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OVER BLACK:

Corruption, faithlessness and treachery have borne their 
legitimate fruits. Treason stalks unblushingly through the land.

"Knights of the Golden Circle"
Recruitment pamphlet, February 1862



INT. CONVENTION HALL - DAY

An impassioned ABRAHAM LINCOLN (49) addresses a packed 
convention hall. He has yet to grow his trademark beard.

LINCOLN
A house divided against itself 
cannot stand. I believe this 
government cannot endure 
permanently, half slave and half 
free--

EXT. COUNTRYSIDE - NIGHT

Snow covers the plains. Shards of the splintered moonlight 
slice through raging storm clouds. 

LINCOLN (OFF SCREEN)
--I do not expect the Union to be 
dissolved, I do not expect the 
house to fall--

Heavy rains HAMMER the roof of a beastly train as it ROARS 
through the turbulent night.

LINCOLN (O.S.) (CONT’D)
--but I do expect it will cease to 
be divided. It will become all one 
thing, or all the other.

TITLE: February 22nd, 1861.

The POUNDING CHUG of it’s wheels echo across the countryside.

INT. TRAIN CABIN - NIGHT

The cabin shakes as the train speeds along the tracks.

On the floor in the corner of the small room, a WOMAN (27) 
and a MAN (32) are tied to each other. The man GASPS for air. 

The shadows of their UNSEEN CAPTORS darken their faces.

MALE VOICE (O.S.)
TELL ME WHERE HE IS, GODDAMNIT!

Suddenly, someone pistol WHIPS the woman.

MALE VOICE (O.S.) (CONT’D)
ANSWER ME! Are you really willing 
to die for him?



Blood pours down the woman’s forehead. Her defiant eyes never 
leave the man towering over her.

MALE VOICE (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Then you can go to hell with the 
rest of this godforsaken country!

A pistol is pressed hard against her bloody temple.

MALE VOICE (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Your choice.

The gun is COCKED. Terror fills her eyes. 

This is KATE WARNE.

A GUNSHOT rings out. ECHOES into--

EXT. THE HARKING HOME - NIGHT

A pure blue sky. A horse chews on the front lawn of a 
RAMSHACKLE HOUSE nestled on the outskirts of a small town.

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
Disguise, I see, thou art a 
wickedness, wherein the pregnant 
enemy does much. 

TITLE: Chemung County, New York. Earlier.

INT. THE HARKING HOME - LIVING ROOM - DAY

The cramped room is in the midst of a major move. Luggage, 
boxes, clutter. Sun light shines through the cracked windows.

KATE -- beautiful, healthy and years younger -- sits on a 
bench and reads from “The Comedies of William Shakespeare.”

KATE
Alas, our frailty is the cause, not 
we! For such as we are made of--

Her mother, LUCILLE HARKING (45) takes the book from her.

LUCILLE
You’re already late, Shakespeare. 

Kate traces the shadow cast by the window on the dresser.

KATE
I’ve got ten minutes.
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LUCILLE
I wish your father never taught you 
all that sundials and shadows hocus-
pocus.

Lucille grins. Kate bows theatrically as she takes back the 
book and playfully reads to her mother.

KATE
What will become of this? As I am 
man, my state is desperate--

LUCILLE 
If you spent half as much time 
helping me pack as you do 
pretending to be someone else, we 
could’ve moved weeks ago. Now get 
out of here, young lady, before 
they start without you.

Kate eyes the half-filled chests and suitcases scattered 
around the room.

KATE 
What’s in Chicago, Mom? Besides 
crime and bad weather.

LUCILLE 
Your father needs our support right 
now. He’s put a lot into arranging 
this move for us and--

The front door opens and Kate's father enters, ANDREW HARKING 
(45), covered in dirt and sweat from a hard day’s work.

He smiles at the sight of his family. Kate gives him a hug.

ANDREW
Only one man gets to come home to 
find the two most beautiful women 
in the world waiting for him.

LUCILLE
What about all of this work looks 
like waiting to you, honey?

Andrew proudly pulls a telegram from his pocket.

ANDREW
In my hand, I hold our very own 
North Star.

LUCILLE
Our what?
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ANDREW 
Our North Star. Our guiding light!

He gets excited. Lucille and Kate look confused.

KATE
Dad, trains don’t use stars to 
navigate.

ANDREW 
Come on! It’s our new address. Our 
North Star. Get it? Our... No?

KATE
Mom says we don’t have to move.

Lucille shakes her head. Andrew CHUCKLES and sets the 
telegram on the dresser.

ANDREW
You know, I hear they have great 
theater companies in Chicago.

KATE
Perfect. Except they’re in Chicago.

ANDREW 
We’ve been over this already.

KATE
I know, it’s just...I like it here.

ANDREW
I understand, but what did I tell 
you about hard choices, Katherine?

KATE
Don’t hit your head on them.

ANDREW
Katherine...

KATE
Um...if you ignore them long 
enough, they’ll go away?

Andrew smiles.

ANDREW 
The most difficult decisions are 
usually the most important.
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KATE
(suddenly indignant)

What does that have to do with us 
moving halfway across the country?

Kate sits on a crate. Andrew sits beside her, calming her.

ANDREW
I don’t want to be a farmhand 
forever, Katherine. I want more for 
us...for you and your mother.

KATE
(adamant)

But we’re happy here, Dad! We’ve 
got everything we need.

She looks at her parents. Her certainty fades...

KATE (CONT’D)
Don’t we?

ANDREW
There are opportunities out there 
we’ll never get if we stay here.

KATE
How can you be so sure?

ANDREW
Katherine, sometimes you have to 
just shut your eyes and jump. 

Kate stands. Silence. Reluctantly, she takes a shirt off the 
dresser, folds it and packs it in a suitcase.

KATE
Can’t I ever be right?

Her parents LAUGH. Andrew grabs their coats.

ANDREW
Shall we, ladies?

LUCILLE
(hesitant)

Honey. There’s still a lot to do.

ANDREW 
We can pack later. We’re going 
together, as a family. 
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KATE
You haven’t missed a show yet, Dad. 
You’re not letting me down.

ANDREW
We’re going. End of discussion.

LUCILLE
It would make tomorrow much easier 
if we can get done tonight, Andrew.

KATE
Stay, Dad. Finish packing and come 
for the reception afterwards.

Kate picks up the playbook and kisses Andrew on the cheek. 

KATE (CONT’D)
I love you.

ANDREW
(reluctant)

Your mother and I will be there 
before intermission. But only if 
you promise not to throw your 
playbook at the other actors if 
they forget their lines.

Kate sets the book back down and smiles.

KATE
I told you that was an accident.

LUCILLE
Of course it was. I accidentally 
throw things at your father all the 
time, darling.

ANDREW
Hide that anger. Keep ‘em guessing.

She kisses them goodbye and runs off.

LUCILLE 
Better hurry, dear! We love you!

EXT. MAIN STREET - THE LOCAL THEATER - DUSK

Small businesses line the dirt road winding through the 
quaint town. Scattered LOCALS hurry past a NEWSBOY (14)
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NEWSBOY
No suspects in notorious Wells 
Fargo Stagecoach robbery!

Stragglers race into the local theater, the STAGE MANAGER 
(40s) shuts the doors.

NEWSBOY (CONT’D)
Two killed, lockbox still missing!

A poster hangs on the closed doors, “Twelfth Night -- FINAL 
PERFORMANCE. Seven o'clock sharp!”

INT. THE LOCAL THEATER - CONTINUOUS

The AUDIENCE looks impatient. Anxious MURMURS fill the room.

EXT. MAIN STREET - DUSK

Kate RACES towards the theater.

As she turns the corner, she SLAMS into TWO MEN and knocks a 
leather bag out of one of their hands. Flustered, Kate 
reaches for the bag but the TALL MAN (35), clean-shaven with 
an air of affluence, grabs it. On his wrist, Kate sees a 
tattoo -- two curved lines that form a circle.

TALL MAN
Pardon me. Didn’t see you coming.

Behind him, a scruffy BURLY MAN (30), nervously looks away. 

KATE
It was my fault, I...

Kate notices a disassembled shotgun inside the bag.

TALL MAN 
Going game hunting this fine 
evening, ma’am. Care to join?

KATE
I’m already late. Besides, I’m not 
really one for...hunting.

TALL MAN
To each his own, ma’am. Go in 
grace, arrive with virtue.

He winks. Kate seems a thrown but politely nods and heads to 
the theater. The Tall Man watches her disappear inside.
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INT. THE LOCAL THEATER - BACKSTAGE - CONTINUOUS

The frantic Stage Manager grabs Kate and hands her a costume.

STAGE MANAGER
We had to start! I saved your 
parents’ seats, front and center.

INT. THE HARKING HOME - CONTINUOUS

Andrew looks concerned as he and Lucille pile locked trunks 
by the door. They sit on a crate. He wipes his brow. 

ANDREW 
Perhaps we should we tell Katherine 
the truth. She deserves to know.

Lucille lovingly puts her arm around him.

LUCILLE
Why frighten her, honey? By 
tomorrow, this’ll all be behind us.

ANDREW
Whether we like it or not, she’s 
becoming quite a strong young 
woman. She’ll understand.

LUCILLE
And if she doesn’t? Can we risk 
that now? Katherine is my baby, but 
we both know how...strong-willed 
she can be.

Andrew can’t help but smile. Lucille kisses him.

LUCILLE (CONT’D)
Once we get to Chicago, we’ll have 
all the time in the world to 
explain everything. It can wait.

INT. THE LOCAL THEATER - NIGHT

The stage is set like a palace. The actor playing DUKE ORSINO 
(40) mingles with his LORDS. MUSICIANS perform in the back.

DUKE ORSINO
(very theatrical)

--and my desires, like fell and 
cruel hounds, ever since pursue me.

Offstage, Kate watches intently and mouths the dialogue. 
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On stage, an actor playing VALENTINE (25) approaches Orsino.

VALENTINE
From her handmaid do return this 
answer, the element itself, till...

The audience looks on curiously as he tries to remember his 
line. Backstage, Kate eagerly mouths the missing words.

VALENTINE (CONT’D)
...till...till...till...

KATE (O.S.)
(shouting)

Till seven years’ heat, shall not 
behold her face at ample view!

The crowd bursts in LAUGHTER. Offstage, Kate grins.

INT. THE HARKING HOME - CONTINUOUS

Lucille puts on her coat. The place looks packed and ready.

LUCILLE
Well done, honey. And we’ll still 
be there in time for intermission. 

She hands Andrew his jacket. He gently pulls her close. 
Andrew kisses her passionately, she GIGGLES nervously.

ANDREW 
I love you, Lucille Harking. More 
than you’ll ever know.

Suddenly, a SHADOW passes by the window...CREAK CREAK. 
FOOTSTEPS TRAMPLE across the porch... 

Andrew’s eyes FILL WITH TERROR. He frantically WHISPERS --

ANDREW (CONT’D)
Get into the cellar and don’t open 
it for anyone. It’s them...

LUCILLE
But...how? No. It can’t be.

Andrew races to CLOSE THE SHUTTERS and SLAMS thick slabs of 
wood across them. The room grows dark. 

But Lucille doesn’t move. She looks terrified. 

ANDREW
Honey. Please? It’ll be okay.
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He kisses her. Tears pour down her face as she reluctantly 
heads into the cellar and shuts the door behind her. 

Andrew heaves a plank across the front door. Grabs his rifle 
off the wall. Aims at the barricaded entrance.

INT. THE LOCAL THEATER - CONTINUOUS

Alone on the dark stage, Kate is dressed as a man. It’s 
silent as she looks out over the motionless audience.

KATE
Fortune forbid my outside have not 
charmed her! She made good view of 
me.

The audience LAUGHS.

INT. THE HARKING HOME - CONTINUOUS

Sweat drips down Andrew’s forehead as he raises his rifle. 
Outside, someone POUNDS on the front door.

KATE (O.S.)
The cunning of her passion invites 
me in this churlish messenger.

Andrew COCKS his weapon and takes a cautious step forward, 
the wood floor CREAKS. Suddenly, the pounding outside stops.

KATE (O.S.) (CONT’D)
None of my lord's ring! Why, he 
sent her none. I am the man--

BANG! A shotgun BLAST tears through the wooden door. Andrew 
is hurled to the floor. Blood soaks through his shirt.

KATE (O.S.) (CONT’D)
--if it be so, as 'tis, poor lady, 
she were better love a dream.

The unseen audience LAUGHS as Andrew convulses on the floor.

SMASH! The front door is kicked open. The TWO MEN Kate bumped 
into enter. 

KATE (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Disguise, I see, thou art a 
wickedness wherein the pregnant 
enemy does much. 
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They step over Andrew’s body and scan the house. The Tall Man 
motions to the cellar and tries the handle. Locked. 

KATE (O.S.) (CONT’D)
How easy is it for the proper-false 
in women's waxen hearts to set 
their forms!

The Burly Man KICKS down the cellar door. Cowering in the 
corner, Lucille shakes with fear. 

KATE (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Alas, our frailty is the cause, not 
we! For such as we are made of, 
such we be.

Towering over Lucille, the Tall Man aims his shotgun. 

KATE (O.S.) (CONT’D)
What will become of this? As I am 
man, my state is desperate.

She looks up at him, her eyes are filled with horror...He 
FIRES. Blood splatters his face. The audience ROARS.

KATE (O.S.) (CONT’D)
As I am woman, now alas the day! 

Behind them, dying, Andrew reaches out for KATE’S PLAYBOOK.

INT. THE LOCAL THEATER - CONTINUOUS

The audience is in HYSTERICS. On stage, Kate is animated.

KATE
What thriftless sighs shall poor 
Olivia breathe. Oh time! Thou must 
untangle this, not I. It is too 
hard a knot for me to untie!

The crowd CHEERS. A smile sneaks across Kate’s face. 

As the curtains close, she notices TWO VACANT SEATS in the 
front row.

INT. THE LOCAL THEATER - BACKSTAGE - A FEW MOMENTS LATER

Kate heads offstage and fixes her hair in a mirror when an 
elderly man in a uniform walks up, SHERIFF SAMUEL CHURN (60). 
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KATE 
Thought you hated this stuff, 
Sheriff?

SHERIFF
You know I don’t understand all 
that gibberish, Kate.

She studies the Sheriff. He looks troubled...

KATE 
Is something wrong?

EXT. MAIN STREET - NIGHT

Sheriff Churn leads Kate through the THEATERGOERS. She 
struggles to maintain composure as they CONGRATULATE her.

Suddenly, from the crowd, a short MAN WITH PALE EYES grabs 
Kate’s hand and shakes firmly. His smiling face is haunting.

PALE-EYED MAN
Can’t wait to see how it ends, 
dear.

Kate yanks her hand free and catches up with the Sheriff. 

As they reach the Sheriff’s office, Kate looks over her 
shoulder. The pale-eyed man is gone.

Two fresh wooden caskets sit in front of the office.

SHERIFF 
Will you be okay?

Kate can’t take her eyes off of the caskets.

INT. THE SHERIFF’S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

TWO DEPUTIES stand guard. In a cell in the corner of the 
office, the Burly Man stands when the Sheriff leads Kate in. 

A look of recognition instantly crosses her face.

SHERIFF
His name is Walter. Walter S. 
according to the engraving on his 
gun. But we can’t get him to say a 
word. Not about himself or the one 
that escaped. 
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Walter glares at her. Tears swell in Kate’s eyes as the 
Sheriff hands her a cup of coffee. 

WALTER
Where did they hide it, woman? 

SHERIFF
Well, look who decided to talk.

WALTER
Tell me where it is, Mrs. Harking!

SHERIFF
You just shut up in there.

The Sheriff motions towards a small pile of coins and scraps 
sitting on his desk.

SHERIFF (CONT’D)
Besides the gun, all he had on him  
was some change and this clipping 
from the Chicago Tribune.

He hands Kate a torn piece of newspaper. Scribbled on it is 
“Harking. Chemung. 748 Far View Road.”

SHERIFF (CONT’D)
Way I see it, they saw your--

WALTER
It ain’t yours, woman! It’s ours 
and we come to take it back!

SHERIFF
(to the deputies)

For Christ’s sake, shut him up!
(to Kate)

Maybe we should go outside.

But Kate doesn’t move.

SHERIFF (CONT’D)
Kate?

WALTER
WHERE IS IT, MRS. HARKING!?

Suddenly, she hurls her untouched cup of coffee at Walter. It 
SMASHES on his head.

KATE
What do you want from me!?

He presses his face between the bars, Kate rushes to him.
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WALTER
For the 33 and 56, I remain silent. 
For the 33 and 56, I remain silent. 
For the 33 and 56, I remain--

SHERIFF
WHAT THE HELL IS HE TALKING ABOUT!? 

WALTER
--SILENT! SHOULD I SPEAK, MAY THE 
PANGS OF HELL BE ETERNAL! MAY THE--

Kate reaches inside the cell and grabs at Walter’s head. 

WALTER (CONT’D)
--PANGS OF HELL BE ETERNAL! MAY--

She SLAMS his head against the steel bars. 

Blood drips down his face. Kate kicks at him relentlessly.

The Sheriff strains to pull her off, but Walter bites down on 
her arm.

Walter grits his teeth into her flesh as the deputies rush 
into the cell and lunge on him. 

The Sheriff yanks Kate away. She wrestles with him.

WALTER (CONT’D)
MAY THE PANGS OF HELL BE ETERNAL!

The deputies SLAM Walter against the wall.

Kate tears herself from the Sheriff’s grip and runs towards 
the open cell.

Amidst the confusion, Walter snatches a pistol from a deputy.

He aims it directly at Kate. She freezes. Suddenly, the room 
is completely still. Silent.

WALTER (CONT’D)
We’ll find it. And we’ll find you.

Walter COCKS the pistol. Kate looks terrified. This is it...

WALTER (CONT’D)
(mumbling)

For Fernandina...

BANG! He slams the gun to his own temple and pulls the 
trigger. Walter’s body CRASHES to the floor. 
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SHERIFF
For Freddy-what? Goddamnit, what 
the hell just happened?!

Kate watches as a pool of blood forms around Walter’s corpse.

DEPUTY (O.S.)
What are ferns and dinas, boss?

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - NIGHT

The Sheriff and Kate walk down the peaceful moonlit road.

SHERIFF
You're welcome to stay with me and 
Elizabeth for as long as you like.

Kate looks down. She’s holding Walter’s newspaper clipping.

KATE 
They had our name and address, 
Sheriff. They knew where we lived.

SHERIFF
Drifters, Kate. They saw your name 
on the playbill and thought the 
house would be empty during the 
performance. It’s not hard to find 
out where folks live around here. 
An empty home is easy to rob.

They walk in silence for a long moment. Kate turns to him.

KATE 
Why didn't he try to escape? He had 
the gun.

SHERIFF 
You heard all that nonsense with 
those numbers. He was a lunatic.

KATE 
Did they take anything, Sheriff?

They reach her house. The HORSE is still tied to the fence.

SHERIFF
I can’t imagine what you must be 
going through, Kate. The whole town 
is here for you, you know that.
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INT. THE HARKING HOME - NIGHT

Candles flicker. The house is a wreck, possessions are 
scattered all over the place. The silence is overwhelming.

Alone in the room, Kate closes a scoured trunk and sits down. 

Her parents’ blood is splattered everywhere, staining the 
walls and floorboards. 

She sees the shotgun blast through the door.

Kate’s eyes gloss over. She picks her playbook up off the 
floor and aimlessly flips through the pages. 

Tears roll down her face. She sets it down.

KATE
(quietly, to herself)

Alas, our frailty is the cause, not 
we. For such as we are made of...

Kate SOBS. She recites her lines LOUDER, battling her tears.

KATE (CONT’D)
What will become of this? As I am 
man, my state is desperate--

SHERIFF (O.S.)
You want any help, Kate?

She takes a deep breath and quickly wipes away her tears.

KATE
I’ll be out in a minute.

Kate gathers her belongings. She picks up her playbook, it 
falls open. Something catches her eye...

She holds the book up to the candle light. 

There are markings scrawled in blood on one of the pages.

Kate squints as she studies the indistinct mess of lines. She 
holds the book further from her face until she sees--

The obscure lines form a star below an upward arrow.

Suddenly, the confusion leaves Kate’s face...

The North Star. Her father’s telegram.

SHERIFF (O.S.)
Everything all right in there?

16.



Kate quickly grabs the telegram off the dresser and stuffs it 
into the playbook as the Sheriff rushes in.

SHERIFF (CONT’D)
I heard something outback. Be--

CRACK. A branch SNAPS outside. FOOTSTEPS.

SHERIFF (CONT’D)
(whispering)

--quiet.

Kate looks terrified.

EXT. BACKYARD - CONTINUOUS

Crickets CHIRP. Tree branches sway in the cool breeze. The 
Sheriff steps outside and scans the perimeter. Nothing.

INT. THE HARKING HOME - CONTINUOUS

He walks back into the living room. It’s empty.

SHERIFF
Kate?

EXT. MAIN STREET - NIGHT

Moonlight illuminates the road. Carrying only a small bag, 
Kate rides her family’s horse through the deserted town.

EXT. WEST CENTRAL TRAIN STATION - DAWN

The sun peeks over the horizon. The platform is empty. A 
WHISTLE BLOWS as a train pulls into the desolate station.

Kate hops off the horse and approaches the TICKET CLERK.

KATE
One way to Chicago, please.

TICKET CLERK
Eight fifty. 

She slides the Clerk some money.

TICKET CLERK (CONT’D)
You’re seven fifty short.
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KATE
(reluctant)

Will you take my horse?

INT. TRAIN - DAY

The train shakes as it pulls out of the empty station. 

Alone and dreary, Kate rests her head against the window. She 
opens her playbook and studies her father’s symbol. 

She unfolds Walter’s torn newspaper clip and writes on it, 
“Walter S. For Freddy? Fern and Dina?” Her clues...

EXT. CHICAGO TRAIN STATION - DAY

A NEWSBOY waves a copy of the “Chicago Tribune.” A CROWD 
fills the platform in the big city station. 

NEWSBOY
Failed senatorial candidate Abraham 
Lincoln gives a fiery speech at the 
first Republican state convention!

The train pulls into the station. Kate steps onto the 
platform, lost in the swarm of passengers.

NEWSBOY (CONT’D)
“The Union is undergoing a fearful 
strain,” Mr. Lincoln warns. “Kansas 
shall be free!” Read all about it!

Her wide eyes take in the fast-paced city. She notices the 
Newsboy and approaches him.

KATE
Can I trouble you for directions?

EXT. HOTEL - DAY

Clutching her bag, Kate stands in front of a cheap hotel. 

77 Lake Street. She reads her father’s telegram. 77 Lake 
Street.

INT. HOTEL - CONTINUOUS

The HOTEL ATTENDANT looks up from his record book.
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ATTENDENT
Andrew Harking? That reservation 
was cancelled yesterday.

Across the desk, Kate hands him the last of her money.

KATE
I’d like a room for one, please.

ATTENDENT 
End of the hall. But this’ll only 
get you one night.

Kate nods and heads down the corridor.

ATTENDENT (CONT’D)
At least your friend will be glad 
to see you finally made it.

KATE
Pardon?

ATTENDENT
The tall gentleman. He stops by 
every so often asking about you.

INT. HOTEL ROOM - AFTERNOON

Cramped and empty. Kate drops her bags and quickly wedges a 
chair beneath the door knob. 

Locked in. Deep breath. Alone. She takes out the torn 
“Chicago Tribune” clipping.

EXT. DOWNTOWN CHICAGO - EVENING

Kate looks nervous as she walks through Downtown Chicago. She 
stops in front of a decent sized building. 

Painted on the window, “Offices of the Chicago Tribune.” 

INT. THE CHICAGO TRIBUNE OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Scattered EMPLOYEES race around the office floor. 

The EDITOR (50) rushes past Kate as she steps inside. Waving 
a piece of paper, he grabs a nearby REPORTER.

EDITOR
How do you expect me to print this?

(reading)
(MORE)
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It was my journalistic duty to make 
a report of the speech...

(he scans down the page)
I did make a few paragraphs of what 
Lincoln said in the first eight or 
ten minutes, but I became so 
absorbed in his magnetic oratory, 
that I forgot myself and ceased to 
take notes, and joined with the 
convention in cheering and stamping 
and clapping to the end of his 
speech...blah, blah, bull-honkey.

REPORTER
The speech was very moving, sir. 

EDITOR
Next time you want to be moved, be 
moved by someone with a chance in 
hell! No one gives a tiger’s ass 
about this Lincoln character.

Suddenly, the Editor notices Kate standing by the door.

EDITOR (CONT’D)
You. Do you give a tiger’s ass 
about this prairie lawyer Lincoln?

KATE
Um...who? 

EDITOR
(to the Reporter)

There you go. Welcome to Obits.

The defeated Reporter leaves. The Editor turns to Kate.

EDITOR (CONT’D)
What do you want?

KATE
Can you tell me anything about 
this?

She hands the Editor the torn newspaper clipping. He LAUGHS.

EDITOR
Sure. It’s one of the few thousand 
newspapers I print daily.

KATE
It’s not possible to tell who 
purchased that copy, is it? Or the 
date it was printed?

EDITOR (CONT'D)
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EDITOR 
Are you serious? Did the whole 
world wake up stupid this morning?

The Editor hands it back.

KATE 
(quietly)

My sympathies to your wife.

EDITOR 
What’s that supposed to mean?! Get 
out of here! We print the 
mysteries, we don’t solve them.

Kate turns to leave.

EDITOR (CONT’D)
You want a detective, see Allan 
Pinkerton!

She stops and turns to him. He looks suddenly taken aback.

EDITOR (CONT’D)
What?

INT. HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

Kate pins the torn newspaper clipping to her wall. 

On it, below “Walter S. For Freddy? For Fern and Dina?”, Kate 
scribbles “Allan Pinkerton.” 

Through her window, she watches the city sleeping outside.

EXT. THE PINKERTON AGENCY - DAWN

Bright and early. A new day.

Kate stands in front of a small office. A sign hangs over the 
door, “Pinkerton’s Detective Agency.”

Huge jacks are placed around the base of the building. A 
CONSTRUCTION CREW works on the foundation. 

A “Now Hiring” flyer is posted in the window.

INT. THE PINKERTON AGENCY - CONTINUOUS

On the wall, a large sign hangs behind the front desk -- the 
bold words “We Never Sleep” above a drawing of an open eye.
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Below, a husky Scottish man, ALLAN PINKERTON (47), leans back 
in his chair, asleep with his feet on the desk and SNORING. 

The door CREAKS as Kate walks in. The secretary, EMMA BLAINE 
(20s), signals for her to be quiet.

KATE
(whispering)

I’m here about the job posting.

Kate skims a framed article on the wall behind Emma -- the 
4th of July Edition, “Pinkerton Agency Nabs Bucktown Bandit.”

EMMA
Front page on Independence Day. 
That’s a big deal around here.

Emma hands her an application.

Suddenly, the building shakes violently. Kate is thrown 
against the wall.

Allan wakes up. He and Emma both act like nothing happened.

ALLAN
(noticing Kate)

May I help you?

EMMA
She’s here about the job.

Another quick jolt. Allan and Emma ignore it.

KATE
(very confused)

Did anyone else feel those 
earthquakes?

EMMA
You must be new in town.

Kate nods. Emma smiles.

ALLAN 
Welcome to the city on a swamp. 
They’re raising the whole city a 
few feet to make way for civilized 
things like drains and sewers.

EMMA
They finish our building today.

Suddenly, THREE MEN walk in with a PISSED OFF ELDERLY WOMAN.
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ALLAN
(to the men)

Any luck on the Lewis case, boys?

Kate quietly takes a seat as two of the men approach Allan. 

But the third man, TIMOTHY WEBSTER (mid-20s), notices Kate 
and heads straight for her. He smiles.

TIMOTHY
(whispering to Kate)

Timothy Webster. Here for the job?

His eyes are as piercing as his smile is captivating. Kate 
politely nods and goes back to filling out her application.

The chubby and bookish GEORGE BANGS (27) steps forward.

GEORGE
Allan, meet Mrs. Lewis.

The elderly woman, MRS. LEWIS, scowls. Allan smiles. Big.

ALLAN
Mrs. Lewis, I understand your son 
was home with you Monday evening?

MRS. LEWIS
You say that like I’m lying.

Across the room, Kate listens as she fills in her name on the 
form... But she erases “Harking.”

ALLAN
I’m sure you understand, Mrs. 
Lewis, your statement is all that 
stands between your son and jail. I 
respect your protective nature--

MRS. LEWIS
I ain’t protecting squat. Lock him 
up for all I care. I warned him...

Kate scribbles “Warned” in the blank space for her last name.

MRS. LEWIS (CONT’D)
I ain’t gonna lie for you any more 
than I’d lie for him. He was home 
‘til after nightfall. End of story.

She eyes her new name, Kate Warned. But something’s still 
off... She erases the “D.” Kate Warne.
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TIMOTHY
(whispering to Kate)

Sometimes I forget who I am, too.

He grins. Kate tries to ignore him.

Across the room, scrawny but well-dressed, FRANK WHITE (40) 
tosses some coins in front of Allan.

FRANK
Eight bits says the old bird is 
lying. We’ve got witnesses.

Mrs. Lewis WHACKS Frank with her purse.

MRS. LEWIS
This old bird will beat you blue.

ALLAN
You know the rules about betting on 
cases, Frank.

(to Mrs. Lewis)
We’ve got two witnesses who saw 
your son break into Riley’s Jewelry 
at four thirty Monday afternoon.

Mrs. Lewis HUFFS. Across the room, Timothy TAPS Kate’s desk.

TIMOTHY
(whispering to Kate)

Tell you what. I’ll put in a good 
word with the old man. I’ve got him 
wrapped around my finger.

ALLAN 
We can all hear you, Mr. Webster. 

Timothy grins and turns to Allan. 

TIMOTHY 
I was just telling the young lady 
here how I’ve solved this case, Al.

ALLAN
Care to share with the rest of us?

TIMOTHY
Well...it seems obvious to me that 
Paul Lewis has an evil twin.

For an awkward moment, the room is silent. 

GEORGE
What?
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Timothy throws his arm around Mrs. Lewis. 

TIMOTHY 
In all seriousness, I’m sure Mrs. 
Lewis understands that if she gives 
us what we need, we’ll bring in her 
son peacefully. Gently. Lovingly.

Mrs. Lewis struggles to pull away from Timothy.

TIMOTHY (CONT’D)
But if she wants to be... 
bullheaded, then who knows, her son 
might accidently get hurt.

She SMACKS him with her purse and breaks free.

KATE
(timid)

Excuse me, Mr. Pinkerton.

ALLAN
Just Allan is fine. Emma will take 
your application.

KATE 
I... Maybe... Is it possible that 
Mrs. Lewis is telling the truth?

Everyone turns to Kate. She looks nervous.

MRS. LEWIS
Finally, someone with some sense 
around here.

KATE 
Mrs. Lewis, are they raising the 
buildings west of your place?

Mrs. Lewis nods. Kate takes a deep breath and hands Allan her 
application. He looks it over.

TIMOTHY
So what?

KATE
So...shadows lie all the time. The 
setting sun entering her windows 
could be blocked by a newly raised 
building. Maybe Mrs. Lewis only 
thinks she’s telling the truth.

TIMOTHY
Am I missing something?
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ALLAN
Is it possible, Mrs. Lewis, that a 
raised building may have been 
blocking the evening sun you’re 
used to seeing?

MRS. LEWIS
Are you calling me stupid?

KATE
Of course he’s not. But if your 
room was dark and you thought it 
was later than it was, who could 
blame you?

MRS. LEWIS
Well, I suppose...it’s... Maybe.

ALLAN
Mrs. Lewis, are you saying it’s 
possible Paul left during the day?

Mrs. Lewis looks around the room and hesitates.

MRS. LEWIS
Please don’t hurt him. He may be 
trouble, but he’s still my baby.

Allan turns to his detectives.

ALLAN
Let’s get Paul Lewis, boys.

(to Kate)
The job is yours...

(reading her application)
Ms. Kate Warne.

EXT. DOWNTOWN CHICAGO - DAY

Allan leads his detectives and Mrs. Lewis through bustling 
downtown Chicago. Kate trails a few steps behind the pack.

EXT. THE LEWIS HOME - CONTINUOUS

The detectives draw their pistols as they reach a small 
house, squeezed between larger homes. 

ALLAN
(to Kate)

I want you to stay with Mrs. Lewis.

Allan cautiously approaches the door and KNOCKS.
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ALLAN (CONT’D)
You in there, Paul?

He COCKS his pistol and nods to Timothy, who approaches the 
door and KICKS it. Nothing.

MRS. LEWIS 
What are you doing to my door?! Why 
do men always have to be so tough?

Mrs. Lewis HUFFS up the stairs and unlocks the door.

INT. THE LEWIS HOME - CONTINUOUS

Allan and his detectives enter the empty house. 

TIMOTHY
Where is he, Mrs. Lewis?

MRS. LEWIS
You’re the detective, Detective.

Something SNAPS in the bedroom...

Allan rushes in to see PAUL LEWIS (35), outside, sprinting 
down an alley.

ALLAN
He went through the window!

Kate follows Allan towards the door. But he stops her.

ALLAN (CONT’D)
Stay put. This is detective work.

EXT. DOWNTOWN CHICAGO - CONTINUOUS

Paul Lewis runs through the CROWDS walking along the muddy 
streets of Chicago. 

Timothy, Frank and Allan race out after him, guns drawn.

BANG!! Paul FIRES at them--

The detectives dive out of the way, pedestrians SCREAM. 

Paul SLAMS into a mass of people and disappears.

Covered in mud, Timothy and Allan push themselves up--

--but Frank is shot in the leg.
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Allan waves Timothy on and helps Frank up. Frank clutches his 
bleeding thigh. 

In the distance, Paul breaks out of the crowd. Timothy spots 
him and pushes through the mob--

Paul turns the corner, down a deserted street. 

Timothy closes the gap. 

BANG BANG BANG!! Paul SHOOTS.

Timothy dives into an alleyway. Bullets SPLINTER the brick 
wall, inches from his head.

Out of breath, Timothy peers around another corner... 

But Paul Lewis is nowhere to be seen. 

INT. PINKERTON OFFICE - DUSK

Allan and Timothy carry Frank into the office. Emma and 
George rush over to him and bandage the wound.

Suddenly, Kate storms in. Allan looks up.

ALLAN
Sorry we left you back there, but--

KATE
You said the job was mine.

ALLAN
It is, I--

KATE
Why didn’t you let me help?

ALLAN
What are you talking about?

For an awkward moment, Kate hesitates. The others watch her.

ALLAN (CONT’D)
I don’t expect my secretary to help 
capture criminals, Ms. Warne.

KATE 
Secretary? I...I didn’t...I was 
applying to be a detective, sir.

(to Emma)
No offense.
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Emma smiles and shakes her head.

ALLAN 
An elementary knowledge of shadows 
doesn’t make you a detective.

KATE
I’m sure you were moments away from 
solving the case, but I--

ALLAN
You don’t actually expect me to 
hire a...a...well, you know...a...

KATE 
A woman?

ALLAN
No. No, I did not say that. I can’t 
hire...an inexperienced...person. 
An inexperienced human being.

(suddenly stern)
Fine. Yes, damnit. I can’t hire a 
woman. Who’s ever heard of a female 
detective? 

Outside, the “Rooms for Rent” sign hanging in her hotel 
window catches Kate’s eye. Taunting.

KATE
I understand. I’ll take the 
secretary job, sir.... Allan.

Timothy sits on the desk next to Kate, a little too close.

TIMOTHY
I’d be more than happy to let you 
help me with my cases from time to--

RUMBLE! The building jolts. Timothy is hurled onto Kate.

They fall to the floor. Face to face. There’s an 
uncomfortable silence as the building settles.

TIMOTHY (CONT’D)
So. How about I take you out for a 
round of celebration drinks?

Kate hesitates for an awkward moment before pushing him off.

TIMOTHY (CONT’D)
Come on! Just the two of us.
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INT. BAR - NIGHT

The bar is packed. LOUD. A band plays in the back. 

Timothy looks dissatisfied, sitting at a table in the 
corner...with the whole gang. Everyone except George.

ALLAN
To our newest teammate, Kate Warne. 

Allan raises his glass. Everyone joins in the toast. Timothy 
moves his seat closer to Kate.

TIMOTHY
Your parents must be proud.

KATE
Pardon?

TIMOTHY
Beauty and brains.

She forces a smile.

KATE 
Crass and over-confident. You must 
be lonely.

Emma LAUGHS. Timothy smirks uncomfortably.

FRANK
One round of drinks says those two 
lock lips before the night is done.

Allan shoots Frank a glare.

FRANK (CONT’D)
What? It’s not a case. Bet stands.

ALLAN
No fraternizing among my employees.

FRANK
Always something, Rule Book.

EMMA
How do you not bet away everything 
you own, Frank?

Frank scowls. Kate scoots away from Timothy, closer to Allan.

KATE 
You were right earlier, Allan. Who 
ever heard of a woman detective?
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ALLAN
I’m sorry, Kate, but people just 
aren’t ready.

KATE
(in total agreement)

I know, people just aren’t ready.

Allan looks confused.

KATE (CONT’D)
I mean, who would ever suspect that 
I am a detective? They might not 
see me coming and they might not 
bother to guard their secrets 
around a harmless lass like me? Who 
knows, some might not even be 
afraid to brag to a pretty lil’ 
lady thing like me.

(deep male voice)
I rob banks, darling. I killed a 
man and stole his boots.

She bats her eyelashes.

ALLAN
I know what you’re trying to do and 
it won’t work.

KATE 
I’m sure your suspects’ wives would 
never befriend a girl like me when 
they need a shoulder to cry on.

ALLAN
Enough, Kate.

EMMA 
You know, Allan, by nature women 
are better observers than men. It’s 
a proven fact.

TIMOTHY
Says who? 

EMMA
Why are you such a man, Timothy?

TIMOTHY
What do you know about men, Emma?

Suddenly, George runs into the bar. He races over to Allan 
and WHISPERS something in his ear. 
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ALLAN
Are you sure?

GEORGE
A neighbor saw him go in this 
afternoon.

Allan stands up, alert.

ALLAN 
Timothy, come with me. The rest of 
you stay here.

But he stops. He turns to Kate. Contemplating.

ALLAN (CONT’D)
And you, Kate. Let’s go.

The three of them rush out of the bar.

FRANK
That’s okay, Allan. I’m injured 
anyway. I’ll just...wait here.

EXT. CHICAGO STREETS - NIGHT

Allan leads Timothy and Kate through the empty streets. 

TIMOTHY
I like the new girl, Al, but since 
when do secretaries go on missions?

KATE
Hello? I’m right here.

They turn down a dark side-street. Allan stops.

ALLAN 
Paul Lewis is holed up at Holly’s.

Sticking to the shadows, Allan points across the street at a 
house with a red-tinted kerosene lamp burning out front.

TIMOTHY
You go in the front. I’ll cover the 
back. Kate can...take notes.

ALLAN 
Not tonight. We barge in and 
someone will get hurt. 

(to Kate)
Still want to be a detective?
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Kate nods.

ALLAN (CONT’D)
Please take off your shirt.

Timothy grins.

KATE
I thought you’d never ask.

Kate glances at Timothy and gives him an ever-so-slight 
smile.

EXT. WHOREHOSE - A FEW MOMENTS LATER

A party rages inside the Victorian home. Kate walks slowly up 
the steps, wearing only her undergarments.

She KNOCKS on the door. The red light flickers on her face as 
she takes a confidence-bolstering breath.

A large-busted MADAM opens up. Kate gives her a sultry grin.

KATE
Heard you’re looking for new girls.

The Madam sizes her up.

MADAM
What’s your specialty?

KATE
Pardon?

MADAM
Front? Behind? Knees? Spanking?

Kate nods, nervously. The Madam smiles and leads her inside.

INT. WHOREHOSE - CONTINUOUS

The red lamps burn dimly. 

Kate looks timid, out of place as the Madam leads her through 
scantily clad PROSTITUTES mingling with uncomely CUSTOMERS.

MAN’S VOICE (O.S.)
I’ll take the new one, Holly.

MADAM
Like hell you will! You know you’re 
too much for the new girls, Paul.
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And Kate turns to see Paul Lewis, smirking across the room. 

She makes eye contact with her target as the Madam leads her 
past him, to a SHY YOUNG MAN in the corner.

MADAM (CONT’D)
We’ll start out easy. Meet William. 
It’ll be a first for both of you.

He nervously looks away. Kate swallows her fear and grins.

KATE
(a little too loud)

I may be new, but I’m not that new.

Across the room, Paul LAUGHS. The young man looks hurt.

PAUL
Hell, send her on over here and let 
her have some fun with a real man!

MADAM
(to Kate)

Your choice. But don’t say I didn’t 
warn you.

Kate leans down and kisses the shy young man on the cheek.

KATE
(whispering)

You’re much better looking than 
him, William.

He can’t help but smile. 

Kate takes a deep breath, turns and saunters towards Paul.

SMACK! Paul yanks Kate onto his lap. She notices a small 
tattoo on his lower neck, two snakes forming a circle...

It looks almost like the one she saw on the Tall Man’s wrist.

PAUL 
Love me a woman with some courage! 
What’s your name, sugar?

CLICK CLACK. Paul freezes. He looks down to see Kate holding 
a cocked pistol to his stomach.

KATE
Whatever you like. Sugar. 

Kate tries to steady her trembling hand. 
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EXT. WHOREHOSE - CONTINUOUS

Paul Lewis walks out of the brothel, hands in the air. Kate 
follows, holding the gun to his back.

Down the road, Allan and Timothy step out of the shadows.

SMACK! Paul kicks Kate in the shin and jumps away from her. 

She aims at his back. But her hand trembles as Paul races 
towards the darkness--

BANG! A bullet pierces his leg. He PLUMMETS to the ground. 

Across the street, Allan holsters his gun. Timothy grins.

TIMOTHY
Thigh for a thigh, Al.

But Allan’s eyes are on Kate.

TIMOTHY (CONT’D)
Get it? He shot Frank in the... 
Nevermind.

INT. THE PINKERTON AGENCY - DAY

Allan spins the combination wheel on a small safe tucked 
behind his desk. He takes out an envelope.

ALLAN
If any of you have a problem with 
the addition of Ms. Warne as our 
newest detective, speak up now.

Kate, Timothy, Frank, George and Emma sit around the office. 
Frank stretches and YAWNS.

FRANK
(hidden in the yawn)

Trigger ain’t gonna pull itself.

ALLAN 
Something to say, Frank?

FRANK
Me? What? No.

KATE
Maybe next time I should get shot 
in the leg instead? 

Allan grins as he shuts the safe--
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FRANK 
You do know she’s a woman, right?

--but as the safe door is closing, Kate notices the only 
object inside is a dark red clasped notebook.

Timothy raises his hand.

ALLAN 
We’re not in grade school, Timothy.

EMMA
Are you sure about that?

TIMOTHY
I just don’t think it’s right, Al.

ALLAN
Last night, Kate proved that she’ll 
be an asset to our agency and I--

TIMOTHY
No, it’s not that. It’s just...

Timothy turns to Kate and looks her over. She glares at him.

TIMOTHY (CONT’D)
I resent no longer being the most 
attractive member of this team.

The others HISS at his lame joke.

ALLAN 
Welcome aboard, Kate.

Allan opens the envelope as everyone CONGRATULATES Kate. 

ALLAN (CONT’D)
What I’ve got here are the details 
of our first national case. 

He hands the telegram to his agents to pass around.

ALLAN (CONT’D)
Adam’s Express cross country 
delivery service has lost $50,000 
to date on it’s Columbus-Montgomery 
route. Strongboxes are leaving 
Columbus full and turning up in 
Montgomery empty.

FRANK
Will Kate be using her feminine 
charms to solve this one?
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ALLAN
The two men closest to the 
shipments have been fired. Leonard 
Chase, the guard assigned to the 
shipments en route, and John 
Maroney, the shipping agent in 
Columbus. Chase looks clean, but 
reports are Maroney’s acting odd.

TIMOTHY
Why haven’t they arrested him?

ALLAN
They did. But nothing turned up and 
they let him go. He relocated with 
his wife to New Orleans and 
maintains his innocence. Top brass 
think the local law is involved, so 
we’re on our own.

The agents start to get up.

ALLAN (CONT’D)
One more thing. From now on, 
outside of Chicago, we’ll operate 
under assumed identities. We’ll 
adapt to our surroundings, we’ll be 
invisible. Lady and gentlemen, 
starting today, we no longer exist. 

EXT. NEW ORLEANS - FRENCH QUARTER - DAY

The blazing sun beats down on the bewitching city. LOCALS 
stroll the streets, lined with restaurants, bars and hotels.

A large RIVERBOAT floats along the sprawling Mississippi 
River that cuts through town...

INT. RIVER QUEEN HOTEL - BAR - CONTINUOUS

The room gently sways. JOHN MARONEY (49), hefty, sits at a 
poker table with a few GAMBLERS. He swigs a bottle of whisky.

JOHN
(to the Dealer)

Make me rich, boss.

Sitting next to him, his wife, PATRICIA (45), puts a cork in 
his bottle as the Dealer throws him some cards.

PATRICIA
Take it easy, Johnny.
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JOHN
Why? The room’s already rocking.

Next to the couple, a FEMALE GAMBLER tosses her winning cards 
on the table -- Kate, dressed like a true Southern Belle.

KATE
(perfect Southern accent)

If losing was winning, you’d be the 
champ, big boy.

Kate scoops up her winnings. John grimaces, Patricia smiles.

JOHN
You didn’t win, you got lucky. 
Problem is women don’t play cards 
with skill.

PATRICIA
Excuse him. 

Patricia extends her hand. They shake.

KATE 
Caroline Imbert. You folks from 
around here?

JOHN
We’re from around.

PATRICIA
What brings you to New Orleans, 
Caroline?

KATE 
My husband and I were on our way to 
Texas but that sonofabitch got 
arrested last night.

(whispering)
I say let him rot. Don’t need some 
lazy slob to make me happy.

Patricia and Kate LAUGH. John does not.

ALLAN (O.S.)
(New Orleans accent)

John Maroney?

They turn to see TWO NEW ORLEANS DEPUTIES, guns drawn. The 
Deputies are Allan and Frank.

JOHN
Haven’t seen him.
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ALLAN
You’re under arrest for robbery.

Allan COCKS his weapon. 

JOHN 
I thought y’all local boys were 
warned about carrying on with this.

John pulls his jacket open and reveals two pistols.

JOHN (CONT’D)
Or do you need some remindin’?

Suddenly, Frank reaches for John’s guns--

John SMACKS him with the whisky bottle and races out the 
other way.

Kate leaps up. But Allan pushes her back in her seat.

ALLAN
Don’t get yourself involved, ma’am. 
Sit back down and enjoy your game.

EXT. RIVER QUEEN HOTEL - CONTINUOUS

John sprints along the thin deck of the colossal steamboat. 

BANG! BANG! He FIRES with both guns as Frank and Allan run 
out after him.

ALLAN
Circle the boat, we’ll corner him!

Frank takes off in the opposite direction as Allan races 
towards the back of the vessel.

ALLAN (CONT’D)
Come on out, Maroney!

The churning foam of the ROARING paddle-wheel splashes at the 
rear of the boat. 

Allan steps closer to the back corner and steadies his gun. 

He spins around the corner, ready to shoot--

--at Frank, running around from the other side.

FRANK
Where the hell did he go?
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CRACK! They look up. Above them, John struggles to pull 
himself onto the upper deck by a snapped piece of railing.

Frank FIRES but John rolls onto the top deck, out of sight.

They sprint to the front of the steamer and up the stairs to 
the upper level.

A row of closed doors stretch out in front of them.

FRANK (CONT’D)
He could be in any room.

Allan aims his pistol at the first door. Frank cautiously 
turns the knob...

An empty bedroom.

They quickly move to the next door. 

Frank cautiously opens it. A terrified NAKED COUPLE jumps 
beneath the sheets.

ALLAN
Get out of here!

HYSTERICAL, the couple races down the stairs. 

The last door. Allan aims, Frank pushes it open...

Empty. 

ALLAN (CONT’D)
He must have gone out the--

BANG! They dive for cover as a FLURRY OF GUNSHOTS rain down 
on them from the roof. 

ALLAN (CONT’D)
Get everyone off this boat before 
he kills someone!

Frank vaults down the stairs. Allan climbs onto the roof.

EXT. RIVER QUEEN HOTEL - ROOF - CONTINUOUS

Two massive smokestacks rise from the front of the vessel.

John races towards the rear of the roof--

Allan FIRES. 

John SHOOTS back, Allan ducks--
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SMACK! John’s bullet pierces the taut metal wire connecting 
the smokestack to the deck.

John aims at Allan.

Above them, the wire SNAPS.

John pulls the trigger. 

CLICK. No more bullets. 

The unraveling wire slices through the air, WHIPPING around 
uncontrollably.

Allan races towards John and FIRES. Miss.

CREAK...

Behind Allan, the smokestack begins to tilt.

The grinding metal gets louder. EAR-PIERCING.

CRASH! Allan dives out of the way as the entire smokestack 
SMASHES into the roof. 

His gun slides over the edge.

Below, PANICKED PASSENGERS rush aboard the lifeboats. Others 
leap into the river.

On the roof, Allan lunges onto John. They roll towards the 
back of the boat.

BOOM! A thunderous EXPLOSION rings out. 

A seething flame shoots from the fallen smokestack, a cloud 
of black smoke billows into the sky.

Allan PUNCHES John’s face.

CRACK! John kicks Allan’s shin and flips him over. 

He SLAMS Allan to the roof and chokes him, POUNDING Allan’s 
head against the deck. Inches from the edge...

Below them, the monstrous paddle-wheel spins furiously, 
CHOMPING down on the foamy water.

JOHN 
Time for a swim, deputy!

BOOM!! Another HUGE EXPLOSION from the fallen smokestacks! 

The whole vessel jolts. John is hurled over the side--
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--but Allan catches his leg at the last moment.

The deadly paddle-wheel SMACKS the water below. Allan grasps 
John’s ankle as he dangles over the edge. 

Across the roof, the blistering fire grows near.

ALLAN 
Put these on!

Allan drops him a pair of handcuffs. 

John hurriedly puts them on. Allan pulls him onto the roof.

ALLAN (CONT’D)
Now how about that swim?

And Allan dives into the Mississippi River. 

JOHN
But I’ll drown in these things!

The demolished boat is sinking. Smoke fills the sky. Behind 
John, the flames get closer and closer! He jumps...

EXT. RIVERBANK - DUSK

A huge CROWD has gathered to help PASSENGERS to safety.

Down river, Allan drags John onto the shore.

Suddenly, two real OFFICERS run over. Allan quickly tears off 
his fake uniform.

OFFICER
You two hurt?

Allan shakes his head. The officers hurry back to the others. 
Down the shore, Allan makes eye contact with Kate and Frank.

INT. CELL ROOM - NIGHT

John, blindfolded and soaking wet, is thrown into a 
windowless room. The door SLAMS behind him.

JOHN
Where the hell am I?!

ALLAN (O.S.)
You’re lucky no one was killed back 
there.
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JOHN
Ain’t my fault you boys meddled!

Across the small room, a MAN wearing tattered clothes sits 
up. Timothy.

TIMOTHY
Welcome to the temporary New 
Orleans jail. They’re renovating 
the old one, so I’m told.

Timothy extends his hand but John ignores the offer to shake.

TIMOTHY (CONT’D)
Name’s Roland Imbert. What the hell 
happened to you?

JOHN
Imbert? I met your wife. Quite the 
little card player.

TIMOTHY
I always tell her women can’t play 
cards with skill, just dumb luck.

John CHUCKLES. He grins and extends his hand. They shake.

JOHN
Jonathan Maroney. 

TIMOTHY 
So, what’d you do, Jonathan?

JOHN
Went for a dip in the Mississippi.

TIMOTHY 
They said I stole a bottle of wine 
for my wife. But my wife, she’s 
more the whisky type, you know?

The room is silent for a long time. Timothy waits.

TIMOTHY (CONT’D)
Come on, talk to me, brother? 
What’d they wrongly accuse you of?

JOHN 
I don’t know you, brother.

John shuts his eyes. Timothy TAPS a distinct beat on the 
floor as he HUMS a soft tune...
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INT. ANOTHER ROOM - CONTINUOUS

In a windowless room below, Allan, Frank, Kate and George 
look up at the ceiling when they hear Timothy’s TAPS above.

ALLAN 
Maroney knows that if he keeps 
quiet he’ll remain a free man.

FRANK
Plan B. Let’s go after the money.

ALLAN
The bills are marked with a thin 
blue line left of the mint’s 
insignia. He’ll trade it off in 
small amounts to keep his hands 
clean.

KATE
What if he’s forced to use a large 
sum at one time? Would he be able 
to purge all of it?

ALLAN
Probably not. 

FRANK
How do you suggest we get an 
incarcerated man to shell out a few 
thousand dollars, Katie?

Kate turns at George, studying him.

GEORGE
What?

FRANK
I think she likes you, Georgie 
Porgie.

KATE
(to George)

Ever think about practicing law?

INT. CELL ROOM - AFTERNOON

Dressed as a deputy, Frank opens the door to the room.

FRANK
Your lawyer’s here, Imbert.

George enters, wearing a brand new suit.
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FRANK (CONT’D)
I’ll be right outside.

Timothy and John look up as Frank leaves.

GEORGE 
Hello, Roland.

TIMOTHY
Hello, Mr...George.

George approaches Timothy and WHISPERS something in his ear. 

From across the room, John watches curiously as Timothy 
stands up, suddenly excited.

TIMOTHY (CONT’D)
That’s it, brother? Thank you!

George anxiously signals for him to be quiet. He looks at 
John, nervously.

TIMOTHY (CONT’D)
Thank you, Mr. George. Bless my 
Caroline.

GEORGE
(whispering, too loud)

She said she won it at poker.

George gets up to leave.

JOHN
Hold on there, Lawyer George.

GEORGE
Yes?

JOHN
What just happened? What was that?

GEORGE
It’s between me and my client.

John steps towards him. He towers over George.

JOHN
You strut in, whisper something in 
his ear and like that, he’s free?

GEORGE
I’m a lawyer. Who is this, Roland?
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TIMOTHY
Meet my friend Jonathan Maloney.

JOHN
Maroney. Can you get me out?

George studies John. 

GEORGE
I don’t take unnecessary risks, 
Roland. Good day.

He heads for the door.

JOHN
How much do you want?

George spins around and motions for John to be quiet.

JOHN (CONT’D)
I’ve got a lot to give, Mr. George.

GEORGE
I only work with people I know.

JOHN
I can think of about three thousand 
mutual friends who’ll vouch for me.

GEORGE
Find another fifteen hundred and 
we’ll talk. 

JOHN
My wife can get it for you tonight.

GEORGE
I don’t know your wife.

JOHN
Imbert’s blessed Caroline would be 
happy to introduce you.

(to Timothy)
Wouldn’t she, brother?

INT. SALOON - DUSK

Kate and George sit at the end of the bar. 

She sips from a full glass of beer when Patricia walks in 
holding a small bag.
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PATRICIA
Thank you both for doing this. I 
know you could get into trouble.

Patricia hands Kate the bag. She peers in and flips through 
the stacks of bills. 

They all have the distinct blue line.

Kate TAPS her beer glass. Across the room, Allan sees her 
signal.

PATRICIA (CONT’D)
John and I are very grateful.

Guns COCK behind Patricia.

ALLAN (O.S.)
You’re all under arrest for 
possession of stolen currency.

She turns to see Allan and Frank, dressed as deputies.

INT. CELL ROOM - NIGHT

Frank opens the door and throws in a pair of handcuffs.

FRANK
Put ‘em on.

They both sit up. John turns to Timothy.

JOHN
Where’s Mr. George, Imbert?

FRANK
He was arrested. With your wives. 

EXT. NEW ORLEANS - FRENCH QUARTER - CONTINUOUS

Allan cradles a shotgun as he sits on top of a horse-drawn 
stagecoach with steel-bar windows.

Behind the bars, Patricia, George and Kate sit in silence.

EXT. CELL ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Frank opens the cell door--

BAM! John SLAMS into him, his handcuffs wrapped around 
Timothy’s neck.
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EXT. NEW ORLEANS - FRENCH QUARTER - CONTINUOUS

John BURSTS through the front door of a nondescript building, 
strangling Timothy with his cuffs. 

Sitting atop the stagecoach, Allan spins.

Timothy drives his elbow into John’s stomach.

John heels over, Timothy kicks him in the mouth. Blood flies.

CLICK CLACK. John and Timothy look up at the wrong end of 
Allan’s shotgun as Frank rushes out. 

ALLAN
Put them both in the back, deputy.

JOHN 
May the pangs of hell be eternal 
for y’all. For the 33 and 56, I--

Frank SMACKS him with his pistol. Hard.

FRANK
Shut up and get in the coach.

Inside the carriage, a sudden look of recognition crosses 
Kate’s face.

KATE
What did you just say?

John ignores her.

KATE (CONT’D)
(urgent)

What does that mean?!

He continues to ignore her and steps into the carriage.

ALLAN
Calm down in there!

KATE 
Why did you say that?!

Kate lunges out of the coach at John. 

They struggle in the street. Kate yanks his hair and SLAMS 
his face into the dirt.

JOHN
I ain’t gonna hit a goddamn woman!
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Timothy tears her off. Allan levels his shotgun on John.

KATE 
What do those numbers mean?

JOHN
I don’t know what you’re talking 
about.

Kate pulls a concealed pistol out of her jacket. She aims it 
at John’s head. He looks baffled.

JOHN (CONT’D)
Since when do prisoners get guns?

ALLAN
Goddamnit, Kate! Put that away.

JOHN 
Kate? I thought your name was 
Caroline. Y’all know each other?

Allan looks furious, his shotgun on John.

JOHN (CONT’D)
Who the hell are you people?

KATE
WHAT DO THOSE NUMBERS MEAN!?

Kate COCKS her pistol. John steps towards her.

JOHN
We got to you, didn’t we?

KATE
Who did? Who’s we?

SMACK! In a blink, John knocks the gun out of Kate’s hand and 
throws his handcuffs around her neck.

Allan, Frank and Timothy all aim their weapons at John.

But he uses Kate as a shield.

JOHN 
Go ahead, kill us both.

John pulls his cuffs tighter around Kate’s neck. Her face 
turns red, veins pop out of her forehead.

JOHN (CONT’D)
Drop your guns and get in the 
stage!
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Cautiously, the detectives set their pistols in a pile and 
step into the carriage. 

JOHN (CONT’D)
(to Patricia)

Lock them up, darling.

Patricia locks them inside the stagecoach.

JOHN (CONT’D)
Now get out of here! I’ll find you!

She takes off running and disappears around the corner. 

John throws Kate to the ground--

But she grabs at him, tearing off a piece of his sleeve as he 
breaks free and races down the street.

For a brief moment, she notices a tattoo on his arm. Exactly 
like the two snakes Paul Lewis had on his neck.

ALLAN
Don’t let him escape, Kate!

Kate snaps out of it. She grabs a gun from the pile and aims 
at John’s back.

BANG! She FIRES...and misses. 

She SHOOTS again. Another miss.

In the coach, Timothy KICKS the locked door. Once. 
Twice...SMASH! It breaks open.

EXT. NEW ORLEANS - FRENCH QUARTER - STREETS - CONTINUOUS

John sprints through New Orleans’ up and coming French 
Quarter. He darts past FAMILIES out for a stroll.

EXT. NEW ORLEANS - FRENCH QUARTER - CONTINUOUS

Timothy runs to Kate’s side.

TIMOTHY
You all right?

She nods.

TIMOTHY (CONT’D)
Stay here. I’ll be right back.
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But Kate takes off after John. Timothy turns to Allan.

ALLAN
Don’t let her get you both killed!

EXT. NEW ORLEANS - RIVERFRONT - CONTINUOUS

Kate runs into an empty park. Timothy catches up with her.

TIMOTHY
What were you thinking?

KATE
I lost him.

Suddenly, across the field, there’s a loud BANG. 

They turn. No one’s there. Kate races towards the sound.

Next to a tree, they find a thick concrete slab. She lifts it 
to reveal a small hole in the ground.

Kate lowers herself in, but Timothy grabs her.

TIMOTHY 
Let me go first, Kate.

She yanks her arm away and drops into the darkness. Timothy 
lowers himself down after her.

INT. UNDERGROUND - TUNNEL - CONTINUOUS

Dim light from outside illuminates the mud-walled cavern. 

Kate reaches up and slides the concrete slab back over the 
hole. Blackness.

KATE
Let your eyes adjust.

TIMOTHY 
You didn’t have to go through all 
this just to get me alone.

A faint light source glimmers in the distance. The tunnel is 
eerily silent as they SLOP through the mud. 

Suddenly, Kate stops. 

KATE 
Do you hear that?
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A steady POUNDING emanates from the darkness. 

Kate draws her pistol and they race towards the sound--

SWOOSH! Kate disappears. She lets out a sudden YELP that 
quickly fades.

Alone and dumbfounded, Timothy squints.

TIMOTHY
Kate? Hello? 

Nothing. He takes a blind step forward. SWOOSH!

INT. UNDERGROUND - SLIDE - CONTINUOUS

Kate shuts her eyes in terror as she speeds through a 
twisting, turning dirt hole.

Mud flies in Timothy’s face as he slides down behind her.

INT. UNDERGROUND - CELLAR - CONTINUOUS

SMACK! Kate lands hard in a small cavern. Timothy barrels out 
of the hole and SLAMS into her. He helps her up.

TIMOTHY
Told you to let me go first.

A few feet down the tunnel, they enter a dank cellar. From 
the darkness, the POUNDING grows louder. Closer.

TIMOTHY (CONT’D)
What’s that sound?

KATE
Does it feel hot to you?

TIMOTHY
That’s just me, Kate. Thanks for 
noticing--

CLUNK! Timothy walks into something metal. 

TIMOTHY (CONT’D)
OW! What the hell? That’s hot! 

The POUNDING is earth shaking. Kate reaches into the 
darkness... 

CLINK. She TAPS metal. CLINK CLINK CLINK.
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KATE 
It’s a boiler...RUN!!

INT. UNDERGROUND - TUNNEL - CONTINUOUS

They race back into the tunnel.

BOOM!! Behind them, the rigged boiler EXPLODES--

Timothy dives onto Kate and they SLAM into the mud. Flames 
ROAR overhead.

Embers rain down on them, illuminating the cavern. 

Face to face and out of breath in the mud, Timothy grins.

TIMOTHY
Go for it.

KATE
What?

TIMOTHY
You can kiss me if you want.

Suddenly, Kate urgently motions for him to be quiet.

TIMOTHY (CONT’D)
What? I did just save your life.

A LOW RUMBLE rolls through the tunnel.

TIMOTHY (CONT’D)
You’ve got to be kidding! Now 
what?!

A sudden onslaught of violent river water pours down the dirt 
hole, rushing straight at them.

KATE & TIMOTHY
RUN!!

But they’re instantly swept away with the water quickly 
filling the cramped tunnel.

Their flailing bodies are SLAMMED against the mud as they’re 
pushed through an intricate web of winding tunnels.

Desperately GASPING for air, they’re swept around a corner...

Blinding sunlight breaks through a hole ahead of them.
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Tree roots scratch at their faces as they are thrown towards 
a massive waterfall. 

Timothy hopelessly tries to grab at the roots. He misses.

They’re inches from going over the edge...

At the last second, Timothy finally catches a thick root. 
Kate barely catches his leg. 

TIMOTHY
Hold on!

The turbulent water spews past them, falling into the 
Mississippi and CRASHING on a cluster of jagged rocks below.

Timothy strains to keep his grip. Water pours over them. Kate 
desperately clings to his leg until...

The water subsides. He drops down and pulls her to safety. 

TIMOTHY (CONT’D)
An escape route like this is not 
the work of some two-bit drunk, 
Kate. What the hell is going on? 

KATE
I’ve got no idea.

TIMOTHY 
Well, for the record, that’s twice. 
If you want to...

Kate turns to him. He grins.

KATE
What?

TIMOTHY 
Twice. Me saving your life, if 
you...you know, if you want to... 
But who’s counting, right?

She heads into the cavern.

KATE
You’re my hero, Timothy.

TIMOTHY
Really?

But she’s already disappeared into the darkness.
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TIMOTHY (CONT’D)
Kate? Are you joking? Kate?

EXT. COUNTRYSIDE - NIGHT

A locomotive cuts across through the moonlit countryside.

INT. TRAIN - CONTINUOUS

The cabin shakes on the tracks. PASSENGERS sleep.

Alone in the back row, Kate intently sketches something on 
her train ticket. Two snakes forming a circle. The tattoo.

ALLAN (O.S.)
What happened in New Orleans, Kate?

She looks up and quickly hides her sketch--

ALLAN (CONT’D)
It’s unacceptable.

--but for a brief moment, she notices something in Allan’s 
eyes, like he recognizes the two snakes symbol.

ALLAN (CONT’D)
You put our lives at risk, you put 
the integrity of my agency in 
jeopardy and you broke cover.

KATE
I’m sorry... It won’t happen again.

ALLAN
You lost control. 

KATE
I know, I got...I...

ALLAN
It can never happen again, do you 
understand?

She nods. For a long moment, they sit in silence.

ALLAN (CONT’D)
Are you familiar with the Order of 
the Knights of the Golden Circle?

KATE
The what?
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ALLAN 
The K.G.C. They were, at one time, 
a powerful clandestine society. A 
secret organization, rooted in the 
South. They covered this country 
like a plague.

KATE
Why are you telling me this?

ALLAN 
The numbers, Kate. 33 and 56.

A sudden look of remembrance crosses Kate’s face. The man who 
killed her parents.

ALLAN (CONT’D)
What is it, Kate?

KATE
You’ve heard them before?

ALLAN 
They were part of a code. A complex 
mode of communication created by 
the Order.

Allan hesitates.

ALLAN (CONT’D)
33 stood for the Order, the 
organization as a whole. 56 is a 
solitary Knight, a member of the 
Order. A Knight in danger would 
combine the two to create a cry for 
help, to find other members nearby 
who could assist in their plight. A 
captured Knight without hope of 
freedom was required to take his 
life and die with honor, to become 
a martyr. Or die in custody, a 
disgrace. It’s one of many ways the 
society guarded their secrets. 
Knights were required to keep their 
affiliation hidden at all costs. 

Allan studies her reaction.

ALLAN (CONT’D)
Two Knights could be sitting side 
by side and not know it.

Kate scoots over, uneasy.
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KATE
What happened to them?

ALLAN 
For years, they covertly integrated 
themselves into positions of power. 
They infiltrated society and 
government at all levels. The plan 
was for the chosen Knights to lie 
in wait, ready for the perfect 
opportunity to strike. They planned 
well, but the promise of power like 
that couldn’t sustain itself. The 
deceit they built their society on 
crashed and the Knights crumbled 
beneath their own ambition.

KATE
But John Maroney...

ALLAN
He was the last of a dying breed. A 
desperate man holding onto a dream. 
The Golden Circle, as they called 
it. It was to be an empire beyond 
anything this world had seen. From 
Cuba, through the Caribbean Islands 
and across South, Central and North 
America. Tyrannical, unyielding and 
built on slavery. Completely devoid 
of liberty and freedom.

KATE
(nervously)

What about Paul Lewis? He had the 
same tattoo as Maroney.

Suddenly, Allan looks caught off-guard. He tries to hide it.

ALLAN
Where did you hear the numbers?

KATE
How do you know all of this, Allan? 

ALLAN 
Information is my job.

KATE
Then why haven’t you mentioned the 
Knights until now?
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ALLAN
Please, Kate. Tell me where you 
heard the numbers.

KATE 
I...I don’t remember.

Pain fills her eyes and she stands up.

ALLAN
(unrelenting)

This is not a joke. Answer me.

KATE
Excuse me, I...I have to...

ALLAN
Where did you hear the numbers?

She tries to push past Allan. But he doesn’t move. Stern.

KATE 
Please. I can’t...

Kate fights the tears. Allan puts a firm hand on her arm.

ALLAN 
If you want to work for me, you 
have to make a choice. Will you 
focus on the present or spend your 
life chasing a ghost?

Her arm trembles, her breaths quicken. He loosens his grip.

ALLAN (CONT’D)
(suddenly reassuring)

The Knights are dead, Kate. The 
Order is gone.

Allan stands to let her pass. But Kate doesn’t move.

ALLAN (CONT’D)
I know it’s difficult, but the 
hardest choices are usually the 
most important.

She’s heard that before... Kate takes a deep breath, 
steadying her nerves.

EXT. DOWNTOWN CHICAGO - NIGHT

The city is still. Peaceful.
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INT. HOTEL - CONTINUOUS

The Attendant looks up from his paper as Kate approaches him. 
She looks unsettled.

KATE
Excuse me. Did the man who was 
looking for the Harkings, did he 
ever come by again?

ATTENDENT
Not since before you arrived. He 
never found you?

Kate shakes her head. 

INT. HOTEL ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Kate tears the “Chicago Tribune” clipping off the wall. 

She hesitates for a moment, then slides it into her playbook 
and tucks it deep into the back of her drawer. For good.

EXT. THE CHICAGO TRIBUNE OFFICE - MONTAGE - DAY

A printing press POUNDS out a series of headlines...

EXT. OPEN FIELD - MONTAGE - DAY

Allan oversees his agents doing physical exercises. Long runs 
and quick sprints. Push-ups. Swimming. Jumping jacks.

...across the top of the newspaper it reads “Supreme Court 
Decides Dred Scott, South Promises To Split!!”

Kate smiles as she catches her breath after the workout.

...below the fold, “Pinkerton’s Agents Capture Notorious 
Edgewater Crook.”

EXT. ILLINOIS STATE FAIR - MONTAGE - DAY

TWO MEN run through the huge CROWDS and LIVESTOCK. Behind 
them, Frank and George race to catch them.

...the headline reads “Lincoln Condemns Slavery Everywhere!”

The TWO MEN round a turn when a pleasant looking COUPLE, 
Timothy and Kate, points them towards an open shed.
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...below the fold, “Another Magnificent Pinkerton Collar!”

They run in and Kate shuts the door. Timothy throws the lock 
on and we see the sign, “Springfield Pig Pen.”

EXT. TRAIN STATION - MONTAGE - DAY

Disguised as a PORTER, Timothy punches tickets for a LINE OF 
PASSENGERS boarding a train.

...the headline announces “Mason-Dixon Line Splits Nation!” 

Dressed as a high class woman, Kate stands next to a NERVOUS 
MAN waiting in Timothy’s line. 

...in the corner, “Mysterious Pinkerton Agents Do It Again!”

As they reach the front, Timothy grins and slyly points his 
gun at the man. The man puts his hands up. Busted.

...the final headline proclaims “Lincoln Wins Republican 
Nomination!”

EXT. HILLSIDE - DUSK

GUNSHOTS echo across the rolling hills. 

The sun rests above the horizon. Dozens of bottles hang 
untouched from the branches of a dying tree.

ALLAN (O.S.)
You’re closer than you know, Kate.

Across a field, Kate aims a pistol at the bottles. Behind 
her, Allan watches every move.

She SHOOTS. And misses. Allan takes the gun.

ALLAN (CONT’D)
But you’re clouding your 
concentration. 

KATE
Let me try again.

Kate reaches for the gun but Allan holds it away from her.

KATE (CONT’D)
What are you doing?
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ALLAN
I need you focused for the Drysdale 
case.

KATE
I’ll get it, I promise.

For a long moment, Allan hesitates. She studies him.

KATE (CONT’D)
What’s wrong, Allan?

ALLAN 
Kate... How did you know about the 
Knights’ code?

KATE
What? I thought you said...

She looks thrown-off.

KATE (CONT’D)
Why are you doing this?

ALLAN 
Something’s holding you back, Kate.

He hands her the gun. 

ALLAN (CONT’D)
It’s up to you.

Kate turns away. She looks out over the growing city below. 
For a long moment, it’s silent except for the WIND.

KATE
They killed my parents. 

Allan approaches her, but she pushes him away.

KATE (CONT’D)
They took everything from me. 
Everything I ever knew or loved. 

Kate chokes up.

KATE (CONT’D)
It was the day before we were 
leaving New York, my parents were 
supposed to be at my play, but... 
They should’ve been with me, Allan. 
They weren’t even supposed to be at 
home. They never hurt anyone...
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A sudden look of concern fills Allan’s eyes.

ALLAN
Kate, I... I’m sorry. I--

BANG! Kate FIRES. A bottle SHATTERS. 

She SHOOTS again. Another bottle EXPLODES. 

Tears pour down her beat-red face. She drops to the ground, 
her body shakes.

ALLAN (CONT’D)
Kate, there’s something I--

KATE
Please, leave me alone. I... I’m 
sorry, I just... Please leave?

ALLAN
(reluctant)

There’s something I want to show 
you. Will you come by tonight? 

Allan leaves. Alone on the hillside, Kate dries her eyes.

INT. ALLAN’S HOUSE - NIGHT

A kerosene lamp flickers on the table in the center of the 
empty living room. There’s a KNOCK at the door.

KATE (O.S.)
Allan? Hello?

Books and files are stacked on the dresser. The knob turns, 
Kate enters. 

KATE (CONT’D)
Allan? I’m sorry about earlier. I 
let myself go, I... Hello?

Nothing. She sits at the table and thumbs through the files.

One catches her eye. It’s labeled “Kate Warne.” 

KATE (CONT’D)
Allan? Are you here?

No response. She looks outside. The streets are empty.

Hesitant, Kate opens the file...

62.



It’s filled with her pay stubs. A look of relief crosses her 
face as she flips through and slides it back with the others.

Suddenly, the file below grabs her attention--

“Walter Stark.”

Kate quickly shuts the blinds.

Nervously, she opens the file. A mess of scribbled dates and 
shorthand notes fill the pages. 

She flips to the last entry...

“July 4th. Walter Stark left for New York.”

KATE (CONT’D)
(mouthed to herself)

Independence Day...

She reads to the end. “Mission: Andrew Harking.” Terror fills 
her eyes.

Outside, FOOTSTEPS approach the front door.

Kate shoves the file back in the pile. Her breaths quicken.

CREAK. The knob TWISTS...

The front door opens. Allan stands in the doorway.

ALLAN
Hello?

The room is still.

ALLAN (CONT’D)
Kate? Anybody in here?

Allan thumbs through his files and sees that something is 
off... He draws his pistol. 

The closet door CREAKS, slightly ajar. 

Allan COCKS his gun and steps towards it.

He swings the door open and aims inside. Empty, other than 
his suits hanging from the rack.

Allan moves to the kitchen. Nothing.

The bedroom. Empty.

Quickly, he holsters his gun and races outside.
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When he closes the door behind him, Kate, no longer hidden by 
the open front door, releases a cautious sigh of relief.

INT. HOTEL - NIGHT

The Attendant looks excited as Kate races into the lobby.

ATTENDENT
Great news, ma’am!

She stops, out of breath. The Attendant smiles.

ATTENDENT (CONT’D)
That friend of yours stopped by, 
the tall gentleman. He just left, 
you can catch him if you hurry.

Kate races down the hallway.

ATTENDENT (CONT’D)
Ma’am?

INT. HOTEL ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Her room is dark, the door is ajar.

Kate steps inside. Her belongings appear untouched. 

Outside, she sees a light on in Pinkerton’s building.

She peers over the windowsill. Below, Allan rushes out of his 
office and disappears down the street.

Kate opens the drawer and pulls out her playbook.

INT. PINKERTON OFFICE - NIGHT

The office is empty. Kate steadies her breath as she enters.

She goes straight for the framed newspaper article on the 
wall, the Independence Day Edition...

SMASH! She shatters the frame on Emma’s desk. 

For a brief moment, Kate hesitates before pulling the 
newspaper out of the broken glass.

The paper CRINKLES as she unfolds it. She lays it flat on the 
desk. Fear fills her eyes as she looks down...

A missing piece is torn off of the top corner.
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Nervously, she pulls the clipping from her playbook and 
places it in the missing corner of Allan’s paper.

It’s a perfect fit. 

She races for the front door--

TIMOTHY (O.S.)
Does she know about Walter?

--instantly, she spins around and dives beneath Emma’s desk. 

The door opens and Allan enters with Timothy.

ALLAN 
I don’t know what she knows, but--

They see the smashed frame. For a moment, neither speaks.

ALLAN (CONT’D)
Last week, I opened my safe and the 
book was gone. If Drysdale gets it 
to the others, all of our work is 
for nothing.

Allan leans down to pick up the shattered glass. Inches away, 
beneath the desk, Kate holds her breath.

TIMOTHY
What about Frank?

ALLAN
He’ll be told the official mission 
objective, as always. We’re the 
only ones who can know about this.

Hidden, Kate struggles to stay still as Allan pours the 
broken glass into the trash by her feet.

TIMOTHY 
But what if Kate--

ALLAN
We can’t lose anymore time. Emma 
and George will stay here, they’ll 
contact us when she shows up. 

Allan gathers his files.

ALLAN (CONT’D)
Go by Frank’s, I want the three of 
us on the first train to 
Charleston. 

(MORE)
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When we arrive, you two will go 
about the mission as though nothing 
has changed, I’ll take care of the 
rest.

They head for the door. For a brief moment, Allan stops and 
surveys the office before extinguishing the kerosene lamp.

EXT. CHICAGO TRAIN STATION - DAWN

The platform is crowded with PASSENGERS. Allan, Frank and 
Timothy rush past a NEWSBOY.

NEWSBOY
Abraham Lincoln wins the United 
States presidential election! 
Outrage grips the South!

After they board, a VEILED WIDOW dressed in black steps on 
behind them. Kate.

INT. TRAIN - DAY

Allan, Frank and Timothy sit in the back row of the car.

ALLAN
After his head was bashed in, the 
bank teller, Gordon Case, drowned 
in a pool of his own blood. 

Hidden behind the veil, Kate sits in front of them. Timothy 
looks up and smiles but he doesn’t recognize her.

ALLAN (CONT’D)
$128,000 was taken from the safe.

Allan hands Timothy a Wanted poster with images of TWO MEN. 

ALLAN (CONT’D)
On the right is our suspect, 
Alexander Drysdale. A nervous man, 
known for his extreme paranoia.

Frank takes the poster.

ALLAN (CONT’D)
On the left, we have the late 
Gordon Case.

FRANK
Pity. He’s a handsome devil.

ALLAN (CONT’D)
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Allan and Timothy turn to him.

FRANK (CONT’D)
What?

On the poster, Gordon Case looks exactly like Frank.

ALLAN
How’s it feel to be a dead man, 
Frank?

In front of them, Kate listens to every word.

EXT. CHARLESTON, SOUTH CAROLINA - DUSK

The sun sinks on the horizon past Charleston Harbor.

BOOM! Magnificent fireworks fill the sky. A BAND plays.

MALE VOICE (O.S.)
Abraham Lincoln ain’t our goddamn 
president! Not in the South!

EXT. CHARLESTON, SOUTH CAROLINA - STREETS - CONTINUOUS

THRONGS of Southern gentlemen and well-dressed ladies hurry 
past a sweaty ROTUND MAN standing on a soap box.

ROTUND MAN
Stand up for your rights! Vote to 
withdraw from the Union!

Nervously weaving through the masses, a jittery ALEXANDER 
DRYSDALE (40) keeps his head down and follows the crowd into--

INT. ST. ANDREW’S HALL - CONTINUOUS

--a packed convention hall. Drysdale takes the last seat in 
the last row near the exit.

TIMOTHY (O.S.)
Scoot on over, tenderfoot.

Drysdale looks up to see Timothy, puffing on a thick cigar.

DRYSDALE
But...I...but this is my seat, I...

TIMOTHY
Hurry up and git.
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Timothy shoves him aside and sits down next to him.

TIMOTHY (CONT’D)
Damn proud to see all these fine 
folks turn out today.

Drysdale ignores him, annoyed. 

Timothy turns and winks to Frank, lurking in the shadows of 
the rear doorway.

EXT. CHARLESTON, SOUTH CAROLINA - STREETS - NIGHT

Night falls as the last of the crowd filters into the 
convention hall.

Walking against the grain, Allan pushes his way through the 
masses and turns down a dark alley.

A moment later, dressed as the veiled widow, Kate trails him 
down the same alley.

MALE VOICE (O.S.)
(shouting passionately)

We, the people of the State of 
South Carolina--

INT. ST. ANDREW’S HALL - CONTINUOUS

A FIERY POLITICIAN addresses the ROOTING audience.

POLITICIAN
--in convention assembled, do 
declare and ordain that the union--

Drysdale stares straight ahead, engrossed with the speaker. 

A finger TAPS his shoulder. Drysdale ignores it.

POLITICIAN (O.S.) (CONT’D)
--now subsisting between South 
Carolina and other States, under 
the name of--

The hand taps Drysdale again. Without looking over, Drysdale 
shoos it away.

DRYSDALE
Please. I’m trying to pay 
attention.
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POLITICIAN (O.S.) 
--the “United States of America,” 
is hereby dissolved!

The frenetic crowd jumps out of their seats and CHEERS. 
Drysdale joins in.

GRUFF VOICE (O.S.)
Why’d you do it, Alexander?

Amidst the celebration, Drysdale suddenly freezes.

He turns to see Frank, covered head-to-toe in dirt and blood, 
sitting where Timothy had been.

DRYSDALE
Gordon?

Outside, fireworks EXPLODE.

EXT. CHARLESTON, SOUTH CAROLINA - STREETS - NIGHT

A thick fog hangs in the air. In the distance, FIREWORKS 
light up the sky.

Allan rushes through the deserted cobblestone streets on the 
outskirts of town. 

As he approaches the front door of a quaint Victorian home, 
Allan looks over his shoulder. 

He swiftly picks the lock and enters.

Across the street, Kate steps out of the shadows and removes 
her veil.

INT. ST. ANDREW’S HALL - NIGHT

The BAND plays “Dixie.” The crowd ROARS, celebrating the 
secession.  

Bewildered, Drysdale reaches out to touch Frank.

DRYSDALE
Gordon... How’s it possible, you...

Frank dodges his touch and jumps up.

FRANK
Repent, Alexander! Repent!
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EXT. CHARLESTON, SOUTH CAROLINA - STREETS - CONTINUOUS

Frank races into the crowded street, Drysdale runs after him.

FRANK
Gordon! Wait! Please!

Fireworks EXPLODE overhead, celebratory cannon fire THUNDERS 
in the distance.

FRANK (CONT’D)
CONFESS AND BE FORGIVEN!!

Frank ducks through the mass of people.

FRANK (CONT’D)
REPENT, ALEXANDER! REPENT!

DRYSDALE
They made me do it, Gordon!

Up ahead, Frank disappears around a corner.

Out of breath, Drysdale presses through the crowd and chases 
him around the corner--

BAM! He SLAMS into Frank. 

FRANK
Why did you do it, Alexander?

Frank grabs Drysdale and digs his nails into his arms.

FRANK (CONT’D)
REPENT! NOW!

Suddenly, Drysdale’s eyes shift from horror to confusion. He 
studies Frank’s face... 

The gore make-up has begun to sweat off.

FRANK (CONT’D)
CONFESS AND--

SMACK! Drysdale knees him in the crotch. Frank lets out a 
high pitched YELP and keels over.

Timothy races to his side and picks him up.

TIMOTHY
Come on! We can catch him!
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INT. DRYSDALE’S HOUSE - BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

A framed daguerreotype image of Drysdale sits atop a desk.

Allan knocks the frame over as he frantically searches 
through a pile of papers and a stack of books.

Frustrated, he stops his search. 

He picks up the cracked frame and sets it back on the desk. 
The room is still. 

A firework EXPLODES outside. Allan jumps, startled.

Suddenly, something grabs his attention... 

One of the floorboards is a shade lighter than the others.

EXPLOSIONS echo in the distance. But now Allan ignores them.

He grabs a letter opener off of the desk and uses it to pry 
the board loose. The wood CREAKS as he pulls it up.

Beneath, he finds a small hiding spot filled with notebooks 
and maps. He unfolds a map labeled “FORT SUMTER.”

CLICK CLACK. Allan freezes.

He turns to see Kate, her gun aimed directly at him.

KATE
Put your hands in the air.

ALLAN
What are you doing here, Kate?

KATE 
NOW, GODDAMNIT!

Slowly, Allan raises his arms.

ALLAN
Kate, you don’t understand.

KATE 
You’re one of them.

ALLAN 
Put the gun down. I can explain 
everything.

KATE
You’re one of the them! Stop lying 
to me! 
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ALLAN
If you’d just lower the gun--

BOOM! Fireworks ERUPT in the distance. Neither flinch. Kate’s 
hand trembles.

KATE
Explain Walter Stark!

ALLAN
I need you to trust me right now, 
Kate. There’s no time for this.

KATE
WALTER STARK KILLED MY PARENTS!

ALLAN
What? What are you talking about?

Kate steadies her hand.

KATE
Shut up! Just shut up! I know what 
you are. I know what you’ve done!

ALLAN
Kate, you’ve got it all wrong. 
Walter Stark was...

Allan trails off, his gaze is stuck on something behind Kate. 

She turns. Standing in the doorway, Drysdale has a pistol in 
each hand, one aimed at Kate and one pointed at Allan.

DRYSDALE
House guests. Welcome.

He COCKS his pistols and cautiously walks towards Allan. 

Drysdale reaches into his hiding spot and pulls out a book... 

Small and dark red, Kate recognizes it from Allan’s safe.

DRYSDALE (CONT’D)
Lose something, Mr. Pinkerton?

KATE
You two know each other?

BANG! A bullet rips through Drysdale’s shoulder. He’s jolted, 
but manages to hold onto both guns. 

Kate aims her pistol at Drysdale.
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They all turn to see Timothy, smoking gun in hand, rush 
through the doorway with Frank. 

Drysdale steadies one gun on Kate and the other at Frank and 
Timothy.

Timothy and Frank aim at Drysdale.

ALLAN
Kate, give me the gun--

KATE 
Don’t move, Allan!

Kate spins her gun back on Allan. He freezes. 

TIMOTHY
What the hell are you doing, Kate?

The entire house is still.

A five-person stand off. Guns on everyone. 

BOOM! A cannon fires in the distance. No one moves.

ALLAN
Kate, you don’t know what you’re 
doing. Drysdale is--

BANG BANG! Drysdale simultaneously fires both his pistols--

One bullet tears through Allan’s arm.

Timothy lunges at Kate--

They SLAM onto the floor as the other bullet SHATTERS the 
window behind them. 

Drysdale races out the front door. Frank SHOOTS but misses.

Timothy pushes himself up.

From the floor, Kate aims at Allan, clutching his bloody arm.

KATE
Timothy, your leg.

Timothy looks down. Blood is soaking through his pants.

TIMOTHY
The things I do for you, Kate.

But Kate doesn’t take her pistol off of Allan.
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ALLAN 
(urgently to Kate)

Drysdale is a Knight. Somehow, he 
obtained my notes. That is why 
we’re here.

FRANK
What are you talking about, Allan?

ALLAN 
That book has everything I’ve 
worked for. It is all the Order 
needs to defeat us.

KATE
They were never gone, were they?

Timothy slides to the ground, blood pours down his leg. 

TIMOTHY
Don’t worry about me, guys. I’m 
doing...really...great.

ALLAN
(to Kate)

I’m sorry I kept it from you. But I 
had to be sure you weren’t one of 
them, baiting me. As long as they 
fight in the darkness, so will I.

Allan looks faint, blood drips down his arm.

ALLAN (CONT’D)
I can tell you where he’s headed...

Her hand trembles.

ALLAN (CONT’D)
The enemy is out there, Kate. The 
choice is yours.

EXT. CHARLESTON, SOUTH CAROLINA - STREETS - CONTINUOUS

Kate spurs her HORSE as she rides full-speed through the dark 
outskirts of town towards the sprawling Charleston Bay.

EXT. CHARLESTON, SOUTH CAROLINA - HARBOR - CONTINUOUS

Water stretches out in front of her. Up shore, the fireworks 
BURST in the night sky.
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She squints in the darkness. On the horizon, she see a large 
island in the middle of the harbor. Fort Sumter.

Suddenly, the ONCOMING GALLOP of a horse nears. She quickly 
hides in the shadows--

Frank rides out of the darkness. 

FRANK
Kate, wait! It’s just me.

EXT. CHARLESTON BAY - OPEN WATER - NIGHT

An oar cuts through the silky water as Frank paddles a small 
rowboat towards Fort Sumter. 

Sitting across from him, Kate lets the calm breeze blowing 
across the bay float over her face. 

KATE
Thanks for coming, Frank. Really.

Frank looks up and smiles. Sweat drips down his forehead.

FRANK
It wasn’t my idea, Allan sent me. 
He didn’t want you out here alone.

As Frank rows, Kate suddenly notices a tattoo on his arm, 
partially hidden by his rolled up sleeve...

FRANK (CONT’D)
Isn’t Fort Sumter abandoned, 
anyway?

...two snakes forming a circle!

Kate goes stone faced.

FRANK (CONT’D)
Something wrong, Kate?

KATE
No. Nothing, I...I just...I hope 
Allan and Timothy will be okay.

EXT. FORT SUMTER - NIGHT

A U.S. flag FLAPS in the wind above the massive island fort.

Kate and Frank row through a series of small ships already 
docked at the port and run up the shore.
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KATE
Let’s split up.

FRANK
Okay. But if you find him first, 
wait. Don’t do anything without me.

Kate runs off. Frank heads the opposite direction.

MALE VOICE (O.S.)
Tonight, we take our first step 
towards the final battle!

EXT. FORT SUMTER - OPEN QUAD - A FEW MOMENTS LATER

On the inner field, hundreds of CLOAKED MEN in white masks 
form a half-circle around a blazing fire pit.

At the head of the men, the GRAND KNIGHT looks out over the 
others, his distinct voice fills the quad.

GRAND KNIGHT
From the blood of the faithless and 
treacherous, our empire will grow!

MASKED MEN
(in response)

The truth is our power! 56, 33 for 
the 29 and 17!

INT. FORT SUMTER - CORRIDOR - CONTINUOUS

Kate ducks through the shadows of a long hallway.

GRAND KNIGHT (O.S.)
The Golden Circle shall be ours!

She climbs a stone staircase until she reaches a small 
opening and peers out.

INT. FORT SUMTER - OPEN QUAD - CONTINUOUS

On the quad, the Grand Knight walks through the huge mass of 
masked men.

GRAND KNIGHT
The end of their rule is near, 
unrivaled power will soon be ours. 
Our new Roman Empire will rise!  

The men HOWL.
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GRAND KNIGHT (CONT’D)
The Fernandina plot has begun!

INT. FORT SUMTER - CORRIDOR - CONTINUOUS

Fernandina. In the corridor, recognition crosses Kate’s face. 
Something clicks. Not Freddy, not Fern and Dina...

She MOUTHS the word. Fernandina.

MASKED MEN (O.S.)
The truth is our power! 56, 33 for 
the 29 and 17!

Suddenly, something below catches her eye...

EXT. FORT SUMTER - OPEN QUAD - CONTINUOUS

Drysdale stands near a doorway across the field.

By the fire pit, the Grand Knight throws up his arms.

GRAND KNIGHT
Our Knights have infiltrated the 
North. They await our signal. The 
stage has been set for the Golden 
Circle to reign!

INT. FORT SUMTER - CORRIDOR - CONTINUOUS

Kate races through the maze of hallways.

GRAND KNIGHT (O.S.)
And now I have a special surprise. 

Down a long set of stairs, her FOOTSTEPS bounce off the walls 
of the dark corridor.

Light breaks through a doorway up ahead. She stops.

GRAND KNIGHT (O.S.) (CONT’D)
One of our local brothers has 
obtained a very unique book from a 
Knight planted deep within our 
enemy ranks.

Standing in the opening, Drysdale watches the proceedings. He 
holds the clasped book at his side.

GRAND KNIGHT (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Brother Drysdale, please join us!
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Drysdale smiles. In the shadows, Kate inches towards him.

The men CHEER. Drysdale steps into the quad.

SMACK! Kate SLAMS into him, snatches the book and disappears 
into the dark corridor.

GRAND KNIGHT (CONT’D)
GET HER!!

Kate sprints through the hallways. 

No exit in sight.

Behind her, dozens of masked men give chase, their TRAMPLING 
FOOTSTEPS growing louder and louder.

She races up a staircase.

INT. FORT SUMTER - CORRIDOR - CONTINUOUS

Exposed beneath the moonlight, Kate dashes along the upper 
walkway. 

Over her shoulder, she sees the men closing in.

On the quad below, other masked men SHOUT and point. GUNSHOTS 
ring out as bullets WHIZ past her. 

Kate reaches a brick wall. 

Cornered. 

She clutches the book. The American flag WHIPS in the wind.

The men get closer.

Kate looks down, fifty feet to the quad below.

Bullets PIERCE the wall behind her. The men are almost upon 
her...

She shuts her eyes. Deep breath. She jumps and barely catches 
the flag flapping in the wind--

CRACK! The wooden flag pole SNAPS at the base.

EXT. FORT SUMTER - OPEN QUAD - CONTINUOUS

The flagpole tilts. Kate plunges towards the raging fire pit--

She lands inches away from the flames.
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The flag falls over her, it burns in the fire. 

Blackness. Smoke. 

Guns COCK all around her. The flag is yanked off.

She’s surrounded by the men with guns. Kate races towards the 
fire, ready to burn Allan’s book--

A blood-curdling SCREAM ECHOES through the quad--

FRANK (O.S.)
KATE! WAIT!

She freezes, dangling the book above the whipping flames as a 
MASKED MAN drags Frank, bloody and beaten, through the crowd.

Behind Frank, the Grand Knight steps forward.

GRAND KNIGHT
Hand over the book and your friend 
lives.

Frank spits blood. Kate looks panicked as she holds the book 
over the fire.

KATE
Are you one of them, Frank?

FRANK
What are you talking about!? Of 
course not! Throw it in! Now!

KATE
I saw your tattoo.

FRANK
It’s a goddamn tattoo, Kate! It 
doesn’t mean anything!!

The Grand Knight reaches out to Kate. 

GRAND KNIGHT
Is that book worth his life?

FRANK 
GODDAMNIT, KATE! BURN THE BOOK!

She hesitates. Blood covers Frank’s terrified face.

FRANK (CONT’D)
BURN THE GODDAMN BOOK!
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Reluctantly, she moves away from the fire and hands the book 
to the Grand Knight. 

The Masked Man drops Frank. He catches his breath.

FRANK (CONT’D)
I’m so sorry, Kate.

KATE
It’s not your fault, I...

Frank stands up and brushes himself off. He spits more blood.

FRANK
Be gentle with her. We can use her 
for leverage.

Dread fills Kate’s eyes.

FRANK (CONT’D)
(to the man carrying him)

Make it look real does not mean 
almost kill me.

MASKED MAN
Like pistol whipping me in New 
Orleans--

Suddenly, Kate leaps at Frank and the Masked Man. Enraged. 

KATE
Goddamn you, Frank!

The cloaked men tackle her and pull her off. In the scuffle, 
she tears off the Masked Man’s mask...

John Maroney.

SLAM! Kate is thrown to the ground. She looks up in horror. 

JOHN
What brings you to Charleston, Mrs. 
Imbert?

The Grand Knight pushes his way through the commotion.

GRAND KNIGHT
There will be no hostages. Only a 
clear warning to our enemies. Find 
out what she knows and kill her. 

KATE
How could you, Frank!?
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The cloaked men grab Kate. She kicks relentlessly.

FRANK
Frank? I don’t know a Frank, Kate.

He aims a pistol at her face.

FRANK (CONT’D)
Does Allan know about Baltimore?

Kate spits in his eye. He COCKS the gun.

FRANK (CONT’D)
Now is no time to play tough, Kate!

KATE
Go to hell you sonofa--

BANG! A single SHOT echoes across the quad. Kate clenches her 
eyes shut.

For a moment, a tense SILENCE sweeps the quad. She slowly 
opens her eyes to see...

Blood spills out of a hole in Frank’s forehead as he drops to 
the ground.

MALE VOICE (O.S.)
Throw down your weapons on orders 
of the United States Army!

Through the cloaked bodies, Kate sees an ARMY MAJOR (55) 
backed by A FULL CORE OF OFFICERS, rifles aimed at the men.

Suddenly, one of the masked men SHOOTS. 

GUNSHOTS ring out! 

The men drop Kate as chaos envelops the fort. 

Bloodied bodies SLAM to the quad, bullets RICOCHET off the 
stone walls.

SOLDIERS charge with bayonets and swords--

Kate crawls through the mayhem--

John grabs her legs and drags her towards the fire pit. She 
desperately kicks at him. 

He reaches for her throat--

WHACK! A stray bullet rips through his chest. John’s body 
SLAMS to the ground.
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Amidst the confusion and destruction, Kate disappears into 
the dark shadows of the fort’s corridors.

INT. HOTEL ROOM - DAWN

Drysdale’s notes are scattered around the room. Allan, his 
arm bandaged, meticulously studies them in the morning light.

The door CREAKS. A gun COCKS. Allan spins around.

In the doorway, Kate has her pistol aimed at Allan. Bruised 
and beaten, she shuts the door.

ALLAN
Kate, you’re alive. I--

KATE
What were you expecting?

ALLAN
Last night Major Robert Anderson 
led a secret mission to occupy Fort 
Sumter before the secessionists 
took control. Kate, I thought I’d 
led you into a battle zone.

KATE
Why did you send Frank after me?

ALLAN
I didn’t. I’ll explain on the way, 
but right now we have to hurry--

KATE 
He was a Knight, Allan!

ALLAN
Kate, I’ll explain everything! But 
we must leave right now if--

KATE
YOU SENT HIM TO KILL ME!

ALLAN
Goddamnit! Stop this nonsense! If I 
wanted to hurt you, I’d have done 
so long ago!

Suddenly, Kate SCREAMS as she charges Allan. He grabs her and 
holds her tight. She clutches the gun.

KATE 
WHAT DO YOU WANT FROM ME!?
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ALLAN
DROP THE GUN, KATE!

She kicks frantically in his arms.

KATE
You had to know he was one of them!

Allan wrestles her to the ground.

ALLAN 
LET IT GO! DROP THE GUN, KATE! 

She drops the pistol. It CLINKS to the floor. Allan lets her 
go and they sit in silence, BREATHING heavily.

KATE
He’s dead, Allan. Frank is dead.

ALLAN 
Now do you see what we’re fighting?

KATE
You knew?

ALLAN
But I didn’t send him. After my 
notes disappeared, I found a 
decoded message from Drysdale on 
Frank’s desk. He got sloppy. I had 
to keep him close to lead us back 
to the book and hopefully to the 
Order’s senior ranks... But last 
night, he went after you before I 
could stop him.

KATE
He had the same tattoo as Paul 
Lewis and John Maroney.

ALLAN
I know. The Circle of Two Snakes. 
It’s an initiation branding. This 
all fits together, Kate. Lewis, 
Maroney, Drysdale, Frank. They’re 
all the same. The Knights are my 
mission. They’re our mission.

KATE 
Tell me everything, Allan. Right 
now. No more hiding, no more lies.

A long silence. Allan pushes himself up and walks to the 
desk. 
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ALLAN
I planned on giving you this the 
night you disappeared.

He hands her a thick envelope. Kate studies it.

ALLAN (CONT’D)
It’s from your father.

KATE
But... But that’s impossible.

ALLAN
You are Kate Harking, aren’t you?

KATE
(stunned)

How could you possibly know that?

ALLAN 
Does the name Fernandina mean 
anything to you?

Kate looks bewildered.

KATE
The man who killed my parents said 
it, before he...and last night...

ALLAN 
As your father was finalizing your 
family’s move to Chicago, he was 
approached by a man named 
Fernandina. This man presented 
himself to you father as a wealthy 
landowner and told him he had a 
plan to make the move financially 
beneficial for the both of them.

KATE
My dad was an honest man...

Tears swell in her eyes.

ALLAN
The deal was simple. Fernandina 
offered to purchase a home for your 
family in Chicago, so long as his 
employees would be allowed to stay 
there as needed during their 
extensive travels around the 
country to expand his properties.

Allan puts his hand on Kate’s shoulder.

84.



ALLAN (CONT’D)
Your father accepted his 
proposition.

Kate pushes Allan away. 

KATE
My dad wouldn’t do that! He worked 
hard so we could afford to move--

ALLAN
He was broke. But he wanted to give 
you a better life. At any cost. 

KATE
How do you know all of this!?

ALLAN
One day, a stranger showed up at 
your home, Kate. An employee of 
Fernandina. He was covered in blood 
and carrying a Wells Fargo lockbox. 
And although your family had not 
yet left New York, per the 
agreement, he demanded sanctuary.

Kate pulls the long letter out of the envelope.

ALLAN (CONT’D)
But your father refused, fearing 
he’d gone too far and had put you 
and your mother in danger. 

Her tears drip onto the handwritten pages of the letter.

ALLAN (CONT’D)
The following morning he told 
Fernandina their deal was off, but 
it was too late. The employee 
disappeared with the lockbox. 
Fernandina accused your father of 
killing this man and stealing the 
contents of the box for himself.

She reaches the last page. It’s signed “Andrew Harking.”

ALLAN (CONT’D)
And that’s when Andrew Harking 
contacted me. I immediately sent a 
liaison to escort your family 
safely to Chicago, where I could 
provide protection. 

(MORE)
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I wrote your address on the corner 
of a newspaper and gave it to my 
trusted friend, Walter Stark, ex-
Calvary--

KATE
Walter Stark killed them, Allan! 
You sent a murderer!

Tears pour down her face.

ALLAN
Walter’s throat was slit in Indiana 
two days after he left Chicago.

Kate shakes her head furiously.

KATE
No! I saw him. I saw Walter Stark! 
He shot himself in front of me!

ALLAN
What you saw was a man carrying 
Walter’s gun. The real Walter Stark 
was ambushed by members of the 
Order outside of Fort Wayne. He was 
stripped of everything, including 
the gun with his name etched in the 
handle.

Allan sits next to Kate. She can barely control her SOBS.

ALLAN (CONT’D)
Kate, the same men who killed your 
parents, murdered Walter Stark.

Kate is silent, taking this all is in. Trying to understand. 
She rests her head on Allan’s shoulder, her body quivers.

ALLAN (CONT’D)
Will you trust me now, Kate?

Allan stands and gently lifts her to her feet. She takes a 
deep breath, looks up at him and nods.

ALLAN (CONT’D)
Then there’s no time to lose...

EXT. CHARLESTON, SOUTH CAROLINA - STREETS - MORNING

A dense morning fog hangs in the air as Kate and Allan hustle 
through the deserted cobblestone streets. 

ALLAN (CONT’D)
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ALLAN 
According to the notes Drysdale 
left behind, the Knights are 
planning a major attack on the 
Northern infrastructure.

Timothy limps along behind them, trying to keep up.

ALLAN (CONT’D)
Most likely, their targets will be 
railroads, mail routes...everything 
a decent society is built on.

A train whistle BLOWS in the distance.

KATE 
Why did you wait to tell me about 
my father?

Allan hesitates, clutching a stack of papers. Drysdale’s 
notes.

ALLAN
When I finally put it together, 
Kate, you disappeared... When I 
found out about your parent’s 
murder, I held onto the hope that 
you would somehow find your way to 
the hotel I’d arranged for your 
family. But I knew nothing about 
you, except what your father had 
told me. I checked the hotel daily, 
but soon I received word from the 
Chemung County Sheriff that you’d 
been kidnapped and were presumed 
dead. I stopped hoping...I never 
went back there until a few nights 
ago. Again, looking for you.

They walk in silence as they approach a fog-filled train 
station. He stops and turns to her.

ALLAN (CONT’D)
I’m sorry I lied to you about the 
Order, Kate. I was trying to 
protect you.

KATE
Why are you after them?

A sudden sadness fills his eyes. He tries to hide it.
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TIMOTHY (O.S.)
Didn’t anyone ever teach you two to 
help the injured?

Allan quickly composes himself as Timothy catches up. 

KATE
I’m sorry I doubted you, Allan.

TIMOTHY
Um...am I interrupting something?

Kate studies Allan as he hands her Drysdale’s notes.

ALLAN 
If these notes are correct, 
Fernandina is living in Baltimore 
under the protection of a local 
police Lieutenant, Jeremiah Forest. 
Forest is a fierce secessionist and 
senior Knight. We can assume that, 
if successful, this plot will be 
detrimental to the welfare of the 
Union. War is brewing and the 
Knights are fueling it. We have to 
get to Baltimore before it’s too 
late.

A train cuts through the fog as it pulls into the station.

ALLAN (CONT’D)
This is a secret war we’ve entered 
and what we do must be forever 
erased from the pages of history. 
Do you understand? The applause 
will never be for us.

EXT. BALTIMORE, MARYLAND - STREETS - NIGHT

THUNDER rolls through the snow-covered city. Dark clouds fill 
the skies, snow falls on the muddy streets.

MALE VOICE (O.S.)
And let us bathe our hands in 
Caesar's blood! Up to the elbows, 
and besmear our swords--

An unseen audience CHEERS--

MALE VOICE (O.S.) (CONT’D)
--then walk we forth waving our red 
weapons o'er our heads, let's all 
cry, "Peace, freedom, and liberty!"
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The frosted poster in front of the local theater reads 
“TONIGHT! J.B. Wilkes in Shakespeare's Julius Caesar.”

INT. BALTIMORE THEATER - CONTINUOUS

The AUDIENCE is silent, completely captivated. 

On stage, JULIUS CAESAR lies on the floor dead. His assassins 
huddle over him, including CASSIUS and BRUTUS.

CASSIUS
How many ages hence shall this our 
lofty scene be acted o'er in States 
unborn and accents yet unknown!

BRUTUS
How many times shall Caesar bleed 
in sport? That now on Pompey's 
basis lies along no worthier than 
the dust!

At the back of the audience, Timothy and Kate watch the 
performance. They look great, dressed to the nines.

CASSIUS
So often shall the knot of us be 
called the men that gave their 
country liberty!

INT. BALTIMORE THEATER - CONTINUOUS

ELEGANT WOMEN and PRESTIGIOUS MEN pour out of the theater and 
into the ornate lobby, including Timothy and Kate.

Timothy limps, slightly. He puts his arm around Kate.

TIMOTHY
Any idea which one of these folks 
is Lieutenant Forest?

Kate quickly pushes his arm away.

TIMOTHY (CONT’D)
Come on. We’re supposed to be a 
couple. 

KATE
Brother and sister.

TIMOTHY
Bit ungrateful, don’t you think?
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KATE 
Stop fooling around.

TIMOTHY
Did you forget Drysdale’s already? 
What’s that, three times? But who’s 
counting?

Suddenly, something across the room catches Kate’s eye. She 
looks momentarily unnerved.

TIMOTHY (CONT’D)
Kate? Are you even listening to me?

KATE 
Let’s go, dear brother.

Kate leads Timothy through the mingling crowd until they 
reach TWO MEN drinking in the corner--

KATE (CONT’D)
Magnificent, sir! I absolutely 
loved you up there tonight!

--and she throws her arms around the ACTOR (23) who played 
Julius Caesar. His drink spills down his shirt.

He politely LAUGHS and pushes her off as courteously as 
possible. They shake.

ACTOR
John Wilkes Booth. Thank you for 
your kindness, ma’am.

(to the other man)
Excuse me, Lieutenant.

And John Wilkes Booth walks away. 

OTHER MAN (O.S.)
Go in grace, arrive with virtue.

Kate turns to the other man. 

She recognizes him instantly...the Tall Man who murdered her 
parents. This is Jeremiah Forest. Kate smiles.

KATE
I didn’t mean to scare off your 
little friend.

JEREMIAH
I should thank you. All John Booth 
ever talks about is John Booth. 
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He eyes Kate with a curious grin.

JEREMIAH (CONT’D)
Have we met before?

KATE
(seductive)

Are you coming on to me already? I 
don’t even know your name.

Jeremiah takes her hand kisses it. She steals a glance at his 
wrist and sees the same tattoo she saw so long ago...

But now she realizes the two lines forming a circle are 
actually two snakes. The same as Lewis, Maroney and Frank.

JEREMIAH
Lieutenant Jeremiah Forest. It’s a--

Timothy snatches Jeremiah’s hand and shakes it roughly.

TIMOTHY
(energetic)

Bobby Logan, pleasure. I’ve got the 
utmost respect for law officers. 
Always thought I’d make a good one 
myself if I put my mind to it.

Kate digs her high heel into his toe. He stifles a scream.

KATE
Just another lost dream. Bobby.

(to Jeremiah)
Please excuse my brother.

TIMOTHY 
Who needs a drink? Other than me.

JEREMIAH
Two glasses of red.

TIMOTHY
Right. Of course. Red. Let’s make 
it three, shall we?

Timothy heads to the bar. Kate eyes Jeremiah, engagingly.

KATE
Sorry. He’s a bit slow upstairs.

JEREMIAH
Perhaps you and I should have that 
drink at my place? Alone.
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At the bar, Timothy gets the drinks. When he turns around, 
Jeremiah and Kate are gone.

EXT. BALTIMORE, MARYLAND - STREETS - NIGHT

The snow-covered streets are deserted. Jeremiah holds an 
umbrella over Kate and leads her to an apartment building.

KATE
Lieutenant Forest. That sounds so 
distinguished. 

He grins, as they head inside, past a stack of newspapers. 
The headline reads, “Jefferson Davis Elected President Of The 
Confederate States.”

INT. JEREMIAH’S APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

Jeremiah and Kate brush off the snow as they stumble into his 
fancy candlelit apartment.

JEREMIAH
What’s your name, anyway?

Kate demurely smiles as she unbuttons the top of her shirt.

KATE
Cherry Logan.

JEREMIAH
What’ll you have, Cherry Logan?

KATE
You’ll find out in one sweet 
minute.

INT. JEREMIAH’S APARTMENT - BATHROOM - CONTINUOUS

Kate locks the bathroom door behind her and pulls a pistol 
from beneath her dress.

JEREMIAH (O.S.)
Sixty. Fifty-nine. Fifty-eight.

She checks the bullets, fully loaded, and hides the gun 
behind her back.

KATE
You sure know how to turn a girl 
on, Lieutenant.
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JEREMIAH (O.S.)
Three, two, one.

INT. JEREMIAH’S APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

Jeremiah is sprawled on the bed, wearing only his long johns. 
Kate walks out of the bathroom fully clothed.

JEREMIAH
You forgot to take your clothes 
off.

KATE
I have a better idea.

Kate slowly unbuttons her shirt.

KATE (CONT’D)
I want to know how impressive Mr. 
Lieutenant Forest really is.

The candle light flickers on Jeremiah’s eager face.

JEREMIAH 
Get that pretty little ass over 
here and let’s get rough.

Kate takes a stern step back and buttons up her shirt.

JEREMIAH (CONT’D)
All right, all right! You want to 
play, we’ll play.

KATE
Tell me, what makes you so special?

JEREMIAH
You’re joking, right?

She shakes her head.

JEREMIAH (CONT’D)
If that’s how you want it. I’m the 
man responsible for order around 
here.

Jeremiah grins anxiously. She undoes a few buttons and stops.

JEREMIAH (CONT’D)
I got you with a kiss on the hand, 
didn’t I?
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KATE
You can do better than that.

Kate slowly walks towards him.

JEREMIAH 
You need anything in Baltimore, you 
come see me. What I say goes.

She smiles as she slides her shirt off and steps behind him.

KATE
Don’t stop, unless you want me to, 
too.

Kate ties her shirt over his eyes and blindfolds him.

JEREMIAH
I AM A KING AMONG MEN!

She steps back, a look of disgust on her face.

JEREMIAH (CONT’D)
Come on! What?!

KATE
Let’s not get carried away now.

JEREMIAH
(laughs)

All right, I got a good one for 
you. But you’ve got to promise not 
to tell anyone.

Kate leans down behind him and rests her breasts on his 
shoulder. She softly blows in his ear.

KATE
Better make it real good.

Jeremiah takes a deep and excited breath.

JEREMIAH 
How often does Cherry Logan get to 
spend the night with the man who 
saved the Union?

Repulsed, Kate licks his ear.

KATE
And how do you plan to do that, Mr. 
Lieutenant Jeremiah Forest?

He smiles.
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JEREMIAH 
By killing Abraham Lincoln.

Kate freezes. She rubs her fingers down his chest as she 
searches for her words.

KATE
You’re just trying to impress me.

JEREMIAH
Be there when he arrives in 
Baltimore and see for yourself. 
Guaranteed to be a spectacle.

With one hand seductively touching Jeremiah, Kate reaches 
behind her back and cautiously pulls out her pistol...

KATE
Hell, I think that deserves all my 
clothes on the floor. Don’t you, 
Lieutenant?

Jeremiah grins huge. 

Kate aims her gun at him and quietly pulls back the hammer--

BANG BANG BANG! A KNOCK on the door, Jeremiah jumps up.

MALE VOICE (O.S.)
Forest? Open up!

Kate quickly hides the pistol behind her back as Jeremiah 
scrambles to pull off the blindfold and get dressed. 

JEREMIAH 
Don’t go anywhere, Cherry Logan.

She gives Jeremiah a wicked grin as he opens the door. 

In the hallway, Kate catches a glimpse of a MAN in silhouette 
before the door SLAMS shut.

INT. ALLAN’S HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

Allan’s notes are scattered around the room. Timothy paces 
back and forth nervously as Allan watches him.

ALLAN 
We have to trust that she knows 
what she’s doing, Timothy.

He stops pacing.
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TIMOTHY
Why would she leave without telling 
me? We’re supposed to cover each--

KNOCK KNOCK! Timothy opens the door. Kate pushes her way in.

TIMOTHY (CONT’D)
Glad to have you back, slick.

KATE
Shut up, Timothy. Allan, they’re 
going to assassinate Lincoln.

Allan looks stunned.

ALLAN
You’re sure?

Kate nods and Allan immediately digs through his notes.

TIMOTHY
How’d you figure that out so 
quickly? 

KATE
By not being a man.

TIMOTHY
What the hell does that mean?

Allan picks up his papers and reads them.

ALLAN
Lincoln’s in Philadelphia.

TIMOTHY
We can send a telegram.

ALLAN
His entourage could be in on it, 
the telegram will be intercepted.

KATE
We have to reach him ourselves.

ALLAN
He’ll never go for it--

They both turn to Allan.

KATE & TIMOTHY
You know him?

Allan sneaks a small grin.
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ALLAN
--but it’s our only option. There’s 
no time to spare.

EXT. COUNTRYSIDE - NIGHT

The WHISTLE blows as a cargo train cuts through the night.

Black soot from the engine rains down on Kate, Timothy and 
Allan, sitting on the floor behind the soot-faced CONDUCTOR.

TIMOTHY (O.S.)
So how do you know Abraham Lincoln?

EXT. THE ROYAL HOTEL - NIGHT

Covered in soot, Allan hastily leads Kate and Timothy inside 
a lavish hotel in downtown Philadelphia. 

ALLAN
That’s a story for another time.

INT. THE ROYAL HOTEL - LINCOLN’S ROOM - A FEW MOMENTS LATER

There’s a KNOCK on the door of the dark room. 

A lamp is lit. Shadows flicker across the face of a tall, 
LEAN MAN as he slowly rises from his slumber.

Sitting on the edge of the bed, Abraham Lincoln (52) runs his 
fingers through his shaggy hair.

ALLAN (O.S.)
It’s Allan Pinkerton, sir.

A smile crosses Lincoln’s face as he opens the door. Kate and 
Timothy follow Allan inside.

LINCOLN 
Allan, old friend, you’re a mess. 
Who are your friends?

ALLAN
I hate to tell you this, but my 
visit isn’t for pleasure, Abe.

He hesitates.
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ALLAN (CONT’D)
There’s a plot to kill you on your 
way to the inauguration. The men 
responsible won’t rest until...

LINCOLN
Until I’m dead?

ALLAN
Until they’ve dealt a fatal blow to 
everything you stand for.

LINCOLN 
I’ve heard of such conspiracies 
before, they’re never true. 

ALLAN 
This is different, Abe. I promise.

LINCOLN
Who’s behind it?

ALLAN
The Knights of the Golden Circle.

LINCOLN
But...but they’re a myth.

Allan shakes his head.

ALLAN
We must secretly escort you 
directly to the White House.

LINCOLN 
I’m scheduled to address my 
countrymen in Baltimore. I can’t 
cancel.

KATE
And you won’t have to, sir. 
Cancelling the appearance would set 
off too many alarms.

LINCOLN
(to Kate)

I’m sorry, I didn’t get your name.

ALLAN
Abe, these are my finest agents, 
Kate Warne and Timothy Webster. 

They shake.
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LINCOLN
It’s an honor to meet you both.

(to Allan)
You’re ahead of your time, Allan.

Lincoln turns away from them and looks out the window.

LINCOLN (CONT’D)
If I run from these men tonight, I 
take my oath of office as a coward. 

ALLAN
There’s no choice.

LINCOLN
Thank you for the concern, but if 
I’m to stand up for the welfare of 
this country, I can’t enter my new 
home beneath the shadow of deceit. 
How can I lead a nation if I can’t 
address her citizens? 

KATE 
Sir. Forgive me, but what good can 
you do this country from a casket?

A KNOCK at that door.

MALE VOICE (O.S.)
Everything all right in there, Mr. 
Lincoln?

Allan quickly motions for silence.

LINCOLN
Just...preparing my inaugural 
address. Apologies if I woke you.

They listen as the FOOTSTEPS fade down the hallway. 

Allan opens the window. Cautiously, they all climb out.

EXT. PHILADELPHIA RAILROAD STATION - NIGHT

A train waits in the snow-covered station. The last car is 
filled with NEIGHING HORSES in cramped stalls.

Passengers race through the station as Kate approaches a 
CLERK at the ticket booth.

KATE
A car for four, please.
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CLERK
No openings, ma’am.

KATE
This is urgent. My brother’s sick, 
his nurses must be with him at all 
times. Can anything be done?

By the train, the Clerk sees Allan with a HUNCHED-OVER 
FIGURE, wearing a long coat, a shawl and a tam-o'-shanter.

KATE (CONT’D)
He’s extremely ill and shouldn’t be 
around the other passengers. 

The hunched-over figure HACKS violently.

CLERK
Will a car with two berths do?

The CLERK slides her the tickets and Kate hurries to join the 
others.

Down the platform, hidden in the shadows, TWO MEN watch them 
board. 

One man steps out of the darkness. Jeremiah.

JEREMIAH
Whoever could their newfound friend 
be, Fernandina?

He grins as FERNANDINA (50) moves from the shadows. Short and 
round, Fernandina has a haunting face and pale eyes...

...the pale-eyed man Kate met after her play, so long ago.

FERNANDINA
Inform the others. We win this war 
tonight. 

EXT. COUNTRYSIDE - NIGHT

Snow blankets the plains. The locomotive tears through the 
turbulent night.

INT. TRAIN CABIN - NIGHT

The steady POUNDING CHUG of the train fills the shaky room.

On the top bunk, Lincoln lies down with his eyes wide open.
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Kate sits by the front door, a gun in each hand. Timothy 
covers the rear entrance and Allan peeks through the window.

ALLAN
It’s a straight shot to Washington. 
We shouldn’t have any problems.

There’s a KNOCK at the door. Kate COCKS her weapons.

ALLAN (CONT’D)
(quietly to Lincoln)

Cover yourself and stay still.

MAN’S VOICE (O.S.)
Porter here. Just letting folks 
know that we’re coming up on the 
Susquehanna.

Kate aims both guns at the door and opens it a slit. Dressed 
as a porter, Fernandina sticks his head in.

FERNANDINA
Each car will have to be ferried 
across the river, my dear.

There is a sudden look of concern on Kate’s face. 

FERNANDINA (CONT’D)
Would you mind if I continued on 
through your cabin?

KATE
We’ve got a sick passenger...I’m 
sorry. We can’t allow anyone in.

She quickly shuts the door.

ALLAN
Something wrong?

KATE
No, it’s just that...the porter 
looked familiar. His voice...

TIMOTHY
What is it, Kate?

KATE
Nevermind, it’s probably nothing.

ALLAN
We better prepare. We’ll be sitting 
ducks on that river.
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TIMOTHY 
I’ll check the other cars before we 
reach it.

ALLAN
Take this, just in case.

Allan hands Timothy an extra gun. He tucks it in the small of 
his back and gives Kate a wink. 

TIMOTHY 
Try not to miss me too much.

INT. PASSENGER CAR - CONTINUOUS

Timothy heads through the passenger car, cautiously scanning 
the TRAVELERS. Most are asleep, a few stare out the window.

EXT. TRAIN - CONTINUOUS

In the space between cars, the rain and wind WHIP against 
Timothy’s face as he KNOCKS on the next cabin door.

The door opens...

MALE VOICE (O.S.)
Bobby Logan. Where’s that glass of 
red?

EXT. THE SUSQUEHANNA RIVER - NIGHT

In the dirty snow, WORKERS struggle in the rain to load the 
train cars onto barges.

One by one, the train cars are ferried across the wide 
tempestuous river.

KATE (O.S.)
Timothy should’ve been back by now.

INT. TRAIN CABIN - CONTINUOUS

Kate and Allan vigilantly guard both doors. Lincoln steps 
down from the bunk as the room is jolted onto the ferry.

ALLAN
I’ll search for him when we reach 
the other side.

The car gently sways with the river currents. 
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ALLAN (CONT’D)
Until then, we have to wait.

Suddenly, Kate turns to him. Urgent.

KATE
That voice, the porter. I knew I 
recognized it. The head Knight at 
Fort Sumter. That was him.

She quickly extinguishes the lamps. The room is dark.

KATE (CONT’D)
They’re on the train.

ALLAN
Hide yourself, Abe. Kate, guard 
that door. I’ll take the rear. As 
soon as we hit the shore, expect--

FOOTSTEPS trample across the ceiling of the car. Allan and 
Kate aim their guns up. 

A loud CLANKING outside and the car shakes.

ALLAN (CONT’D)
What was that?

Suddenly, something SPLASHES. Kate runs to the window. 

Outside, she see’s someone swimming away from them. In the 
distance, Kate sees the rest of the train...

Their cabin, on the barge, is floating down the river. Alone.

KATE
The barge has been severed, they’ve 
isolated us!

Allan tries the doors. They won’t budge. 

ALLAN
The doors are barricaded.

Kate covers her face and SMASHES the window with her gun.

EXT. THE SUSQUEHANNA RIVER - DRIFTING CABIN - CONTINUOUS

The detached train car barrels down the river. The current 
picks up, the cabin rocks turbulently.

Kate pulls herself unto the roof from the window.
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The top of the car is slippery in the rain. She squints in 
the darkness. Something catches her eye...

KATE
ALLAN! GET OUT OF THERE! NOW! 

At her feet, mounds of dynamite are chained to the roof. 

KATE (CONT’D)
THE WHOLE THING IS RIGGED TO BLOW!

Fuses CRACKLE as she futilely attempts to STOMP them out.

INT. TRAIN CABIN - CONTINUOUS

Allan helps Lincoln through the window and dives out himself.

EXT. THE SUSQUEHANNA RIVER - DRIFTING CABIN - CONTINUOUS

The car shakes violently atop the churning whitewaters below. 
The fuses burn shorter and shorter. 

Allan and Lincoln struggle to swim through the rapids.

On the roof, Kate tries to balance herself. 

ALLAN
JUMP, KATE! COME ON!

The river SLAMS against the train. Kate takes a deep breath 
and leaps as--

--the train EXPLODES, catapulting her into the water below. 

Fragments shoot through the air, flames fill the night sky. 
Fiery embers shower Allan and Lincoln. They scan the water. 

But Kate is nowhere to be seen.

ALLAN (CONT’D)
Swim to shore. I’ll meet you there.

Instead, Lincoln swims towards the explosion. Allan follows.

LINCOLN
We’ll find her, Al--

Suddenly, Kate BURSTS from the river, furiously GASPING for 
air.
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EXT. THE SUSQUEHANNA RIVER - SHORE - NIGHT

A light snow falls as Allan, Lincoln and Kate crawl onto the 
snowy shore.

LINCOLN
Is everyone all right?

They nod, their breath visible in the cold night air.

LINCOLN (CONT’D)
You two saved my life. I owe you 
both a great debt of gratitude.

KATE
You’re not home yet, Mr. Lincoln.

In the distance, the rest of the train prepares to leave. 

ALLAN
They’re leaving, they must think 
we’ve been killed. We may have 
enough time to disappear before 
they realize their mistake.

KATE 
Timothy could still be alive, 
Allan.

He turns to her. Contemplating.

ALLAN
Follow the tracks, there’s an 
abandoned slaughterhouse about two 
miles due North. Meet us there.

Kate nods and reaches for her pistol.

KATE
My gun is gone.

Allan quickly reaches for his. Nothing.

ALLAN
We must have lost them in the 
river.

EXT. TRAIN - CONTINUOUS

The restless horses NEIGH as the final car is re-attached. 

The WHISTLE blows. The massive wheels slowly turn as the 
train begins to move.
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Kate sprints across the snowy plains. 

The CHUG of the train grows LOUDER as it gains momentum. 

At the last second, Kate grabs hold of the rear car and 
heaves herself up, face to face with a horse.

Reins hung inside the stalls CLANK as she cautiously climbs 
the slippery railing past the jittery horses.

INT. TRAIN CABIN - CONTINUOUS

Jeremiah drags Timothy, tied up and gagged, into the cabin. 
Blood drips down his battered face.

JEREMIAH
A search party left to retrieve 
Lincoln’s body, Fernandina.

From the bunk, Fernandina eyes Timothy.

FERNANDINA 
You’ve got two choices, Mr. 
Webster. Come work for the Order 
like your friend Frank, or die.

Timothy SHOUTS at him, but it’s muffled by the gag. 

FERNANDINA (CONT’D)
Don’t be stupid. Judas only got 
thirty pieces of silver for Jesus 
Christ. What are you worth?

Hands tied behind his back, Timothy desperately struggles to 
reach the hidden gun Allan gave him.

FERNANDINA (CONT’D)
I’m offering power and wealth 
beyond your wildest dreams.

Suddenly, Timothy gets hold of the gun--

He FIRES...but can’t raise his arms high enough and the 
bullet goes into the floor.

Jeremiah pounces on him and takes the pistol. He empties the 
bullets on the ground. 

FERNANDINA (CONT’D)
Let’s get this over with, 
Lieutenant.

Jeremiah aims at Timothy and COCKS his gun--
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A footstep CRACKS on the roof of the car. 

Jeremiah looks up. 

In a blink, Timothy pushes himself to his feet, hands tied 
behind his back, and lunges at Jeremiah. 

They SLAM against the wall. 

Jeremiah drops both pistols and they slide across the floor.

Fernandina leaps off the bunk and scrambles for the guns.

Jeremiah SMASHES his fist into Timothy’s jaw. He falls to the 
floor, blood pools around him.

There’s a sudden KNOCKING at the front of the car. 

Fernandina grabs a gun as the room falls still. He slowly 
steps towards the door. He opens it to find...

A horse rein dangling in the darkness, the metal bit SLAMMING 
against the door.

He yanks the it down and inspects it.

FERNANDINA (CONT’D)
What the--

SMASH! Kate swings through the door from the roof and tackles 
Fernandina. 

His gun flies into the corner.

Kate reaches for it, but Fernandina clutches her torso and 
pulls her away. 

She wrestles herself from his grip and grabs the pistol.

Kate spins towards Fernandina and pulls the trigger!

CLICK. 

She pulls it again. CLICK CLICK CLICK. Timothy’s empty gun. 

Fernandina catches his breath, Jeremiah aims his gun at Kate.

FERNANDINA (CONT’D)
Ms. Warne. Too bad you aren’t as 
crafty as you are beautiful.

(to Jeremiah)
You remember the Harkings, don’t 
you, Lieutenant?
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EXT. SLAUGHTERHOUSE - NIGHT

The bright moon peaks through the storm clouds, casting long 
shadows across a dilapidated snow-covered slaughterhouse.

INT. SLAUGHTERHOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Allan leads Lincoln into the dank and cavernous structure and 
they sit on the muddy floor. 

ALLAN
Any longer out in the open and 
they’d surely find us.

Lincoln pulls a wet piece of paper from his pocket and holds 
it up to the moonlight shining through the cracked ceiling.

LINCOLN
(reading)

In your hands, my dissatisfied 
countrymen, not mine, is the issue 
of civil war...

(to Allan)
It needs some work.

ALLAN
What is that?

LINCOLN
The address I intend to deliver 
from the steps of our Capitol in--

Allan throws his hand over Lincoln’s mouth.

Outside, they hear HORSES gallop towards the slaughterhouse. 

A door CREAKS open and a GROUP OF MEN walk in holding bright 
torches as they scan the large room...

Allan and Lincoln are nowhere to be seen.

MAN
Burn it down! Leave them no 
sanctuary should they get this far.

The men hurl the torches into the rafters and the place 
instantly catches fire. 

The men rush out. The HORSES can be heard galloping away.

Suddenly, Lincoln and Allan burst out of the mud they had 
covered themselves in.
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A flaming rafter CRASHES to the floor, inches from Lincoln.

They jump up as flames engulf the structure and race through 
falling beams into the night.

INT. TRAIN CABIN - CONTINUOUS

Kate and Timothy are tied to each other in the corner. 
Jeremiah rips the gag out of Timothy’s mouth.

TIMOTHY
Finally, some manners.

Timothy turns to Kate and smirks.

TIMOTHY (CONT’D)
You want to do the life saving this 
time?

Fernandina KICKS Timothy in the gut. He SCREAMS in pain and 
GASPS for a breath.

FERNANDINA
Did Lincoln survive, Ms. Warne?

Kate remains calm and doesn't respond.

FERNANDINA (CONT’D)
Answer me! Did he survive?

She looks up at him.

KATE
They both died in the explosion.

Fernandina towers over his prisoners. He studies Kate.

FERNANDINA
You’re lying.

Kate reveals nothing. Behind her back, she almost slides her 
hand out of the ropes--

JEREMIAH
If they did survive, they won’t get 
far, the others will find them.

FERNANDINA
TELL ME WHERE HE IS, GODDAMNIT!

Fernandina pistol WHIPS her. Blood pours down her face. 
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FERNANDINA (CONT’D)
ANSWER ME!

He leans down, inches from her face.

FERNANDINA (CONT’D)
Are you really willing to die for 
him?

Kate’s eyes never leave Fernandina. Behind her back, Kate 
undoes Timothy’s ropes.

He presses the pistol hard against her forehead. Kate’s tries 
to hide her terror. 

FERNANDINA (CONT’D)
Then you can go to hell with the 
rest of this godforsaken country! 
Your choice.

Fernandina COCKS the pistol... 

BANG!

Kate shakes uncontrollably and desperately tries to regain 
her composure as she sees that--

Fernandina shot right past her head. He LAUGHS.

FERNANDINA (CONT’D)
Now answer me! Or next time it’s 
for real, my dear.

Fernandina SLAMS the gun to her temple. She quells her 
trembles and looks up at him, defiantly.

KATE 
For the 33 and 56, I remain silent.

Fernandina lets out a frustrated CHUCKLE.

FERNANDINA
Clever. But too late.

He pulls the trigger--

KATE
NOW!

Together, her and Timothy burst from the ground and SMASH 
Fernandina into Jeremiah. 

The bullet SHATTERS the rear window. Wind WHIPS into the 
cabin. 
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Kate races to the back and opens the door. 

Jeremiah SHOOTS. The bullet SPLINTERS the wall.

Fernandina aims. He pulls the trigger--

Timothy and Kate disappear through the back door.

EXT. TRAIN - CONTINUOUS

Kate and Timothy dive onto the rear car. He rips the lock off 
the door holding the horses in their stalls. 

The horses buck as the door flies off the train and SMASHES 
into pieces.

INT. TRAIN CABIN - CONTINUOUS

Fernandina pulls a locked box from beneath the bunk and opens 
it. Inside, there’s a small arsenal of shotguns and pistols.

EXT. TRAIN - CONTINUOUS

The train tears through the night. 

Suddenly, two horses leap from the rear car. Timothy and Kate 
are each on one.

BLAST! From the train, Jeremiah FIRES a shotgun at them as 
they ride across the white plains into the darkness.

EXT. COUNTRYSIDE - CONTINUOUS

Pre-dawn white lights peek over the horizon, heavy snow slams 
into Timothy and Kate as they gallop across the open field.

GUNSHOTS! Kate looks back to see Jeremiah and Fernandina 
chasing them on horseback, full speed and guns aimed.

TIMOTHY
Check the side of your saddle!

Kate pats around frantically until she finds a rifle strapped 
to the saddle.

KATE
Do you have one, too?
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TIMOTHY
(shaking his head)

You’ve got our only shot!

BANG! Gunfire from behind them. Timothy spurs his horse as 
they enter--

EXT. FOREST - CONTINUOUS

--a thick, dark snow-covered forest. Timothy’s horse leaps 
over a fallen log.

Kate clutches the reins and ducks the jagged branches jetting 
out as her horse dodges the dense redwoods.

BANG! A bullet pierces a tree trunk and barely misses Kate.

TIMOTHY
Keep going! I’ll catch up!

Suddenly, Timothy pulls the reins and turns his horse around. 

Kate looks over her shoulder. But he’s already gone. She 
rides on through the forest.

Behind them, Jeremiah and Fernandina ride with guns ready.

JEREMIAH
Where’d they go?

FERNANDINA
We’ll find--

SMACK! Timothy dives out of the shadows, from his horse onto 
Fernandina. 

They both SLAM to the ground. Jeremiah’s horse rears. 

He aims his gun, but can’t get a clear shot without hitting 
Fernandina. 

JEREMIAH
I’m going after the girl!

He spurs his horse and gallops into the darkness.

On the ground, Timothy wrestles to the top and POUNDS 
Fernandina. 

Blood flies, staining the snow red.

The frantic horses buck. Timothy grabs Fernandina and HAMMERS 
his head into a log. 
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TIMOTHY
That’s for hitting Kate.

Timothy yanks him to his feet and presses him against a tree, 
face to face. 

Fernandina barely moves, weak.

TIMOTHY (CONT’D)
This is for hitting me.

CRUNCH! Timothy punches him in the face, blood spills from 
his broken nose.

TIMOTHY (CONT’D)
And this--

WHACK! Timothy headbutts him.

TIMOTHY (CONT’D)
--is for hitting me in front of 
Kate!

Fernandina’s eyes roll back. Out of breath, Timothy drops him 
and grabs the reins to his horse.

BANG! A gunshot rings out and Timothy slumps to the ground. 

Next to him, Fernandina drops a smoking pistol from his limp 
hand as he struggles to push himself up. 

Barely able to stand, he takes a long look at Timothy’s body 
and stumbles away, disappearing into the shadows.

The forest is silent.

EXT. CLEARING - DAWN

Kate rides full speed out of the forest and into a field 
covered by an untouched layer of pure white snow. 

On the hill ahead, she sees the slaughterhouse engulfed in 
flames. Smoke rises into the sky.

For a brief moment, she looks up...one star glimmers in the 
dawn sky. The North Star.

GUNSHOTS! Kate turns to see Jeremiah gallop out of the forest 
behind her. 

She spurs her horse. 

Faster.
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Jeremiah takes aim. He FIRES.

Kate pulls back on her reins, the bullet flies by.

She spins around and draws her rifle.

Jeremiah aims again, riding full speed towards her.

Kate takes a deep breath. She is calm and focused.

Hooves POUND through the snow.

Kate steadies her hand and pulls back the hammer...

Jeremiah FIRES.

Kate pulls the trigger.

BANG!! 

Jeremiah is thrown off his horse and SLAMS into the snow.

A flock of BIRDS take flight as the gunshots ECHO across the 
peaceful hillside.

Kate rides towards his body.

Suddenly, Jeremiah pushes himself up and FIRES at her--

SMACK! She’s thrown from the horse.

Blood spills from her arm. 

Jeremiah trudges towards her, blood soaking through his 
shirt.

He aims at her and pulls the trigger.

CLICK. He tosses the gun and rushes at her.

She turns to run away, trudging through the snow.

Jeremiah gets closer.

Each heavy step in the thick snow slows Kate down...

He’s getting close. 

She struggles to get further away. Plodding.

He’s close...

Closer!
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He leaps at her--

SLAM! Jeremiah tackles Kate. They SMASH into the snow.

She kicks at him as they grapple in the mix of blood and ice.

SWOOSH! Jeremiah unsheathes a long dagger from his belt. 

He stabs at Kate. 

She barely rolls out of the way. He stabs again and slices 
her sleeve. He raises his arm--

WHACK! Kate kicks him in the face!

Jeremiah drops the knife. 

She wrestles away from him.

But he grabs her legs and she SLAMS back into the snow. 

She desperately reaches for the knife, inches away...

Jeremiah pulls at her legs--

Suddenly, her fingertips reach the knife...

SMACK! 

In a blink, Kate spins and THRUSTS the knife into Jeremiah’s 
chest.

He collapses on top of her. Blood gushes from his wound.

Short of breath, she struggles to push him off and stands up.

Jeremiah convulses on the ground below her. His blood 
commingles with the pure white snow surrounding him.

On the horizon, the first rays of sunlight stretch out, 
slicing through the clouds of smoke.

The countryside is still except for the falling snow, quickly 
covering Jeremiah’s body.

He looks up at Kate for a long moment. 

His body trembles and his eyes go blank.

Silence, except for Kate’s STEADY BREATHING. Tears swell in 
her eyes as snowflakes melt on her face. 

She drops the rifle and SOBS uncontrollably.
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VOICE (O.S.)
Kate! Are you okay?

In the distance, Kate sees Allan and Lincoln running down the 
hillside from the woods surrounding the slaughterhouse.

She takes one last look at Jeremiah’s dead body, inhales a 
deep breath and wipes away her tears.

EXT. HILLSIDE - MORNING

Birds CHIRP in the distance. The morning sun glimmers above 
the horizon.

From beyond the snow-white rolling hills, TWO HORSES emerge.

On one, Allan and Lincoln ride in silence. 

Behind them, Kate holds Timothy close to her, steadying him 
on the saddle. He’s wounded and weak, but very much alive.

He clutches his stomach in pain as he turns to face her.

TIMOTHY
(straining)

All you got to do is ask.

Their lips are inches apart.

KATE
What?

TIMOTHY 
I mean, you saved my life this 
time, so...if you want to...

A smile sneaks across Kate’s face but she looks away.         

TIMOTHY (CONT’D)
I won’t tell Al, if that’s what 
you’re afraid of.

ALLAN
We can hear you, Mr. Webster. 

On the horizon, Baltimore shimmers beneath the morning sun.

LINCOLN (O.S.)
In your hands, my dissatisfied 
fellow countrymen, and not in mine, 
is the momentous issue of civil 
war.
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EXT. U.S. CAPITOL BUILDING - DAY

Lincoln addresses a huge CROWD gathered by the Capitol 
building’s East Portico. 

LINCOLN
The government will not assail you. 
You can have no conflict without 
being yourselves the aggressors. 
You have no oath registered in 
Heaven to destroy the government, 
while I shall have the most solemn 
one to "preserve, protect, and 
defend it."

Towering behind him, the Capitol itself is only half-built, 
under construction and sheathed in scaffolding.

LINCOLN (CONT’D)
We are not enemies, but friends. We 
must not be enemies. Though passion 
may have strained, it must not 
break our bonds of affection.

Allan, Kate and Timothy watch from the back of the crowd. 
Timothy leans on a crutch, his torso is bandaged.

LINCOLN (CONT’D)
The mystic chords of memory, 
stretching from every battlefield 
and patriot grave to every living 
heart and hearthstone all over this 
broad land, will yet swell the 
chorus of the Union, when again 
touched, as surely they will be, by 
the better angels of our nature.

The audience ROARS at the closing of his inaugural speech. 

Allan turns to Kate and Timothy.

ALLAN 
We got this from George and Emma 
this morning. 

He hands them an envelope. Kate takes out a telegram and 
reads it.

ALLAN (CONT’D)
Fernandina was reported back in 
South Carolina. No doubt regrouping 
and bolstering his numbers to 
prepare for a stronger, better 
prepared strike.
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Allan turns to them.

ALLAN (CONT’D)
This war of ours can’t remain in 
the shadows much longer.

She looks up at him.

KATE
What are we waiting for?

The three detectives walk away from the CHEERING crowd.

They step into a covered wagon and head off down what will 
one day become the National Mall.

CUT TO BLACK:

POSTSCRIPT OVER BLACK:

-- 39 days later, in the predawn hours of April 12th, 1861, 
Confederate batteries opened fire on Fort Sumter. The 
following day, Major Anderson surrendered and the American 
Civil War had begun.

-- At President Lincoln’s request, Allan Pinkerton organized 
the first official incarnation of the U.S. Secret Service. 
Kate Warne would continue to work for Pinkerton throughout 
the war.

FADE OUT.
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