' s hands nove with precision, a controlled but frenetic
pace. The nusician he once was.

EXT. PARI S — 13TH ARRONDI SSEMENT — NI GHT

The 13th Arrondi ssenent; narrow streets lined with ethnic
shops, cafés, and street vendors. A zone of marginalization,
corruption, and silent tension.

I NT. 13TH BAR — NI GHT

A nostly North African clientele. Rough patrons, |aughter,
and snoke.

BAZA, a strong Algerian in his thirties, sits alone at the
end of the long bar, his nen close but at a distance,
respecting his authority.

The door creaks. OLIVIER a young Frenchman of twenty-two,
enters. Eyes follow him He's clearly out of place. A few
men step forward.

BAZA
(in Arabic)
Let hi m pass.

AQivier noves to the bar. Baza notions for himto sit. He
nmotions to the BARVAN



BAZA ( CONT' D)
(in Arabic)
Bring himsone pastis.

The Barman approaches carrying a bottle and a glass. He sets
down the glass and pours the liqueur. Aivier sips nervously.

BAZA ( CONT' D)
(accented English)
You have what | want?

Aivier hands hima fol ded piece of paper. Baza reads it.

BAZA ( CONT' D)
You' re sure about this?

OLl VI ER
Yeah.

BAZA
Ckay.

Baza pockets it. He slides an envel ope across the bar toward
Aivier, covering it with a firm intimdating hand.

A smal |l wrapped package sits beside the envel ope. Baza pushes
it toward Aivier and inclines his head toward the toil et
door .

BAZA ( CONT' D)
G in there. No one will bother you.

Aivier hesitates, takes the package, and noves toward the
toilet.

I NT. 13TH BAR - TO LET — NI GHT

The stall is small, oppressive. Aivier sits on the closed
comode, syringe in hand, armtied off above the el bow He
pierces his skin. Tilts his head back as the drug takes hol d.

Qutside, the faint murnmur of the bar continues, but Qivier
is oblivious to the dangerous threads about to unravel.

I NT. CLUB LE CAVE — NI GHT

Col eman and his trio continue playing, the audi ence soaking
up the experience. They finish and the crowd erupts in
appl ause. Col eman trades | ooks of satisfaction with his band.

EXT. CLUB LE CAVE — N CGHT
Col eman exits alone. Montmartre is alive, the streets crowded

wi th stoned youths, couples making out, drunks arguing. He
crosses the street and passes several small shop w ndows.
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As he passes one of the wi ndows, we see the faint reflection
of a young wonman, SOPHIE, brief and unnoticed, watching
Col eman from across the narrow street.

Col eman’ s gaze sweeps the streets, absorbing the pul se of
the city, as he wal ks toward a cafe.

| NT. MONTMARTRE CAFE — NI GHT

Col eman sits alone at a small corner table under a dimlanp.
Hi s coat drapes over the chair back, scarf hanging | oosely
around his neck. A half-eaten onelet and espresso sit before
hi m

Sophie, md-twenties, pretty but with an edge, enters. Her
eyes scan the roombriefly. She catches a glinpse of Col eman
and wal ks to the counter and orders a coffee.

Sophi e takes her coffee and sits at a nearby table across
from Col eman. Col eman gl ances up at her, smling.

SOPHI E
Longue nuit?

Col eman's French is not very good.

COLEMAN
Long night? Yeah, very long. Sorry,
my French is not very good.

SOPHI E
That's all right. My English is not
so good either.
(beat)
| saw you play tonight.

COLEMAN
You were at Le Cave?
SOPHI E
You play -- differently. Not just
the notes. How do | say?... The spaces
i n between.
COLEMAN

You know musi c?

SOPHI E
| run a small record shop

COLEMAN
Do you usually approach strangers in
cafés to tal k about mnusic?



SOPHI E
Not usually. But sonetines the nusic
makes it inevitable.

Col eman snmiles. Silence falls. The café huns softly, the
faint scrape of a chair, the hiss of the espresso nachi ne.

COLEMAN
Maybe | need to cone by your store
soneti ne.

SOPHI E
Maybe. Depends on what you're | ooking
for.

She finishes her coffee, places a few francs on the table
and st ands.

SOPHI E ( CONT' D)
It's not far fromhere. Two bl ocks,
just up the street.

COLENMAN
VWat's it call ed?

Sophi e takes a napkin and wites on it. She stands and hands
it Col eman. She begins to | eave, then stops and turns back.

SOPHI E
| liked your nusic.

And she | eaves. Col eman watches her go, a mx of curiosity
and sonet hi ng unspoken stirring wthin.

EXT. MONTMARTRE CAFE — NI GHT

Sophie exits onto the street. Through the w ndow, Col eman
sits at his table, watching.

INT. SOPHI E'S FLAT - N GHT

A key turns in the | ock. Sophie enters her small flat,

i mredi ately hearing desperate sounds fromthe back. She noves
toward the bathroom tension coiling in her shoul ders.
Aivier is on the floor next to the toilet, throw ng up.

I n French, SUBTI TLED

SCOPHI E
VWhat the fuck

Aivier tries to speak.



CLI VI ER
" m sorry.

He continues to throw up. Sophie grabs a towel and kneels
down next to him

SOPHI E
You are so stupid.

QLI VI ER
| know. | know.

Sophi e holds his head while he continues to throw up. She
W pes what vomt she can fromhis face.

SOPHI E
(to herself)

Fuck.
END SUBTI TLES.
I NT. SOPH E'S FLAT - NI GHT (LATER)
| N THE BEDROOM
Adivier is passed out in the bed.
| N THE BATHROOM
Sophie is on her hands and knees, cleaning the floor.
| NT. METRO CAR — NI GHT ( MOVI NG
Col eman sits alone, riding the netro. The few other passengers
ignore him Col eman takes out the napkin Sophie gave hi mand
| ooks at it, smling slightly.
In Sophie's handwiting: Le D sque Noir
EXT. PARI S STREET — MORNI NG
Sophi e wal ks, carrying a small grocery bag. A fresh baguette
sticks out of the top. The city huns around her —shutters
cl anging, bicycles, distant voices. The streets are waking,
alive but not yet busy.
| NT. GRANDFATHER S APARTMENT — MORNI NG
The door creaks as Sophie enters, bag in hand.
In French, SUBTI TLED:

SOPHI E
G andf at her!



GRANDFATHER (O. S.)
I n here, Sophi e!

Sophi e noves to the kitchen, begins unpacking groceries:
fresh croissants, fruit, a small carton of mlKk.

Her GRANDFATHER, eighties, sharp-eyed but frail, enters slowy
with his cane. He sees the croissants.

GRANDFATHER ( CONT' D)
Ah! Croi ssant s!

SOPHI E
And a baguette for |ater.

He sets two plates and two croissants on the snmall table,
sits, and watches her with a soft smle.

Sophie finishes putting the groceries away, then sits across
fromhim They begin to eat.

SOPHI E ( CONT' D)
How are you today?

GRANDFATHER
Sane as yesterday. How s the store?

SOPHI E
Sane as yesterday.

He nods approvingly.

GRANDFATHER
That’ s good.

SOPHI E
It is.

END SUBTI TLES.
They eat in confortable silence, their ritual. Sophie sneaks

a glance at her grandfather, who is quietly savoring his
coffee. A faint smle crosses her face.

EXT. LE DISQUE NO R — NI GHT
The storefront of Sophie's record store glows softly in the
quiet Paris street. A small group of youths loiter, cigarette

snoke curling into the night air. Frominside, nuffled jazz
riffs spill out.

INT. LE DI SQUE NO R — NI GHT

The shop is snug and warmy lit. Rows of bins full of vinyl
records create narrow ai sl es.
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A few young people browse, fingers flipping through al buns,
whi spering to friends. A vinyl jazz track spins, filling the
roomw th | ow, snoky notes.

Sophi e stands behind the counter, ringing up a custoner.
Sophi e' s enpl oyee, INES, cones behind the counter to retrieve
a smal |l package and takes it out on the floor.

SOPHI E
(to the custoner)
Ci ng francs.

The customer slides the coins across.

SOPHI E ( CONT' D)
Mer ci .

The custoner | eaves. The bell above the door jingles as it
opens. Sophi e | ooks up.

Col eman and Danon, his drummer, stand in the doorway. Col eman
pauses, taking in the store.

| nés | ooks at Col eman then back at Sophi e. Handsone.
Sophi e cocks her head to one side. Very French.

Col eman crosses the store, each step deliberate. Gavity
follows him- a musician carrying unspoken stories in his
movenents. Sophi e studies himas he approaches. Danon wanders
t hrough the store.

SOPHI E ( CONT' D)
Bonsoi r.

COLEMAN
Bonsoi r.

SOPHI E
You deci ded to cone.

CCLEMAN
| was in the nei ghborhood. And I
heard your music. Thought 1’'d see
where it was com ng from

Sophi e arches an eyebrow, a small, knowing smle.

SOPHI E
A happy acci dent then?

COLEMAN
Sonmet hing |ike that.



SOPHI E
Who's your friend?

COLENMAN
Danon. He's our drunmmer.

SOPHI E
Ah.

Sophi e | ooks to I nés who is watching Danon. Al so handsone.
| nes sml es.

SOPHI E ( CONT' D)
So... Does it neet your expectations?

Col eman shrugs, | ooks around.

COLEMAN
| haven’t deci ded yet.

SOPHI E
Look around. You may find sonething
you liKke.

Smling, he noves slowy down an aisle, fingers brushing
over record spines. Sophie watches, curious. She trades | ooks
with Inés who al so watches but is nore interested in Danon.

| NES
| like his friend.

SOPHI E
Prft.

I nés sm | es know ngly, shaking her head.

Col eman stops at a jazz bin and begins flipping through sone
record sl eeves. Sophie approaches from behi nd.

SOPHI E ( CONT' D)
Those are speci al.

COLEMAN
Real | y?

SOPHI E
Here. 1'll show you.

She reaches to the back of the bin, pulling out a particular
record.

SOPHI E ( CONT' D)
You mght |ike this one.

Sophi e hands himan albumtitled: Coleman Turner - Live at
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The Vill age Vanguard. The cover shows a young Col eman m d-
performance. Col eman takes it fromher, studying it.

COLEMAN
Not very popular, | guess. No one's
bought it.

Sophie smles faintly, intrigued, sensing sonething deeper
behi nd his neasured tone.

SOPHI E

Vell, | don't really want to sel

it.

(beat)

You' re not working tonight?
COLEMAN

Ni ght of f.
SOPHI E

Hhm

A beat passes. He turns the record over, reading the liner
notes. The connection between them hangs, subtle but pal pable.

Sophie turns to see Ines at the counter. Danon is chatting
her up and she seens to be enjoying it. Sophie smles.

The jazz track continues, soft, |ooping around their quiet
i nteraction as Sophi e wat ches Col eman.

EXT. BAPTI STE' S BAR — NI GHT

A narrow corner of Paris, cobblestones slick from evening
mst. Neon letters glow faintly: Le Charbon Bleu. A few bl ue-
collar patrons linger at the many outside tables, snoking,

| aughi ng, beer and w ne in hand.

A young Frenchman, GABRIEL, enters the bar. W follow him

| NT. BAPTI STE' S BAR — NI GHT

Warm light spills over polished wood. Local s drink, gossip,
and play cards at the front tables. The hum of conversati on,
the clink of glasses.

Gabriel glides through the roomand reaches a cl osed door.
He knocks. The door opens. He enters.

| NT. BAPTI STE' S BAR — BACKROOM — NI GHT

The backroomtells a different story. Wapons, |edgers, and
smal | packages cover a |long table.
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BAPTI STE, French, |ean, dangerous, eyes sharp as knives,
sits at a table in the corner. Baptiste is the boss and
everyone knows it. As he watches the room he slowy taps a
five Franc coin on the table, a habit he has.

Hs crew, a mx of wiry young thugs, are scattered around,
cl eani ng weapons, nursing cheap beers. Gabriel acknow edges
the crew as he approaches Baptiste. He |l eans down so only
Bapti ste hears.

I n French, SUBTI TLED

BAPTI STE
How rmuch this time?
GABRI EL
Twenty kilos. You neet with the
Al gerian -- give himhis noney. Then,

we pick up the stuff and pay the
bal ance to the driver

BAPTI STE
Ckay.

The door opens. Aivier stunbles in, unsteady on his feet,
pal e, eyes rimed with exhaustion. Gabriel and Baptiste cl ock
Adivier as he enters.

BAPTI STE ( CONT' D)
(annoyed)
Look at you -- still alive. A mracle.

Aivier offers a weak grin. It fades under Baptiste' s sharp
gaze. Baptiste gestures to a chair next to him Qivier slides
in.

BAPTI STE ( CONT' D)
Wher e have you been?

QLI VI ER
At ny sister's.

BAPTI STE
Your sister's? Are you sure?

Aivier is confused, not know ng what Baptiste neans. Baptiste
continues to tap the five Franc coin on the table, pointedly
maki ng A ivier nervous.

QLI VI ER
| was sick.

BAPTI STE
How many tines | tell you? You don’t
do your own shit.
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QLI VI ER
| know.

BAPTI STE
No, you don’t know.

Baptiste turns to OBERT, one of his nen.

BAPTI STE ( CONT' D)
(to Quert)
You said you saw himw th people in
t he sane business as us?

OBERT
Yeah.

BAPTI STE
(to Aivier)
You see? | know everything. Who were
t hese peopl e?

QLI VI ER
| don't know. | just had a drink at
a bar.

BAPTI STE
You're pathetic. | should throw you
back on the street where | found
you.

Baptiste continues to tap his coin, then stops.

BAPTI STE ( CONT' D)
We'll deal with that later. Tonight,
we have busi ness.

Baptiste stands and notions for another of his crew, an ol der,
nor e booki sh-1 ooki ng man who sits at a nearby table, to hand
hima |l edger. He gets up and hands it to Baptiste then backs
away. Baptiste flips through a few pages then stops. He drops
the | edger on the long table in front of the crew and points
his finger at an entry so the others can see it.

BAPTI STE ( CONT' D)
This fucking rodent hasn’t paid ne
what he owes. He's a small-tine piece
of shit who thinks he can skate.

Baptiste picks up an automatic fromhis table and stands,
wavi ng it menacingly.

BAPTI STE ( CONT' D)
Nobody fucki ng skat es!
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The crew nods in grimagreenent. Baptiste’'s gaze shaps to
AQivier. He shifts nervously in the chair.

BAPTI STE ( CONT' D)
| want you to find this rodent. Rem nd
hi m who he owes. And don’t fuck it
up, or I won’'t be so nice next tine.

Aivier swallows. H s hungover haze nakes himslow to respond.
Baptiste steps close, the barrel of the automatic inches
fromQivier’ s tenple.

BAPTI STE ( CONT' D)

Ckay?
QLI VI ER
(shaki ng)
Ckay.
BAPTI STE

Make sure when you | eave, he’ s as
scared as you.

Baptiste slaps Aivier hard on the back.

BAPTI STE ( CONT' D)
You got a gun?

OLI VI ER
No.

He turns to another of his crew

BAPTI STE
G ve ne your gun.

The thug pulls an automatic from his wai stband and hands it
to Baptiste.

BAPTI STE ( CONT' D)
s it | oaded?

The thug nods his head.

BAPTI STE ( CONT' D)
Good.

He hands it to Aivier who shakily takes it and puts it in
hi s wai st band.

Baptiste turns to FABRICE, a |arge, nuscular man in the crew

BAPTI STE ( CONT' D)
G with him Don’t cone back w thout

nmy noney.
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Fabrice nods, grabs Aivier by the jacket, pulling himfrom
the chair.

FABRI CE
Let’s go.

END SUBTI TLES.

Aivier follows Fabrice out of the room The remaining crew
wat ches —tense, uneasy. Baptiste sits and begins tapping
his coin on the table... again.

EXT. SAI NT- GERVAI N- DES- PRES - NI GHT

Sai nt - Ger mai n-des- Prés pul ses with nocturnal energy. Gaslight
and neon paint the cobbl estone streets in liquid gold. Jazz
notes drift |ike snoke from doorways, draw ng wandering soul s
into the night's intimte enbrace and the pul se of nusic

that defines the quarter.

In the distance, the neon marquee of C ub Saint-Germain glows
faintly, a beacon for those seeking jazz, snoke, and the
city’'s secret rhythns.

EXT. CLUB SAI NT- GERVAI N — NI GHT

The cl ub's nmarquee gl ows agai nst the Paris night announci ng
t he eveni ng' s performance:

ART BLAKEY AND THE JAZZ MESSENGERS

As snmoke curls fromthe street below, the nmuffled thrum of
druns and brass | eaks out into the night.

I NT. CLUB SAI NT- GERVAI N — NI GHT

Amber |ight bleeds through thick cigarette snoke. The qui ntet
erupts on stage - Bl akey's druns thunder, brass wails, bass
wal ki ng a razor's edge, sonewhere between chaos and perfect
synchroni zation. The nusic pulses |like a living heartbeat.

In the shadowed back, Col eman and Sophi e occupy a small
flickering candlelit table. Intimte. |sol ated.

Col eman | eans back, letting the nmusic wash over him his
eyes never | eaving Sophie. She tucks a stray hair behind her
ear, studying himw th quiet, guarded intensity.

| NT. CLUB SAI NT- GERVAIN — NI GHT (LATER)

The band is between sets. It's quieter now Bartenders m x
drinks for patrons. Servers glide between the small tables.

Sophi e and Col eman sit close, md conversation.
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SOPHI E
He's amazing. Did you know hi m before?

COLEMAN
| met hi monce.

SOPHI E
Did he ever hear you play?

COLENMAN
Possi bl e. New York was a small worl d
for ne back then

SOPHI E
Do you mss it?
COLEVAN
Somet i nes.
(beat)
Not al ways.
SOPHI E
| know about you. Wat happened --
to your wife. And, the other... I'm
sorry.
COLEVAN
That was another life. |I'm here now.
SOPHI E
And how is your life here?
COLEVAN
Qui et.
SOPHI E

Qui et can be good. WII| you nake
nore records?

COLEMAN
That, | don't know.

SOPHI E
| think you should. People |ove your
music. And Paris is not a bad pl ace
to put down anot her narKk.

COLEMAN
| like the guys | play with. They
sort of took nme in when | got here.

SOPHI E
| think Inés, the girl who works for
me, |ikes your drunmer.
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COLEMAN
Danon's a good nman. You can tell her
| said so.

SOPHI E
I will.

Bobby Ti mmons' piano solo cuts through the roomlike a knife -
delicate, then suddenly fierce. Sophie's fingers tap a subtle
rhyt hm agai nst the table. Col eman watches her, transfixed.

CCLEMAN
You |ike that?
SOPHI E
| I'ike the piano.
CCLEMAN
What do you |ike about it?
SOPHI E
Hm .. | think the piano can be
anything -- quiet, soulful, intense,

passi onate. Al the things that make
l[ife worth |iving.

(beat)
It can take nme away, | think. To
sone ot her pl ace.

(beat)
It makes ne feel -- sexy.

Col eman smles at Sophie. She locks into his eyes as the
nmusi ¢ washes over the room

I NT. COLEMAN' S FLAT — NI GHT

Col eman and Sophi e nove together in the dimlight. Passionate,
urgent, bodies tangled, sweating. Incredible sex.

| NT. COLEMAN S FLAT — NI GHT (LATER)

Sophie is curled on her side under the sheets. Col eman stands
at the open wi ndow, naked, his muscul ar body sil houetted
against the city lights.

SOPHI E
Your nei ghbors nust |ike you very
much.

Col eman turns, a slow smle, then slides back under the
covers. Sophie |laughs softly.

Sophi e traces her finger along his stomach. A long scar is
there. Ad.



17.

SOPHI E ( CONT' D)
Where did you get this?

COLEMAN
Kor ea.

SOPHI E
You fought in the war?

COLEMAN
Yeah.

SOPHI E

And the scar?

COLEMAN
| don't think Koreans liked jazz.

Sophi e knows he's trying to protect her froma bad story.
She starts to tickle him

CCLEMAN ( CONT' D)
Hey!

They both | augh.
I NT. FI AT — NI GHT ( MOVI NG

Aivier grips the steering wheel, pale, sweat beading on his
f orehead. Fabrice sits beside him cool, deliberate.

I n French, SUBTI TLED

FABRI CE
(1 ooki ng around)
s this your car?

QLI VI ER
My sister's.

FABRI CE
Ni ce.

A long silence as the streets slide by. Fabrice points ahead.

FABRI CE ( CONT' D)
Pul | over here.

EXT. PARI S STREET — NI GHT

They stop on a dark street, the neighborhood rough. On the
corner, a small, dilapidated restaurant: Tunis. Its worn
sign faded above the entrance. Lights diminside. Shadows
creep along the walls.
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Fabrice and Aivier exit the car, eyes scanning. Fabrice
approaches the door first, checks the w ndow, then nods.

FABRI CE
Cone on.

They enter.
END SUBTI TLES.
I NT. TUNI S RESTAURANT — NI GHT

The roomis enpty except for four North African nmen at the
back. Lean, taut, watching. HAMZA, the |eader, sits calnmy.
Hi s men stand behind him

They all speak in accented English.

HAMZA
Rest aurant’ s cl osed.

FABRI CE
Not here for the food.

Hanza narrows his eyes.

HAMZA
VWhat t hen?

Aivier swallows, unsteady.

QLI VI ER
You owe noney. You haven’'t paid.

Hanza gl ances at his crew, then sm |l es.

HAMZA
| haven't sold it yet.

The crew smrks. Alie everyone knows.

FABRI CE
Fine. W take it back.

HAMZA
No. Not today.

One of Hanza' s nen subtly drops his hand toward a gun at his
hi p. Fabrice and Aivier notice.

FABRI CE
You don’t want to do that. This is
busi ness.
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HAMZA
Yes. My busi ness.

FABRI CE
Not yours. Qurs.

HAMZA
How much do you want ?

CLI VI ER
Al of it.

Hanza | aughs, nockingly. His nen stay stoic.

HAMZA
Al of 1t?
QLI VI ER
Yeah.
HAMZA
Tell Baptiste, |I’'ll pay himwhat |
owe... Wien | want to.

A tense stand-off. Eyes dart. Fingers twitch near triggers.

Fabrice noves first. Gun drawn from behind his back —a single
shot, and the man with the gun drops dead.

Chaos erupts. Guns flash. Screans pierce the snoke. divier
fires wildly, hitting Hanza in the chest. He falls but keeps
shooting. Fabrice kills another. Hanza is bl eedi ng, scream ng.

HAMZA ( CONT' D)
KILL H M

The last man fires, Aivier returns fire, dropping him
Fabrice enpties his gun, wounded. Hanza lifts his weapon one
|ast tine —grazes Aivier in side. Aivier fires back, Hanrza
di es.

Silence, broken only by Adivier's heavy breathing. Bodies
and blood litter the floor. Fabrice is dead beside Qivier.
Aivier begins to panic.

EXT. TUNI'S RESTAURANT — NI GHT

Aivier staggers out, holding his side, blood soaking his
shirt. Locals watch, frozen. He nakes it to the Fiat.

I NT. FI AT — NI GHT

AQivier struggles to start the car, grunting in pain. The
engine fires up.
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EXT. FIAT - N GHT

The Fi at weaves through traffic haphazardly, narrowy m ssing
ot her cars. Honking. Cursing.

INT. FIAT — NI GHT (MOVI NGO

Aivier drives through narrow streets, the world spinning,
clutching his bleeding side. Intense pain. Frightened.

EXT. MONTMARTRE STREET — NI GHT
The Fiat is parked on the street. Sophie's street.
I NT. SOPH E'S FLAT - NI GHT

Adivier is in the bathroom the door open. He renoves his
shirt revealing the wound. Not fatal but a |lot of blood. He
tries to clean the wound and bind it, not very well.

The flat is silent. Then, the sound of the door creaking
open. divier freezes. Scared.

| NT. METRO CAR — NI GHT ( MOVl NG

Sophi e | eans her head on Col eman’ s shoul der. The subway car
rocks gently, nmuffled sounds hum beneath the | ow conversation
of | ate-night passengers.

Col eman gl ances down at her, a faint smle, then returns his
gaze to the passing tunnel outside.

EXT. MONTMARTRE STREET — METRO STOP — NI GHT

Sophi e and Coleman clinb the stairs fromthe Metro, energing
into the quiet Montrmartre night. Street |anps cast |ong
shadows.

They wal k side by side. Sophie holds Coleman’s armlightly.
The city feels softer here. Narrow streets, cobbl estones
slick fromrecent rain, but distant sirens pierce the calm

Ahead, flashing blue and red lights flicker against the
bui | di ngs. Sophi e senses sonet hi ng.

COLEMAN
VWhat is it?

SOPHI E
That's ny buil di ng.

She rel eases his arm Her pace quickens.

COLEMAN
Sophi e?
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Sophi e breaks into a run.
I NT. SOPHI E'S BU LDI NG - NI GHT

Sophie runs up the stairs. Police are at the top of the stairs
and stop her.

Col eman arrives behind her. Sophie sees her apartnent door
open. More police.

POLI CEMAN
(in French, subtitled)
You can't enter.

SOPHI E
(pani cked)
Let ne through!

Frantic, she pushes the policenman aside and runs to her door.
Col eman fol | ows.

COLEMAN
Sophi e!

I NT. SOPHI E'S FLAT - CONTI NUCUS

Sophi e pushes her way through the door and sees Aivier's
body on the floor of the living room blood surrounding his
body, his throat slit viciously fromear to ear. Dead.

SOPHI E
NOOCOO

The detective in charge turns, sees her, grabs and hol ds her
as she tries to get to Aivier. She collapses in his arns,
sobbi ng and scream ng. The detective sees Col eman st andi ng
at the door.

The forensic team continues to process the body; photos,
swabs, etc.

EXT. SOPH E' S BU LDI NG - NI GHT (LATER)

Later, Sophie sits on the back of an open police van, wapped
in a blanket. Col eman stands next to her. The Detective in
charge, VAILLANT, stands by. A POLI CEMAN approaches with a
bottle of water and hands it to Vaill ant.

He hands it to Sophie. She takes it, her eyes swollen from
crying. She nods.

VAI LLANT
(in French, subtitled)
| am Comm ssaire Vaillant.
( MORE)
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VAI LLANT ( CONT' D)
| amin charge of the investigation
This man was your -- boyfriend?

SOPHI E
(eyi ng Col eman)
I n English, please.

VAI LLANT
O course.
(to Col eman)
| was just asking her if the man was --

rel at ed?
SOPHI E
AQivier is ny brother.
VAI LLANT
Ah. Apol ogi es. And your nane?
SOPHI E
Sophi e Ardent.
VAI LLANT
Your brother's nanme?
SOPHI E
Aivier.
VAI LLANT
Did he live wwth you?
SOPHI E
No. He stayed here when he needed
to.
VAI LLANT
Hhm
(poi nti ng)

The car there. The Fiat. That is
regi stered to you?

SOPHI E
Yes.
VAI LLANT
W'll have to take it. There was a

| ot of bl ood inside.

SOPHI E
| don't under st and.
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VAI LLANT
Your brother was wounded when he got
here. He was shot -- in the side. It
wasn't bad. Uh... That's not why he
di ed.

Sophi e cl oses her eyes, crying quietly, understandi ng.

VAI LLANT ( CONT' D)
You'll get your car back when we've
fini shed.
(to Col eman)
You are the boyfriend?

Sophi e | ooks to Col eman.

COLEMAN
l'ma friend.

VAI LLANT
Your name?

COLEMAN

Col eman Evans.

VAI LLANT
Can you add anyt hing, Monsieur Evans?

COLEMAN
| didn't know him

A UNI FORMED OFFI CER cones up to Vaillant, pulls himaside
and speaks to himquietly. After a bit, Vaillant cones back
to them

VAI LLANT

There was a shooting earlier tonight.
A restaurant. Not a nice area. Several
peopl e were killed. Your car was
seen | eaving the restaurant. A nman,
fitting your brother's description
was seen | eaving the restaurant and
driving away. He was uh --
il saignait... He was bl eeding.
According to a wtness.

(beat)
" m sorry.

COLEMAN
Who were these peopl e?

VAI LLANT
Drug deal ers. Tuni si an.
(to Sophie)
Do you know about these peopl e?
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SOPHI E
| don't know what ny brother did. He
wasn't very strong.

VAI LLANT
Hm Ckay.

Vaillant signals for his assistant to | eave.

VAI LLANT ( CONT' D)
(in French, subtitled)

Again... I'"'msorry for your |oss.
Sonmeone will be in touch about your
car.

SOPHI E
Mer ci .

The detective starts to | eave and turns back.

VAI LLANT
| will need you both to cone to the
station tonorrow to nmake a fornal
statenent. If that would be all right.

Col eman | ooks to Sophi e.

COLENMAN
O course.
VAI LLANT
(to Sophie)

Do you have a place to stay tonight?

Sophi e | ooks to Col eman.

COLEMAN
She does.
VAI LLANT
| wll have one of ny nen drive you

Vaillant nmotions for an OFFICER to cone over. Vaillant tells
the officer to drive themto wherever they are going. The
of ficer nods and offers his hand to Sophie. She takes it.

She and Col eman start to follow himto his car when the
coroners wheel out a gurney fromthe building, draped in a
sheet. Aivier. They roll it to the anbul ance.

Sophi e and Col eman stop at the officer's car and watch as
the gurney is | oaded into the anbul ance.
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CCLEVAN

(quietly)
Are you all right?

SOPHI E
| have to tell ny grandfather.

EXT. SEINE Rl VER WALK - MORNI NG

Sophie sits wth her grandfather on a bench overl ooki ng the
Seine. She has just told himabout Aivier. Hs eyes are
nmoi st with tears.

He takes Sophie's hand in his. Deep breath. He stands and
begins to walk with his cane. Sophie stands and foll ows
silently. She takes his free hand in her's and they continue
in silence.

EXT. 13TH BAR — MORNI NG

Merchants are piling trash outside their shops. A trash
collection truck noves slowy down the street, collecting
bi ns.

Baza exits the bar and wal ks to a dark sedan parked across
the street. He checks then opens the back door and gets in.

| NT. ABREO S CAR - MORNI NG

ABREO, an Al gerian snuggler and a brick of a man with an
unfriendly face sits in the back seat. H's DRIVER sits in
front.

Baza hands himthe paper given to himby Qivier.

I n Arabic, SUBTI TLED:

ABREO
This is fromyour snitch?

BAZA
He works for Baptiste.

Abreo reads the paper.

ABREO
You believe this is true?

BAZA
Bapti ste has al ways want ed nore.
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ABREO
It seens he's starting to forget his
| oyalties and who is allowing himto
profit.

(beat)

Baptiste is greedy. And he's getting
sl oppy. The police are not as stupid
as he thinks. He's acting nore |ike
a pinp every day.

BAZA
What do you want ne to do?
ABREO
You trust this boy?
BAZA
He's an addi ct.
ABREO
You' re taking care of hinf
BAZA
As | ong as he keeps bringing us
information. | give hima bit. Just
enough.
ABREO
Good. Keep hi mwatching Baptiste. He
still makes us noney.
BAZA
Ckay.

Baza exits the car.
END SUBTI TLES.
EXT. ABREO S CAR - MORNI NG

Baza crosses back to the bar and Abreo's car takes off down
the street.

EXT. POLI CE STATI ON - DAY
Establ i shing the Prefecture de Police.
| NT. POLI CE STATI ON — | NTERVI EW ROOM — DAY

Sophi e and Col eman sit side by side at a netal table. A
recording device is there.

Vaillant enters with a subordi nate, Inspector Pl CHARD
trailing him



VAI LLANT
(in French, subtitled)
Thank you for com ng.

SOPHI E

(quietly)
Yes.

VAI LLANT
English. Sorry.

They sit opposite.

VAI LLANT ( CONT' D)
This is Inspector Pichard. He is
assisting ne in this investigation.

Pi chard nods to Sophie and Col eman. Pichard starts the
recorder. Vaillant opens a folder in front of him

VAI LLANT ( CONT' D)
| want to understand Aivier's life,
if | can.
(beat)
He was your younger brother. Yes?

Sophi e takes a deep breath, trying to steady herself.

SOPHI E
Yes. He was three years younger.
VAI LLANT
And your parents?
SOPHI E
They died in the war.
VAI LLANT
You were both very young. Wo raised
you?
SOPHI E

Qur grandf at her.

VAI LLANT
Ah. Who were AQivier's friends? D d
you know any of thenf?

SOPHI E
When he was younger, yes. But, the
| ast few years, no. He got into sone
troubl e.

Vaillant flips through the fol der and stops at a page.

27.



VAI LLANT
He was arrested. Tw ce.
(readi ng)
Petty theft. Assault. D d he use
drugs?

SOPHI E
(hesi tates)
| think so.

The detective holds up a booking photo of Fabrice.

VAI LLANT
Do you know this man?
Sophi e | ooks.
SOPHI E
No. | don't recognize him
VAI LLANT

He was killed at the restaurant | ast
night. H's blood was in your car.
Al ong with your brother's.

He | ays out anot her photo. This one of Baptiste.

VAI LLANT ( CONT' D)
How about this one?

SOPHI E
He canme by the store a few tines
with nmny brother. | didn't |ike him

VAI LLANT
Your record store...

SOPHI E
Yes.

Vaillant points to the photo on the table of Baptiste.

VAI LLANT
This man's nane is Baptiste Gauthier.
He's a drug deal er. Very dangerous.

He points to the photo of Fabrice.

VAI LLANT ( CONT' D)
This man is Fabrice Payet. He worked
for Gauthier. Your brother was with
hi m when he was killed. W found a
gun at the restaurant that was used
in the shootings.

( MORE)

28.
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VAI LLANT ( CONT' D)
Your brother's blood was on it.
Everyone el se had their guns. This
gun...? This gun had no owner.

SOPHI E
Who nmurdered ny brother, Conm ssaire?

Vai l l ant | eans back in his chair. Colenman reaches for Sophie's
hand under the table. A | ong nonent passes.

EXT. TUNI S RESTAURANT — DAY

The restaurant is surrounded by yell ow police tape and
officers. A dark sedan is parked on the street opposite.

| NT. DARK SEDAN - DAY

Baptiste is in the back seat. Two of his crew, Cbert and
RENARD are in front. Renard is the driver. They watch the
restaurant.

I n French, SUBTI TLED

BAPTI| STE
That north African still owes ne
noney.

RENARD
VWl l, he's dead now.

BAPTI| STE
| don't care. Find out who in his
crewis still alive. W'll get it
fromthem

Renard and Qbert exchange | ooks.

RENARD
VWhat about Fabrice?

BAPTI STE
What about hinf? He's dead. Those
nonkeys in there killed him Nothing
we can do about that.

RENARD
Aivier?

BAPTI STE
Yeah. divier.
(beat)
Wll... | don't know what we can do
about him | should have |left himon
the street.
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OBERT
He has a sister.
A |l ong beat. ..
BAPTI STE
| know.
(beat)
Let's go.

END SUBTI TLES.
Renard pulls the car away fromthe curb.
| NT. CLUB LE CAVE — NI GHT

Spotlights slice through snoky darkness. Col eman's quart et
pl ays with razor-sharp precision, each note cutting through
t he packed club's charged at nosphere.

At the bar's edge, Sophie sits alone - a solitary figure,
her untouched wi ne glass a silent testanment to her grief.

I NT. CLUB LE CAVE — NI GHT (LATER)

Bet ween sets, Coleman is sitting next to Sophie at the bar.
He drinks water.

COLEMAN
(softly)
You didn't need to cone tonight.

SOPHI E
| couldn't be alone. The silence..
it's unbearabl e.

Col eman' s hand covers hers - a gentle anchor in her storm of
pai n.

SOPHI E ( CONT' D)
How do | carry this pain?

Col eman coul d answer but he doesn't.

CCLEMAN
Tell nme about Aivier. The good
t hi ngs.

Sophi e is heartbroken but she thinks back..

SOPHI E
When ny parents died, | didn't think
he woul d get over it. He was so young.
( MORE)
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SOPHI E ( CONT' D)

| knew | had to be strong for him
but I was the one who cried. Al the
time. Nothing could take that
enpti ness away.

(beat)
W were at ny grandparent's house.
They lived in the country then. |
| ocked nyself in a roomand wept. It
seened |i ke hours. divier cane in
and put his arns around ne. He didn't
say anything at first. Then, he | eaned

down and whispered in my ear... It's
just you and ne now. This is what we
have.
(beat)

He was only six years ol d.

COLEMAN
VWhat made hi mget involved with
Bapti ste?

SOPHI E

He was |l ost. G owi ng up wthout
parents was harder for him | think
After ny grandnot her died, we noved
here. It was too nmuch for him A
young boy in Paris, trying to becone

a mn... with no one there to guide
him He |oved ny grandfather but...
(beat)

Baptiste | ooks for boys like Aivier.
For him they're just nore bullets
for his gun. Once they're spent, he
just puts new ones in.

Sophi e | ooks to Col eman, her eyes glistening.

SOPHI E ( CONT' D)
WIIl you go to the funeral with nme?

COLEMAN
If you want nme to. OF course.

SOPHI E
| do.

EXT. PARI S CEMETERY - DAY

Rows of weat hered, above-ground tonbs rise against a grey
and darkening sky. A small cluster of nourners stand quietly.

Sophi e stands before a nodest famly tonb. Her grandfather,
cane in hand, is beside her. Coleman stays slightly behind.
A PRI EST stands before them
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I n French, SUBTI TLED

PRI EST
Let us pray. Eternal rest grant unto
Adivier, O Lord, and |let perpetua
[ ight shine upon him My he rest in
peace.

MOURNERS
Anen.

PRI EST
Go in peace, and may the Lord console
your hearts.

Sophie | ooks at the stone with AQivier's nane and dates.
Next to it, those of her G andnother and her parents.

GRANDFATHER
(softly, to Sophie)
They woul d have wanted it this way.

Qui et.
Sophi e squeezes her grandfather's armjust a little nore.

Col eman's gaze drifts. A dark silhouette lurks at the
cenetery's edge - Baptiste, watching |ike a predator, flanked
by Renard and Cbert.

He | eans down and whi spers in Sophie's ear. She turns her
head and sees Bapti ste.

SOPHI E
(whi spered, col d)
Bapti st e.

The grandf at her | ooks over.

GRANDFATHER
VWho is that?

Sophi e turns back to the tonb.

SOPHl E
No one.

The service continues. Flowers are |laid. Wrds whispered.
Tears wi ped. Sophie's grandfather noves to sonme other nourners
to say thank you.

Sophi e steps back fromthe tonb, Baptiste noves forward,
al nost casually, blending with the nourners. He stops a few
feet away, hands | oosely fol ded. Sophie stiffens.
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BAPTI STE
Bonj our, Sophi e.

He tilts his head, eyes scanning her face |ike a predator.

BAPTI STE ( CONT' D)
It's tragi c what happened to your
br ot her.

SOPHI E
Wiy are you here?

BAPTI STE
(with cal cul ated
sof t ness)
To pay ny respects. To what's left
of your famly.

SOPHI E
You're the reason AQivier is dead.
BAPTI| STE
Why woul d you say such a terrible
t hi ng?
SOPHI E

My brother was weak. And you took
advant age of him

Baptiste noves a little closer to Sophie, quieter, nenacing.

BAPTI STE
| took your brother in because he
needed hel p. He woul d have died a
| ot sooner if | hadn't given hima

hore.
SOPHI E
He had a hone.
BAPTI STE
No. You were -- a service station
He went to you to have his ass w ped.
(beat)
| gave himdignity. | gave hima
reason to live. Sonething you could
not do.

Sophie gets right into his face, defiant.

SOPHI E
| know who you are, Baptiste. You
t ake boys and meke t hem believe
they're nen. But, you destroy them
( MORE)
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SOPHI E ( CONT' D)

You kill people with your drugs. You
kill children with your drugs.
BAPTI STE

| force no one to do ny drugs. |
just take advantage of it.

Sophie spits directly into Baptiste's face. H s nen tense,
but Baptiste's hand stops them Coleman grips Sophie's arm
sensing the vol canic rage beneath her grief.
Baptiste wipes the spit away, his smle never wavering.
BAPTI STE ( CONT' D)

Be careful, Sophie. My patience has

[imts.
END SUBTI TLES.
Bapti ste eyes Col enman.

BAPTI STE ( CONT' D)

(i n English)
You're the Anerican from New York. |
know al | about you. | read your wife

i ked drugs. And you |like young girls.

Col eman noves forward. Renard and Obert step toward Col eman,
menaci ngly. Baptiste smrks know ng he pressed the button he
wanted to, then turns to Sophie.

BAPTI STE ( CONT' D)
You shoul d be careful of this one,
Sophie. He is a man with no country.
And that nakes hi m desperate.

Wthout waiting for a response, Baptiste turns with his nen
and wal ks away, drifting down the row of tonbs

Sophi e and Col eman stand together in silence, watching
Baptiste and his nmen wal k away.

EXT. TUNI S RESTAURANT — DAY

The restaurant is dark, enpty. Yellow police tape flutters
in the breeze. Alight Paris rain falls on the cobbl estones.

A POLI CE OFFI CER stands guard outside of the restaurant. A
car pulls to the curb. Vaillant and Pichard get out of the
car, acknow edge the officer, and enter the restaurant.
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I NT. TUNI' S RESTAURANT — NI GHT

Vai I | ant noves through the enpty, blood-streaked roomwth
Pi chard. Tables and chairs lie overturned. Bullet holes scar
the walls. Faint light glints off spent shell casings on the
fl oor.

Technicians work silently in the corners, bagging evidence,
t aki ng phot os.

I n French, SUBTI TLED

VAI LLANT
VWhat a ness.

Pichard refers to a folder he's hol ding.

Pl CHARD
We've identified two of the North
Africans. One of them Hanza Nasri,
was in prison until six nonths ago.

VAI LLANT
For what ?

Pl CHARD
Assaul t, firearm possession, drugs.
He was in for two years.

VAI LLANT
The ot hers?

Pl CHARD
One was picked up for solicitation.
Rel eased. The other two had no record.
Coul d have just arrived.

VAI LLANT
Seens |ike Hanza tried to take a
step up. Didn't work out well for
hi m
Vaillant goes to a wall with dozens of pock marked bull et
hol es.

VAI LLANT ( CONT' D)
There were no drugs here?

Pl CHARD
No.

VAI LLANT
Money?
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Pl CHARD
Not rmuch. Nothing to cause all of
t his.
Vai |l | ant turns.
VAI LLANT

Maybe someone didn't pay.

Pl CHARD
What about Baptiste?

VAI LLANT
Bring himin. He wasn't here, but he
| ost a man. Maybe he wants to talk

Pl CHARD

Hi s business is grow ng, | think.
VAI LLANT

| know.
Pl CHARD

You t hink he knows sonet hi ng about
that kid who had his throat cut?

VAI LLANT
| don't know... Maybe.

END SUBTI TLES.

Vail |l ant stands silent, surveying the chaos. Pichard scribbles
not es.

| NT. BI STRO — DAY

A small bistro in the 18th. A few custoners are eating at
tables in the front. A BARTENDER is cleaning the bar. Pichard
and two UNI FORVED OFFI CERS enter.

The bartender | ooks up, continuing to clean. Pichard goes to
the bar and | eans over to speak to the bartender quietly. W
don't hear what the bartender says but he inclines his head
toward the back

Pichard and the officers walk to the back of the restaurant.
Baptiste sits at a table eating wwth Renard and Ooert. The
men begin to nove and Baptiste puts his hand on the table
letting them know not to. Baptiste doesn't react.

I n French, SUBTI TLED

Pl CHARD
Enj oyi ng your day?
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Baptiste calmy places his silverware on the table.

BAPTI STE
Pichard... Are you here for lunch? |
think there are tables in the front.
Pl CHARD
We have questions for you.
BAPTI STE
Go ahead.
Pl CHARD
Not here.
BAPTI STE

Ahh. 1 would like to finish ny neal.
The food here is very good.

Pichard is stone-faced. As are the officers. Baptiste | ooks
t hem over.

BAPTI STE ( CONT' D)
Hnm

Pi chard notions to the door. Lunch is over.

END SUBTI TLES.

| NT. POLI CE STATI ON - DAY

The door to the station opens. Pichard |leads the two officers
and Baptiste, hands cuffed behind him through the |obby and
down a hal | way.

| NT. POLI CE STATI ON - | NTERROGATI ON ROOM - DAY

Baptiste is sitting in a chair, still handcuffed. Two enpty
chairs sit across from him

The door opens and Pichard and Vaillant enter. They cross
the roomand sit. Both place folders on the table in front
of them Baptiste stares at the nen, unflinching. Enotionless.

Vai Il ant opens his folder, reading briefly.
I n French, SUBTI TLED

VAI LLANT
Bapti ste Gaut hier.

BAPTI STE
(re: Pichard)
At | east he picked up the correct
man.



VAI LLANT
You know why you’'re here?

BAPTI| STE
You have no one else to talk to?

VAI LLANT
| have a lot of people |I can talk
to. O course, some of them are dead
now. So...

BAPTI| STE
That's t oo bad.

VAI LLANT
Not really. | don't lik
time. Mght as well tal
man, right?

e to waste ny
k to the main

BAPTI STE
| suppose.

VAI LLANT
Where were you Tuesday ni ght?

BAPTI| STE
| don't renenber.

VAI LLANT
Real | y?

Pichard | ays out photos of the Tunis Restaurant nurders.
Graphic in detail. One is close up of Fabrice. Dead.

VAI LLANT ( CONT' D)
You lost a man that night. You don't
remenber what you were doing

BAPTI STE
Oh, that's right. I was wth friends
at a bar. Al night.

VAI LLANT
How i s business these days?

BAPTI STE
What business would that be? | have
famly noney. | own a bar. | don't
really need a job. Unlike you.

VAI LLANT
Tell me about Aivier Ardent.

BAPTI STE
A tragedy.



VAI LLANT
You knew hi nf?

BAPTI STE

39.

| hel ped hi mwhen no one el se woul d.

He probably thought of nme as his.

ol der br ot her.

VAI LLANT
| doubt his sister would agree.

BAPTI STE
Ah, Sophie... Probably not.

Pichard | ays out the crine scene photos of Aivier's nurder.
Throat slit. Blood everywhere. Baptiste |ooks, unnoved.

VAI LLANT
H s throat was slit.

BAPTI STE

That woul d seema very brutal way to

die. But, accidents happen. People

make the wrong deci sions.

VAI LLANT
They do.

He takes out a plastic evidence bag with a folded knife

i nsi de.

VAI LLANT ( CONT' D)
This was taken fromyou earlier.
mnd if we check it?

You

BAPTI STE

No.
VAI LLANT

You're sure? W won't find any bl ood?
BAPTI STE

Wll... | killed arat with it

recently. Maybe, | didn't get al
the bl ood off.

Vai Il ant shoves the desk forward violently,
sprawl i ng across the fl oor.

VAI LLANT
(to Pichard)
Pi ck hi mup.

sendi ng Bapti ste

Pi chard roughly picks up Baptiste and pins hi magainst the
wal |l . Valiant calmy conmes over, inches from Bapti ste.



VAI LLANT ( CONT' D)
"1l take that as your acknow edgnent.

BAPTI STE
| f you had anything, you would arrest
me. We both know t hat.

40.

Vai |l ant grabs Baptiste by the throat viciously and braces
hi m agai nst the wall. Wth his free hand, Vaillant pulls out
his automatic and puts it against Baptiste's tenple.

VAI LLANT
| don't need to arrest you, Baptiste.
Not really. | know where you |ive.

know where you eat, drink, fuck,
shit. Doesn't matter.

BAPTI STE
You think | tell anything to a man
who has a gun to ny head?

VAI LLANT
You don’t understand. | don't
negotiate with people Iike you. I'm

just a janitor who takes out the
trash. Every day. And that's all you
are to ne.

Vaill ant throws Baptiste aside, sending himto the ground.

He hol sters his weapon.

VAI LLANT ( CONT' D)
(to Pichard)
Put this garbage back on the street.

Vaillant turns to | eave.

BAPTI| STE
Vai l | ant .

Vai l | ant stops and turns.

BAPTI STE ( CONT' D)
You think I'm scared of you?

VAI LLANT
You shoul d be.

Vai l |l ant | eaves the room Baptiste on the ground,
at Pi chard.

END SUBTI TLES.

| ooks back
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| NT. POLI CE STATION - VAILLANT'S OFFI CE - DAY
Vaillant is at his desk when Pichard enters.

I n French, SUBTI TLED

Pl CHARD
That shoul d make hi m | ook over his
shoul der.

VAI LLANT

Put two nen on him Not too close. |
want to see what he does.

Pl CHARD
You think he was involved with killing
t hat boy?
VAI LLANT
| do. But, this wasn't just about
t he boy.
Pl CHARD
The drugs.
VAI LLANT
We need to talk to Lanmbert. | want

to see what Narcotics knows about
hi s supplier.

Pl CHARD
Ri ght. What about the boy's sister?
And the nusician? Baptiste is not
soneone to | eave | oose ends.

VAI LLANT
No. You're right there. Was anything
found at the girl's apartnment?

Pl CHARD
Not hi ng yet.

VAI LLANT
Keep | ooki ng. That boy was killed
for a reason. | want to know what it
was.

Pichard turns and exits the office.
END SUBTI TLES.
| NT. POLI CE STATI ON - NARCOTICS D VI SION - DAY

Vai |l ant and Pichard enter a cranped, paper-strewn office.
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LAMBERT, 50s, grizzled, cigarette permanently hangi ng from
his lip, sits behind a desk stacked with files and | edger
books.

I n French, SUBTI TLED

VAI LLANT
Lanbert.

LANVBERT
Ah, Conm ssaire. Pichard. | thought
|'d be seeing you here at sone point.

VAI LLANT
We have nul tiple nurders.

LAVBERT
VWho doesn't?

VAI LLANT
These are people you know, | think.
We need a read on Baptiste Gauthier.
Hi s operation. Wiere the shipnents
are comng from

Lanmbert flicks ash into an overused tray.

LAVBERT
He used to be small-tine a few years
ago. Now, with nore nen. Mre guns.
Alittle luck. He's bigger. He's
al so crazy. His tenper is causing
himto get sloppy. Probably why we
have bodies piling up.

VAI LLANT
Hi s source?

LANVBERT
North African, nostly small batches
fromMarseilles. He's got good
connecti ons.

VAI LLANT
Wth who?

Lanmbert takes a file froma wire rack on his desk and opens
it. H flips it open to a booking photo and sone surveillance
phot os.

LANVBERT
Probably this man. Hi s nane is Abreo.

Al geri an.
( MORE)



LAVBERT ( CONT' D)
Becane a big fish after the riots a
few years ago when nost of his
conpetition was killed off. Has a
di sdain for the police. For obvious
reasons. Moves | arge | oads. Snoot h.
Uses internediaries.

VAI LLANT
And you can't arrest hinf

LAVBERT
Qur new prosecutor is scared to bring
any cases forward unless they're air
tight. And no m stakes. W send t hem
in -- he denies them Sinple as that.
So, we keep trying.

He flips a page and shows surveill ance photos of Baza.

LAVBERT ( CONT' D)
One of Abreo's nmen is nanmed Baza
Handl es pi ckups, distributions, noney.
Very loyal. Since the killings in
'62, French Al gerians have taken
advant age of the governnent's |ack
of courage, shall we say. Wth Baza's
hel p, Abreo is becom ng nearly
untouchable. It's |like a fucking
cult.

VAI LLANT
So, Baza sets up Baptiste's product.
Coll ects and then gets it to Abreo.

LANVBERT
Exactly. We keep waiting for themto
slip. But, so far, we don't have
enough to put a case together. No
paper, no witnesses willing to talKk.

VAI LLANT
And the crews? Like Baptiste' s?

LANVBERT
Well, you al ready know what happened
at Tunis. That was a snmall tine buyer
who thought it was snmart to not pay.
You saw what happened to him Baptiste
| ost a man.

VAI LLANT
What do you know about a young man
named A ivier Ardent?

43.
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LAVBERT
That's the kid who got his throat
cut?

VAI LLANT

Yeah. He was at Tunis. He's the only
one who lived. At least for a few
hour s.

LANVBERT
He showed up on sone surveillance we
had on Baza. He was just a kid.

VAI LLANT
W think it's possible Baptiste had
sonething to do with his nurder.

LAVBERT
Abreo. Baza. Baptiste. Al connect ed.
But this man, Baza? He has a tal ent
for recruitnent.

Pl CHARD
What do you nean?

LAVBERT

Wrd is, he's been able to put ears
into the crews he's selling to. Every
one of them They report back. Smart
really. Abreo always knows what's
goi ng on when he's not there.

(beat)
That ki d? Your victinf? Unlikely to
be random Sonmeone wanted to send a
message - probably to Abreo, if he
was truly working for him

VAI LLANT
Anyt hi ng el se?

LAVBERT
My sources believe that a | arge
shi pnment is due very soon. If that's
the case, Baptiste will be getting
his share

Vaill ant cl oses his notebook, |eans back.

LAVBERT ( CONT' D)
Comm ssaire. Baptiste is ruthless.
Renmenber that. He won't hesitate to
kill anyone who crosses him The
Al gerians? It's hard to read them

( MORE)
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LAVBERT ( CONT' D)
But, | think they're getting tired
of Baptiste as well. And, if it starts
to damage their business, they have
enough rats in the walls to take
care of the problem Wthout our
hel p.

Vaill ant trades | ooks with Pichard.

VAI LLANT
Al right. Keep nme inforned if
anyt hi ng devel ops.

Lanbert returns to his |ledgers, cigarette snoke tw sting
i ke pal e serpents around the harsh fluorescent |ight.
Vaill ant and Pichard exit the office.

| NT. CLUB LE CAVE — NI GHT

Col eman’s quartet finishes a tense, electrifying set. The

audi ence cl aps, sone whistle. Coleman | eans back on the bench,
W pi ng sweat from his forehead.

| NT. CLUB LE CAVE — NI GHT (LATER)

Col eman sits at the bar, towel pressed against his danp skin.
Eager fans cluster around, seeking autographs.

FAN #1
You were amazi ng.

COLEMAN
Thanks.

FAN #2

| love your playing.
Col eman's gaze drifts past his fans, |anding on Baptiste
seated at the far end of the bar. Renard and Obert flank him
i ke silent predators.
Two pl ai ncl othes police officers watch from across the room

BAPTI STE
May | buy you a drink?

COLEMAN
| don't drink.

BAPTI STE
Ah. Too bad. | like to drink.

Baptiste notions for the BARTENDER to bring hi manother.
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BAPTI STE ( CONT' D)
| never heard you play before. You're
good.

The bartender brings over Baptiste's drink and places it on
t he bar.

BAPTI STE ( CONT' D)
Mer ci .

The bartender nods and wal ks away. Baptiste sips slowy.
Col eman wat ches hi m cl osel y.

BAPTI STE ( CONT' D)
You know... Sophie is inportant to
ne.

COLEMAN
| don't think so.

BAPTI STE
Oh, no. It's true. Her brother was
inportant to me. That makes her
i nportant to ne. You understand?

COLEMAN
What do you want ?

BAPTI STE
| want to know who did this terrible
thing to her brother. | nean... He
wasn't very smart. But, he was a
good Ki d.

COLEMAN

So, he worked for you?

BAPTI| STE
Yeah. He cl eaned the bar. Ran errands.
Smal | things, you know?

COLEMAN
Why do you think someone would kill
hi n? Who woul d take a knife and cut
his throat fromear to ear? And then
| eave himto die -- on the floor --
i ke he was not hi ng? Li ke he neant
not hing to anyone? Not to his sister.
Not to his grandfather... Not to
you.

Thi s unnerves Baptiste but he covers.
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CCOLEMAN ( CONT' D)
| knew people |ike you in New YorKk.
There was al ways sonebody stronger.
Sonmebody with nore noney. Mre people.
They never lasted | ong. They usually
ended up like Aivier. No one ever
saw t hem agai n.

Baptiste leans in closer to Coleman so only he can hear.

BAPTI STE
You know... You're a very good
musi ci an. | know you' ve had your
troubles in the past. | understand.

And | know you |i ke Sophie. That,
|"mnot so confortable with. Just
sayi ng. ..

(beat)
"1l tell you a secret...

(al nost whi speri ng)
| don't |ike niggers. And, | don't
i ke you.

Col eman doesn't react which throws Baptiste. He turns to his
men. Sm rks.

COLEMAN
You may think |I don't know what pain
is. Wiat death nmeans. You woul d be

wong. |'ve been there.

(beat)
And |I've killed a | ot nore nen than
you have.

Col eman stands up. Cbert takes a step forward to Col eman,
reaching for his gun

In a lightning novenent, Col eman disarns Obert - two sharp
punches sending himcrashing to the floor. Renard starts
forward, but Baptiste's raised hand freezes him

The cops watch, tense.
CCLEMAN ( CONT' D)
| don't |ike to be threatened.
Especially by people |like you.

BAPTI STE
" minpressed.

COLENMAN
Don't be.

Col eman leans in close to Baptiste, so only he can hear.
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CCLEMAN ( CONT' D)
(in French, subtitled)
If | see you near Sophie again, it
won't be these idiots | go after
It'I'l be you.

Baptiste smrks, then turns to Renard.

BAPTI STE
(in French, subtitled)
Pi ck hi m up.

Baptiste turns and wal ks to the door. Renard picks up Qoert,
and wal ks himto the door past the two cops.

EXT. CLUB LE CAVE — N GHT

Baptiste and his two nen exit the club. The street is alive
W th people. Baptiste is angry.

BAPTI STE
(in French, subtitled)
That ni gger needs to be taught a
| esson. And his fucking girlfriend.

Renard and Obert nod in acknow edgnent as they continue to
their car.

| NT. POLI CE STATION - VAILLANT' S OFFI CE - DAY

Vaillant is at his desk sipping espresso. The two undercover
detectives at Cub | e Cave, MOREAU and GARNI ER, sit across
fromhim Pichard stands in the doorway.

I n French, SUBTI TLED

VAI LLANT
You' re j oki ng?

MOREAU
No, sir.

GARNI ER

He took out Baptiste's man so fast,
| couldn't believe it.

MOREAU
Baptiste just stood there. | don't
think he could believe it either.

Vai |l | ant | ooks to Pichard who just shrugs.
VAI LLANT

Well, it seens this American is nore
than just a piano player.
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Vaill ant sips his coffee, thinking.
VAI LLANT ( CONT' D)

One of you stay on Baptiste. The
ot her, keep an eye on the girl.

Pl CHARD
What about the nusician?
VAI LLANT
| think our nusician can take care
of hinself. But, he'll be close to
the girl. So...
MOREAU
Yes, sSir.
The detectives | eave.
Pl CHARD
wel | ?
VAI LLANT
Find out who this nusician really
iS.

END SUBTI TLES.
| NT. COLEMAN' S FLAT — DAY

Col eman is making coffee in the kitchen. Sophie, still in
bed, turns sleepily to him

SCOPHI E
s that for me?

COLENMAN
O course.

SOPHI E
Mm

Col eman brings over the coffee. She sits up, he hands it to
her and sits on the edge of the bed.

SOPHI E ( CONT' D)
Thank you.

She sips the coffee.
SOPHI E ( CONT' D)

This is good. How was the show | ast
ni ght ?



COLEMAN
It was okay.

Sophi e senses sonething is off.

SOPHI E

That's not very convincing. Wat is
it?

CCLEMAN
Bapti ste showed up

SOPHI E
You tal ked to hinf

CCLEMAN
Yeah.

SOPHI E

That's it? Nothing el se?

COLEMAN
That's it.

Sophi e eyes Col eman. She knows that's not it...

This hits

SOPHI E
| don't believe you. Baptiste is not
a man who just stops by to have a
chat .
(beat)
VWhat happened?

CCLEMVAN

Not hi ng i nportant. But he's dangerous.

(beat)
And, | think he killed your brother.

Sophi e hard.

SOPHI E
Why ?

CCLEMAN
Just a feeling. He rem nded ne of
people I knew a |long tine ago.

SCOPHI E
| n New York. ..

COLEMAN
Yes.

SCOPHI E

We should tell that detective.
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COLEMAN
| think he suspects the sane thing.
He had two nen at the club.

SOPHI E
| hate Baptiste. But | never thought
he would kill Qivier.

COLEMAN
| could be wong. But, | don't think
| am

SOPHI E

VWhat can we do?

COLEMAN
The police know who Baptiste is and
what he does.

SOPHI E
And still they can do not hing.

COLEMAN
"' mworried about you.

Sophi e puts her coffee down and waps her arns around Col enan.

SOPHI E
Tell me we'll be safe.

Col eman hol ds her, but he can't say that. Sophie knows it.
EXT. RUN- DOWN APARTMENT BUI LDI NG — NI GHT

A m serable | ooking building in the worst part of Paris. The
street is enpty save for a few parked cars. Baptiste's car
pulls up across fromthe buil ding and parKks.

After a nonent, Cbert and Renard exit fromthe front doors.
Baptiste exits fromthe back. He stands, scans the street,

then starts to walk toward the building. Obert and Renard

fol | ow.

They stand at the front door to the building. Baptiste |ooks
up and down the street again. A SEDAN turns onto the street.
Baptiste clocks it. Baptiste and his nmen nove inside.

| NT. RUN- DOAWN APARTMENT — NI GHT
The roomis cranped, dimy lit by a single sw nging bulb.

VWal | s are cracked, peeling paint. Cardboard boxes are stacked
haphazardly, sonme taped shut, others still open.
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Three young NORTH AFRI CANS sit huddl ed at a table, eating
Tuni si an food, drinking beer and speaking quietly to each
ot her.

EXT. RUN- DOAN APARTMENT BUI LDI NG — NI GHT

The sedan that turned the corner is now parked on the street,
on the sanme side as the apartnment buil ding. Detective Garnier,
fromthe neeting with Vaillant, sits inside, snoking a
cigarette. He watches the front of the apartnent buil ding.

I NT. RUN- DOAWN APARTMENT — NI GHT

The door flies open. Obert and Renard burst in, guns raised,
boots thudding on the worn wooden fl oor.

The North Africans freeze, w de-eyed, terror etched across
their faces.

They speak in accented Engli sh.

RENARD
Hands on the tabl el

The North Africans conply, shaking.

From t he shadows at the doorway, Baptiste enters slowy,
calmy, his eyes cold and cal culating. He scans the room
then rests on the North Africans.

He wal ks to the table. Looks it over. Picks up a fork and
stabs at the food.

BAPTI STE
How do you eat this shit?

He drops the fork into the food. He pulls an enpty chair to
the table and sits. The North Africans are even nore scared
now. Baptiste's nen have their guns trained on the North
Africans.

BAPTI STE ( CONT' D)
You know who | anf?

They all shake their heads "no." Baptiste |ooks at the ol dest
of the three. He's maybe twenty or twenty-one.

BAPTI STE ( CONT' D)
You know why |’ m here?

OLDER NORTH AFRI CAN
No.
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BAPTI STE
That surprises ne.
(beat)
Your boss? Hanza? You know he's dead,
right? And all the rest of your
friends?

OLDER NORTH AFRI CAN
Yes.

BAPTI STE
Hanza owes ne noney. A lot of it.
And, now that he's dead... You owe
me noney.

A tense silence. The North Africans shift uneasily, too afraid
to speak. Baptiste adjusts his chair closer.

BAPTI STE ( CONT' D)
Were is ny noney?

OLDER NORTH AFRI CAN
| don't know.

Silence. Then, in a flash, Baptiste shoots the youngest man.
He col | apses. Eyes wide. Silence. Baptiste never noves,
| ocking eyes with the ol der boy.

BAPTI STE
Now you know |'m a serious nan.

The ol der North African shakily points a finger toward the
kitchen. Baptiste follows his finger then nods to one of his
men who goes to the cabinets, opens several then finds the
nmoney in one of them

BAPTI STE ( CONT' D)
(smling to the boy)
You see?... Easy.

Baptiste stands, then shoots the remaining two nen in the
head. Their bodies coll apse but remain in the chairs.

He wal ks to the door, expressionless. The apartnent falls
into deadly quiet. A CREAK of floor boards outside the

apart ment .

Baptiste holds up his hand and notions his nmen to nove to
the wall by the door. Baptiste noves to the side of the door,
automatic at his side.

The knob turns. Detective Garnier enters, weapon raised.

He freezes at the sight of the bodies.
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Baptiste raises his gun. A single shot echoes. Garnier falls.
Dead.

Baptiste closes the door. He goes to the table, picks up a
napkin, and returns to the detective.

Usi ng the napkin, Baptiste picks up Garnier's pistol and
puts it back into his hand. He lifts his armand fires two
shots, one into each of the dead Tunisians. He lets the arm
wi th the weapon drop to the floor, the weapon still in the
dead detective's hand.

He | ooks to his nen.

BAPTI STE ( CONT' D)
(i n French)
Let's go.

They exit the apartnent.
EXT. PARI S STREET — NI GHT

A line of police cars races through the slick streets, sirens
blaring, lights slicing the darkness.

| NT. VAILLANT' S CAR — NI GHT ( MOVI NG
Vaillant drives, Pichard beside him
I n French, SUBTI TLED

VAI LLANT
Who reported it?

Pl CHARD
A nei ghbor. Heard gunshots, then
runni ng on the stairs.

VAI LLANT
And Garnier’s | ocation?

Pl CHARD
The sanme. He called it in after
follow ng Baptiste to the buil ding.

VAI LLANT
And not hi ng si nce?

Pl CHARD
No.

VAI LLANT
Fuck!

END SUBTI TLES.
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Vaill ant slans the accelerator. Sirens screamthrough the
streets.

EXT. RUN- DOAN APARTMENT BUI LDI NG — NI GHT

Police cars screech to a halt. Oficers pile out, weapons
rai sed, racing toward the entrance. Vaillant and Pichard
exit, follow ng.

| NT. RUN- DOAN APARTMENT BUI LDI NG — NI GHT

O ficers charge up the stairs, doors slamm ng behind them
At the top, they reach the apartnment door. Vaillant signals,
and they kick it in.

| NT. RUN- DOAN APARTMENT — CONTI NUOUS

The officers freeze. Blood stains the floor, bullet holes
pock the walls. Bodies lie notionless.

I n French, SUBTI TLED

VAI LLANT (O S.)
Move!

Oficers clear a path. Vaillant and Pichard step through.
Vaillant’s gaze falls on Detective Garnier, lifeless, blood
pool i ng around hi s head.

Pl CHARD
Jesus.

VAI LLANT
Call the forensic team

He scans the roomonce nore, then turns to the officers.

VAI LLANT ( CONT' D)
Seal the building. Cose off the
street. No one in or out. Start
i ntervi em ng nei ghbors.
(beat)
Now

END SUBTI TLES.

O ficers snap to action, still stunned. Vaillant pushes past
them frustration visible in every novenent.

EXT. RUN- DOAN APARTMENT BUI LDI NG — NI GHT

Vaill ant and Pichard step onto the street. Oficers string
police tape, redirect traffic, and survey the scene.

Pi chard noves to their car to radi o forensics.
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Vai ll ant stands alone in the street as he surveys the chaos,
his frustration grow ng.

EXT. COLEMAN S FLAT - DAY

Col eman wal ks al ong the street toward his building. As he
approaches, he sees Vaillant standing by his door. He's not

happy.

VAI LLANT
May | buy you breakfast?

| NT. CAFE - DAY

Col eman and Vaillant sit at an outside table at a cafe,
cof fee, croissants and fruit between them

VAI LLANT
Tel | me what happened between you
and Bapti ste.

COLEMAN
He said sonme things | found --
obj ecti onabl e.

VAI LLANT
| heard you put one of his nmen on
t he ground.
CCLEMAN
Yeah. | don't think he |iked that
very nmnuch.
VAI LLANT
Baptiste is dangerous. But you already
know t hat .
CCLEMAN
He t hreatened Sophie.
VAI LLANT
And you're going to protect her?
CCLEMAN
If | have to.
VAI LLANT
| had two of ny nmen follow himto Le
Cave.
CCLEMAN

| saw t hem
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VAI LLANT
One of themwas killed |ast night. A
bull et. R ght through his head.

COLEVAN
(stunned)
" m sorry.
VAI LLANT

In sone piss hole apartnent al ong
with three North Africans boys. Two
of them were teenagers, for Christ

sake.

(beat)
My officer had a wife and two young
children. | have to tell them today

what happened.

COLEMAN
Was it Baptiste?

VAI LLANT
| don't know yet. What we believe is
that they worked for a man who sold
drugs for Baptiste. He's dead too.
Along with three of his nen. But,
you al ready know t hat.

COLEMAN
The nmen killed at the restaurant --
wher e Sophi e's brother was?

VAI LLANT
Yes. I'msharing this with you
because... You are now in the mddle
of sonet hing you probably didn't
expect.

COLEMAN
A l ot of people are dying because of
this man.

VAI LLANT

And, if you get in the way? O piss
hi mof f? You could end up dead. Sophie
t 0o.

COLEMAN
| won't let that happen.

is frustrated. Col eman knows it.
VAI LLANT

| had Pichard dig into your past.
( MORE)



VAI LLANT ( CONT' D)
| apol ogi ze. But, | wanted to find
out who you are. O, nore inportantly,
who you were

CCOLEMAN
And what did he find?

VAI LLANT
That you are not only an extrenely
tal ented nusician. You al so fought
in Korea. Part of the Arny Speci al
Forces. That was surpri sing.

COLEMAN
| knew | was going to get drafted so
| decided to join and have sone say
i n what happened to ne.

VAI LLANT
| can understand that. You were
awarded the Silver Cross. For bravery.

Col eman doesn't respond. He sips his coffee.

VAI LLANT ( CONT' D)
And, I'msorry to bring this up but...
this business with your wfe?

COLEMAN
She died of a drug overdose.

VAI LLANT
The police report | read said she
had no needle marks on her arm No
trace of drug use in the past.

COLEMAN
She didn't use drugs.

VAI LLANT
Ckay.

COLEMAN

My wife was raped by a drug deal er.
And, to keep her quiet, he punped
that shit into her body... It killed
her. The police did nothing. To them
she was just another black woman who
probably deserved what she got.

VAI LLANT
And what of the arrest with the young
girl?
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COLEMAN
When the police stopped investigating
what happened to ny wife, | caused
probl ens for them That was their
way of telling ne to back off.

VAI LLANT
This drug dealer -- and rapist? He
was found dead in the East River a
month later. That's quite a
coi nci dence, wouldn't you say?

CCLEMAN

| think sonme would say that's justice.
VAI LLANT

And, the police?
CCLEMAN

They destroyed ny career. Everything

| worked for. | lost ny wife. My

wor k. My reputation.

VAI LLANT
And now you're here.

CCLEMAN
Wul d you stay in a country that did
that to you?

Vaillant sits back in his chair.

VAI LLANT

| understand why you hate Baptiste.
The drug problemin Paris will only
get worse if people |like himare not
st opped. That's ny | ob.

(beat)
My concern is for the safety of Sophie
and you. Even though I think you can
probably take care of yourself. But
listen to ne... | can't protect you
if you do sonething on your own.

Col eman hestit ates.

COLEMAN
And you' ve found nothing in Sophie's
apartnent to connect Baptiste?

VAI LLANT
Unfortunately, no.

COLEMAN
Where does he get his drugs?



60.

Vai Il ant doesn't want to go down this road with Col eman but
he rel ents.

VAI LLANT

Marseilles. It's comng there from
East Africa, Turkey, the Mddl e East.
This problemis grow ng. Hashish --
opium We're starting to see nore
her oi n.

(beat)
Again, that's ny problem not yours.
I"msorry if | sound..

COLEMAN
Pi ssed of f?
VAI LLANT
Yeah. |'m pissed off. My officer was

killed. Young people in Paris are
dyi ng because of this. They're drug
deal ers, | know But they didn't
have to be. W let that happen.

CCLEMAN

VWhat's your given nane, Conm ssaire?
VAI LLANT

Theo.
CCLEMAN

Well, Theo... |'ve seen the worst

peopl e can do to each other. In war.
In the streets. It doesn't matter.
There will always be soneone stronger
t hat takes advantage of soneone
weaker. No matter how hard we fight,
it won't change.

VAI LLANT
So... you play your nusic to drown
out all that noise?
CCLEMAN
That's a good way of putting it,
yeah.
VAI LLANT
| haven't heard you play yet. | think

| would like that.

Vaill ant gets up, puts noney on the table.
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VAI LLANT ( CONT' D)
Oh, we've finished in Sophie's
apartnent, by the way. She can go
back when she wants to.

Vaill ant begins to turn to | eave.

CCLEMAN
| won't |et people | care about be
hurt -- ever again.

VAI LLANT

| know.
They trade | ooks then Vaill ant wal ks away.
I NT. SOPHI E'S APARTMENT — DAY

Soft afternoon light filters through dusty w ndows. Sophie
stands notionless in the center of her apartnment, her gaze
tracing invisible nmenories. Blood-scrubbed floors reflect a
clinical erasure of violence.

She noves toward the bookshel ves, fingers brushing over worn
spines. A d photographs catch her attention: Aivier as a
child, famly portraits, her grandfather smling in black-
and-white franes. She pauses, tracing a face in one photo
with her fingertips.

Her gaze drifts upward. A franed photograph on the wall hangs
slightly crooked above the old steam heater. She steps cl oser.

Sophie tilts the frame to straighten it. A glint catches the
dimlight behind the heater.

She kneels on the floor, |ooking under the heater. Behind
the heater coil, sonething netallic reflects the | anplight.

She gets up, goes to the kitchen and retrieves a knife. She
returns to the heater.

Carefully, she slides a kitchen knife between the coil and
the wall. A five Franc coin energes, wedged and slick. She
freezes, staring at it.

The coin is snmeared with dark stains —dried bl ood. Sophie
doesn't touch it. She sinply stares.

| NT. POLI CE STATI ON - VAILLANT'S OFFI CE - DAY
The coin sits on Vaillant's desk in a handkerchief. Vaill ant

sits behind the desk. Pichard stands. Sophie sits across
fromVvaillant.
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VAI LLANT
This was on the floor of your
apart nent ?

SCOPHI E
It was behind the heater.

VAI LLANT
And you didn't touch it?

SOPHI E
No.

Vai Il ant gl ances at Pichard. He shrugs, al nost enbarrassed.

VAI LLANT
(to Pichard)
Take this to Forensics.

Pi chard picks up the handkerchi ef and coin then | eaves the
of fice.

VAI LLANT ( CONT' D)
We shouldn't have missed this. |I'm
sorry.

Sophi e' s anger buil ds.

SOPHI E
(raw with grief)
My brother is dead! I know who killed
hi m and so do you!

VAI LLANT
Sophie, | need proof. And so far,
don't have it.

Sophi e st ands.

SCOPHI E
Then, "1l find it!

She turns and | eaves the office. He calls after her but she
i gnores him

VAI LLANT
Sophi e!

Vai I | ant watches her go. Frustrat ed.
EXT. PARI S CEMETERY - DAY
Sophie stands in front of the famly tonb, a snmall bouquet

of flowers held down at her side. She wal ks cl oser and touches
her hand to divier's carved nane and dates. Sad. Angry.
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After a nonment, she bends down and pl aces the flowers next
to the tonb. She stands, turns and wal ks away down the rows.

| NT. HOTEL BAR — NI GHT

The hotel bar breathes decadence - vel vet shadows, cigarette
snoke, and predatory gl ances. Walthy nen and cal cul at ed
wonen dance an ol d, dangerous waltz.

Baptiste sits at a table, his usual, in the back of the room
oert and Gabriel sit wwth himalong with three extrenely
sexy woren.

A WAI TER approaches with a bottle of chanpagne and gl asses.
He serves the table.

I n French, SUBTI TLED

BAPTI| STE
Anot her bottle. This one won't | ast
| ong.

The wonmen squeal with delight. Qoert and Gabriel fondle their
respective dates. The woman with Baptiste is quietly
af fectionate, sliding her hand under the table to his crotch.

BAPTI STE ( CONT' D)
Not now.

She draws her hand back, pouti ng.

Sonme | oose change is on the table. Gabriel spots a five Franc
coin. He reaches for it and holds it in his hand, turning it
over a few times. Then, closes his fist around it. Gabriel
noti ces.

BAPTI STE ( CONT' D)
VWhere is he?

Gabri el checks his watch

GABRI EL
He shoul d be here.

(bert spots him

OBERT
Ther e.

END SUBTI TLES.

Baza approaches and stops short of the table. Baza speaks
accented Engli sh.
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BAZA
(re: the wonen)
| won't talk with them here.

Baptiste | ooks at the wonen.

BAPTI STE
(to Qbert in French
Subtitled)
Take themto the bar.

oert stands and notions for the wonen to follow him They
do, begrudgingly. Baza sits. Baptiste and Gabriel wait.

BAPTI STE ( CONT' D)
So?

BAZA
You have the noney?

Baptiste notions to Gabriel. He pulls an envelope fromhis
j acket pocket and slides it across the table to Baza.

Baza opens the envelope, confirnms it and places it in his
pocket .

BAZA ( CONT' D)
A week from Sunday. It wll be nore
this tine.

BAPTI| STE
It should be.

BAZA
You don't determ ne that.

BAPTI STE
| sell everything |I get. | should be
getting nore. A lot nore.
(beat)
| could find soneone el se you know.
O, | could start bringing it in

mysel f.

BAZA
VWell. That could be a problem

Bapti ste and Baza stare at each other, dead serious. Then,
Baptiste bursts into |aughter. Weirdly.

BAPTI STE
Ha! 1'mjust joking. | had you didn't
| 7 Ha!

Baza doesn't appreciate the hunor.
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BAZA
Don't fuck this up
BAPTI STE
Pfft. Drink some wine. It's good for

you.

Baptiste picks up the wine to pour. Baza waves it away. He
won't drink. Baptiste pours nore for hinself, near to the
top, and downs the entire gl ass.

BAZA
| hear you're having sone probl ens.

BAPTI STE
Where woul d you hear that?

BAZA
Paris may seem |l arge, but it's not
really. Not for us. The man | work
for is asking questions.

BAPTI STE
What questions would that be?

BAZA
He wonders if you have control of
your peopl e.

BAPTI STE
My people do what | tell themto. If
they don't? Well... then, they don't

work for nme anynore.

BAZA
You're | eaving bodies on the street.
A lot of blood. It's not good for
busi ness... Anyone's.

Baptiste | eans in.

BAPTI STE
| do what | do. | pay you. | sel
your product. We do it again. How I
take care of ny problens is no one's
busi ness. Not you. Not Abreo.

BAZA
Not sure that's the answer he's
| ooki ng for.

Baptiste stands, |eaning down toward Baza, his tenper rising
but contai ned. Baza remai ns cal mthroughout.
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BAPTI STE
You cone here to explain ny business
to me? You don't lecture nme. This is
MY city -- you fucking inmgrant!

(beat)
Tell Abreo, 1'll keep making him
nmoney. My way.
BAZA
(still calm

"1l pass that on.
Bazo stands and begins to wal k away.

BAPTI| STE
Bazo.

Bazo stops and turns back.

BAPTI STE ( CONT' D)

Don't ever threaten ne again... O
it wll be the last thing you ever
do.

Bazo smrks, turns and | eaves. Baptiste and Gabriel watch
hi m go.

I NT. POLI CE STATION - FORENSI CS - DAY

HUGO, m d-40s, neticulous, sits at a cluttered |lab table.
The bl oody five franc coin rests under a bright |anp. He
adj usts his magni fying | oupe, |eaning close.

He picks up a fine brush, dipping it into nagnetic powder.
Slowy, he dusts the coin, careful not to snear the dried
bl ood.

The powder settles. A partial fingerprint enmerges on the
coin’s worn edge—idges visible through the crinson stain.

He reaches for a strip of clear cell ophane tape, pressing it
carefully over the print. He lifts it, revealing the ridges,
then places it on a backing card.

Hugo flips through a set of police fingerprint records. He
conpares the partial print to a record | abel ed Baptiste

Gaut hier. He nervously | ooks around to see if anyone is near.
There isn't.

He picks up the tel ephone and dials a nunber.
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HUGO
(quietly in French,
Subtitl ed)
It's Hugo. Tell himthey have evi dence

now.

Hugo repl aces the phone receiver carefully, eyes darting at
t he evi dence agai n.

He | eans back, fingers hovering over the coin. The wei ght of
what he just found presses down. The ridges are unm stakabl e
—Baptiste’s fingerprint, snudged but telling.

He carefully seals the coin and print in an envel ope. He

gl ances at the | ab door one last tine, then slips the envel ope
into his coat pocket, eyes wary, aware that he’'s now carrying
proof that coul d endanger him

| NT. BAPTI STE' S BAR — BACKROOM — DAY

Gabri el hangs up the phone, pauses at what he now knows, and
| ooks across the room at Baptiste who sits at his table
hunched over a | edger.

Baptiste's crew is scattered around the room as usual.

Gabriel wal ks over, |eans down and speaks to Baptiste quietly
SO0 no one hears but him

Baptiste calmy listens. Gabriel finishes and stands up.
Baptiste thinks, then...

I n French, SUBTI TLED

BAPTI STE
(calling to one of
his crew)

Laval .

LAVAL, a nenacing-looking man with a scarred face, wal ks
over.

BAPTI STE ( CONT' D)
G with him | need sonething taken
care of.

LAVAL
Sur e.

END SUBTI TLES.

Baptiste notions for themto go. They do. Baptiste sits at
hi s desk, thinking.
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EXT. SMALL CAFE - DAY
Col eman sits alone at a sidewal k tabl e sipping espresso. He
sees Sophie cone out of the ground floor apartnent entrance
wi th her grandfather. They |ock eyes and smle. She wal ks
her grandfather over to the table as Col eman stands.

The grandfather's English is accented but remarkably good.

GRANDFATHER
This is your friend? The nusician?
SOPHI E
Yes.
COLEMAN
Good norning, sir.
GRANDFATHER
Hello. I"msorry, ny English is not
very good.
COLEMAN

| think it's fine.
Sophie smles as they all sit.
GRANDFATHER

Sophi e says you're quite a piano
pl ayer. She woul d know.

COLEVAN
| appreciate that.

The WAI TER cones to the table.

WAl TER

Pour toi?
SOPHI E

What woul d you |ike, grandfather?
GRANDFATHER

Espresso. And a biscuit.
VWAl TER

(to Sophie)

Et pour toi?

SOPHI E
Le méme.

The waiter noves off.
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GRANDFATHER
Sophie tells ne you' ve had trouble
with these... delinquents.
SOPHI E
They' re drug deal ers.
GRANDFATHER
Hmm They took ny grandson's |ife?
COLEMAN
| believe they did.
GRANDFATHER
And the police? WII they arrest
t henf
COLEMAN

| don't know.

The waiter brings the coffee and biscuits. Sophie's
frustration begins to show

SOPHI E
The police are doi ng not hing.

The grandfather lovingly holds out his hand to stop Sophie
from conti nui ng.

GRANDFATHER
My granddaughter tells nme you fought
in a war.

CCLEMAN
Kor ea.

GRANDFATHER
Ah... | fought in what they called
"The Geat Wr." It wasn't that great.

We thought that's all there would
ever be. That nen would |l earn and
under st and what war does to peopl e.
(beat)
Then, | saw the Nazis march into
Paris. They killed so many peopl e.
Li ves meant nothing to them M son?
Hs wfe?. .. Sophie's parents? They
wer e murdered because they stepped
in front of a soldier to buy bread.
(beat)
| watched themdie on the street in
front of me. In front of their
nei ghbors... In front of their
children. No one did anything.
( MORE)
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GRANDFATHER ( CONT' D)
They were too frightened. They thought
if they protested this atrocity,
t hey woul d be next. And, they were
probably right. But, I'Il tell you
sonet hi ng. People |ike that? Like
these -- drug deal ers? They nust be
stopped. If not by the police, then
by those they intend to harm

Col eman trades knowi ng | ooks with Sophie. The grandfat her
sips his espresso.

| NT. POLI CE STATI ON - HALLWAY - DAY

Pi chard wal ks down a hal |l way and opens the door to the
Forensi cs section.

I NT. POLI CE STATION - FORENSI CS - DAY

Pi chard enters the room and | ooks around. A few ANALYSTS are
wor ki ng at their individual tables.

I n French, SUBTI TLED

Pl CHARD
Hey!
ANALYST #1
Sir?
Pl CHARD
The evidence | brought down
yesterday... Were is it?

The Anal ysts trade | ooks.

ANALYST #1
It went to Hugo. He's not here.

Pl CHARD
Let ne see it.

ANALYST #1
Yes, sir.

The Anal yst goes to Hugo's table and | ooks through the current
files. He can't find it.

ANALYST #1 ( CONT' D)
It's not here?

Pl CHARD
What do you nean?
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ANALYST #1
It's not here, sir. The evidence is
gone.

Pl CHARD

What about the notes? The file?
The Anal yst | ooks through the files on the desk.

ANALYST #1
Not hi ng.

Pl CHARD
And where i s Hugo?

The Anal ysts trade unknow ng | ooks. Another Analyst chines
in.

ANALYST #2
He left this norning. Said he didn't
feel well.

Pl CHARD
Shit.

END SUBTI TLES.

Pichard turns on his heels and exits the office, |eaving the
Anal ysts nervous.

I NT. POLI CE STATION - VAILLANT'S OFFI CE - DAY

Vaillant sits at his desk. He has just been told the news by
Pi chard, who stands in front of him

I n French, SUBTI TLED

VAI LLANT
Gone?

Pl CHARD
Everything. The coin. The file. H's
notes. And him

VAI LLANT
FUCK
(beat)
REMY! ?

The door opens quickly and one of Vaillant's detectives,
REMY, enters.

REMY
Conmi ssaire?
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VAI LLANT
G with Pichard and FIND TH S FUCKI NG
ANALYST!

REMY
Sir.

END SUBTI TLES.

Reny | ooks to Pichard who grabs Reny by the arm and | eads
hi mout of Vaillant's office.

| NT. ESTUARY TUNNEL — NI GHT

A shadowed tributary of the Seine w nds beneath the city
like a forgotten artery. Water | aps agai nst anci ent stone
walls. A small notorboat glides silently, its single |ight
casting spectral reflections on the rippling darkness.

On a narrow dock to the side, Hugo stands clutching a smal
case. The dimoverhead |ight casts |long, trenbling shadows
across his face.

Gabriel docks the boat, secures it to a cleat. He steps out
first, Laval close behind.

I n French, SUBTI TLED

GABRI EL
You have it?

HUGO
"Il need sonething for this?

GABRI EL
O course.

Gabriel reaches into his coat, producing a plain envel ope.
Hugo takes it without noticing the subtle signal Laval gives.

Moonlight glints off a nmetal case. Gabriel's fingers carefully
extract an evidence bag. The coin gleans |like a warning, its
surface catching harsh tunnel light. Fingerprint records

spill across his trenbling hands.

GABRI EL ( CONT' D)
This is everything?

HUGO
Yes. Including Baptiste's prints.

Gabriel nods. Wthout warning, Laval's arm snakes around
Hugo's neck. A knife plunges into his chest. Hugo's nmuffl ed
scream di es against Laval's palm H's body goes |inp,
crunpling onto the dock.
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Gabriel snatches the envelope, sliding it into his jacket
wi t h mechani cal precision

GABRI EL
Put himin the boat.

END SUBTI TLES.

Laval lifts Hugo's body effortlessly, laying himin the boat's
hul | and draping a tarp over the corpse.

EXT. SEINE RIVER — NI GHT

The notorboat drifts quietly down the river, Laval steering,
Gabriel sitting. Only the sound of water against the hul
breaks the heavy sil ence.

EXT. SEINE RI VER WALK - NI GHT

Sophi e and Col eman wal k, silently.

SOPHI E

Do you think ny grandfather was right?
COLEMAN

| do.
SOPHI E

So do |I. What do we do?
Col eman stops at a bench. They sit.

CCLEMAN
You can't go back to your flat.
Baptiste will have it watched.
Especially if he knows you found
sonething the police didn't.

SOPHI E
Al right. Wat wll you do?
COLEMAN
| need to talk to soneone about
Bapti ste.
SOPHI E
VWho?
COLEMAN

It's better if you don't know.

Sophi e doesn't like being left out but she understands.
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I NT. CLUB LE CAVE — NI GHT

It's late and Col eman's quartet is done for night. Danon,
t he handsone drummer from Casabl anca, is packing up his kit.

COLEMAN
Can we tal k?

DAMON
Sur e.

Col eman and Danon wal k to the enpty bar and sit.
COLEMAN

| need to find soneone who knows
about Baptiste Gauthier.

DAMON
The drug deal er?
COLEMAN
Yeah.
DAMON
Way? That's not your thing, man.
COLEMAN
|"mnot buying. | want to find out
who his source is. That's who | want
to neet.
DAMON
You' re ki ddi ng.
COLEMAN
No.
DAMON

Those are dangerous people, man. You
don't want to fuck around with those
guys. They're Algerian. They would
just as soon slit your throat as

| ook at you.

COLEMAN
| just want to talk.

DAMON
It's hard to find a good piano pl ayer,
you know.

COLEMAN
WIIl you do it?
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DAMON
| shouldn't... But, if you just want
to talk to them okay.

Danmon gets up fromthe bar stool and |eans in.

DAMON ( CONT' D)
You're a crazy fucker, man.

Danon returns to the bandstand | eaving Col eman at the bar.
EXT. SEI NE Rl VER — EARLY MORNI NG

A VENDOR pushes his cart along the wal kway in the early
nmorning as the sun just begins to cone up. The water in the
river is calm As he continues, he sees sonething in the
river. He stops the cart and wal ks closer to the edge to see
what it is...

The dead body of Hugo is face down and floating near the
enbanknment. The vendor's eyes are wi de with shock

EXT. SEINE RI VER - DAY (LATER)

The police have cordoned off the scene. Detectives, nedics,
forensics are all working the scene. Onlookers surround the
area to get a better |ook. Uniformed officers keep them back.

Vai |l ant and Pichard stand near as the body is brought up to
t he wal kway. The knife wound is evident in his chest and the
body has bloated frombeing in the water all night.

A FORENSI C TECHNI Cl AN kneel s besi de the body, examning it.

Vai | | ant crouches beside the body, eyes scanning for any
clue. Pichard takes notes.

I n French, SUBTI TLED

VAI LLANT
Anyt hi ng?

TECHNI Cl AN
Qut si de of the obvious? Not really.

VAI LLANT
Any idea on tinme of death?

TECHNI Cl AN
Not yet. Sonetinme |ast night. Probably
| ate. Considering the bloating, the
body has been in the water about six
hour s.
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VAI LLANT
(to hinself nostly)
One knife wound in the chest.
(to Pichard)
He left yesterday m d norning?

Pl CHARD
Yeah.

VAI LLANT
VWhoever did this, waited. So did he.

Vai | | ant stands up.

VAI LLANT ( CONT' D)
Bapti ste got what he wanted and
couldn't risk himtalking.

Pl CHARD
Shoul d we bring himin?

VAI LLANT
Wth what? The Prosecutor wants hard
evidence. This is all circunstantial.
(beat)
Canvas the area to see if anyone saw
anyt hing | ast night.

Pl CHARD
Under st ood.

END SUBTI TLES.
Pichard wal ks off. Vaillant stays, staring at the body.

VAI LLANT
(to hinself)
Fuck.

EXT. COLEMAN S FLAT - DAY

Col eman exits his building, tightens his scarf and begins to
wal k.

A smal |l delivery van approaches himfrom behi nd. Suddenly,
it veers in front of himonto the sidewal k and THREE MEN

| eap fromthe van and grab Col eman before he knows what's
happened. They put a hood over him and throw hi minside,
sl am the doors and speed away.

| NT. UNKNOWN WAREHOUSE — DAY
Dark, cold and danp, the old warehouse is just what you'd

expect. What natural light there is filters through cracks
in the wooden wal | s.
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In the center of the room Col enan, bound and still hooded,
sits quietly on a chair.

Abreo wal ks quietly into the space, stands facing Col eman
and notions for one of his nmen to renove the hood. Baza stands
to the side.

Col eman adjusts his eyes to the room Abreo watches,
assessi ng, before he speaks.

ABREO
(accented English)
You know who | anf?

COLEMAN
No.
ABREO
And yet, you wanted to neet with ne.
COLEMAN
| did.
ABREO

You nust be very brave or very stupid.
Col eman doesn't react.
ABREO ( CONT' D)
My nanme is Abreo. And you are the
pi ano pl ayer.
Agai n, Col eman doesn't respond.

ABREO ( CONT' D)
It's nice to neet you.

COLEMAN
Col eman.
ABREO
Col eman. What do you want ?
COLEMAN
| think you and | have a simlar
pr obl em
ABREO

Real | y? And what is that?

COLEVAN
Bapti ste Gaut hier.

Abreo smrks but stays neasured in his tone.
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ABREO
And what makes you think I would
have a problemw th Baptiste Gauthier?

COLEMAN
He's hurting your business.

Abreo trades | ooks with Baza.

ABREO
Hm And what is your problemwth
hi n?

COLEMAN

He killed the brother of a friend.
Abreo thinks about this then turns to Baza.

BAZA
The kid. divier was his name.

ABREO
Ahh. The boy with his throat slit.

Baza nods. Abreo turns back to Col eman.

ABREO ( CONT' D)
That's too bad. He worked for ne,
you know. Kept an eye on things.
Baza there took care of him

COLENMAN
| wasn't aware.

ABREO
How do you know Baptiste killed hinf

COLEMAN

H s sister found a five franc coin
in the apartnent where her brother
was killed. Covered in dried bl ood.
The police mssed it. | asked around.
Peopl e said Baptiste always had a
coin like that he would keep. A habit.

(beat)
Wen he canme to see ne, he didn't
have that coin.

ABREO
You' re an observant man. Baptiste
had bad habits, that's for sure.
But, you can't trust the police. You
know that, right?

Abreo pulls a second chair up to Col eman and sits opposite.



ABREO ( CONT' D)
(in Arabic)
Untie him

Abreo's man unties Col eman rel easing his hands.

ABREO ( CONT' D)
(in Arabic)
Get him sone wat er.

The man brings Col eman sone water. He drinks.

ABREO ( CONT' D)
I"'mfromBejaia. It's a beautifu
city. The sea to the north and
mountains to the south. It's small
The people are good. But, not too
smart .

(beat)
You were here in '61?

COLEMAN
No. But | know what happened.

ABREO
Hmm The head of the police, a man
named Papon, ordered his nen to attack
Al gerians. There were a | ot of us.
They were probably scared. They killed
maybe two or three hundred of ny
countrynen. Shot -- beaten -- drowned.
Bodi es were floating in the river
i ke garbage. And this man, Papon?
Not hi ng happened to him

COLEMAN
You know your history.

ABREO
Hi story needs to be renenbered. For
a lot of reasons. Me? | don't like
the police. They don't Iike ne nuch

either, | think. So, | stay out of
their way. | don't let them see ne.
COLEMAN

And Baptiste? He doesn't seemto
care who sees him

ABREO
You know, sone people don't like
what we do. But, fortunately for ne,
a lot of people do. | think you don't
i ke what | do. | understand that.

( MORE)
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ABREO ( CONT' D)
But... it is what it is. And I won't
apol ogi ze.
(beat)
But you're right. You and | share a
problem So, what is it you'd like
me to do about it?

CCLEMAN
Not hi ng.
ABREO
Not hi ng? | don't under stand.
CCLEMAN
| need to protect Sophie.
ABREO
The boy's sister.
CCLEMAN
Yeah. |f sonet hing happens to her,
"Il take care of it. | just wanted

you to know so there was no
m sunder st andi ng.

Abreo trades surprised | ooks with Baza.

ABREO
That shows a great deal of respect
for tradition. That's also a very
interesting way of telling ne you
want to kill a man who nekes ne noney.
A |l ot of noney.

Col eman doesn't react.

ABREO ( CONT' D)
| heard you were a soldier. Do you
have any weapons?

CCLEVAN
Not vyet.

Abreo stands and walks to a field box on a table in the corner
of the room He opens it and takes out an automatic pistol.

He checks the clip and replaces it. Then wal ks to Col eman

and hands it to him Col eman holds the weapon, feeling its

wei ght .

ABREO
If it cones to it, do what you have
to do. You won't offend ne. Renenber,
Baptiste is also a rat who |ikes the
sewers. That's where he'll be.
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Abreo takes a set of keys fromhis pocket and hands themto
Col eman.

ABREO ( CONT' D)
There is a |locker at the old freight
termnal on Quai de |la Gare. Nunber
twenty-seven. You'll find a few things
you m ght need.

COLEMAN
VWhat's your price?

ABREO
As you said, you and | have a simlar
problem 1f sonething goes wong and
this conmes back to nme? You and your
little Paris life will be a sinple
problemfor nme to sol ve.

Col eman studies Abreo’s face, sees the nercantile clarity
t here.

ABREO ( CONT' D)
Good | uck, piano player.
(to his nen)
Take hi m back.

Abreo's nmen approach with the hood. They offer it to Col eman
who dutifully puts it over his head. They | ead himtoward
the door and exit the building as Abreo and Baza wat ch.

ABREO ( CONT' D)
It's tinme to send Baptiste a nessage.

Baza doesn't respond, know ng what needs to be done.
| NT. GRANDFATHER S APARTMENT — DAY

Sophie lets herself into the apartnent.

I n French, SUBTI TLED

SOPHI E
G andf at her ?

GRANDFATHER (O. S.)
I n here, Sophie.

Sophi e goes to the kitchen and her grandfather cones in,
hol ding a small journal.

She fixes hima coffee as he takes a seat at the table.

SOPHI E
How are you feeling, today?
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GRANDFATHER

Good. Maybe we can take a walk |ater.
SOPHI E

I'd like that.

She brings the coffee over and sets it on the table. She
sees the journal.

SOPHI E ( CONT' D)
VWhat's this?

He slides it over to her.

GRANDFATHER
AQivier left it here, | think.
Before... You know?

SCOPHI E
VWll, it's not m ne.

She thunbs through it, her face becom ng nore and nore
concer ned.

SOPHI E ( CONT' D)
Did you read this?

GRANDFATHER
No. | just found it this norning.
What does it say?
She doesn't want to answer him

GRANDFATHER ( CONT' D)
Sophie? Was A ivier in trouble?

SOPHI E
| have to go. I'msorry. 1I'll be
back | ater

She gets up and hurries out the door |eaving her grandfather
at the table, wondering.

END SUBTI TLES.

| NT. CLUB LE CAVE - DAY

Sophi e comes into the club. Coleman and his quartet are
rehearsing. She goes to a table and sits. Col eman sees her,
smles, continuing to play.

After a bit, they finish the song. Col enan gets up, grabs
his nusic bag and goes to Sophie and sits.
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CCLEVAN
Hey.

Sophie pulls out the journal and puts it in front of Col eman.

COLEMAN ( CONT' D)
VWhat's this?

SCOPHI E
It was AQivier's. Look at the | ast

page.

Col eman thunbs through it to find the last entry. He tries
toread it.

COLEMAN
Sonet hi ng about Baptiste and... guns?

Sophi e takes the journal and reads.

SOPHI E
(readi ng)
Baptiste's men will bring guns to
the next pick up. They will take as
much of the drugs as they can.
Baptiste said, fuck Abreo.

Sophi e | ooks up at Col eman.

COLEMAN
Where did you get this?

SOPHI E
My grandfather found it. dAivier
nmust have been hiding it. He wote
this the day before he died. He saw
nmy grandfather that day.

Col eman | eans back, taking it in.

SOPHI E ( CONT' D)
What ?

COLEMAN
Your brother was working for Abreo --
wi t hout Baptiste know ng.

SOPHI E
How do you know thi s?

COLEMAN
He told ne.

SOPHI E

Abreo? When did you see hin?
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COLEMAN
Thi s nor ni ng.

Col eman takes his nusic bag fromthe floor, lifts out the
pi stol given to himby Abreo, and puts it on the table.

SOPHI E
You got that from hinf

COLENMAN
| had to start sonmewhere

SOPHI E
| can't | ose you too.

Col eman t akes her hand.

COLEVAN
| promise... | will let nothing happen
to you.
(beat)

And nothing wll happen to ne.
Sophie's eyes begin to glisten with tears.
| NT. BAPTI STE' S BAR — NI GHT
It's late and the bar is quieter than usual. The front room
hums faintly with chatter. Baptiste enters with OQoert and
wal ks across the floor to the door which |eads to the
backr oom
Bapti ste unl ocks the door and enters.
| NT. BAPTI STE' S BAR — BACKROOM — CONTI NUOUS

The lights are off, but a wash of noonlight cuts through the
slats and onto the floor.

Baptiste freezes just inside the door. Sonething feels wong.

In the half-light, a shape turns slowy in the air, catching
the nmoonlight as it noves.

I n French, SUBTI TLED

BAPTI| STE
VWhat is that?

OBERT
| don't know.

BAPTI STE
Turn on the |ight.
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hert goes to the wall and flips the light switch on. Hangi ng
upsi de down froma ceiling beam Reynard’ s body turns slowy
inthe air, his throat slit fromear to ear. Blood runs down
his face, dripping into a crinson pool bel ow

BAPTI STE ( CONT' D)
Fuck!

(bert noves around to the side of Reynard' s body.

OBERT
VWhat's on the fl oor?

Baptiste steps forward. Dozens of Five Franc coins litter
t he ground —sone gl eam ng, nost dark with bl ood. He stares,
his fury tightening |ike wire beneath his skin.

A few of his nen enter behind him freeze at the sight.

BAPTI| STE
Cl ose the door.

The door slans shut. Silence. Baptiste crosses the floor,
coins crunching underfoot. He stops beneath Reynard’ s body,
| ooking into the dead man’s face.

He kneels, picks up a coin, rubs the bl ood between his
fingers. H's voice drops —quiet, deliberate, terrifying.

BAPTI STE ( CONT' D)
Find the girl. Bring her to ne.
Make sure the piano player knows.

He stands, eyes wild, voice cracking into English:

BAPTI STE ( CONT' D)
(i n English)
BRI NG HER TO ME

H s men scatter. Baptiste stands al one beneath the sw ngi ng
body, bl ood dripping onto the cenent floor —the |ight
flickering across his face, his power bleeding away with
every drop.

BAPTI STE ( CONT' D)
(to Quert)
Cut hi m down.
Baptiste storns out.

END SUBTI TLES.
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EXT. BAPTISTE'S BAR — NI GHT

Baptiste exits the building. A couple of his nen are standing
by a car.

| NT. BACKROOM — CONTI NUQUS

Qoert clinbs a tall ladder. Wth a knife, he saws through
the rope —stops when he sees a thin wire coiled around
Reynard’ s | eg.

H s eyes trace it upward, into the rafters, to an expl osive
charge | ashed to a beam

OBERT
(shocked whi sper)
Oh, shit. ..

The rope gives way. Reynard s body drops.
EXT. BAPTI STE' S BAR — NI GHT

The EXPLOSION i s deafening. Wndows shatter outward in a
stormof fire and glass. Baptiste’s nen are hurled to the
pavenent .

Baptiste, behind a car, shields hinself fromthe blast —but
shards slice his cheek

He rises slowy, snoke curling around him eyes burning
t hrough the haze. He | ooks at what's left of his bar and the
devastation before him

I NT. CLUB LE CAVE — NI GHT

Col eman sits at the piano. The set has begun —sl ow, brooding
jazz that gradually builds. Danpon’s brushes whi sper agai nst
the snare; the bass thruns a steady, heartbeat-like |ine.

Cl ose on Col eman’s hands —precise, deliberate, as if wlling
back control over a world spinning out of it.

The nel ody beconmes the enotional underscore for the scenes
that foll ow

EXT. LE DISQUE NO R — NI GHT

Streetlights flicker like dying fireflies. Rain silvers the
gl ass storefront of Le Disque Noir, transformng the street
into a liquid canvas.

Sophie | ocks up while Inés waits with her under the awning.
They share a laugh —fragile relief after a | ong day.

MONTAGE — COLEMAN' S QUARTET AND SOPHI E W TH | NES
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-- Coleman leans into the piano keys, shadows carving harsh
angl es across his face. G garette snoke spirals through anber
stage lights, each tw st matching the rising nusical tension.

-- Sophie and I nés wal k down a narrow street. A car engine
hunms faintly sonmewhere behind them

-- Danon’s drumfill syncs with headlights flaring, spilling
across the wonen.

-- A black sedan rolling to the curb, doors opening.

-- Coleman takes the tune to a pitch peak of vibrancy.

-- Two of Baptiste's nen energe fromthe bl ack sedan -
predators nmoving with cal cul ated precision. Inés catches
t heir novenent, her body tensing.

| NES
Sophi e!

Sophi e turns as one man grabs her. The other hits Inés hard
across the face. She crashes to the ground, stunned.

-- Coleman’s sol o burns—di scordant, furious, beautiful.

-- Sophie struggles; a nuffled cry. A hand cl anps over her
mout h. The nmen drag her toward the car.

-- Inés craw s up, bloody lip, reaching out.

< o1 | NES ( CONT' D)
op!

One man turns, grabs her by the hair, yanking her upright.
BAPTI STE' S MAN
(in French, subtitled)
Tell the piano player—she’s gone.

He shoves her down again. The car peels away, tires hissing
over wet cobbl estones.

END MONTAGE.

| NT. CLUB LE CAVE — NI GHT

The final crescendo hits. Col eman slans the |ast chord and
lets it ring. He stands, breathing heavily, sweat gl eam ng
on his skin as the crowd erupts w th appl ause.

We catch soneone getting Danon's attention. He | ooks anxi ous
and hurries off the back of the stage.
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After a nonment, Danon cones to Col eman, still standing taking
in the applause. He's nearly frantic.

DAMON
You' ve got to cone with nme, nman.

Col eman follows himoff the back of the stage.
I NT. CLUB LE CAVE - BACK OFFICE - N GHT

Damon and Col eman burst through the door. Ines crunples in a
chair, her torn dress stained crinson, tears cutting tracks

t hrough bl ood on her cheeks. A WAI TRESS hovers nearby, tending
to I nes.

WAl TRESS
She' || be okay. She's just scared.

Col eman kneel s down to her.

COLEMAN
Wat happened, |nés?

| NES
They took her! Baptiste's nen took
Sophi e!

Col eman | ooks to Danon, his eyes dead cal m now, soldier calm
| NT. POLI CE STATI ON — VAILLANT' S OFFI CE — NI GHT

Vaillant sits at his desk, eyes on a report. The door opens.
Detective Mdrreau enters, pale, hesitant.

I n French, SUBTI TLED

VAI LLANT
VWhat is it?

MOREAU
Sophi e Ardent has been taken.

VAI LLANT
What do you nean, taken?

MOREAU
Last night. Qutside her record store.
She was with the girl who works for
her. They hit the girl, badly, but
| eft her there. They took Sophie.

VAI LLANT
VWho?
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MOREAU
Baptiste’' s nen.
(beat)
|’ m sorry, Comm ssaire

Vaillant’s face darkens. He stands slowy, voice quiet but
danger ous.

VAI LLANT
Where were you?
MOREAU
... went for food. Only a few

m nut es.
Vaillant slams his fist down on the desk.

VAI LLANT

You | eft her al one!?
(beat)

Jesus Christ, Mbreau.

He storns to the door, throws it open.

VAI LLANT ( CONT' D)

Pi char d!
(to Moreau)
Fi nd Lanbert in Narcotics. | want

hi m now. ol
Moreau bolts. Pichard rounds the corner.

Pl CHARD
What ' s goi ng on?

VAI LLANT
Bapti ste took Sophie. That idiot
Moreau | eft her al one.

Pl CHARD
Shit.

VAI LLANT
Cone on.

END SUBTI TLES.

They nove fast down the corridor, fury and purpose propelling
t hem

| NT. ABANDONED FREI GAT TERM NAL — NI GHT

A cavernous, echoing space beneath the skeletal girders of
the old Quai de la Gare termnal. Rusted freight signs.



90.

The termnal is silent except for the faint drip of water
somewhere in the dark. Rows of steel |ockers stretch the
I ength of the cracked concrete wall, nunbered in fading paint.

Col eman noves through the shadows —purposeful, alert. H's
footsteps echo softly. He carries the small key Abreo gave
him turning it in his hand like a talisman.

He reaches Locker 27 —paint peeling, dented, the nunber
barely visible beneath years of grine.

He slips the key into the lock. It sticks for a nonent, then
turns with a click

Col eman opens the door and finds two mlitary-styled netal
ammo boxes. He takes them out and places themon the floor,
t hen opens them

Inside the first box: an automatic pistol, a silencer, extra
clips and amunition, a tactical knife and sheath. In the
second, two mlitary grenades, two snoke grenades and a fol ded
pi ece of paper. Col eman takes the paper and | ooks at it. A
map of a portion of Paris with a section circled in red ink

al ong the Seine -- an estuary tunnel.

He unw aps the pistol, checks the magazine —full. The weapon
fits his hand perfectly, alnost too naturally. The soldier
has returned.

He folds the paper and | ooks at what's in front of him his
m nd made up

EXT. BAPTISTE'S BAR — N GHT

Flanes lick fromshattered wi ndows as firenen battle the
bl aze.

The street is chaos —hoses snaki ng across cobbl est ones,
par anedi cs crouched besi de the wounded, uniforned officers
shouting over the roar of the fire.

Vai | | ant stands beside his car, face lit orange by the fl anes.
Lanbert is next to him cigarette trenbling between his
fingers. Pichard watches the scene, jaw tight.

I n French, SUBTI TLED

VAI LLANT
VWhere i s he now?

LAVBERT
If | knew that, well...

Vail |l ant | ooks at him —frustrated, exhausted, furious at
being too | ate again.
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Pl CHARD
What do you want to do, Theo?

Vaillant stares at the burning building, sirens wailing in
t he background.

VAI LLANT
Find the piano player.

END SUBTI TLES.

Vaill ant turns back toward the fire —snoke and | i ght
reflecting off his car w ndow.

EXT. SEINE RI VER — NI GHT

A small boat, three dark figures aboard, notors close to the
bank until reaching a dark opening - an estuary tunnel. The
boat maneuvers i nsi de.

| NT. ESTUARY TUNNEL — NI GHT

A | ow nechani cal hum echoes under the vaulted ceiling. The
smal | boat glides along the inky water, Baptiste at the bow,
two of his nmen behind him Their silhouettes cut against the
glinmrer of a single headlanp slicing through m st.

The sound of the notor anplifies in the confined space,
metal |l i c and unnervi ng.

The boat slows. Baptiste's man steers toward a narrow dock
al ong the stone wall. One of his nmen junps out, ties the
I'ine.

Baptiste steps ashore, the soles of his shoes sl apping agai nst
danp stone. He noves forward, the beam of his flashlight
bobbi ng across ol d pipes and dripping rivulets of water.

They reach a corroded netal door. Baptiste pauses, hand on
the handle. He opens it.

I NT. UTILITY ROOM — CONTI NUOUS

Bare bul bs hum overhead, casting dull, yellow cones of |ight.
Along the walls, pallets stacked with kilo drug sacks. Dozens.

A table with scales, drug testing equi pnent and paraphernali a,
isinthe mddle of the room This is Baptiste's real hideout.
The heart of his drug busi ness.

Sophi e hangs agai nst rusted pipes, wists bound overhead,
her nmout h gagged. Her dress torn, face bruised, she |ooks
like a defiant bird caught in a steel trap. Blood traces her
cheekbone, but her eyes burn with unbroken spirit.



Baptiste wal ks to her slowy. He |ooks at her for a |ong

monment .

He speaks

in accented Engli sh.

BAPTI STE
You' ve caused ne a great deal of
troubl e, Sophi e.
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Sophi e glares hard at him saying nothing through the gag.

He brings

BAPTI STE ( CONT' D)
You coul d have stayed quiet. But, |
under stand. Seei ng your brother. Al
t hat bl ood. Must have been difficult.

his face closer to hers.

BAPTI STE ( CONT' D)

He wasn't too snmart. He ended up
1 king the drugs nore for hinself
than to sell. It happens.

(beat)
He betrayed ne, though. And that, |
do not forgive. | said sonething to
him-- just before. |I told himthat
when | took himoff the street, he
was a frightened boy. Too scared al
the tinme -- of everything.

(beat)
He didn't even know how to fuck. D d
you know that? First time | bought
hi m a woman, he pissed hinself. How
about that. That little boy. | wasn't
sure he'd ever be a man. But, | took
pity. Taught himthings. How to make
noney. How to nmake people fear him
| even let himwatch me fuck a woman
once. Just so he knew what to do the
next tine.

(beat)
| thought he understood. But... when

| took ny knife and dragged it across

his throat, he | ooked surprised.
didn't understand that. | thought he

woul d know what he did to me, | could

never forgive.

Sophi e's anger and rage erupts and she screans through the

gag in her

nmout h, her eyes burning with hate.

BAPTI STE ( CONT' D)
You're brave. I'll give you that.
But so stupid.

( MORE)
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BAPTI STE ( CONT' D)

Your friend -- that nigger nusician?
He doesn't |ike nme very nuch. | think
he'll conme to find you. At |east |
hope he does. | want you to watch
while I cut his throat. Then, "Il
kill you. O course, your grandfather
wi |l have no one then. That's sad. |
suppose |I'lIl have to visit himas
wel | .

Sophi e screans again through her gag, sobbing wth hate and
fear.

Baptiste strikes her wwth brute force across her face,
knocki ng her unconscious. He turns to his nen.

BAPTI STE ( CONT' D)

Make sure when he shows up, he sees

her like this.
| NT. COLEMAN' S FLAT — NI GHT
Col eman stands in the mddle of the room He wears dark jeans,
field boots, a black tee shirt -- two automatics hol stered
close to his body. He checks both pistols, racks the slides,
then pockets extra clips. He straps the tactical knife sheath
to his calf and covers it with the jeans. On the bed, a bonber
j acket, worn but clean. He slips it on. Zips it up. Checks
the mrror. He looks -- normal. Sort of.
CLOSE ON HI'S FACE as his nenory flickers to the past...
BEG N FLASHBACK:
| NT. NEW YORK JAZZ CLUB - NI GHT

A younger Col eman cel ebrates with his beautiful WFE and
ot her nusicians. Misic, chanpagne, toasting -- a great night.

| NT. SLEAZY NEW YORK MOTEL ROOM — NI GHT

(The images are split-second, fragnented, strobe-like, never
fully visible)

- A hand sl ans against a wall. A nuffled scream

- Clothes are torn. Quick, indistinct novenents.

- A woman's nude body falls across a bed.

- A man nounts her from behind. Assaults her. She screans.

- Her armis tied off. A syringe punctures her vein.
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- Convul sions. Breath rattles. The room spins in broken
fragnments of sound and notion.

- A door opens. Footsteps recede. A slam Then, silence.

- Blood. Alot of it. The lifeless wonman's face, eyes open
but enmpty, fills the franme... Coleman's wfe

EXT. NEW YORK CEMETERY - MORNI NG

Col eman stands graveside. A dozen nourners behind him Rain
falls. H's world already gone. CLOSE ON Col enan's face, the
grief inmmeasurable.

END FLASHBACK
I NT. COLEMAN' S FLAT — NI GHT

CLOSE ON Col eman's face as he stands at the wi ndow, city
lights flickering against the glass. H's reflection —ol der,
har der, unbroken. The ghosts of his past still whisper, but
the man who listens nowis forged fromresolve, not pain.

He exhales, slowy. Turns. A shoulder bag on the bed. He
opens it to check. The silencer, four grenades —conpact,
| ethal rem nders of what he once was. He closes it and
shoul ders it across his body. Now, he's ready. Opens the
door and exits, the door closing quietly behind him

| NT. POLI CE STATI ON — | NCl DENT ROOM — NI GHT

Stacks of folders, a map of the Seine and its tributaries
spread across a long table. Cgarette snoke drifts beneath
the flickering fluorescent lights. The room huns with
controll ed chaos —typewiters, phones ringing, boots noving
on tile.

Vaillant stands at the table with Pichard and Lanbert. A
uni fornmed OFFI CER marks | ocations of tributaries connected
to the river with red pins.

I n French, SUBTI TLED

VAI LLANT
We know Baptiste used the tunnels
before —the anal yst’ s body was
probably dunped from one of them

LAVBERT
There are dozens of feeder tunnels.
Sone are sealed, others still connect

to the old sewer mains. It's a maze
that's been there for centuries. W
need a mracle to find the right
one.
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VAI LLANT
Where was the anal yst's body found?

The officer exam nes the map, then places a pin on a spot
al ong the river.

OFFI CER
Here. At Port de Javel.

They | ook cl oser at the map. The door opens behind them A
man enters. DUBO S (40), studious, boring. Vaillant turns.

VAI LLANT
Good. You're here.

LAVBERT
VWho's this?

DUBA S
| ' m Duboi s.

VAI LLANT
He's a hydrographer with the
Bri gade Fl uvi al .

Dubois is already noving toward the table. He puts his reading
gl asses on and exam nes the map.

DUBA S
Where was the body found?

The officer points to the red pin he placed at Port de Javel.

OFFI CER
Her e.

Duboi s continues his questioning w thout | ooking up.

DUBA S
VWhat tinme did the body enter the
wat er ?

VAI LLANT

Appr oxi matel y m dni ght.

DUBA S
And what time was it di scovered?

VAI LLANT
Si X am

Duboi s continues | ooking at the map. Then, he stands upright,
pulls a small note pad from his pocket and begins his

cal cul ations. He says nothing. The others trade | ooks as if
to say, 'What is he doing?
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Duboi s continues with his math. Then, he abruptly puts the
note pad back into his pocket, takes out a grease pencil and
draws a precise box around a spot on the river closer to
central Paris.

DUBA S
That's your search area.

The nmen all ook at the map agai n, unconvi nced.

LAVBERT
Are you sure?

Duboi s al nost takes this as an affront to his intelligence.
He expl ains...

DUBA S
(gesturing to the map)

At mdnight, the current along this
stretch noves roughly two kil oneters
per hour. The Seine is fed here by
the Bi évre, and the flow pattern
creates a circular eddy near the
Pont de I"Alma. |If the body entered
around this point—say, fromone of
t he mai ntenance tunnel s near the
Gare d Austerlitz—+t would drift
with the main current, then catch

t he backflow fromthe weir gates.

He marks with the grease pencil as he speaks, his voice matter-
of -fact.

DUBO S ( CONT' D)
Six hours later, that places the
body roughly here —Port de Javel.
The timng, the water tenperature,
the density shift —they all check.

He underlines his boxed-in area.

DUBA S ( CONT' D)
You'll find your entry point within
five hundred neters of this mark.
|'"d start with the old stormdrains
—t he ones deconm ssioned after the
flood of "53. No one nonitors them
anynore.

Duboi s steps back fromthe map, w ping the grease penci
fromhis fingers.
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DUBO S ( CONT' D)
| f your man was dunped, that’s where
it began. Sonmewhere dark. Sonmewhere
no one goes.

The roomfalls silent. Vaillant and Lanbert exchange a | ook
—the weight of the revelation clear.

VAI LLANT
(to Pichard)
Get nme everything we have on those
tunnel s.

Pl CHARD
Sir.

Pi chard | eaves the room qui ckly.

VAI LLANT
(to the officer)
You can go.
(to Dubois - sincere)
Thank you.

DUBA S
You're wel cone, sir.

Duboi s turns and | eaves. Lanbert steps closer to Vaillant.

LAVBERT
Comm ssaire... Theo. This wll not
end well. For anyone. People wl|
di e.

VAI LLANT

I"mtired of losing to these fucking
animals, Lanbert. We stand |ike
cowards and | et them do what they
want -- with no consequence. And
only because the politicians don't
want to risk their careers. They

t hi nk doing nothing will solve the
probl em Peopl e deserve better from
us.

Vaillant is | aser focused and determ ned.

VAI LLANT
| want your teamready. Now.

LAMBERT
Sir.

Lanbert | eaves the room



98.
END SUBTI TLES.
The officer |eaves. Vaillant stands over the map, determ ned.
EXT. SEI NE RI VER WALK - NI GHT

A single streetlanp pools |ight around Col eman. The city's
di stant nmurnur fades as he studies Abreo's nmap, then tucks
it away. Hi s sil houette approaches a narrow stone staircase
descending into the river's dark nouth.

Two of Baptiste's sentries stand at the stairs' base, facing
the river. Cgarette enbers glow and fade. Their casua
posture betrays practiced boredom Coleman nelts into the
shadows, catal oging their weapons with a predator's precision.

A dog's bark shatters the night. The guards gl ance up, then
qui ckly | ook away. Col eman decides: this entry point is
conpr om sed.

He slips into a nearby stairwell, ascending to street |evel.
EXT. PARIS STREET — NI GHT

At street |evel, Coleman surveys the tunnel entrance. The
guards bel ow | ook exposed. Hi s eyes sweep the bl ock, hunting
for alternatives.

A muni ci pal green service door recedes into the building' s
flank. A rusted padl ock hangs froma heavy hasp - the kind
over|l ooked i n darkness. A faded sign reads: ENTRETIEN - QUAI
DE LA GARE

A faint square of light seeps froma ventilation grate at
ankl e hei ght.

Col eman crouches, tracing the door's edges with his fingers.
He retrieves a small, |eather sleeve containing a | ockpick,
working with the precise, patient novenents of a professional

The lock gives with a soft, nuted click. Col eman breathes
once, controlled. He slips the hasp and eases the door inward.
He pauses at the threshold, |istening.

| NT. ESTUARY TUNNEL - NI GHT

Col eman steps through. A narrow concrete corridor runs under
the building, Iit by a single, sw nging bulb. Pipes and val ves
run the length of the passage. He noves |i ke a shadow, feet
sure on the cold floor, the city’ s heartbeat above him

At the corridor’s end a heavy hatch | eads down. Col eman
presses his palmto the cold netal, lifts and the bl ack bel ow
breathes up at him A |adder |eads dowm. He pulls the hatch

w de, and begins to descend into the tunnel.
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Reaching the bottom at the river level, he can see the backs
of the two nen guarding the entrance. Col eman noves silently
cl oser and crouches in the shadows of the stone wall. He
screws on the silencer to his automatic and readi es hinself.
He | ooks at the ground and sees several small rocks.

EXT. SEINE Rl VER WALK - NI GHT

The sound of stones plunking into the water behind them
cause the two nen to turn. They trade | ooks and nove i nside
to investigate.

PHFFT. .. PHFFT. Two silenced bullets pierce the air.
| NT. ESTUARY TUNNEL - NI GHT

The two nen lie dead just inside the entrance to the tunnel.
Col eman drags the bodi es deeper inside, out of view He turns
and quietly wal ks further into the tunnel.

I NT. UTILITY ROOM — NI GHT
Silence. Then —a drop of water echoes.

Sophie stirs. Her head |lifts weakly. Blood dried at the corner
of her nout h.

The di m bul bs hum overhead. The pipes rattle softly —a sound
I i ke breat hing.

She tries to nove, wists straining against the cords binding
her arnms. A small, pained sound escapes the gag.

Her eyes scan the room —pallets of drugs, shadowed nen noving
in the distance. Baptiste’s enpire, humm ng quietly beneath
Pari s.

| NT. ESTUARY TUNNEL — NI GHT

Anci ent gas | anps cast flickering shadows al ong stone walls.
Col eman glides through the tunnel's danp corridor, reaching
a waterway split. A cigarette's enber disturbs the darkness -
Baptiste's guard illumnated briefly. Col eman noves toward
hi m

ON BAPTI STE' S MAN

The guard stands near the water's edge, rifle propped

carel essly against the wall. He takes a long, satisfied drag,
exhal i ng snoke into the dank tunnel air.

COLEMAN
(whi speri ng)
Hey.
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The guard turns, his eyes open wide in surprise as Col eman's
knife is buried in his chest. Colenman puts his hand over the

man's nouth as the life runs out of him Col eman eases the
body to the cenent fl oor.

Col eman w pes the blade off on the man's jacket and re-
sheat hes the knife. Enotionless. He stands and continues on.

EXT. EMBANKMENT STREET — NI GHT
A line of police cars race along the enbanknent.

We can see a mrror inmage of police cars on the other side
of the river noving the sanme direction.

W PUSH IN on the |l ead car. Unmarked. Vaillant's
| NT. VAI LLANT'S CAR - NI GHT

Pichard drives the lead car, Vaillant sits in the passenger
seat, tense, map open on his | ap.

I n French, SUBTI TLED

Pl CHARD
This is the start of the grid.
Dockyards from Austerlitz to Saint-
M chel .

VAI LLANT
We don't even know what fucking side
of the river to | ook.

Vaillant grabs the mc fromthe dash and speaks into it.

VAI LLANT ( CONT' D)
Lanmbert! Where are you?

| NTERCUT:
| NT. LAMBERT' S CAR - NI GHT

Lanbert is stopped. He uses the mc in his car as well. He
| ooks across the the river at the line of police cars.

LAVBERT
Even with you. We're at the edge of
the grid. We'll start here.

VAI LLANT
Al right. Have your men sweep each
t unnel
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LAVBERT
We have units on the river as well
in position upstream and down - -
just outside of the grid. They'll
move in when the tunnels are cl eared.

VAI LLANT
(to Pichard)
Stop here. Get the teans out and
have them begi n the search

Pl CHARD
Yes, sir.

END SUBTI TLES.
Pi chard parks. Gets out and rushes to the units behind.

Vai | | ant checks his watch. He knows they’re running out of
tinme.

EXT. SEINE RI VER — NI GHT

Police boats drift slowy downriver —searchlights sweeping
the water near Pont de |’ Alma, cutting pale cones through
f og.

Lanbert’s narcotics team checks tunnel grates, sewer access
poi nts, and ol d drai nage covers.

| NT. ESTUARY TUNNEL — NI GHT

Col eman advances, breath shallow, pistol raised. The tunnel
wall's glisten wwth noisture, his footsteps drowned in the
| ow hum of flow ng water.

Two guards flank the utility roomdoor, rifles | oose, bored.
Col eman crouches behind a rusted valve. The silencer tw sts
into place.

PHFFT. PHFFT.

Bot h nmen drop soundl essly. Col eman noves in, efficient, drags
their bodies into the shadows. He checks their pockets —
extra clips, a knife. He unscrews the silencer, pockets it,
then kneels at the reinforced door.

He pulls a grenade fromhis jacket, wires the pin to the
| atch —a crude booby trap. Hi s hands steady, eyes cold.

A snoke grenade next. He exhal es once, grounding hinself in
t he cal m before viol ence.
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I NT. UTILITY ROOM — CONTI NUOUS
Baptiste’s nmen shift uneasily. The hum of pipes.
| NT. ESTUARY TUNNEL — CONTI NUOUS

Col eman raises his automatic and fires nultiple tinmes into
the air.

I NT. UTILITY ROOM — CONTI NUQUS
The gunshots echo through the walls. Everyone is startl ed.

Weapons raise. Baptiste steps forward, pistol drawn, grabbing
Sophi e' s hands, releasing her fromthe pipes above. Her hands

still bound, she's trenbling but defiant.
BAPTI STE
(in French, subtitled)
Check it.

Two nmen approach the door —one ready at the |lever, the other
ai m ng down sights.

A nod. The | ever turns. BOOM

The grenade detonates with a deafening shockwave that tears
t hrough the room The two nen vanish in a red mst. Plaster
rains fromthe ceiling.

Before the echo fades—another BOOM Col eman’ s snoke grenade
rolls in, bursting open, flooding the space with billow ng
crinmson fog. Then he’s inside.

Col eman noves |i ke a phantomthrough the snoke —firing in
controlled bursts. Shadows fall. Bullets spark off netal
Sophi e screans through her gag, nuffled, desperate.

A figure lunges fromthe haze —Col eman spins, shoots tw ce.
The man drops.

Col eman noves with surgical precision —clearing corners,
rel oadi ng wi t hout | ooking. Years of nuscle nenory. Controlled
chaos.

A shot CRACKS. Coleman jerks —leg hit. He col | apses agai nst
the wall, pain flaring hot. Blood slicks his thigh.

Baptiste enmerges fromthe haze, face contorted wth rage,
pi stol | evel ed.

BAPTI STE ( CONT' D)
You shoul d’ ve stayed at your piano!

He fires again —the round grazes Col eman’ s shoul der,
shattering a pipe.



103.
Steam bursts out, wapping the roomin a scream ng hiss.

Col eman can’t see. His chest heaves. H's fingers tighten on
t he pistol

SOPHI E
(muf fl ed)
Col eman!

Coleman rolls fromcover and fires blind. One bullet finds
Baptiste’s shoul der. Baptiste roars, stunbles, grabs Sophie
and bolts toward the back exit.

| NT. ESTUARY TUNNEL — CONTI NUQUS

Coleman linps after him blood trailing. The tunnel splits
in two —one dark, one faintly lit. Footsteps echo ahead,
draggi ng, uneven. Sophie’'s nuffled cry.

Col eman rounds the bend —Baptiste, hal f-draggi ng Sophi e,
headi ng toward a waiting boat.

Col eman steadi es his ai mno clean shot. Sophie’'s in front of
hi m

BAPTI STE
Conme on, piano nan!

He fires. Bullets ricochet. Col eman ducks behind a col um.
Steam pours fromruptured pipes, blinding fog filling the
space.

Sophie tears the gag from her nouth.

SOPHI E
Col eman!

Col eman |inps through the fog, gun ready. Fires—hits Baptiste
in the shoul der again. Baptiste grunts, drops Sophie, rushes
Col eman. They col lide. Baptiste's gun skitters away.

A brutal fight—+aw, close. Baptiste slans Col eman’ s wounded
| eg. Col eman goes down. Baptiste grabs a chain, swings it
hard—netal cracks across Col eman’s back. He falls, stunned.

Bapti ste staggers backward. His fingers scranble for the
fallen gun.

In one violent notion, he seizes Sophie, yanking her close
as a human shield. Nearby, Colenman |lies crunpled, blood
pooling around a ragged | eg wound, his shoulder a crinmson
canvas of pain.

Baptiste ains his pistol. Cick. Enpty.
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Baptiste snarls, grabs Sophie, his knife to her throat.

BAPTI| STE
| was going to cut your throat in
front of her! This will have to do!

He starts to cut...

BANG The bullet rips through his shoulder. The knife clatters
to the floor. Baptiste screans.

Col eman, down but not out, holds his second pistol. Sophie
runs to him shaking, pulls himup.

Baptiste staggers to the boat, slanms the throttle. The engine
sputters, roars to life.

The boat heads toward the open tunnel nouth and the Seine
beyond. Baptiste slunps at the wheel, blood soaking his shirt.

As the boat nears the tunnel entrance, a dark figure stands
at the estuary edge —Abreo. Hi s armoutstretched and hol di ng
an automati c.

ABREO
Bapti st e!

Baptiste turns, eyes wide. He sees Abreo. He starts to lift
his gun... Too | ate.

Two t hunderous BANGS rip through Baptiste's chest. He
col |l apses into the boat's bottom the engine sputtering to a
sl ow hum as the boat drifts toward the river's nouth.

Col eman and Sophi e appear in the tunnel nouth, silhouetted
by the glow of the Seine. Coleman | eans on her, Dbl oodied but
alive.

ABREO ( CONT' D)
WI1l you live?

COLEMAN
I will.
ABREO
Good. | still haven't heard you play.

He gl ances at the drifting boat.

ABREO ( CONT' D)
You didn't need that hangi ng around
your neck. Better | take care of it
t han you.
(to Sophie)
He’s a good nan. Take care of him
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Sophi e hol ds Col eman cl ose. Abreo di sappears into the mst —
silent, spectral —leaving themalone with the echo of the
river.
EXT. SEINE Rl VER — NI GHT
Baptiste's boat drifts |like a bl ood-stained coffin through
the Seine's black current. Emergency lights strobe across
oily water, sirens building to a crescendo.

I nside the boat, Baptiste |lies dead —his chest soaked in
bl ood.

Police boats cut through the river from both ends, converging.

At op the enmbanknent, cars screech to a halt. Oficers spil
out, spotlights slicing through the m st.

Vai |l ant rushes down the stairs to the tunnel entrance.

At the bottom Coleman sits propped agai nst the stone wall,
pal e but alive. Sophie holds himclose, her face streaked
with bl ood, tears and gri ne.

Vai Il ant stops, breathless, taking in the scene.

VAI LLANT
(to hinself)
Ch, ny Cod.
He kneel s besi de them
SOPHI E

He’s all right. But he needs a doctor.

Col eman | ooks up, a faint smle cutting through his pain -
defiant, weary, but alive.

COLEMAN
| f you don’t m nd.

Vai | | ant shakes his head —part relief, part disbelief.
EXT. SEINE RI VER — NI GHT (LATER)

Police haul Baptiste’'s lifeless body fromthe boat. The
river’s surface ripples with the blue gl ow of energency
l'ights.

Pi chard and Lanbert watch fromthe bank, snoke curling from
Lanbert’s cigarette

I n French, SUBTI TLED
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LANVMBERT
| know | probably shouldn't, but I
feel very good right now.

Pl CHARD
So do |I.

A beat as they watch the body being |laid out on the bank.
Lanbert takes a long, satisfying drag on his cigarette.

LAVBERT
| could eat. You?

Pl CHARD
Yes. Paperwork in the norning?

LAVBERT
Agr eed.

END SUBTI TLES.

They share a quiet | ook —two weary nmen nonentarily content
—and wal k off toward the |ights.

EXT. PARI S STREET — NI GHT

Medi cs wheel Col eman on a gurney toward a waiting anbul ance.
Sophi e and Vail |l ant wal k al ongsi de.

They load himin gently. Colenman w nces but nanages a snal
nod to Vaillant.

VAI LLANT
(to Sophie)
Are you all right?
SOPHI E
I will be.
VAI LLANT

Good. He' Il need you.

Sophie offers a tired, grateful smle. She clinbs into the
back of the anbul ance.

The doors close. The siren starts, low, fading as it drives
of f.

Vai l | ant stands at the curb, watching it go.
The night quiets again —the city exhaling after the storm

He lights a cigarette, exhales snmoke into the danp Paris
air.
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Vaillant’s eyes lift toward the river —where dawn is
begi nning to break.

EXT. CLUB LE CAVE — N GHT

A clear Spring night. The stars shinmrer over Paris —serene,
unt r oubl ed.

SUPER: THREE MONTHS LATER
I NT. CLUB LE CAVE — NI GHT

The club is alive again. Crowded tables, warmlights, the
| ow hum of conversation. Snoke drifts lazily through the
air, curling toward the ceiling.

On stage —COLEMAN and his quartet.

The music transfornms - sharp as broken glass, soulful as a

whi spered confession. Col eman's hands dance across the keys,
no | onger haunted but reborn. Each note is a declaration of
survival, of reclainmed joy.

At a front table, Sophie, her grandfather, Inés, and Vaill ant
sit together. They laugh, talk quietly, eyes never far from
the stage. Sophie’s hand rests gently on her grandfather’s.
The old man taps his foot to the beat, radiant, proud. Danon
and Inés trade smling | ooks.

Col eman plays with newfound peace. The ghosts hover at the
edges, but no longer control him Their eyes neet - Sophie
and Col eman - a silent understandi ng passing between them
The nmusic swells, triunphant.

The crowd sways to the rhythm caught in the glow of sonething
rare. Joy reclained.

EXT. CLUB LE CAVE — N GHT

The nel ody continues over the quiet streets. The doors open.
Warm light spills onto the sidewal k as patrons drift out,
| aughi ng.

The canera rises —above the street, above the rooftops —
until Paris unfolds below in a constellation of gold and
blue. The city glitters in the noonlight. The nusic echoes
faintly through the night air.

TI TLES:

In the 1950s and 1960s, hundreds of Bl ack Anerican jazz
musi cians left the United States. Exiled by raci smand
segregation in their own country, they were drawn to Paris,
where jazz was art, not rebellion.
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In the cafés and cellars of Saint-Gernmain-des-Prés, they
found the freedomtheir own country denied them and their
musi ¢ reshaped the sound of the century.

For many, Paris was not escape —it was redenption.

FADE QUT.
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