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FADE IN

EXT. - HAUTERIVES, FRANCE - DAY

ESTABLISHING SHOT of the peaceful French countryside.

NARRATOR

(V.O.)

It is the 24th of May, 1853. The

time is 6:53 AM. In the small

village of Châteauneuf-de-Galaure,

a common bumblebee finds a tulip

full of nectar to feed on.

A bumblebee whizzes into the heart of a brightly colored

flower.

NARRATOR

(V.O., cont.)

Jacques, the stereotypically-named

rooster of the Broussard family,

begins his daily crowing...

A rooster struts his way around the lawn of a cottage.

NARRATOR

(V.O., cont.)

...and wakes up Monsieur Broussard

from his peaceful slumber mere

minutes before he planned to wake

up.

Closeup of the window of the cottage. As the rooster crows,

a man falls out of bed, swearing angrily in French.

NARRATOR

(V.O., cont.)

And, at the very same time, 796

meters from where the Broussard

household has just erupted into

chaos, Ferdinand Cheval experiences

something that will change his life

forever.

Closeup of a pair of dusty, worn-looking shoes walking along

a dirt path. Suddenly, a dog runs past, yipping loudly, and

the feet trip. A gangly-looking man, FERDINAND CHEVAL, falls

to the ground. He drops the bag he is carrying and a stack

of letters spills out of it. A cloud of dust erupts around

him.

(CONTINUED)
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NARRATOR

(V.O.)

He trips on a rock.

FERDINAND

Merde!

He does not move. Slowly, the dust settles and Ferdinand

turns his head. He looks to be in his late twenties and has

a pleasant-looking face and a scruffy auburn beard to match

his reddish hair.

FERDINAND

Why must I be so clumsy all the

time? Stupid, stupid, no wonder

Madame Laurent calls you Humpty

Dumpty!

NARRATOR

(V.O.)

As Ferdinand lies in the dirt and

contemplates his place in life, he

notices something.

CLOSE UP of Ferdinand’s face. A smooth, round beige stone

lies right in front of his eyes. Still lying sideways, he

picks it up to examine it closer.

FERDINAND

What’s this?

Completely focused on the stone, Ferdinand sits up. He

considers the stone lying in the palm of his hand.

NARRATOR

(V.O.)

To anyone else, this is a

meaningless rock. It looks like any

other one might find on the quiet

paths of Châteauneuf-de-Galaure.

But to Ferdinand Cheval, it means

everything.

Ferdinand holds the stone between two fingers and brings it

up to his eye.

NARRATOR

(V.O.)

It means the beginning of a man’s

life work.

(CONTINUED)
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As Ferdinand stares at the stone, a vision of many stones

piling on top of each other begins around his figure sitting

in the dirt. First to form a column, then more columns, then

a roof, then a castle-like structure.

ROLL CREDITS over shots of Ferdinand running past scenes of

typical village life:

1. A man starts to nail a sign that reads

"CHÂUTEUNEUF-DE-GALAURE" with the "GALAURE" crossed out and

replaced by "PETIT THIERRY" at the start of the village and

accidentally hammers his hand as Ferdinand runs past him

2. Children run into a schoolyard, laughing

3. A woman arranges flowers at a vendor stand and waves at

the blur that is Ferdinand; as he goes by, several flowers

fly out of her arms

4. A man rides a donkey, carrying several saddlebags; the

donkey rears up and throws the man off its back as Ferdinand

cuts directly in front of him

5. A petite-looking woman sweeps up the doorstep of a house;

Ferdinand skids into sight, and she looks up as his speed

causes dirt to fly right back onto the doorstep.

END CREDITS

The dust settles as Ferdinand begins to cough

uncontrollably.

NARRATOR

(V.O.)

Ferdinand has not always been a

strange, clumsy man of 27.

CUT TO:

EXT. - BEACH - NICE, FRANCE - 20 YEARS EARLIER

A seven-year-old Ferdinand stands, coughing, in a cloud of

sand on the beach.

NARRATOR

(V.O., cont.)

He was once a strange, clumsy boy

of 7.

Ferdinand’s plump, brunette mother, BERTHE CHEVAL, stands in

front of him, hands on her hips.

(CONTINUED)
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BERTHE

Really, Ferdinand, you’ve got to

stop kicking around sand and dust

wherever you go. You’re developing

quite the flair for drama.

FERDINAND

I’m making something!

He squats down on the ground, where a half-formed sand

castle lies on the shore. He starts to pile sand on top of

it.

BERTHE

You and your sand castles. You

don’t have to cause a sandstorm in

order to make them, you know. We’re

very blessed to be able to come to

Nice, you should be thanking your

Uncle Arsene! And instead you’re

playing with the sand.

FERDINAND

(missing the point)

It’s not a castle, Mother. It’s a

palace.

BERTHE

Grandeur isn’t everything,

Ferdinand.

Ferdinand doesn’t respond.

BERTHE

(cont.)

Did you hear what I just said?

Ferdinand still remains quiet.

BERTHE

(cont.)

Ferdinand, you listen to your

mother when she’s speaking!

FERDINAND

I’m finished.

Berthe looks down. Ferdinand has created a sand castle that

looks exactly like Gaudi’s famous Sagrada Familia cathedral.

FERDINAND

(cont.)

What do you think?

(CONTINUED)
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BERTHE

Oh, darling, it’s a bit...

funny-looking. No one’s ever going

to build something that looks like

that!

Ferdinand surveys his work sadly.

FERDINAND

But I like it.

BERTHE

That’s all right, dear. It’s very

creative, to be sure.

She pats him on the head and walks away towards the rest of

Ferdinand’s family, farther away on the beach. As Ferdinand

continues to scrutinize his castle, a waves hits it and

destroys it.

CUT TO:

INT. - BOULANGERIE D’CHEVAL - HAUTERIVES - 8 YEARS LATER

NARRATOR

(V.O.)

When Ferdinand is 13, he is put to

work in the family business and

becomes apprentice to his father,

the village baker.

A gawky 13-year-old Ferdinand stands in a kitchen, staring

at the counter in confusion. CLOSE ON a large bowl of cake

batter with a half-empty carton of eggs and a fork lying

next to the bowl. Eggshells and yolk are all over the

counter.

Ferdinand’s father, PIERRE CHEVAL, a 40-year-old redhead

with a potbelly, stands over his son looking exasperated, as

though he has been trying to explain the same thing for a

very long time.

PIERRE

Look, Ferdinand. This is the last

time I’m going to show you this.

You simply take an egg -

He holds up an egg.

PIERRE

(cont.)

- hold a fork by the prongs -

(CONTINUED)
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He demonstrates, his movements overexaggerated.

PIERRE

(cont.)

- tap it, with force, in one smooth

motion -

He expertly does so.

PIERRE

(cont.)

- then you hold the egg on either

side of the crack, and break it

open.

The yolk falls neatly into the bowl. Ferdinand looks

worried.

FERDINAND

I don’t think I can do this, Dad.

PIERRE

(fiercely)

Yes, you can.

FERDINAND

I’ve gone through seven eggs

already and I still can’t do it!

PIERRE

DO IT!

His face full of dread, Ferdinand picks up another egg and

tries to crack it. He smashes it too hard and yolk and shell

alike go flying, hitting his father in the face.

Pierre is silent. A piece of eggshell slides slowly down his

face.

FERDINAND

...I’ll get you a towel.

NARRATOR

(V.O.)

Things do not look good for

Ferdinand as a baker’s apprentice.

But, in order to please his father,

he perseveres...

CUT TO:

1. Ferdinand looks almost constipated with concentration,

whisking a bowl.

(CONTINUED)
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2. A slightly older looking Ferdinand pulls a tray of

baguettes out of the oven.

3. An even slightly older looking Ferdinand finally cracks

an egg successfully. Pierre bursts into tears of joy.

NARRATOR

(V.O.)

He tries, but Ferdinand’s heart is

not in his work.

CUT TO:

Ferdinand, in the middle of mixing a cake, spills a little

flour onto the counter. He begins to doodle a castle-like

structure with his finger.

PIERRE

FERDINAND!

Ferdinand jumps and almost knocks over the cake bowl in

fright. Catching it, he quickly gets back to work, wiping

away the image of the structure.

NARRATOR

(V.O.)

But one day, at the ripe age of 18,

Ferdinand finally finds a reason

for his job at the bakery.

CUT TO:

Ferdinand looks bored, cracking eggs into a bowl with

expertise. He glances out the window. Across the street, a

petite girl with frizzy blonde hair and a freckled face

closes the door to her cottage as she leaves.

NARRATOR

(V.O.)

This is Aurore Prideux. 17 years

old, her life’s dream is to become

a novelist. She is considered

intimidating by all the boys at

school because she "acts too old."

INT. - SCHOOL - DAY - FLASHBACK

Several TEENAGED SCHOOLBOYS sit in the back of a small

classroom, laughing and shooting things at each other with

rubber bands. In the front of the classroom, AURORE sits

reading a schoolbook as she knits. The schoolboys are very

obviously trying to avoid any kind of contact with her,

(CONTINUED)
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occasionally looking at her fearfully as though afraid she

will explode.

1. One of the schoolboys accidentally shoots a rubber band

at Aurore. It hits her in the back of the head.

2. Aurore turns around very slowly; calmly, she rises from

her chair.

3. The schoolboys, panicked, start shoving at each other.

The one responsible is pushed out of his seat.

4. Aurore reaches the back of the classroom. She stares down

at the boy sternly as if waiting for something.

5. The boy, almost obediently, holds out his wrists.

6. Aurore takes the rubber band that was shot at her and

shoots it directly over both of his wrists.

7. The boy whimpers as she rips the rubber band in half and

lays it gently down on his desk.

8. Aurore walks back to the front of the classroom just as

the schoolteacher walks in. They high-five. In the back, one

of the schoolboys starts to cry.

9. Separated from everyone else, Ferdinand sits with a

half-completed sketch in front of him. He gapes at Aurore

with undisguised adoration.

END FLASHBACK

Aurore stops to pet the donkey tethered to the cottage

fence, then walks out of sight.

Ferdinand looks down. He has cracked 13 eggs into the same

bowl, which is now overflowing with yolks. Barely noticing

the eggs, he looks thoughtful.

NARRATOR

(V.O.)

A plan begins to form in his head.

CUT TO:

EXT. - HAUTERIVES - NEXT DAY

AURORE’S POV

(CONTINUED)
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A young Aurore opens her window, having just woken up. She

looks outside, smiling, then looks down and frowns in

confusion at a flour roll shaped like a heart, sitting on

her windowsill.

Directly across the street at the village bakery, the top of

young Ferdinand’s head appears from the bottom of the

window, watching Aurore carefully.

Aurore picks up the roll, looks to either side of her

cautiously, then shrugs. She picks up the roll and throws it

into the garden, where a donkey tethered to the fence noses

the roll and begins to eat it. She closes the window.

FERDINAND’S POV

Ferdinand looks stricken. His disappointed face slides down

the window and he slowly stands up to get back to work.

NARRATOR

(V.O.)

Ferdinand does not give up easily,

however.

THE NEXT DAY - AURORE’S POV

Aurore opens her window, looks down, and, frowning, picks up

a cornbread muffin. More suspiciously this time, she quickly

looks to her left and her right. Seeing nothing, she

crumbles up the muffin and throws it into the yard. A bunch

of chickens scurry up and start pecking at the crumbs.

FERDINAND’S POV

Ferdinand is watching, hidden again, as he kneads dough. At

Aurore’s gesture, he balls up the dough and throws it at the

wall in frustration.

PIERRE

(O.S.)

BOY! DID YOU JUST THROW THAT DOUGH?

An egg, thrown by Pierre, hits Ferdinand smack in the middle

of the head.

SEVERAL DAYS LATER - AURORE’S POV

Aurore opens her window and, looking almost bored, glances

down at the sill. There is nothing there. Confused, she

looks outside. Her family’s donkey is lying comatose in a

pile of baked good crumbs, and the chickens are so fat their

skinny legs cannot support their bodies.

FERDINAND’S POV

(CONTINUED)
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Across the street, Ferdinand ices a cake and watches

carefully as Aurore’s mother opens Aurore’s bedroom door,

holding a large white box.

AURORE’S MOTHER

Look, Aurore! This was sent to you!

She opens the box to reveal a chocolate cake, which reads,

"PLEASE DON’T FEED THIS TO YOUR ANIMALS BECAUSE THEY’RE FAT

ENOUGH ALREADY." in small white letters.

Aurore, bewildered, takes the cake from her mother.

AURORE

How does he know I’ve been feeding

it to the animals?

AURORE’S MOTHER

Probably because none of our

animals have motor ability anymore?

AURORE

I just don’t understand who it is,

and how he can know me so well.

AURORE’S MOTHER

Who cares? Try the cake!

Aurore’s mother produces utensils and a plate, which Aurore

takes. She cuts a piece for herself for her mother, and they

sit on her bed and take their first bites at the same time.

AURORE

Mmmmmmm.

AURORE’S MOTHER

Mmmmmmmmm!

AURORE

This is the best cake I’ve ever

had!

Her eyes stray to the window again.

FERDINAND’S POV

Ferdinand is now standing right in front of the window,

craning his neck to see if she has eaten it. He has squirted

icing three inches high on the cake he is working on. As

their eyes meet, he drops the cake in alarm.

(CONTINUED)
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AURORE

(cont.)

It couldn’t be... the Cheval boy?

He’s never said a word to me!

AURORE’S MOTHER

Do you think someone who’s said a

word to you would be anonymously

sending you gifts of baked goods in

order to woo you?

Aurore considers this for a moment as she watches Pierre

bellowing at Ferdinand for dropping the cake.

AURORE

Good point.

She continues to watch as Pierre chases Ferdinand around the

kitchen with a rolling pin.

FERDINAND’S POV

Ferdinand jumps over bags of flour in an attempt to avoid

his raging father.

FERDINAND

I’m sorry! I’m sorry!

NARRATOR

(V.O.)

Ferdinand is terrified of his

father’s prowess at using baking

utensils as weapons, but he is more

terrified at the prospect of Aurore

knowing that he has been the one

sending the cakes.

PIERRE

USELESS BOY! GET OUT OF THIS

BAKERY!

Pierre chases his son out of the shop and slams the door

shut behind him. Ferdinand sits on the stoop of the bakery,

his head in his hands.

AURORE

(O.S.)

Ferdinand? Ferdinand Cheval?

Ferdinand looks up. There are two perfect flour handprints

on his face.

(CONTINUED)
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FERDINAND

H - hello.

AURORE

I’m Aurore. I live across the

street.

FERDINAND

I - I know.

AURORE

I thought you would. It’s you who’s

been leaving me things on my

window, isn’t it?

FERDINAND

It depends.

AURORE

On what?

FERDINAND

On how you feel about the fact that

it’s me who’s been leaving you

things on your window.

Aurore laughs, pleasantly surprised by Ferdinand’s wit. She

sits down next to him.

AURORE

I’m not sure, to be honest. You’ve

been spying on me.

FERDINAND

Only when you open your window!

AURORE

Still.

They sit in silence for a moment, both fidgeting nervously.

AURORE

(cont.)

The cake is very good.

FERDINAND

Thank you.

AURORE

You have a real talent for baking.

(CONTINUED)
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FERDINAND

I don’t really like it. I think I

want to be a mailman instead.

AURORE

(surprised)

A mailman? Why?

FERDINAND

I think it’s more romantic.

A pause. Aurore considers him for a moment.

AURORE

You’re very odd.

FERDINAND

I know.

AURORE

It’s all right, though. I am too.

Ferdinand looks up. Their eyes meet for the first time.

NARRATOR

(V.O.)

They are married three years later.

CUT TO:

EXT. - HAUTERIVES - PRESENT DAY

27-year-old Ferdinand continues to cough. The dust clears to

reveal Aurore, looking much harder than she did in the

previous scene. Adulthood has made her tough.

AURORE

Really, Ferdinand, you’ve got to

stop kicking around dust wherever

you go.

FERDINAND

You sound like my mother.

He kisses her.

AURORE

What are you doing here? Shouldn’t

you be delivering the mail? You

didn’t leave very long ago.

(CONTINUED)
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FERDINAND

I’ve made an amazing discovery.

AURORE

(skeptically)

This isn’t like the discovery that

you time your walking rhythm to the

crowing of the Broussard’s rooster,

is it?

FERDINAND

Better.

A beat.

FERDINAND

(cont.)

I found a rock.

A longer beat.

AURORE

...a rock.

FERDINAND

Yes!

Excitedly, he opens his palm to reveal the small stone that

he spotted on the road.

AURORE

I am not at all ashamed to admit

that I don’t understand.

FERDINAND

It’s the most perfect rock in the

world. I’m going to build my palace

with rocks like this.

AURORE

Oh, not the palace again...

FERDINAND

I’m going to build it! This rock

will be the cornerstone!

AURORE

Ferdinand, cornerstones are usually

bigger than pebbles.

Ferdinand waves a hand airily.

(CONTINUED)
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FERDINAND

Minor details.

AURORE

What about the major detail that

you haven’t delivered the mail

today? And next Monday is Petit

Thierry Day, everyone will be

getting a lot of post because of

that... the Lord Mayor has high

expectations.

FERDINAND

I had to come tell you that I found

the key to the palace.

Aurore looks wistful and a little sad. She reaches out to

touch his face.

AURORE

I know you’ve been dreaming of this

’palace’ for years, but you’re a

grown man now. It’s not so terrible

being normal, Ferdinand. This world

isn’t so bad.

FERDINAND

I never said it was.

She takes the stone from him and puts it safely away in her

apron pocket.

FERDINAND

(cont.)

My rock -

AURORE

It’s just a rock, Ferdinand.

FERDINAND

But -

AURORE

I won’t throw it out. But go do

your job. Please.

Ferdinand opens his mouth as though he is going to argue

again, but stops at the look on Aurore’s face. Nodding, he

touches her hair and walks away. Aurore watches him go.

NARRATOR

(V.O.)

For weeks, Ferdinand does as his

wife asks and delivers the mail as

(MORE)

(CONTINUED)
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NARRATOR (cont’d)

usual. Neither of them ever mention

the rock, which sits innocently on

the mantle of the little fireplace

in their cottage.

INSERT:

Image of the rock as it sits on the fireplace and Aurore and

Ferdinand walk past it throughout several days.

NARRATOR

(V.O.)

But the balance between keeping

Aurore happy and wanting to build

his palace is difficult for

Ferdinand to keep... especially

after one particular day on his

mail route.

CUT TO:

EXT. - HAUTERIVES - DAY

Ferdinand walks purposefully down the road, his feet moving

in time to the crowing of a rooster. He passes a large pile

of rocks without even sparing a glance at them.

A few moments later, he walks back towards the rocks. He

bends over and picks one up. It looks very similar to the

first rock he tripped over. He turns it over in his hands.

NARRATOR

(V.O.)

Ferdinand has a decision to make.

Ferdinand stares the rock down with an almost challenging

glare. As if with a great effort, he drops the rock back

down on the pile, stands up, and keeps walking.

THE NEXT DAY

Ferdinand walks down the same patch of road again, his feet

a little off beat to Jacques the rooster’s crowing. Ahead of

him, the pile of rocks is in the same place that it was the

day before. He visibly slows down and comes to a halt in

front of the pile.

He stares at the pile intently for a second, before shaking

his head and walking past. Somewhere nearby, a dog howls.

CUT TO:
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INT. - CHEVAL HOUSEHOLD - NIGHT

Ferdinand and Aurore are eating dinner. Ferdinand is

talking, waving his fork around enthusiastically as he

speaks.

FERDINAND

It’s the strangest thing, they look

exactly the same as the rock on the

mantelpiece -

He stops talking as Aurore glances up at him with wide eyes.

It’s the first time either of them has brought up the rock.

AURORE

I thought you were giving that up,

Ferdinand.

FERDINAND

But they’re perfect, Aurore. They

really are.

She looks at him for a moment, then without a word gets up

and walks into the kitchen.

CUT TO:

EXT. - HAUTERIVES - THE NEXT DAY

Ferdinand walks down the same patch of road. A dog begins to

bark.

FERDINAND

I’ve got to find this stray... he

doesn’t shut up.

This time, he purposely stops in front of the pile. He

stoops again to examine the rocks.

He stays there for a moment, thinking. He looks left, then

right. Then, in one sudden motion, he scoops up a bunch of

the rocks and stuffs them into his pockets.

CUT TO:

EXT. - THE CHEVAL HOUSE - NIGHT

It’s the dead of night at Ferdinand’s house. Suddenly, an

oil lamp is lit, and we see Ferdinand silently pushing a

wheelbarrow full of stones towards the wood behind his and

Aurore’s cottage. He looks back towards the house fearfully.

(CONTINUED)
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Back inside, Aurore sleeps peacefully. From their window, we

can see Ferdinand finally drops the wheelbarrow with obvious

relief. It makes a louder noise than he’d like.

Aurore turns over in her sleep.

Ferdinand tiptoes back towards the house and picks up

something. We hear the noise of tin against tin. Abandoning

all pretense, he then sprints back towards the wood with a

shovel and a few pails sloshing around.

There is a loud clattering noise.

FERDINAND

(O.S.)

Mon dieu!

Aurore turns over again.

CUT TO:

EXT. - HAUTERIVES - DAY

It’s the next morning. Ferdinand has dug a one-foot hole

that covers a lot of square feet. Aurore walks up beside him

as he is laying large brick-sized rocks into the shallow

hole, covering each with a cement-looking liquid before he

sets them down.

AURORE

I can’t believe you.

FERDINAND

Aurore, please. This isn’t the end

of the world. I’m still going to do

my job. This isn’t going to take

over my life!

AURORE

You say that now.

FERDINAND

Trust me. Can’t you trust me?

A beat.

AURORE

(reluctantly)

All right. You’re lucky I love you.

(CONTINUED)
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FERDINAND

I know.

The situation diffused, Aurore surveys what Ferdinand has

done so far.

AURORE

So explain to me what you’re doing

here.

FERDINAND

Well, I’m doing the foundation

right now. It has to be very

sturdy, because a lot of the rest

of the castle will be built with

smaller rocks.

AURORE

And what are you using to stick

them together?

FERDINAND

Lime and mortar. It’s fascinating,

really, I’ve been reading all about

it and even though it’ll take a lot

of time it really -

VOICE

(O.S.)

Ferdinand!

Aurore and Ferdinand turn around and straighten up

immediately, because the voice belongs to ARTHUR TREZEGUET,

Lord Mayor of the village. He looks around 65, with

salt-and-pepper hair and a mustache and sharp blue eyes.

FERDINAND/AURORE

LORD Mayor Trezeguet!

LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

Bonjour, my favorite lovebirds!

Ferdinand, what on earth are you

doing?

FERDINAND

Oh, I’m just... starting a new

project, Mayor.

LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

Not like the time you tried to make

Broussard’s rooster the official

living clock of the village, I

hope?

(CONTINUED)
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FERDINAND

(to himself)

Why does everyone keep bringing

that up?

AURORE

No, Mayor, it’s not like that. He’s

just building something.

LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

I see... well, anyway, Ferdinand, I

do hope this doesn’t interfere with

your mail delivery -

FERDINAND

Oh no, sir, not at all!

LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

- because I notice you haven’t yet

delivered it today.

Silence as all three of them look down at Ferdinand’s mail

bag on the ground, which is clearly full. Aurore looks

exasperated, Ferdinand panicked, Trezeguet stern.

MAYOR TREZEGUET

(cont.)

You do know what happens next

month, don’t you?

FERDINAND

Y-y-yes, sir, it’s your son’s

memorial day...

LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

Indeed it is. And since it would be

his 20th birthday next, had he not

tragically disappeared when he was

thirteen years old, and we are

renaming the village after him,

Châteauneuf-de-Galaure-soon-to-be-Petit-Thierry

will be receiving a lot of mail...

in fact, the newspaper today

features a headline on it...

He hands Aurore a newspaper emblazoned with the words

"GALAURE GAZETTE." The headline reads "VILLAGE TO BE RENAMED

AFTER MAYOR’S LONG-LOST SON - NEED NEW NAME FOR THE GALAURE

GAZETTE"

AURORE

He was just about to go, sir.

Weren’t you, Ferdinand?

(CONTINUED)
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FERDINAND

I was? I was! I just wanted to stop

by and say hello to Aurore.

Mayor Trezeguet lets out a booming laugh and claps Ferdinand

on the back. Ferdinand almost falls over from the force of

it.

MAYOR TREZEGUET

Of course you did! You two are just

the cutest couple I’ve ever seen! I

just wanted to make sure you didn’t

neglect your work, Ferdinand, or

I’d have you fired!

He continues to laugh. Ferdinand and Aurore laugh with fake

panicked humor along with him. The Lord Mayor laughs harder.

MAYOR TREZEGUET

(cont.)

You’re a hoot, Ferdinand! Goodbye

now - I’ll see you soon when you

give me my mail!

He continues to guffaw as he leaves the Chevals’ grounds.

Ferdinand and Aurore’s fake smiles fade into expressions of

guilt and anger, respectively.

AURORE

You stupid man!

She hits him with the newspaper.

FERDINAND

Ow!

AURORE

Go and deliver the mail before I

kill you!

FERDINAND

I’m going, I’m going! Stop hitting

me, you crazy woman!

AURORE

Crazy!? I’ll show you crazy!

She raises the newspaper to hit him again and he dodges out

of the way.

FERDINAND

I don’t know why I’m always the one

who gets hit.

(CONTINUED)
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AURORE

Because you’re an idiot. Get out!

She throws the newspaper at him as he dashes out of the

yard; it bounces off his head and into his hand.

CUT TO:

EXT. - HAUTERIVES - MAIL ROUTE - LATER

Ferdinand is actually doing his job. He’s just about to drop

off one of the village newspapers at someone’s doorstep when

a something catches his eye.

He unfolds the newspaper to show a portrait of a wiry boy in

his early teens with light brown hair, bright blue eyes, and

a bright, intelligent looking face. "REMEMBERING THE LOST

THIERRY" reads the caption under it.

He stares at the newspaper for a brief moment, then very

gently places it back on the doorstep, leaving Petit

Thierry’s picture facing up.

He continues on his route, collecting stones as he goes,

when he hears the barking of the everpresent dog again. He

looks around suspiciously.

FERDINAND

Here, doggy... come out, little

chien...

The dog whines, closer to Ferdinand this time.

FERDINAND

(cont.)

I promise I won’t hurt you...

here...

He rummages in his bag for a moment, then pulls out a piece

of dried meat.

FERDINAND

(cont.)

Beef jerky, come look! It’s new,

savages from the east invented it!

There is a shuffling, and then A DOG appears from behind a

bush in front of Ferdinand. It is black, with a white patch

over its nose and down its neck. It looks to be fully

matured, but still very energetic. It cocks its head at

Ferdinand as through thorougly judging him.
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FERDINAND

(cont.)

Not even a dog likes me today...

come on, food!

He nudges the meat towards the dog with the toe of his shoe.

The dog takes a few steps forward, sniffs at it, then runs

and starts to chew on the meat.

Ferdinand reaches out a hand to pet the dog, which it

permits.

FERDINAND

(cont.)

So you’re the phantom dog barker...

where are you from? Who owns you?

The dog huffs, and continues to chew on the meat. Ferdinand

looks for some tag or collar on it, but finds none.

FERDINAND

(cont.)

Ah, well. I’ve got to keep going.

I’m glad I’ve finally found out who

you are - now I’ll know. Enjoy the

meat, chienne!

He straightens up and begins to walk back down the road

again. Behind him, he hears the sound of pattering paws, and

turns to see that the dog has followed him.

FERDINAND

(cont.)

What?

It stares up at him solemnly. Shaking his head, Ferdinand

starts walking again, but again he hears the sound of the

dog and turns around. It is right behind him.

FERDINAND

(cont.)

Do you want more food? I haven’t

got any.

The dog continues to look very serious.

FERDINAND

(cont.)

You’re the strangest dog I’ve ever

met. Go home, pup.

He starts walking again. The dog follows. He whips around,

wanting to catch the dog in the act - it in turns stops dead

and looks almost as though it is trying to seem innocent.
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Ferdinand thinks a moment.

FERDINAND

(cont.)

Oh, come on then.

The dog has an air of confusion.

FERDINAND

(cont.)

If you’re going to follow me walk

with me, not behind me!

He starts walking again. The dog barks and runs to catch up.

ZOOM OUT to shot of the countryside and the two walking

along together.

FERDINAND

(cont.)

How do you like the name Felix? You

look like a Felix to me.

Felix barks.

FERDINAND

(cont.)

Good. Oh, Aurore’s going to kill

me...

CUT TO:

INT. - CHEVAL HOUSEHOLD - NIGHT

AURORE

A dog?

Felix sits obediently on the floor, looking composed.

FERDINAND

(to the dog)

Told you she was going to kill me.

Felix snorts.

AURORE

But where did you find him? Who’s

going to take care of him? I’m

working at the bookshop all day...
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FERDINAND

I thought I’d take him along with

me when I deliver mail. I found him

on my route today, anyway, I was

hoping maybe I’d be able to find

his owner if he came with me every

day...

Aurore thinks about this, crouching down to scratch Felix

behind the ears absentmindedly. The dog looks to be enjoying

himself immensely.

AURORE

That’s a good idea.

FERDINAND

It is?

AURORE

Not at all. He is very cute,

anyway.

FERDINAND

He is?

Felix huffs derisively.

AURORE

Of course. He’ll make you do your

job, anyway.

Felix barks, and Aurore and Ferdinand laugh.

CUT TO:

EXT. - CHEVAL HOUSE/MAIL ROUTE

SERIES OF SHOTS

1. Ferdinand sneaks out of the house with Felix in tow and

works on his structure by lamplight.

2. At dawn the next morning, Ferdinand is snoozing, curled

up in the wheelbarrow itself. Felix whines and nudges him

awake.

3. Ferdinand and Felix go on their mail route in the

morning. Ferdinand is yawning the whole time, while Felix

runs around him yipping.

4. That night Ferdinand continues to work on the palace.
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5. Felix tries to wake Ferdinand up, but doesn’t

successfully do so until Ferdinand realizes he is late.

6. Ferdinand is falling asleep as he walks.

7. Ferdinand toils again that night. He has created an

intricate floor pattern of stones, interweaving to form

spirals and different shapes. He finally falls asleep on the

floor, and all goes black.

END SERIES OF SHOTS

FADE TO:

EXT. - THE PALACE - MORNING

Ferdinand slowly opens his eyes to see a blurry figure

looming over him and another smaller figure a few feet

behind him.

LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

Cheval.

Ferdinand looks confused, still half-asleep - he doesn’t

recognize the Lord Mayor’s voice.

FERDINAND

What’s going on?

AURORE

Ferdinand...

Recognizing Aurore’s voice, he sits up. His eyesight clears

enough for him to see that the Lord Mayor is looking angry,

and Aurore concerned.

LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

Do you know what time it is,

Ferdinand?

FERDINAND

Ah - no, Lord Mayor, I do not...

LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

It is 12 o’clock. Do you know what

that means?

FERDINAND

I should be having lunch?
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LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

You should have delivered the mail

six hours ago.

Ferdinand shoots up off the floor.

FERDINAND

Sir - I’m so sorry - I was working

and I must have fallen asleep -

LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

Ha! You call this working? This is

the work of a madman!

AURORE

(angrily)

He’s not a madman, Lord Mayor!

Trezeguet turns to glare at Aurore, who seems to realize

what she’s said.

AURORE

(cont.)

I’m sorry, Mayor, but it’s true. He

just has projects. Sometimes he

gets carried away. Please, he won’t

make the same mistake again.

FERDINAND

I won’t, sir. I promise.

The mayor surveys them both, Ferdinand and Aurore both

looking desperate.

LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

See that he doesn’t. Or, on my

son’s empty grave, I’ll have you

fired - and if you aren’t careful,

committed.

He sweeps out of the area. Aurore immediately rushes over to

Ferdinand.

AURORE

Are you all right?

FERDINAND

I think so... I was just... it was

unexpected. The Lord Mayor’s

usually so kind to us.
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AURORE

I know. But Ferdinand, you have to

stop this.

FERDINAND

Aurore, I can’t -

AURORE

You must. At least until Petit

Thierry’s Day. We can’t afford for

you to lose your job.

FERDINAND

But the palace -

AURORE

Can wait. Losing the favor of the

Lord Mayor can’t.

Felix suddenly trots up from the woods and whines and noses

at Ferdinand’s leg. He looks down at him, then back up at

Aurore, who looks to be on the verge of tears - a rare sight

for her.

FERDINAND

I - I’ll try.

AURORE

You have to do more than that.

Ferdinand can only nod. The two embrace.

AURORE

(cont.)

Go get the mail, you silly fool.

FERDINAND

I will.

CUT TO:

EXT. - HAUTERIVES - MAIL ROUTE - DAY

Ferdinand walks through the village, delivering the mail,

Felix by his side.

VILLAGER #1

You’re late today, Ferdinand.

FERDINAND

I’m sorry, Monsieur, something came

up this morning.
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CUT TO:

VILLAGER #2

Did you have a late start,

Ferdinand?

FERDINAND

Yes, Madame, I did...

CUT TO:

VILLAGER #3

So long as you weren’t working on

that ridiculous palace of yours

instead, eh, Ferdinand?

FERDINAND

Of course not, sir...

CUT TO:

INT. - LORD MAYOR’S OFFICE - DAY

Ferdinand knocks on the door of an office emblazoned with

the words "ARTHUR TREZEGUET, LORD MAYOR, FATHER OF PETIT

THIERRY" on it in gold lettering.

LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

Come in!

FERDINAND

Lord Mayor? I have your mail...

Hesitantly, Ferdinand enters. Plastered all over the walls

of the mayor’s fancy office are pictures of the boy in the

newspaper Ferdinand was looking at previously. Trezeguet

himself is reading a Paris newspaper whose front page reads

"LORD MAYOR OF CHÂUTEUNEUF-DE-GALAURE HONORS HIS LOST SON

NEXT MONTH." Trezeguet looks up carelessly.

LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

Ah, Ferdinand. Feeling more awake

now?

FERDINAND

Yes, sir, I’m sorry about before...

LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

It’s forgotten, my boy. Just don’t

let it happen again!
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FERDINAND

Of course not, Lord Mayor.

He gently sets the mail down on the mayor’s desk and quietly

heads for the door.

LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

The thing is, Ferdinand, that you

remind myself of me when I was a

young man.

FERDINAND

(turning)

I’m sorry?

Trezeguet puts down the paper and clasps his hands, looking

solemn.

LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

I used to be a romantic like you.

My wife and I lived for nothing but

each other, and oh, the dreams I

had...

He looks out the window at the pastoral countryside, as

birds fly past.

LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

(cont.)

I wanted to be a painter.

FERDINAND

A - a painter? Really?

LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

Indeed. I so admired the great

French artists of our era...

FERDINAND

- Well then surely you must

understand how I feel about my

architecture -

LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

- but then I had to do my job as

Lord Mayor, and there was no time

for creativity.

FERDINAND

Ah...
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LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

And then my son went out for a walk

with our dog and never came back.

FERDINAND

Lord Mayor -

LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

But, Ferdinand, you must learn to

be hard. And just like I did, you

have to as well.

FERDINAND

Yes, sir.

Trezeguet looks down at the paper and pats it fondly.

LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

It will all pay off, Ferdinand.

After all of my hard work to tell

the world about Thierry, our little

village is being talked about all

over Paris! Checks are coming in by

the day!

FERDINAND

Ah - is that so, sir?

LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

Why, yes, Ferdinand. You must learn

to be hard and sacrifice that which

you love. Forget your dreams and

everything will work out for you.

FERDINAND

Yes sir... well I must be going...

LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

Yes! More mail to deliver! Don’t

let me catch you dallying!

He lets out another booming laugh. Ferdinand nods briefly,

then leaves and closes the door behind him.

CUT TO:

INT. - CHEVAL HOUSEHOLD - NIGHT

AURORE

A painter? Really?
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Ferdinand lays down a plate of food for Felix, who quickly

runs up and begins to eat. He walks over to Aurore, who is

in the kitchen, and helps carry dishes to the dining table.

FERDINAND

A painter! I thought it was so

strange - I almost didn’t believe

it.

AURORE

I wouldn’t believe it of him now,

that’s for certain. He doesn’t seem

to have any artistic kind of

tendencies.

FERDINAND

He said it all ended when Petit

Thierry went missing.

AURORE

Poor boy... he was so smart. He

would have been a wonderful Lord

Mayor.

FERDINAND

Indeed.

The two begin to eat.

FERDINAND

(with his mouth full)

I told him that surely he must

understand why I want to build, if

he wanted to paint...

Aurore puts her fork down, looking surprised.

AURORE

You didn’t! You’d already made him

so angry!

FERDINAND

Oh, he wasn’t angry. He just said

you had to sacrifice your dream.

AURORE

That’s very pessimistic of him.

FERDINAND

I thought so too.
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AURORE

But in your case, he’s right.

FERDINAND

I wish you wouldn’t say that.

AURORE

But it’s true.

Ferdinand looks forlorn and pushes his plate away.

FERDINAND

I’m not hungry anymore.

AURORE

Oh, for Christ’s sake, Ferdinand,

he threatened to have you

committed! To the asylum! Don’t go

work on the palace!

FERDINAND

I’m not! I swear I’m not.

He stands up.

FERDINAND

(cont.)

I just want to go on a walk.

AURORE

But -

FERDINAND

I’ll be back soon. I’m sorry, my

love, I just need to clear my head.

Come on, Felix.

Felix’s ears perk up and he trots to the door - and with a

slam, they’re gone.

Aurore sighs, and begins to clear off the table of their

plates.

CUT TO:

EXT. - STREETS OF HAUTERIVES - NIGHT

Ferdinand walks along with Felix as the village is just

about to go to sleep for the night. Street Vendors are

packing up their bags, and shops are turning out their

lights.
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STREET VENDOR

Monsieur Ferdinand! Do you need any

more mortar tonight?

FERDINAND

No, no, not tonight, thank you...

They continue on. They reach the mayor’s office, which is

still lit and has signs on its windows advertising for Petit

Thierry Day. Ferdinand only gives them a cursory glance,

then makes to move on, but Felix jumps up to the windows, as

if trying to reach the signs.

FERDINAND

(cont.)

Felix, what’s gotten into you? Come

now!

Felix gives up on the windows and has taken to scratching at

the door, whining.

FERDINAND

(cont.)

Oh, come now, Felix, not the

mayor’s door.

He makes to pull Felix by the scruff of the neck, but

suddenly the lights go out and the dog bolts back behind

him, barking. Lord Mayor Trezeguet emerges from his office.

LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

Ferdinand! Good evening!

FERDINAND

Good evening, Lord Mayor.

LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

What brings you out to my office at

this time of night?

FERDINAND

Oh, nothing, sir - my dog was just

preoccupied with your signs - hush,

Felix!

Felix continues to bark loudly at the Lord Mayor, who looks

bemused. He reaches out a hand to pet Felix, but Felix bares

his teeth.

LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

Try to keep your mutt under

control, will you, Ferdinand?
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FERDINAND

Of course, sir, I apologize.

LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

Good night.

FERDINAND

Good night, Lord Mayor.

Trezeguet nods, mounts a horse tethered to the fence next to

the office, and rides away. Felix immediately stops barking,

and when Ferdinand makes to continue walking Felix

obediently follows.

FERDINAND

(cont.)

What was all that about, Felix? He

already dislikes me, don’t make it

any worse.

Felix huffs. Ferdinand smiles down at him, shaking his head.

The two press on. They finally reach the place where

Ferdinand usually collects his stones. As if on reflex, he

bends down to pick them up, then stops himself.

Felix barks.

FERDINAND

(cont.)

I know, I know, you don’t have to

tell me twice.

Still, he bends down once more and picks up one small stone.

He turns it over in his fingers, feeling its weight and its

smoothness. Pocketing it, he walks on.

They pass house upon house until they finally end up in

front of a steel iron gate. Ferdinand and Felix look up. The

words "ASYLUM D’GALAURE" can be made out wrought in the

gate. Behind the gate lies a huge brick structure, drab an

dismal-looking like a prison.

A scream rents the air, and the two jump.

FERDINAND

(cont.)

Let’s get out of here.

Felix barks in agreement. Another scream pierces the air,

and the two take back off down the road, almost at a run.

CUT TO:
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INT. - CHEVAL HOUSE - DAY

Ferdinand sits in his house with newspaper spread out. He

looks out the window at the palace - still untouched since

the Lord Mayor confronted him - and sighs, focusing back on

the newspaper.

Zoom in and out of photos in the newspaper depicting the

following shots:

1. Ferdinand going about his route diligently, delivering

the mail.

2. Ferdinand sketching a picture of the palace, crumpling it

up, and throwing it away.

3. Ferdinand handing a letter to the Lord Mayor, who takes

it out of his hand and winks.

4. Ferdinand rolling the stone he picked up on his night

walk over and over in his hands; Aurore lays her hand on his

shoulder and he puts it back in his pocket.

4. Ferdinand again on his mail route, passing by the mayor’s

office, which has signs plastered over it which reads "PETIT

THIERRY DAY IN 10 DAYS - HIS HONORABLE LORD MAYOR TO RECEIVE

LARGE DONATION FROM BENEFICIARY ON BEHALF OF HIS SON"

5. Ferdinand rolling over in bed, presumably just after

Aurore and he have just made love. Aurore curls up against

his chest, and as he holds her tightly he looks out of the

window, again at the unfinished palace.

END SERIES OF SHOTS

The newspaper view of the palace turns into the real one -

Ferdinand is staring again. As he does so, the structure of

his sketches comes to life as he pictures what it would look

like upon its completion.

AURORE

(O.S.)

Ferdinand? Dinner!

As Ferdinand vacates his chair by the window, we still see

the completed silvery dream palace, shimmering in the

distance.

CUT TO:
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INT. - CHEVAL HOUSEHOLD - THAT NIGHT

Ferdinand can’t sleep, yet again. For a while, he just lies

there, then seems to come to a decision and gets out of bed.

Aurore continues to slumber soundly.

CUT TO:

EXT. - PALACE

Shot of Ferdinand’s body, trudging along pushing a

wheelbarrow, with a pail in the crook of his elbow. Pan up

to his face, looking determined.

Once at the site, he immediately begins to seal stones

together, laying the foundation of columns along one row.

Stone by stone, pebble by pebble, he lays them down.

Night turns into dusk, which turns into day, and in a

fast-motion shot we see that within a few hours Ferdinand

has created the whole front facade of the palace, with every

kind of unconventional piece of architecture you can think

of. Columns upon turrets upon columns, mini-sculptures, even

a outdoor spiral staircase leading up to the top.

By the late morning, the sun gleams off of the palace’s

rocks, and Ferdinand sleeps, lying halfway across the spiral

staircase. He awakes to the sound of frantic barking, and

has barely had time to open his eyes when he sees Felix

bounding towards him.

FERDINAND

Felix...? What’s the matter -

LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

FERDINAND!

Ferdinand rushes down the stairs. Trezeguet is walking

towards him, a menacing, purposeful look in his eye. Several

villagers are behind him, as well as some officers in

uniform.

FERDINAND

Lord Mayor - what’s going on -

LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

Thought you could sleep in, could

you? Making your so-called

"palace"? I did warn you!

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 38.

AURORE

Ferdinand, no!

Aurore runs towards the scene, panic on her face, straight

into Ferdinand’s arms.

AURORE

(to Trezeguet)

You can’t take him - you can’t -

LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

And who are you to tell me what I

can and can’t do, you stupid girl?

FERDINAND

Don’t call her that!

LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

It seems ordering your superiors

around is something you have in

common. Perhaps I should have you

both committed?

FERDINAND

Have us both what?

LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

Come now, Ferdinand. This castle of

yours is obviously demonic! I have

here the Director of the Asylum

D’Galaure, and he is willing to

take you in right now!

A sallow-looking man in his 70s emerges from behind

Trezeguet, smiling smoothly as he nods without saying a

word. At the same time, two of the officers move forward and

seize each of Ferdinand’s arms. Aurore screams and starts to

hit out at the officers - another one starts forward and

restrains her. Felix starts snapping at the officers’ legs,

but one of them kicks out at him and he collapses with a

squeal.

FERDINAND

Let go of me, you great oafs!

LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

Come quietly, Ferdinand, won’t you?

The villagers all agree you’ve gone

completely off your rocker!

The villagers surge forward, looking furious.
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VILLAGER #1

We aren’t getting mail because

you’re building this disgrace?

VILLAGER #2

You’re a madman, Cheval! Everyone’s

always thought so!

VILLAGER #3

Let’s burn his so-called precious

palace and show him what we think

of him!

FERDINAND

No -

AURORE

You can’t do anything to it. It’s

on our property and you have no

right! Am I mistaken, my Lord?

Lord Trezeguet looks rather annoyed that one little part of

his move hasn’t gone to plan.

LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

We’ll see, Madame Cheval, we’ll

see. Guards, take him away.

FERDINAND

No! Aurore - Aurore, I love you -

One of the guards hits Ferdinand smartly over the head and

knocks him out as they begin to drag him towards the front

fence, Aurore screaming after him. The villagers roar their

approval and follow, cheering as Ferdinand is thrown into

the back of a carriage that reads "ASYLUM D’GALAURE" on the

side. As the doors shut, the Lord Mayor turns to the

Director of the Asylum and pulls out of a bag of jingling

coins.

LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

In return for your approval.

The master bows deeply, slips the bag into his pocket, and

ascends the front seat of the carriage. The horses begin to

canter down the road as the villagepeople follow.

Lord Mayor Trezeguet turns back and smiles at the

still-unfinished Palace and at Aurore, who has tears pouring

down her face and has been bodily dragged towards the front

of the house by the guard.
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LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

I’ll be seeing you, Madame Cheval.

You take care, now.

AURORE

You horrible, rotten, corrupted

man! I’ll get him out if it’s the

last thing I do!

Trezeguet smiles a slow, deep smile, and touches the side of

her face. She jerks back and spit in his face. He pauses,

then looks at her impassively as he takes out a handkerchief

and wipes his cheek.

LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

Let her go, Officer. Time to leave.

The officer does so. Trezeguet and the officers all mount

their horses, but Trezeguet bends down towards Aurore, whose

face is full of revulsion.

LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

(cont.)

Please try to get him out. Oh

please do. But remember, Aurore

Cheval, it’s very easy to convince

the public that a seemingly

intelligent woman is simply just

crazed in the mind...

Laughing, he rides off with the rest of the officers. Aurore

lets out one painful cry as she clutches at the gate,

watching them ride away.

CROSSFADE

INT. - ASYLUM CELL - TIME UNKNOWN

Ferdinand comes to in a dark, dank room. He is chained to

his bed, which seems more like a hard board than anything

else. He lets his eyes adjust to the dim light as he looks

around.

On his left is a door with a single grate - where the door

opens he cannot tell. There are no windows in the room. On

his right, similarly chained to his bed, A FIGURE with very

shaggy hair seems to be sleeping. On the opposite wall, an

old, dirty, crazy-looking MAN is staring directly at him.

Ferdinand almost falls off his board in fright, but his

chain yanks him back onto it.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 41.

FERDINAND

H-h-hello.

The man doesn’t respond. There is a pile of black objects

lying next to him. He continues to stare at Ferdinand for a

moment, then suddenly grins widely and turns to the pile.

FERDINAND

(cont.)

What... what are you doing?

INMATE #1

You don’t want to know.

Ferdinand jumps again. The other inmate has woken up and

dragged himself into a sitting position. His shaggy brown

hair nearly covers his whole face. He looks skinny and frail

despite the fact that he seems to be relatively young

compared to the other man.

FERDINAND

What do you mean?

INMATE #1

You’ll see when the guards come.

FERDINAND

I - okay.

They sit in silence for a while. The only sounds come from

the other inmate shifting around the items that sit on his

bench.

FERDINAND

(cont.)

So, um, are you supposed to be the

wise and knowledgeable inmate who

keeps me going in this time of

utter despair?

INMATE #1

I don’t know what I’m supposed to

be anymore, frère.

FERDINAND

Ah, yes, and you say wisely cryptic

things that keep me wondering who

you are and how you got here!

There is a beat.

(CONTINUED)
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INMATE #1

You truly are a madman.

FERDINAND

Debatable. My wife just reads a lot

of novels.

INMATE #1

I can’t remember the last time I

read a novel...

FERDINAND

Do they, um. Let you do things like

read novels here?

INMATE #1

No.

FERDINAND

I didn’t think so...

Another period of silence. Inmate #1 seems content to remain

quiet, and Inmate #2 is still unresponsive, so Ferdinand

tries to remain quiet - to no avail.

FERDINAND

(cont.)

So... how long have you been here?

INMATE #1

You’re very talkative.

FERDINAND

Well, yes.

(beat)

You don’t have to be, though! No,

no, silence is golden, especially

in insane asylums, it’s really

fine, don’t worry about it -

INMATE #1

I don’t know.

FERDINAND

Pardon?

INMATE #1

I don’t know. I didn’t count when I

first got here, but I’ve started

counting - it’s been five years and

then some, but I can’t be sure.

(CONTINUED)
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FERDINAND

Five years?

INMATE #1

I have a piece of charcoal I would

mark the days with. It’s almost

down to its stub.

FERDINAND

Five years?

INMATE #1

Do you often repeat people as

though you don’t understand what

they’re saying?

FERDINAND

I’m sorry, I just - that’s a lot of

time.

Inmate #1 almost seems to shrug, but Ferdinand can’t tell in

the dark.

INMATE #1

Twenty-Three’s been in here longer.

FERDINAND

Excuse me?

INMATE #1

He’s called 23. We each have our

own numbers, and that’s basically

what we go by. I’m Forty-Two.

FERDINAND

Do you have real names?

FORTY-TWO

Most of us don’t remember them.

FERDINAND

What is my name meant to be?

FORTY-TWO

You’re 203. I heard them say it

when they threw you in here.

Ferdinand is shocked into silence. Then he begins to laugh.

FERDINAND

That’s preposterous. I’m not going

by "Two-Hundred-and-Three." My name

is Ferdinand. Ferdinand Cheval.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 44.

FORTY-TWO

You won’t know that name after

long, frère.

FERDINAND

Of course I will. I’m Ferdinand

Cheval. I have a wife, I have a dog

-

FORTY-TWO

That was a different life. This is

a new one. If you can even call it

that.

FERDINAND

Do you say anything other than

cryptic knowing comments? Maybe I

won’t be like every other damned

lunatic who comes in here -

because, believe it or not, I’m not

one!

More silence. Ferdinand’s frustrated - at his situation, at

these people, and at the fact that he can’t do anything

about any of it.

FORTY-TWO

I believe you.

FERDINAND

What?

FORTY-TWO

I believe you. You’re not a

lunatic. You don’t sound like one,

and you don’t talk like one. What’d

you do to get in here?

FERDINAND

I -

At that moment, the door swings open, and the room is

flooded with light. Ferdinand blinks rapidly as two guards

come in and unlock Twenty-Three’s shackles. Once his eyes

have adjusted to the light, he sees that Twenty Three has

been building a beautiful small-scale replica of the Notre

Dame - out of the remains of dead cockroaches.

GUARD #1

Come on, Twenty-Three. Time for

your bath.
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FERDINAND

(faintly)

They’re... cockroaches...

Twenty-Three begins to cackle and sway. The guards tighten

their grip on him.

TWENTY-THREE

My beautiful cathedral! My vision!

A look of horror dawns over Ferdinand’s face as one of the

guards claps his hand over Twenty-Three’s mouth.

GUARD #2

That’s enough outta you. As for

you, new boy, we’ll be back for you

later.

FERDINAND

I - what - I -

The door clangs shut. Ferdinand collapses into a heap,

defeated.

FORTY-TWO

What’s wrong?

FERDINAND

I changed my mind. I think I might

be a lunatic.

FORTY-TWO

Why is that?

FERDINAND

I... I was put here because I

decided I wanted to build a

palace-like house for myself and my

wife out of stones I collected by

the side of the road.

FORTY-TWO

And?

FERDINAND

And... that’s all. I’m just like

him. Didn’t you see his model -

FORTY-TWO

If you keep thinking like that, you

will be soon. It’s a shame, I

didn’t think you were one of the

weak ones.
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FERDINAND

Excuse me?

FORTY-TWO

Twenty-Three builds things out of

cockroaches. You build things out

of stones. Besides, Twenty-Three

wasn’t crazy when he got put in

here. None of us were.

FERDINAND

I’ve just decided you’re speaking

in a different language, and that

it’s not very nice of you to do so.

Forty-Two throws his head back and laughs.

FORTY-TWO

We all had dreams, frère. That’s

why we were put in here. When I

first came here, Twenty-Three could

have a perfectly normal

conversation with you. He was an

architect who wanted to study

insects. He’s just been in here so

long that it’s driven him crazy.

FERDINAND

So... what you’re saying is...

we’re being imprisoned for having

imaginations?

FORTY-TWO

Something like that. Look, there’s

a woman in here - 117 - she wants

to be a ballerina. She just sits in

her cell and pretends she’s on

stage. And 97 - he wants to sing.

He’s been singing in here for so

long that his voice sounds cracked

and coarse. You’ve got a dream, 203

- Ferdinand, I mean. You want to

build things. You’re not crazy for

that.

Ferdinand considers this. He can hear Forty-Two breathing in

the dark.

FERDINAND

That’s quite a convincing argument

you’ve presented. But you’ve missed

one thing.
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FORTY-TWO

What’s that?

FERDINAND

You haven’t told me your dream.

A pause.

FORTY-TWO

That’s because I don’t remember it.

FERDINAND

What? Can’t you remember anything

about what you were like before you

came here?

FORTY-TWO

I... I was very young. I think - I

think I blocked it out. That’s why

I don’t know how long I’ve been

here - I didn’t understand what

time was, at first.

FERDINAND

I see. I’m sorry. Is there anything

you do remember? From - before?

FORTY-TWO

My father. I don’t remember

anything about him, I just remember

I looked up to him. He was a great

man.

FERDINAND

That’s something, at least. My

father liked to hit me with rolling

pins -

The door bangs open again, and both Ferdinand and Forty-Two

fall silent. Twenty-Three is led back in by the guards and

chained back to his bench.

GUARD #1

Your turn, New Kid. Let’s go.

They unshackle him and grab him solidly.

FERDINAND

No need to be so rough, gentlemen.
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Behind him, Forty-Two lets out a snort. Ferdinand manages to

maneuver around in time to catch a glimpse of him - and the

wall behind his bench, which is covered in tally marks and

an embellished sentence that reads "ALL MEN SHOULD BE

ALLOWED TO DREAM."

FERDINAND

(cont.)

You’re very eloquent, frère.

Forty-Two looks up, startled, and Ferdinand is almost able

to see his face before the door clangs shut behind him.

SMASH CUT TO:

INT. - ASYLUM TREATMENT ROOM

Ferdinand is thrust into a bath of ice cold water. He is

held there for a few seconds until he nearly suffocates,

then pulled back out.

GUARD #1

This is meant to stimulate your

brain, New Kid. So that you go back

to normal.

He is thrust into the water again, then pulled back out,

gasping.

GUARD #2

But let’s be honest. You’ll never

be normal, because you’re a

lunatic.

He is thrust back into the water.

GUARD #2

Do you even know what that means?

The word lunatic? Can you even

understand me?

FERDINAND

Ye -

He is thrust back in.

CUT TO:
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INT. - ASYLUM CELL

Ferdinand is practically carried back to his cell. He is

thrown onto his bench and shackled back to it. He shakes

uncontrollably the entire time.

Without a word, the guards slam the cell door shut.

FORTY-TWO

The first time is the worst for

everyone, Ferdinand.

For once, Ferdinand says nothing. He just shakes, misery

etched upon his face.

A few days have passed. Ferdinand is taken out of the cell,

thrust in cold or hot water repeatedly, then put back in the

cell - this is all shown in fast motion several times.

Nothing else changes. The fast motion stops after Ferdinand

has been exposed to a particularly painful kind of

"treatment" and curls into a fetal position as soon as he is

dropped back onto his bench.

FERDINAND

Hey, Forty-Two.

FORTY-TWO

Yes, frère?

FERDINAND

Why is it they never come and get

you for the treatment? It’s always

me and Twenty-Three, but never ever

you. Why?

Forty-Two offers up a reluctant silence.

FERDINAND

(cont., almost angry)

Well?

FORTY-TWO

I... I really don’t know. They

never even speak to me. It’s like

I’m not here. I was never exposed

to the treatment - I’ve just seen

everyone else go through it and go

mad because of it. I don’t know

why.

FERDINAND

Wonderful! That’s wonderful! No

wonder you’re the only person in

here who can still actually speak!
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FORTY-TWO

(taken aback)

What?

FERDINAND

You have no idea how painful it is.

How much it affects your brain.

Maybe you’re right - all of us were

sane before, but you? You don’t

remember anything! Maybe you’re the

crazy one!

FORTY-TWO

Frère -

FERDINAND

Don’t call me that. I’m not your

brother. And for all you remember,

you don’t have a brother.

Forty-Two falls silent. Ferdinand curls up tighter onto his

bench, still shaking, as the door opens once more. He

doesn’t turn around.

GUARD #2

Time for your yearly haircut,

Forty-Two. You’re not looking so

good.

Ferdinand hears the sound of them unshackling Forty-Two. He

shuts his eyes and drifts off to sleep, barely hearing the

door being slammed shut.

SOME TIME LATER

GUARD #1

(V.O.)

Hey, New Kid.

GUARD #2

New Kid!

Ferdinand mumbles as he is shaken roughly awake. He feels

his shackles being unlocked, and he is dragged into a

sitting position.

FERDINAND

(groggily)

It’s not time for my treatment

yet...

(CONTINUED)
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GUARD #1

You have a visitor. She paid us

good, so you’re getting a treat

today. Let’s go.

GUARD #2

Come on, Forty-Two, back onto your

bench.

Ferdinand looks over as a newly groomed Forty-Two is

rechained and freezes. Their eyes meet.

MONTAGE

1. Aurore saying, "And next Monday is Petit Thierry Day,

everyone will be getting a lot of post because of that..."

2. Lord Mayor Trezeguet saying, "And since it would be his

20th birthday next, had he not tragically disappeared when

he was thirteen years old..."

3. Forty-Two saying, "I... I was very young. I think - I

think I blocked it out."

3. Lord Mayor Trezeguet saying, "And then my son went out

for a walk with our dog and never came back."

4. Felix, baring his teeth and growling at the Lord Mayor

5. Lord Mayor Trezeguet saying, "Forget your dreams and

everything will work out for you."

6. The wall above Forty-Two reading "ALL MEN SHOULD BE

ALLOWED TO DREAM."

7. SUPER of the portrait of the young Thierry Trezeguet from

the newspaper Ferdinand delivered on his mail route

END MONTAGE

END SUPER as we realize that the two have the same blue eyes

and same bright face.

FERDINAND

(breathlessly)

Petit Thierry -

The door closes on Forty-Two’s nearly cleaned face.

Ferdinand yells as he is dragged down the hallway.

GUARD #2

You shouldn’t yell so much, New

Kid. No one else gets guests here.
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FERDINAND

I don’t care, I don’t care, bring

me back there right now -

They burst through to a small, drab looking room with no

windows, two chairs, and a table. Sitting nervously at the

table is Aurore, Felix by her side. Upon seeing Ferdinand,

she leaps out of her seat and Felix begins to bark happily.

FERDINAND

(cont.)

- AURORE!

He breaks free of the guards and they rush towards each

other and clutch at each other for dear life.

GUARD #1

You have five minutes. We’re

locking the door, so don’t think

about trying to get out.

The door shuts, and they are alone. Felix jumps up onto

Ferdinand, who laughs, petting him fondly.

AURORE

Ferdinand, I can’t believe it’s you

- are you all right? What have they

done to you?

FERDINAND

Aurore, Aurore, that’s not

important. I found Petit Thierry.

AURORE

You found - you what?

FERDINAND

Petit Thierry. He’s an inmate here.

He’s my cellmate. I only realized

it just now - I finally saw his

face - it’s him, Aurore, I swear -

AURORE

Have they... done experiments with

your brain?

FERDINAND

Aurore! Believe me, please, there

has been no more important time to

trust me! Petit Thierry is here,

and his father was the one who did

it!

Aurore looks at him for an infinitesimal moment, then nods.
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AURORE

Okay. Petit Thierry is here - what

do we do? His memorial day is

tomorrow!

FERDINAND

We don’t have time - we have to

somehow get out of the asylum and

to the ceremony tomorrow!

AURORE

But how am you supposed to do

that?!

FERDINAND

I have to think -

The door opens and the guards reappear.

GUARD #2

Times up, lady.

AURORE

But -

Ferdinand turns to Aurore and kisses her forcefully.

FERDINAND

I love you. Wait for me.

AURORE

Wait! Wait, he can’t go!

GUARD #1

A deal’s a deal, Madame.

They grab Ferdinand, who struggles to catch one last glimpse

of his wife before he’s back in the hallway.

GUARD #2

You got a real pretty lady, New

Kid.

FERDINAND

Yeah, touch her and die.

GUARD #2

Was that a threat?

FERDINAND

Yes.
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GUARD #1

Sounds like someone needs to have

some treatment.

Ferdinand starts to struggle violently.

FERDINAND

Not now - just take me back -

GUARD #2

I think you’re right. Let’s go, New

Kid.

And they drag him back down the hall, towards the treatment

room.

CUT TO:

INT. - ASYLUM CELL

Ferdinand is thrown back into his cell, shaking yet again,

and quickly chained.

GUARD #1

That’ll teach you to be out of line

with us. Don’t want another one of

those today, do you?

GUARD #2

Which reminds me, it’s your turn,

Twenty-Three...

Laughing, they manhandle Twenty-Three out of the cell.

FORTY-TWO

Ferdinand! Ferdinand, what

happened?

Although Ferdinand is still shaking uncontrollably, he

shakes his head and tries to speak, his teeth chattering.

FERDINAND

Not important. Forty-Two, I know

who you are.

FORTY-TWO

What? What do you mean? That’s

impossible, no one knows who I am.

FERDINAND

But I do. You’re Thierry Trezeguet,

son of the Lord Mayor of

(MORE)
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FERDINAND (cont’d)
Châteauneuf-de-Galaure, next in

line for the mayorship, and

tomorrow you turn twenty years old.

Forty-Two - Thierry - is stunned into silence.

THIERRY

How do you know all that? What does

that mean? I -

FERDINAND

Thierry, when you were thirteen

years old, you went for a walk with

your dog and you never came back.

THIERRY

My dog...

FERDINAND

What I think happened was that your

father, not wanting you to succeed

him to the mayorship because you

would be too good, had the Director

of the Asylum abduct you and bring

you here.

SUPER: FLASHBACK over Thierry’s face:

A teenaged Thierry walking along the streets with a little

black puppy running around him in circles, yipping.

YOUNG THIERRY

We can’t go very far, Alexandre,

Father will be angry with us...

Suddenly, a carraige bearing the insignia ASYLUM D’GALAURE

pulls up. Two guards emerge from the back and seize Thierry.

YOUNG THIERRY

(cont.)

Get off me! Who are you? What’s

going on?

GUARD #1

You’re coming with us, little one.

The puppy runs around them in circles, still yipping, but no

one pays it any mind. The guards quickly throw Thierry in

the back and the carriage takes off towards the building

with the iron-wrought gates.

END SUPER/FLASHBACK
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Light briefly enters the room again as Twenty-Three is

thrown back into the cell. It reflects across Thierry’s

stricken face.

FERDINAND

Do you remember now, Thierry? Your

puppy? That night?

THIERRY

I think so... I don’t know... how

did you...?

FERDINAND

Don’t worry about that now. What’s

important is that we get out of

here as quickly as possible.

THIERRY

Get out of here?

FERDINAND

Yes! Yes, you have to expose your

father - he’s been using you so

that he can get money for himself -

THIERRY

Get out of the asylum?

FERDINAND

Yes, Thierry, haven’t you been

listening?

Thierry looks confused, whereas Ferdinand is practically

prowling up and down as far as his chain will take him.

THIERRY

But I can’t leave.

FERDINAND

So we’ll just have to - what?

THIERRY

I can’t leave. This place is all I

know.

Ferdinand stares at him for a moment, uncomprehending. His

mind is miles ahead of where they are.

FERDINAND

But Thierry, you have to be Lord

Mayor...
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THIERRY

I don’t know HOW to be!

For once, Ferdinand is speechless.

THIERRY

(cont.)

You keep talking about how I have

to do this to my father, how I have

to take my place as Lord Mayor - I

don’t know what any of that means!

I’ve been stuck here since I’m

thirteen! I don’t know how to live!

FERDINAND

What’s written above you on your

wall, Thierry?

THIERRY

What?

FERDINAND

The sentence you wrote with

charcoal on your wall. What does it

say?

THIERRY

"All men should be allowed to

dream"... and?

FERDINAND

Haven’t you dreamed about getting

out of here for as long as you

remember?

THIERRY

I -

FERDINAND

And all that eloquence, all of

those convincing words - Thierry,

don’t tell me you haven’t dreamed

of being a leader like this.

Thierry is silent.

FERDINAND

(cont.)

We have to do this. For all of our

sakes. Not just yours and mine -

for Twenty-Three’s, for 117, for 97

- we’re not lunatics, we just all

have dreams. Remember?
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Thierry still doesn’t respond.

FERDINAND

(cont., hesitantly)

Thierry? Don’t you remember?

THIERRY

Okay.

FERDINAND

What?

THIERRY

Okay. You’re right. Let’s get out.

FERDINAND

YES! Yes, all right, so let’s

figure out how to get out of here -

THIERRY

In my seven years here I’ve never

seen any kind of way to escape -

TWENTY-THREE

THE INSECTS!

Ferdinand and Thierry stop mid-sentence, looking stunned.

Twenty-Three grins knowingly.

FERDINAND

Twenty-Three, what are you talking

about?

TWENTY-THREE

The insects know all. You must

follow them.

THIERRY

What?

FERDINAND

It’s all nonsense - his mind’s

gone, Thierry -

THIERRY

No, wait. What do you mean,

Twenty-Three?

A light suddenly flares up in the room. Twenty-Three is

holding a match, grinning and holding up a key - the key to

the shackles.

(CONTINUED)
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TWENTY-THREE

Smarter than he looks!

FERDINAND

Mon Dieu - Twenty-Three, how did

you get that -

Thierry smiles triumphantly as Twenty-Three unlocks both of

their chains.

THIERRY

I told you, Ferdinand. None of us

are lunatics. Now, Twenty-Three,

what about the insects?

TWENTY-THREE

You must follow.

He illuminates his side of the wall, and we see that there

are a line of cockroaches marching up to the ceiling...

where there are four missing bricks.

FERDINAND/THIERRY

Twenty-Three.

Twenty-Three cackles with delight.

FERDINAND

All right, you hoist me up, I’ll go

first and see if the other bricks

are missing and what it leads to -

They do so. Ferdinand shoves as hard as he can at the bricks

and a few more become free. He continues to hit at them

until he can fit his whole body through. Poking his head up,

he sees that they are at the bottom of a tunnel that leads

up to the surface.

FERDINAND

Twenty-Three, you’re a genius! Let

me down for a minute!

The three reconvene back in the cell.

FERDINAND

(cont.)

It looks good. So Thierry, you

hoist me up and then I’ll pull you

up. Then we’ll make a mad dash for

the gate, we really can’t do

anything but improvise...
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THIERRY

Ferdinand.

FERDINAND

What?

THIERRY

I think Twenty-Three should come

with us.

FERDINAND

You think - oh, what? He’s frail,

he can’t -

THIERRY

Without him we’d still be stuck

down here.

FERDINAND

But -

THIERRY

I’m not coming unless he comes too.

Ferdinand sighs.

FERDINAND

All right. You really are a kind

leader - in every sense of the

word.

CUT TO:

EXT. - TUNNEL - NIGHT

At first, we see nothing. Then, suddenly, Twenty-Three’s

grinning face emerges from the hole and he clambers out.

He sticks his hand back into the hole, pulling hard, and out

emerges Thierry, looking a little frightened of the outside

world.

Twenty-Three sticks his hand into the hole again and

Ferdinand climbs out.

FERDINAND

The outside world! It’s been too

long! Let’s go.

The trio run quickly down the short tunnel. At the opening

of it, Ferdinand sticks his head out.
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THIERRY

What do you see?

FERDINAND

Nothing!

His head reappears.

FERDINAND

(cont.)

Just the dark. They must never have

had anyone break out of here

before. Let’s go, it’ll be easy!

THIERRY

Are you sure?

FERDINAND

Yes, come on!

And they all emerge out into the night, which is peaceful

and calm.

THIERRY

Fresh air...

FERDINAND

You’ll have time to appreciate it

later. Right now we need to leave!

They run towards the iron gates. Ferdinand has just pushed

it open when an oil lamp shines upon all three of them.

GUARD #1

If it isn’t the loonies in Cell

Number 1...

GUARD #2

How do you think they got out?

GUARD #1

No idea, but we’re going to make

sure they never do again...

They advance on the three. Thierry and Ferdinand look

panicked, but Twenty-Three shoves them through the gate and,

almost out of nowhere, produces the key to the gate lock and

locks it behind them.

FERDINAND

Twenty-Three!
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TWENTY-THREE

GO! YOU GO NOW!

THIERRY

Twenty-Three, we’ll come back for

you, I promise -

TWENTY-THREE

GO, BOY!

The two take off down the road. Twenty-Three, grinning at

the two guards, throws the key off into the dark.

GUARD #1

You’re going to regret that,

Twenty-Three.

TWENTY-THREE

I think not.

There is a noise of skittering behind the guards. They turn

around to see a sea of cockroaches approaching them. They

both yell in horror, but to no avail - the cockroaches climb

right over the bodies. They scream, running around

aimlessly, trying to bat them off.

TWENTY-THREE

(cont.)

Ah, insects! World’s finest

creatures!

PAN UP to the night sky amidst the guards’ screams.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. - DAY - VILLAGE CENTER

The morning sun shines brightly as a crowd gathers around a

stage with a large object covered by a sheet behind it.

Reporters are at the ready with pens and paper, women and

children have lined up, vendors are wildly calling out

advertisements. To the side of the crowd, Aurore looks

around as she nervously scratches behind Felix’s ears.

Suddenly, a huge cheer breaks out, and Lord Mayor Trezeguet

bounds onto the stage.

LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

My friends - my countrymen! I

welcome you here today on the most

important day in the history of

Châteauneuf-de-Galaure! Or should I

say Châteauneuf-de-Petit-Thierry?
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The crowd laughs in appreciation. Aurore looks disgusted.

LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

(cont.)

Seven years ago, my only son, my

dear Thierry, was taken in the

middle of the night, never to be

found again. Since that day we have

waited - hoped - prayed - for some

kind of sign that he was alive, but

to no avail.

Trezeguet wipes away a tear as the crowd murmurs sadly.

LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

But no matter! For today is a day

of celebration. Today is the day

that, were Thierry still with us,

he would turn twenty years old and

take my place as Lord Mayor of

Châteauneuf-de-Galaure.

The crowd cheers again. Felix snorts and lays his head in

his paws.

LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

And so, to honor Thierry’s memory,

I have commissioned a grand state

to be created in his honor! Behold,

the new statue of the new

Châteauneuf-de-Petit-Thierry!

The sheet is whipped off to reveal a large statue of Arthur

Trezeguet himself. In his arms is a small baby, presumably

supposed to represent Thierry. The crowd immediately begins

to talk amongst itself; murmurs of consternation are heard.

The Lord Mayor looks irritated for a moment, then composes

himself again.

LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

And lastly, to help us celebrate

this momentous occasion, Monsieur

Marchot, President of the Paris

Stock Exchange, has come to donate

a sum in Thierry’s name! Monsieur

Marchot?

FERDINAND

Wait just one second, Lord Mayor.

Marchot pauses in his ascent of the stage, envelope in hand,

looking confused. The crowd’s chattering is deafening now.
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VILLAGER #1

Cheval? I thought he was committed!

VILLAGER #2

What’s he got to do with the

ceremony?

Lord Mayor Trezeguet looks livid.

LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

Monsieur Cheval - weren’t you

enjoying a stint at the Asylum

D’Galaure? How did you get out?

Guards!

Ferdinand holds up a hand.

FERDINAND

Wait just one moment before you

cart me off to that place - which,

I’ll have you know, is proof of

your corruption -

LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

Excuse me?

FERDINAND

You heard me, sir! But wait! I have

something much more important - you

should be pleased! I’ve found your

long-lost son! Thierry, come on

out!

Thierry steps out from from the crowd. Felix begins to yelp

excitedly.

THIERRY

Father.

Trezeguet looks absolutely furious about this turn of

events. The crowd is near bursting point now.

LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

But what is this? You - you must be

an imposter!

THIERRY

You know I’m not. Your people - my

people - know I’m not.

Monsieur Marchot looks positively bewildered.
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MARCHOT

My dear Lord Mayor, I do not

understand what has happened, but I

do not think I can offer you this

grant -

LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

Of course you can! Give me that!

He snatches the letter out of Marchot’s hands. Marchot looks

affronted, Trezeguet positively maniacal. Trezeguet extends

a shaking finger at Thierry.

LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

(cont.)

I had you abducted! Committed! No

one was to know you were still

alive!

THIERRY

Someone figured it out. Unlucky for

you, Father, that you should only

commit people to the asylum that

had imaginations and dreams...

The crowd begins to turn into a mob, advancing on Trezeguet.

From behind him, Marchot snatches back his envelope.

MARCHOT

I’ll be taking zat, you horrible

man!

LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

No - NO -

The crowd swarms over him.

THIERRY

No - my fellow villagers! Stop!

The crowd pauses en masse, and turns to listen.

THIERRY

(cont.)

He does not deserve this kind of

treatment. Instead, let the

officers take him away and put him

in the asylum in which he put

hundreds of innocent people, whose

only lunacy was that they dared to

dream!

The crowd cheers and parts so that Trezeguet is visible. As

the officers approach, he looks wildly left and right.
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LORD MAYOR TREZEGUET

No - how can this be - my people,

you follow me, not him!

The crowd boos. Someone throws a tomato at him. The officers

shackle him and drag him away. There is a period of silence

as the crowd processes what has just happened.

MARCHOT

Lord Mayor Thierry! If you would

come onto the stage!

Thierry, looking a little frightened by the number of people

standing in front of him, ascends the stage.

THIERRY

Monsieur Marchot?

MARCHOT

I must admit, this is not the way I

thought today’s events would

unfold, but I must say I am happier

this way! To you, I endow this

grant, and in giving it to you I

know it will actually be put to

good use!

THIERRY

But Monsieur -

MARCHOT

Oh no, I insist!

Thierry nods, thinking.

THIERRY

Well, then. We will first use this

money to free all current inmates

of the Asylum D’Galaure - for, as I

can tell you from firsthand

experience - we are all quite sane!

The crowd lets out a loud cheer.

THIERRY

(cont.)

And, secondly... I’d like to get

rid of this statue, if at all

possible.

The crowd erupts into applause and begins a chant of "LORD

MAYOR THIERRY!" Thierry smiles and waves, then raises his

hand for silence.
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THIERRY

(cont.)

While I have your attention, my

good people, I must ask for one

more thing. Ferdinand, would you

please come up here?

The crowd parts yet again to reveal Ferdinand, standing far

in the back with Aurore and Felix by his side. They all come

up together, Ferdinand and Aurore hand in hand, Felix

bounding up before all the rest of them to jump on Thierry

excitedly.

FERDINAND

He’s yours. Your puppy from so long

ago.

THIERRY

Alexandre!

Felix/Alexandre licks his face joyfully. Thierry pats him on

the head, then straightens up once more.

THIERRY

(cont.)

My fellow villagers of

Châteauneuf-de-Galaure - yes,

Galaure - because while I’m alive

I’d rather not have a village named

after me... for years you have

taunted this man for being strange,

for having an imagination. Without

him, I would not be standing in

front of you today - I would still

be a broken man incarcerated in

that horrible asylum. So, now, I

would like you to express your

appreciate for Ferdinand Cheval,

and for the dreams that he has

always had.

The crowd remains silent for a moment. Ferdinand looks

nervous. Thierry begins to clap - and then, in one moment,

the crowd begins to applaud and cheer. Cries of "FERDINAND,

FERDINAND!" are heard, as well as some of "We’re sorry we

tried to commit you!"

Ferdinand, overwhelmed with joy, beams. Aurore pokes him in

the arm, and when he turns she kisses him passionately.

The crowd cheers louder.
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VILLAGER #1

Kiss her some more!

VILLAGER #2

Do more than that!

FERDINAND

That’s enough out of you, you crazy

French voyeurs!

Pan out to aerial shot of the massive crowd, Thierry,

Ferdinand, and Aurore at the forefront of it all.

NARRATOR

And that was how a lowly French

mailman saved his village and found

their long-lost leader. As for

Thierry’s father, well, let us say

that he and the guards had a lot of

time to befriend each other.

CUT TO:

INT. - ASYLUM - CELL

Trezeguet sits in the room Ferdinand and Aurore met in in

the asylum, both guards sitting opposite him. A chess board

lies on the table. One of the guards picks up the king and

knocks it over.

GUARD #1

Checkmate, sir!

The guards guffaw.

GUARD #2

Want to play again? Okay!

He puts the king back on the board, then flicks it over.

GUARD #1/GUARD #2

Checkmate, sir!

NARRATOR

Thierry rebuilt the village, making

it prosper, beginning trade with

other villages, and tearing down

that horrible statue.

CUT TO:
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EXT. - OUTSIDE THE MAYOR’S OFFICE - DAY

Plastered on the mayor’s windows are flyers that read "Need

help? Come on in!" On the door is a simple sign that says,

"Thierry Trezeguet, Mayor to the People." The door opens,

and a happy looking Thierry comes out, Felix/Alexandre the

dog by his side, talking to a fellow villager. Thierry seems

to see someone, excuses himself, and quickly crosses the

street.

He clasps the hands of Twenty-Three joyfully, is working at

a vendor’s stand that is emblazoned with the sign "PET

INSECTS - THEY’RE CLEAN AND SMART, TOO!" He smiles a toothy

grin.

NARRATOR

And our dear friend Ferdinand

Cheval realized the dream he always

wanted... to build his beloved

palace.

CUT TO:

EXT. - THE PALACE

Sped-up: Ferdinand building a magnificent castle over time.

Aurore is there often, Thierry and Twenty-Three as well,

villagers gather to view the spectacle and beauty of the

surreal work in front of them.

Fast-forward ends as Ferdinand and Aurore stand in front of

the completed palace. They both look to be in their fifties.

Two children stand by their side. They all hold hands.

NARRATOR

In the end, Ferdinand never got the

glory he had always imagined he

would have. Instead, it was finally

realizing his dream surrounded by

the people he loved most. But, in

the end, he got his glory too...

CROSSFADE TO

EXT. - THE PALACE - PRESENT DAY

TEXT: Châteauneuf-de-Galaure-Thierry, 150 years later
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A crowd of tourists gathers at the bottom of one of the

extraordinary staircases Ferdinand created. Mounted by the

staircase is a large double bust of a smiling, young

Ferdinand and Aurore. Their tour guide clasps her hands and

beams at them all.

TOUR GUIDE

And so this concludes our tour of

the Ideal Palace, Le Palais Ideal,

a half-imagined dream of the

extraordinary postman Ferdinand

Cheval.

The crowd claps and begins to disperse. All around, people

are taking pictures and admiring the artwork. We follow a

little boy as he walks hand-in-hand with his mother.

LITTLE BOY

It’s amazing, Mommy!

LITTLE BOY’S MOTHER

Indeed it is, Felix. Oh - be

careful!

The little boy has just tripped. He picks himself up,

holding a stone.

LITTLE BOY

It must be a stone from the Palace!

He looks up at his mother excitedly, holding up the smooth,

small stone. She smiles back at him absentmindedly, then

tugs him along. As they go, he glances back at the bust of

Ferdinand, looking so content next to Aurore - and as he

looks, little Felix swears the bust winks back at him.

THE END


