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FADE IN:

INT. BERKELEY LIVING ROOM - 1942 - EVENING

A conspicuous knock at the door. J. ROBERT OPPENHEIMER, 37, 
rail-thin in a dapper wool suit, hurries past his wife,  
KITTY, 30s, pristine, curled bob and flower-print dress.

Oppenheimer YANKS OPEN the front door.

OPPENHEIMER
Comrade!

It's HAAKON CHEVALIER, 41, a beaming Francophile, hence the 
neck-scarf. His wife SUSAN, 30s, stylish, ogles Oppenheimer.

CHEVALIER
Don't joke like that! You have to 
be careful what you say.

OPPENHEIMER
Don't fool yourself. Nobody's 
listening to me.

CHEVALIER
Au contraire. You're the one 
everyone is listening to.

(beat, admiringly)
The one man alone who can save us.

OPPENHEIMER
I wouldn't place your bets just 
yet... comrade!

Chevalier lunges at him and BEAR-HUGS his idol.

INT. BERKELEY LIVING ROOM - LATER

The two couples drinking, laughing. Martinis by the pitcher! 
A fancy wooden radio plays WAR REPORTS from Europe.

CHEVALIER
Is it really true? They've chosen 
you?

OPPENHEIMER
I couldn't even say who "they" 
might be.

CHEVALIER
Come on... We all know there's no 
other scientist on earth who can 
beat Hitler to the bomb!
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KITTY
Robert rarely has such a hard time 
owning up to his own talents.

SUSAN
I actually find modesty to be quite 
an endearing quality in a man.

OPPENHEIMER
(soaking it up)

There's a first time for 
everything, I suppose.

Chevalier stands, WAVES Oppenheimer to the kitchen.

SUSAN
Why does it always have to be a 
secret with you two?

KITTY
Your husband's a damn fool to think 
his secrets are safe around here.

EXT. BERKELEY STREET - NIGHT

Two FBI AGENTS slink out of an unmarked car, hiding from the 
moonlight. We hear the SCUFFLE OF THEIR SHOES until they 
spot the gang commiserating inside Oppenheimer's house.

INT. BERKELEY KITCHEN - MOMENTS LATER

Under the brim of his porkpie hat, Oppenheimer lights his 
pipe. Chevalier WHISPERS, savoring the moment.

CHEVALIER
When do you depart?

OPPENHEIMER
Oh, soon I hope.

CHEVALIER
I knew they'd chosen you!

INT. BERKELEY LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Kitty lowers the radio, EAVESDROPS outside the kitchen door.

EXT. BERKELEY DRIVEWAY - CONTINUOUS

The FBI agents kneel, SCRIBBLING down license plate numbers.

INT. BERKELEY KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

Chevalier leans close. His whisper grows louder.
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CHEVALIER
My contact is established.

OPPENHEIMER
More of these friends of yours?

CHEVALIER
They're our friends. We now have a 
direct line to the Soviet 
apparatus. You pass information 
through me to him.

OPPENHEIMER
(considering it?)

There are official channels for 
that.

CHEVALIER
Official?

OPPENHEIMER
Yes, government men whose job it is 
to communicate when and where...

CHEVALIER
This war will go on forever if we 
leave it to Stimson and Roosevelt!

INT. BERKELEY LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Kitty's ear is on the door. She's getting angry.

CHEVALIER (O.S.)
I know who the enemy is and who 
isn't, that's for goddamn sure!

EXT. BERKELEY YARD - CONTINUOUS

The FBI agents rush toward the house, TRAMPLING KITTY'S 
GARDEN UNDERFOOT. They snap photographs through the window.

INT. BERKELEY KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

OPPENHEIMER
You do realize what you're 
proposing, don't you?

CHEVALIER
(with pride)

I'm your agent to Moscow.

Kitty BURSTS IN, accusation written all over her face.
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OPPENHEIMER
Well, enough of that.

KITTY
What you're talking about is --

SUSAN
Mon amour, non --

CHEVALIER
Come on, Kitty, we're just --

KITTY
You're talking about treason!

OPPENHEIMER
You're right.

(beat)
Now we ought to be careful about 
what we say.

TITLES: "THE SMARTEST OF MEN" ... "SUMMER, 1942"

INT. OFFICE LOBBY, WASHINGTON - DAY

Oppenheimer's mumbling under his breath -- as if he were 
rehearsing lines, unnerving the prickly RECEPTIONIST. 

Army propaganda posters hang behind her, threatening: "WHAT 
DID YOU TELL TODAY TO HELP THE ENEMY? THEY HAVE BIG EARS!"

Clock ticks, cigarette smolders, and out of nowhere...

RECEPTIONIST
General Groves will see you now.

INT. GEN. GROVES' OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

GENERAL LESLIE GROVES, 50, pencil-thin moustache, 
bursting-fat belly, a hulking specimen in an Army uniform.

He locks away files in a safe, spins the dial.

OPPENHEIMER
Your own safe, is that right?

GROVES
Documents, classified. That means 
something around here.

Groves fires up a cigar. Oppenheimer inspects his SHELF OF 
MEDALS AND AWARDS.
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OPPENHEIMER
You built the Pentagon?

GROVES
All five sides of it.

OPPENHEIMER
So they decide you can build a 
bomb?

GROVES
Have a seat, Doctor.

Oppenheimer sits. Groves hoists his boots onto the desk.

GROVES
What I'm about to tell you is TOP 
SECRET. Understand what that means?

OPPENHEIMER
I need to protect it at any cost?

Groves shakes his head: NO.

GROVES
If you share it, I will find out 
and I will rip out your throat with 
my bare hands.

OPPENHEIMER
Got it.

GROVES
I spent the last three years of my 
life pouring 680-thousand tons of 
concrete and now I'd much rather be 
marching across Europe shooting 
Nazis in the fucking head. But I'm 
here staring at you.

OPPENHEIMER
How many other scientists did you 
speak with before me?

GROVES
Seven.

Groves drops his feet. Elbows on the desk. Games are over.

GROVES
No Nobel prize... A modest resume 
at Berkeley...

(sizing him up)
(MORE)
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If I decide you're the man, tell 
GROVES (CONT'D)

me... What would you do?

Oppenheimer's primed, but still he takes a DEEP BREATH...

OPPENHEIMER
Those seven scientists likely wowed 
you with their detailed knowledge 
of the atom, enriched uranium, 
nuclear fission, the resultant 
radium and krypton...

(beat)
Did any explain that you and the 
Army are a bloated bureaucratic 
barrier standing between us and the 
biggest scientific breakthrough 
since Edison?

He's come on too strong -- but the General is UNFAZED.

GROVES
Alright, son. Let's get outside 
where nobody can listen in...

EXT. PARK - DAY

Walking, Oppenheimer and Groves are a study in contrasts. 
Scientist: skinny and excitable. General: heavy and stoic.

OPPENHEIMER
The Army can't keep carpet bombing 
Europe. It's attrition... madness.

(beat)
Ending this will mean unlocking the 
universe itself.

Groves is taking to him, but he's out of breath. Plops down 
on a bench.

OPPENHEIMER (CONT'D)
I need 1,000 scientists. Need them 
eighteen hours every day. You and I 
have to build a city from scratch, 
in 6 months. We have to bring their 
families, too. And more than 
anything, I need a research lab 
free from interference of any kind.

GROVES
You don't suffer from a lack of 
confidence, do you?
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OPPENHEIMER
I've been hearing that more and 
more lately.

INT. LUXURY TRAIN DINING CAR - DAY

They're finishing lunch, the Midwestern plains racing past.

GROVES
I've been told things.

OPPENHEIMER
(ignoring him)

...we're going to need all the 
customary technical equipment. Our 
focus will have to be on ordinance. 
It's a weapon, after all. 

GROVES
Is your past going to be a problem?

Oppenheimer turns cold.

OPPENHEIMER
Would reciting the Pledge of 
Allegiance put your mind at ease?

Groves hits his fist on the table.

GROVES
Listen son, when the enemy steals 
secrets, you don't know who's doing 
it or when they've done it. Then 
they kill you, your unit, your 
family, and you lose.

Oppenheimer: nothing to say. Groves storms off.

INT. TRAINCAR HALLWAY - MOMENTS LATER

Oppenheimer CHASES Groves through the narrow hallway.

GROVES
You talking to the enemy, son?

OPPENHEIMER
No!

They arrive at Groves' sleeping compartment.

GROVES
You're lying.
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OPPENHEIMER
I'm not!

(beat)
Man is a rational animal. I'll 
never have another chance like this 
in my lifetime -- to employ science 
in the service of ending war...

(beat)
Making peace. I wouldn't jeopardize 
this. I'm a rational man.

Groves takes one more look at him: the point of no return.

GROVES
Alright. Get your papers together 
-- you need a security clearance. 
You're one of us now.

He slams his door. Oppenheimer's left alone with the VIOLENT 
CLANGING of the train car on the tracks.

EXT. BERKELEY YARD - DUSK

Quiet California sunset, heavenly breeze. Kitty's in her 
garden RE-PLANTING HER FLOWERS that the FBI Agents trampled.

Movement in the window upstairs catches her attention: 
Oppenheimer's GAZING DOWN at her.

INT. BEDROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Kitty enters -- we notice for the first time SHE'S PREGNANT.

OPPENHEIMER
It really is a beautiful garden.

KITTY
So?

OPPENHEIMER
You've put so much care into it.

KITTY
You can keep secrets with everyone 
else, Oppie, but not with me.

OPPENHEIMER
We'd go far away. For a very long 
time. Little, if any, contact with 
the outside. You couldn't even talk 
with your mother.
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KITTY
I know what this is.

OPPENHEIMER
Your studies will be interrupted.

KITTY
I'm a botanist... There are plants 
everywhere.

OPPENHEIMER
But we're going to the desert!

The irony sparks laughter in both of them.

KITTY
Someday this war will be over. It 
can't go on forever.

OPPENHEIMER
(declaratively)

No, it won't.

Husband pulls wife close, his EYES TRAINED on her garden.

INT./EXT. OPPENHEIMER'S BUICK - DAY

TIGHT ON the radio, Edward R. Murrow's war report crackling.

MURROW (ON RADIO)
...Berlin was a kind of 
orchestrated hell. A terrible 
symphony of light and flame...

PULL BACK to reveal Oppenheimer and a very pregnant Kitty in 
the front seat. He's unnervingly erratic behind the wheel.

OPPENHEIMER
Here we are!

EXT. LOS ALAMOS - CONTINUOUS

WIDE OVER the car: a gorgeous plateau, construction in every 
direction. Army barracks, green jeeps, green uniforms. The 
U.S. Military is BUILDING A CITY IN THE DESERT.

The Buick careens all over the road and finally screeches 
into a driveway and shuts off.

INT. OPPENHEIMER'S LOS ALAMOS HOUSE - AT THE SAME TIME

CORPORAL ANDREW WALKER, 23, has the rotary phone in pieces 
on the floor. He hears the car outside. He scrambles, 
TWISTING wires and SCREWING the phone back together...


