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ACT ONE TEASER

EXT. BROADBERRY BUILDING -- MORNING

A skyscraper settled on a busy street. Dozens from the PRESS 
and HUNDREDS MORE have gathered. 

ALL BEGIN TO CHEER as four well-dressed persons (TWO MEN, TWO 
WOMEN) exit the building: 

Fitzgerald “BROADBERRY”, 55, tall, brawny, handsome. His wife 
NORA-JEAN, 26, slim, attractive, blonde. Jonathan “BOLLING”, 
35, tall, handsome. His wife CAROLINE, 32, slim, attractive, 
blonde... The foursome stops at the base of the building’s 
steps before near a dozen microphones.

SUPER: JANUARY 1st, 1920... NEW YORK CITY

A HUSH FALLS OVER THE CROWD as Broadberry steps forward. With 
a stern look, he taps a microphone -- FEEDBACK SOUNDS. 
Broadberry looks to the crowd... HE LAUGHS!

THE CROWD LAUGHS- APPLAUDS!

REPORTER #1
Mr. Broadberry, is it true that 
your factory workers make twenty 
dollars a week?

BROADBERRY
True.

REPORTER #2
And is it true that you’ve hired a 
female executive?

BROADBERRY
True.

REPORTER #3
And that you have an entire 
department dedicated to assist the 
city’s immigrants?

BROADBERRY
Also true.

REPORTER #4
Mr. Broadberry, you’re one of the 
richest men in New York, but how do 
you feel being referred to as the 
kindest man in town?



A HUSH as the crowd waits.

Broadberry eyes Reporter #4, a glimmer in his eye and a 
charming half smile across his face...

BROADBERRY
Good.

THE CROWD CHEERS! 

Broadberry turns to Nora-Jean and pulls her in for a kiss-

FLASH!

Broadberry and Nora-Jean’s kiss IS CAPTURED IN PHOTOGRAPH.

INT. NEWSPAPER DEPARTMENT -- A SHORT WHILE LATER

Holding that same photograph is CASSELL, 50’s, tall. He is 
standing in the midst of ORGANIZED CHAOS, puffing a cigar as 
he instructs A DOZEN WORKERS who are hurrying to push out the 
newspaper’s next edition. MEN RUN, WOMEN TYPE, PAPERS FLY!

A HEADLINE is repeated dozens of times across the speeding 
printing press: FITZGERALD RODERICK BROADBERRY, THE KINDEST 
MAN IN TOWN!

The speeding headline soon fades into-

EXT. BROADBERRY ESTATE, DOORSTEP -- MORNING

A newspaper hits the top step! HEADLINE: FITZGERALD RODERICK 
BROADBERRY DEAD! 

SUPER: MARCH 30TH, 1920

DREYFUSS, 60’s, tall, broad shoulders, the butler. He opens 
the front door then eyes the MAILMAN, 50’s, tall and thin who 
is riding away on his bicycle. 

Dreyfuss bends and grabs the newspaper. He eyes it carefully 
before entering the pillared, three story mansion.

INT. BROADBERRY ESTATE, FOYER -- CONTINUOUS

An extravagant and deeply vain interior of gold, silver, 
marbles, self-portraits.

Dreyfuss has just shut the front door when, disheveled and 
bloodstained in her nightgown, Nora-Jean enters. Barefoot, 
she slinks toward a table and pours a drink nonchalant. 
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DREYFUSS
Good morning, Mrs. Broadberry.

NORA-JEAN
Is it? I do appreciate your telling 
me.

DREYFUSS
We are all saddened by Mr. 
Broadberry’s sudden... He was a 
kind man.

NORA-JEAN
The kindest man in town.

Nora-Jean expectantly eyes Dreyfuss who uncomfortably hides 
the newspaper behind his back.

DREYFUSS
It is about Mr. Broadberry, madam.

Nora-Jean does not break her gaze as she pours another drink.

DREYFUSS (CONT’D)
...Fitzgerald Roderick Broadberry, 
dead.

NORA-JEAN
Rather unceremonious. I’ll take 
breakfast in my room.

Dreyfuss bows as Nora-Jean steps away.

INT. BROADBERRY ESTATE, SERVANT’S STAIRWELL -- CONTINUOUS

Dreyfuss makes down the stairwell then opens the door that 
leads into the kitchen. 

MALE VOICE (O.C.)
Is it true? Are they dead?

DREYFUSS
...Mr. Broadberry and several of 
the staff are dead.

FEMALE VOICE (O.C.)
But who would kill Mr. Broadberry? 
Who would kill any of them?

END ACT ONE TEASER
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ACT ONE

INT. BROADBERRY ESTATE, DINING ROOM -- EVENING

A GRAND DINNER PARTY! CHAMPAGNE AND CIGARS IN HANDS!

Twenty finely dressed, UPROARIOUS GUESTS are seated at the 
lengthy table -- most rouge and jewel-covered WIVES are 15-20 
years her husband’s junior. 

Nora-Jean and Broadberry sit side by side at the table’s 
head, affectionate throughout.

SUPER: January 1st, 1920

Along the walls are six MALE SERVANTS holding bottles of 
champagne: ROGER, 24; TERRENCE & EDWARD, both 22 with English 
accents; ANTHONY & ANTON, both 24; LESTER, 26.

BROADBERRY
Champagne! Champagne! Champagne! 

Broadberry laughs while puffing his cigar.

GERALDINE (30’S)
So tell us Fitz, how exactly is it 
being the kindest man in town?

CAROLINE
Silly girl. What she means to ask 
Fitz, is how is it being one of the 
richest men in town? Richer than 
Mr. Bolling.

Bolling jokingly pulls Caroline close and kisses her cheek. 
Roger glances down at them as he refills their glasses.

BROADBERRY
We can talk my figures later.

NORA-JEAN
His 21.3 billion figures and 
growing. My Fitz has taken an 
interest in diamonds.

BROADBERRY
And I’m going to mine the biggest 
most brilliant diamond there is and 
have it fashioned into a crown to 
fit atop your perfect head.

Caroline watches as Nora-Jean places a grape in Broadberry’s 
mouth and kisses him. Nora-Jean meets Caroline’s gaze. 
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NORA-JEAN
I believe Caroline is jealous?

CAROLINE
Not at all.

NORA-JEAN
If you can believe it, there will 
be an even greater announcement in 
the newspaper later this week.

CHARLES (60’S)
What could be greater than mining 
diamonds?

NORA-JEAN
Fitz is building an orphanage right 
here in the city as well as 
sponsoring two young boys in 
Southampton. 

BOLLING
Southampton?

BROADBERRY
(that half smile)

That’s right.

NORA-JEAN
May I finish? Headline: Fitzgerald 
Broadberry, his kindness extends 
beyond the ocean.

BOLLING
(...smiles)

It’s marvelous. But Cassell is a 
proud man. It’s doubtful he’d allow 
anyone other than himself to choose 
a headline for his paper.

NORA-JEAN
You can get anything you want in 
life, Bolling. If you ask nicely.

Bolling grins, holding his hands up in surrender. Caroline 
eyes him.

Dreyfuss inspects the servants who straighten their posture 
as he passes them. He comes upon Roger who is still eyeing 
Caroline and Bolling.

DREYFUSS
Are you quite well?
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ROGER
Actually Mr. Dreyfuss, I’m not.

DREYFUSS
Would you like to be excused?

ROGER
I would, Mr. Dreyfuss.

DREYFUSS
Good. Let your discomfort drive you 
in delivering a stellar service. 

INT. BROADBERRY ESTATE, KITCHEN -- CONTINUOUS

Dreyfuss enters where three KITCHEN MAIDS: BELLA (22, 
attractive, French accent), MARY (23, plump, average looks), 
and ANN (26, slim, attractive) and CARLO (26, tall, handsome, 
French accent, the chef), are busy readying dessert.

Ann eyes Dreyfuss as he inspects the desserts before exiting 
again.

MARY
Why do you eye him like that? He’s 
an old man.

ANN
I like older men.

BEN, 20’s, a handsome, but short and stringy farm hand, has 
just delivered several crates of vegetables through a back 
door. He dares a glimpse of Ann who barely notices him.

MARY
From what I hear, that’s not all 
you like. 

BEN
I think you should leave Ann alone.

MARY
Oh look, Ann. Your very own knight 
in dirt covered armor.

ANN
Disappointing. I thought he’d be 
taller.

Mary’s guilty eyes follow Ben as he loses his faint smile, 
leaves the bill and goes. Ann chuckles.
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BELLA
What did you mean? 

MARY
That Ann, has eclectic tastes.

CARLO
Unnatural tastes.

ANN
(whispers to Bella)

Let’s just say, if my life were a 
party, everyone would be invited. 
Back so soon?

Dreyfuss has re-entered. He casts a condescending gaze on 
Ann’s cake.

DREYFUSS
Too many flowers, Ms. Reeves.

ANN
I quite like flowers, Mr. Dreyfuss. 
Besides, too late to change it now.

DREYFUSS
You will remember better next time.

Ann grins as Dreyfuss exits yet again.

INT. BROADBERRY ESTATE, SERVANT’S STAIRWELL -- CONTINUOUS

Roger, Anton and Anthony rush down.

ROGER
Did you see how he just pulled her 
in and kissed her like that? That 
should be me and Bella, not them.

ANTHONY
She’s not even sweet on you.

ANTON
Don’t listen to him. You can never 
trust a woman’s words. It’s all in 
her looks. The way she moves her 
body when you-

Dreyfuss is at the base of the stairwell eyeing them. A 
moment, he steps away. Anton turns to Roger and grins.

ANTON (CONT’D)
When you fuck her.
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INT. BROADBERRY ESTATE, KITCHEN -- CONTINUOUS

Roger, Anthony and Anton enter. Roger makes brief eye contact 
with Bella who blushes and looks back to her dessert.

ANTON
(smirks, nudges Roger)

What I tell ya? 

MARY
What are you whispering on about?

ANTON
Not you.

ANN
(leans over, seductive)

Roger, you will be careful with my 
masterpiece won’t you? It took two 
whole hours to decorate.

ANTON
He’ll be careful alright. Careful 
to smash it in Bolling’s face.

MARY
You shouldn’t talk like that.

ROGER
He can say what he likes just like 
I can say what I like. You like a 
man who speaks his mind, huh Bella?

Bella tries to hide her blushing cheeks. Carlo spots that. He 
takes a steaming souffle from the stove-top then squeezes 
between Ann and Bella and sets it atop the table while.

CARLO
Senti odore delicios.

(ENGLISH SUBTITLE: You 
smell delicious.)

Roger takes note of Bella’s smile towards Carlo.

ANN
I love it when you speak Italian 
Carlo. It’s so, attractive. I 
believe every man should speak at 
least two languages.

ANTON
And how many languages do you speak 
kitchen wench?
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ANN
I’m no man.

ANTON
You’re no lady either.

Anton whips a towel across Ann’s backside. She smirks.

ANTHONY
You know Annie, I think you should 
be selling your cakes in a cafe. 
Like that cafe on-

ANN
My name’s not Annie, it’s Ann. And 
I’m not leaving one kitchen to go 
work in another kitchen.

ANTHONY
Not a kitchen, a cafe. A high class-

ANN
Enough. Roger be a dear.

Roger approaches and takes the cake from Ann. Anthony frowns 
as he takes Bella’s dish and Anton Mary’s. They go.

MARY
You should be nicer to him. He’s 
going to be something one day.

Ann dips her finger in a bowl of frosting.

ANN
So am I.

Ann sticks the finger in her mouth.

INT. BROADBERRY ESTATE, SERVANT’S STAIRWELL -- CONTINUOUS

Roger, Anton and Anthony are carrying the desserts upstairs.

ANTHONY
She loves it when he speaks 
Italian. He wouldn’t speak at all 
if I rammed my fist down his 
fucking gullet.

ROGER
Your fist’s not big enough.
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ANTHONY
And you don’t mind that he’s moving 
in on your girl?

ANTON
She’s not his girl. Not until he 
sticks her between the legs.

ROGER
She’s not that kind of girl.

ANTHONY
Like you would know.

ANTON
I bet Carlo does.

Roger kicks Anton in the back of the leg. Anton chuckles as 
LAUGHTER from the dining room reaches them. 

ANTHONY 
Smile gentlemen. 

ANTON
Only two things make me smile. 
Sticking a girl between the legs.

(eyes his cake)
And sticking it to the man.

Anton hawks spit-

INT. BROADBERRY ESTATE, DINING ROOM -- CONTINUOUS

Each smiling broadly, Anton, Roger and Anthony enter with the 
desserts. Broadberry and Nora-Jean lead the APPLAUSE.

BROADBERRY
Darling you cut the first slice?

CAROLINE
She can use her tongue to do that!

Broadberry and the guests LAUGH as Nora-Jean stands.

NORA-JEAN
Why not, I sharpened it with my wit 
this morning.

CAROLINE
You’ll get no argument from me, 
Nora-Jean. I’ve been on the 
receiving end of that wit on more 
than one occasion.
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Nora-Jean chuckles to herself as she takes a knife. Anton has 
been staring at her.

NORA-JEAN
Is there something you need, Mr-?

ANTON
Anton.

NORA-JEAN
Is there something you need, Mr. 
Anton?

ANTON
No ma’am.

DREYFUSS
Indeed.

Anton hides his smile as Nora-Jean cuts into the cake.

INT. BROADBERRY ESTATE, KITCHEN -- LATER

Ann, Mary and Bella are cleaning up while Carlo puts his 
knives away -- FIREWORKS are heard in the background. Carlo 
peeks out the high window where FIREWORKS LIGHT UP THE SKY.

CARLO
Would you like to watch the 
fireworks, Bella? On the roof?

Bella distracts herself to keep from meeting Carlo’s gaze.

ANN
You’re making frenchie nervous Mr. 
De Luca. Why don’t you ask me 
instead?

CARLO
Because I don’t want to.

ANN
Ouch. Lucky for me I’ve just the 
thing to nurse my wounds.

Ann winks as Anton, Roger, Anthony and Dreyfuss enter. 

CARLO
What do you say?

ROGER
Say to what?
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ANN
They’re going to the roof to watch 
the fireworks. Very romantic.

DREYFUSS
(near outraged)

Indeed they are not.

ANN
And why not Mr. Dreyfuss? It’s not 
like the mister and missus go up 
there anymore.

(half smile)
Not after what happened.

DREYFUSS
Very well then.

ROGER
I think I’d like to go too.

CARLO
No one cares what you like.

Roger and Carlo glare at each other.

INT. BROADBERRY ESTATE, DINING ROOM -- CONTINUOUS

The party is still going strong as Nora-Jean whispers in 
Broadberry’s ear then stands and steps away -- the two ladies 
engaged in conversation with Caroline immediately cease 
speaking with her, ignoring her completely.

Caroline masks her embarrassment with a smile that fades as 
soon as she realizes no one is paying her any attention. She 
sets her napkin on the table then steps away.

INT. BROADBERRY ESTATE, DRAWING ROOM -- CONTINUOUS

Nora-Jean is seated, reading a letter when she catches the 
reflection of Caroline entering the room in a hung mirror. 
Nora-Jean returns her gaze to the letter.

NORA-JEAN
You were invited to dinner Caroline 
Bolling, not to roam my household.

CAROLINE
I’ve come to ask a favor.

NORA-JEAN
And what have you to offer me? 
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CAROLINE
Loyalty. My loyalty.

NORA-JEAN
Caroline Bolling. Don’t offer me 
what I could buy if I wanted it.

(CAROLINE starts-)
And before you say that you can’t 
be bought, remember that you’ve  
just come to ask a favor of me 
because you want something you 
can’t attain yourself. 

Nora-Jean puts the letter away then stands and approaches 
Caroline, stopping directly before her. Caroline swallows.

NORA-JEAN (CONT’D)
I admire you Caroline. To rise from 
humble beginnings in this city even 
with such a lovely face. It’s like 
being touched by God himself. But 
like the rest out there, you’re 
nothing more than a leech waiting 
for its chance to suck what it can 
from me. 

Nora-Jean roughly takes Caroline by the cheeks.

NORA-JEAN (CONT’D)
When you want something from me, 
bring something I want in return.

Nora-Jean releases Caroline. Hiding her fright, Caroline 
flees the room.

Stepping into the doorway, Senator SWAN, 60’s, a tall, stern 
man.

NORA-JEAN (CONT’D)
My invitation said 6:00.

SWAN
I am a United States Senator. I 
don’t conform to the rules of your 
boarish society.

NORA-JEAN
Yet, you’re here.

Nora-Jean sits then gestures for Swan to sit across her. He 
does. He stares blankly as Nora-Jean half grins.

NORA-JEAN (CONT’D)
So why is that?
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SWAN
I wanted to deliver a message and 
in person. I understand that you’re 
the poster girl of this state’s 
adulteresses and predators, using 
your husband’s name and wealth to 
prey on those attempting to rise to 
the top. I also understand that 
many of my colleagues and 
associates have fallen victim to 
your ways. But I will not.

(standing)
I work with clean, honest men. The 
kind a predator like you has never 
met, and I will not be humiliated 
by even a rumored association with 
you or your kind. Solicit my office 
again, I will apply such pressure 
to the police force that they will 
reopen the investigation of Alice 
Broadberry with such glee that 
perhaps this time the case will be 
closed with some actual shreds of 
truth. 

(walking to door)
Blackmail and power is a man’s 
game. Be a good schoolgirl and 
stick to pulling up your skirt.

Swan begins to exit when-

NORA-JEAN
Francisca Antonia Carmona.

SWAN
(halts, turns)

...excuse me.

Nora-Jean smiles to herself.

SWAN (CONT’D)
My sister- My half sister- My 
father’s offspring with a wealth-
seeking Spanish prostitute, has 
been dead for forty-five years.

NORA-JEAN
(it’s insulting)

Your wife

Swan stares. He shuts the door.

SWAN
...that’s a lie. 
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NORA-JEAN
Is it?

SWAN
My wife’s name is Eugenia Swan. My 
sister, Francisca, died June 1875-

NORA-JEAN
Your son Thomas. Your nephew. Is 
forty-four years old. Meaning your 
fifty-seven year old wife and 
sister conceived when she was just 
twelve years old and you have the 
audacity to accuse me of predatory 
behavior... Did you force yourself 
on her or convince her that she 
wanted it?

(SWAN fumes)
Don’t worry, I don’t judge. I also 
take what I want... Answer me.

SWAN
Francisca was a rebellious burden 
on the loving home my father 
provided. She ran away and 
contracted the Cholera-

NORA-JEAN
Yes, I’ve heard your very 
convincing spiel, however... I’ve 
just accused you of lying about 
your sister’s death, raping and 
impregnating her and in your panic 
you forgot to dispute one very 
tiny, but important detail. You 
tell everyone that your wife is 
sixty-three years old. 

SWAN
Yes, a year older than I am.

NORA-JEAN
But a moment ago, I stated that 
she’s fifty-seven. Does the lie 
claiming she’s older actually 
comfort you? 

Nora-Jean pulls a REVOLVER. She points it at him.

NORA-JEAN (CONT’D)
Answer me.

SWEAT BEADS DOWN SWAN’S FOREHEAD. As he wipes it, Broadberry 
enters and shuts the door.
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BROADBERRY
Darling.

NORA-JEAN
Darling.

Broadberry stands behind Nora-Jean who is still eyeing and 
pointing the gun at Swan. Broadberry puts a supportive hand 
on Nora-Jean’s shoulder -- they are a perfect picture of 
intimidation and beauty at its finest.

BROADBERRY
Don’t force my wife to repeat 
herself. She doesn’t like it.

SWAN
Blood flows through the mother, not 
the father. It wasn’t wrong for me 
to touch her.

NORA-JEAN
She was twelve you years old, you 
disgusting fuck.

SWAN
More disgusting than a man who lays 
with another man.

Nora-Jean SHOOTS HIM IN THE KNEE!

Swan CRIES OUT as he loses balance.

BROADBERRY
You’ve angered my wife. A braver 
man than me. 

Broadberry breaks away and removes several folded documents 
from a drawer. He hands them to BLEEDING, TEAR-SHEDDING Swan 
who goes PALE.

BROADBERRY (CONT’D)
Her original birth certificate, the 
one you falsified and the death 
certificate you just completely 
manufactured.

SWAN
(standing)

I am a United States Senator. And 
no document, no malicious 
allegations will put in me in the 
pocket of crimelords such as you 
are. Francisca is loved, our 
children are healthy. 

(MORE)
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You are not above the law. This 
incident will be reported. 

NORA-JEAN
It’s already been reported.

SWAN
Pardon?

NORA-JEAN
The Incest Act of 1908.

(stands)
You come into my home, sit at my 
table, eat and drink, insulting me, 
insulting my husband.

(approaches slowly)
Did you know that every member of 
the Senate, now with you here, has 
sat in that very chair? You didn’t. 
But I’ll discuss with you what I 
know. Every puff of your chest is a 
smoke screen. Half of Congress has 
invested their pension in my 
husband’s oil endeavors and I own 
the Governor and all state 
authorities. And ever since you 
voted against The Treaty of 
Versailles, you have been spurned 
by the Democratic Party, chief 
among them, our democratic 
president. 

SWAN
(hiding nervousness)

I have Republican friends in the 
Senate.

NORA-JEAN
You had Republican associates in 
the Senate before you spoke against 
their slave-owning antics.

SWAN
As I always will.

NORA-JEAN
Then at last you and I agree. Let’s 
build on that. Like you, I also 
have people who work for me who 
live in your house and work in your 
offices. One of them is fucking 
your daughter. 

SWAN (CONT'D)

(MORE)
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Therefore, I am aware that your 
agents plan to raid certain vessels 
my husband and I own that are 
carrying mountains of alcohol.

SWAN
Prohibition is in effect. You’re 
breaking the law.

NORA-JEAN
Prohibition is sixteen days out. 
We’ll do what the fuck we like 
until then. 

Swan stares as Nora-Jean hovers over him, still pointing her 
gun.

NORA-JEAN (CONT’D)
Don’t be embarrassed. You’re not 
the only politician who’s fucking 
his sister. Half of Congress is 
engaged in some form of perverse 
fucking, it’s why you’re all such 
easy targets. Now. I trust we both 
understand each other a little 
better now.

A moment, Swan nods.

BROADBERRY
Get the fuck out.

Swan makes it to his feet, his hands covered in blood. He 
makes for the door when-

NORA-JEAN
That rug was from India and cost 
$2,000. We’ll bill you.

A moment, Swan continues out the room.

Nora-Jean turns to Broadberry. He pulls her close, tenderly 
caressing her face.

BROADBERRY
Are you alright?

NORA-JEAN
(insulted)

He called me a schoolgirl.

NORA-JEAN (CONT'D)
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INT. BROADBERRY ESTATE, SERVANT QUARTERS -- HOURS LATER

Bella and Carlo stop at a door. He touches her nose.

CARLO
I’ve been waiting for weeks. What’s 
your answer?

A moment, Carlo leans in to kiss Bella, but she pulls back.

BELLA
I’m sorry.

CARLO
It’s clear how you feel about me. 
Like it’s clear how you feel about 
him. But you have to make a choice.

Carlo opens the room door for Bella. She enters...

Alone, Carlo crosses a hall when-

FOOTSTEPS! 

Carlo quickly steps out of sight, watching as Ann, in only 
her night gown, hurries up the hall. She stops at a certain 
door then looks about -- the coast is clear. She smooths her 
hair, enters the room and shuts the door. 

Carlo contemplates, but eventually approaches the door.

INT. BROADBERRY ESTATE, SERVANT’S ROOM -- CONTINUOUS

Ann is standing near the door, facing the bed on the opposite 
end. She seductively bares one shoulder.

ANN
Do you like this? ...maybe, this?

Ann bares the other shoulder. A THROATY LAUGH is released 
from the opposite end of the room -- Dreyfuss, lying in bed.

DREYFUSS
Get over here.

Ann hurries over and straddles Dreyfuss.

ANN
You like these little visits, don’t 
you Mr. Dreyfuss?

DREYFUSS
I do.
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ANN
And you wouldn’t want them to stop, 
would you, Mr. Dreyfuss?

DREYFUSS
(pulls back)

What is it now?

ANN
I want a raise.

DREYFUSS
You know that I can’t. I’m cutting 
too many corners as it is. If I 
dock anymore, we’ll be found out.

--Carlo is on the other side of the door listening--

ANN
You’ll be found out. How was I to 
know you were padding my wage by 
taking from the other girls?

DREYFUSS
Don’t be like that.

ANN
(...smiles)

I’m only kidding. Besides, I was 
referring to a permanent raise. I 
don’t belong in a kitchen. I belong 
in a rich man’s bed. No offense of 
course.

DREYFUSS
None taken. Besides, I think we’re 
nearly there.

ANN
How do you mean?

DREYFUSS
I told you I’d find a wealthy man 
who’d be susceptible enough to your 
charms to actually go through with 
marrying you. No offense of course.

ANN
None taken.

DREYFUSS
Good. Because I know just the one.

20.



INSERT CUT: The dinner party just a few hours ago. All guests 
are LAUGHING when Dreyfuss eyes a particular couple, THOMAS 
and LYN VAN HORNE -- both are in their 40’s. VAN HORNE is 
enjoying the night while Lyn COUGHS into her handkerchief. 

DREYFUSS (CONT’D)
Thomas Van Horne, but call him Van 
Horne. Comes from European money. 
Four estates, over one hundred 
staff, twelve cars, no children and 
best of all... A sickly wife. 

ANN
(squeals)

You’ve made me very happy, Mr. 
Dreyfuss.

DREYFUSS
How happy?

Grinning, Ann pushes Dreyfuss back on the bed then leans in.

Still outside the door, Carlo stands and goes.

INT. BROADBERRY ESTATE, THIRD FLOOR HALL -- CONTINUOUS

Anton is tiptoeing about when-

NORA-JEAN
Mr. Anton, what on earth are you 
doing up here, at this hour?

Anton is frozen in his steps, eyes wide, eyebrows high.

Nora-Jean smiles and pulls him closer, kissing him while...

NORA-JEAN (CONT’D)
I was beginning to think you 
weren’t coming.

ANTON
So you came looking for me?

Nora-Jean slips a hand down his pants.

NORA-JEAN
I couldn’t wait any longer. 

ANTON
Won’t he be missing you?

NORA-JEAN
Tonight? Hardly.
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ANTON
He doesn’t deserve you. Not like I 
do. I could make you happy.

Nora-Jean smiles then leads Anton down the hall.

INT. BROADBERRY ESTATE, KITCHEN -- FOLLOWING MORNING

Ann, Mary and Bella prep for the Broadberry’s breakfast.

MARY
So, how were the fireworks?

ANN
Fireworks? How was the sex- 

(smiles)
Good morning.

Carlo enters, avoiding Bella’s gaze as he begins setting his 
station. Mary gives Bella an encouraging nudge.

MARY
You’ll notice the red onions are 
missing. I’d wager Mr. Benjamin 
forgot them on purpose to steal 
another look at his sweetheart.

Anton and Anthony enter.

ANTHONY
Who’s sweetheart?

MARY
Mr. Benjamin’s.

Mary eyes Anthony then quickly averts her gaze to Ann.

ANTHONY
We all know Ann’s too stuck up for 
a farm boy. 

BEN
(smiling)

Cockle doodle do! Good morning.

ANTHONY
Speak of the devil.

Anthony takes his tray and goes as the rest eye Ben oddly.

BEN
Cockle doodle do. It’s the sound a 
rooster makes when-
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MARY
We know what sound a rooster makes.

BEN
Anyhow, I brought the onions-

Carlo approaches and roughly takes the crate.

CARLO
Never leave a bill having delivered 
only part of the order. 

ANN
Mmm, kitten has claws.

BEN
I’m sorry. But since I’m here. Ann, 
would you like to- 

ANN
Why ask a question you already know 
the answer to?

All eye the uncomfortable scene.

BEN
Good day, Ann.

ANN
(an insincere smile)

Good day.

Anton takes a bottle of champagne, goes with-

ANTON
That was tough to watch.

MARY
That was unkind Ann. Even for you.

ANN
I don’t settle.

INT. BROADBERRY ESTATE, PARLOR -- CONTINUOUS

Nora-Jean and Broadberry sit as Anton and Anthony serve.

BROADBERRY
Did you enjoy yourself last night?

NORA-JEAN
It will go down in history as one 
of the best nights of my life. 

(MORE)
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The perfect start to a perfect new 
year.

BROADBERRY
Here here. Champagne.

Anton approaches with the champagne bottle when-

BROADBERRY (CONT’D)
Not you, the other one.

Anton briefly eyes Broadberry then forces a smile as he hands 
the bottle to Anthony who pours.

BROADBERRY (CONT’D)
You won’t be needed again.

Anton and Anthony bow then exit the parlor. 

With wicked eyes and half a smile, Nora-Jean eyes Broadberry.

NORA-JEAN
How did you sleep dear?

BROADBERRY
As well as you. Dear.

The two eye each other, both aware of something about the 
other.

INT. BROADBERRY ESTATE, KITCHEN -- CONTINUOUS

Anton and Anthony enter.

ANN
Why the frown gorgeous?

ANTON
I was pouring a bit of champagne 
for the missus when Mr. Broadberry-

ANTHONY
Completely dismissed him. Had me 
pour it.

MARY
What for?

ANTON
He probably knows I could satisfy 
her more than his old cock ever 
could.

NORA-JEAN (CONT'D)
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CARLO
There are ladies present. 

ANN
Don’t speak for me, Mr. De Luca. I 
want to hear more about this old 
cock.

ANTHONY
I gotta say, for once I agree with 
the fucking grape smasher. If 
Broadberry ever heard anyone talk 
like that, they’d never work again. 
Or walk, if the rumors are true. 
You’d be a fucking dewdropper.

ANN
Oh hush. What rumors?

ANTON
I heard George Ryker took a shining 
to the lady once.

ANN
(fascinated)

George Ryker? The son of William 
Ryker, the Texas oil millionaire?

ANTON
The late George Ryker, son of 
William Ryker, Texas oil 
millionaire. Story is our old man 
caught George in bed with the 
misses. They say that when the 
Ryker’s returned home Broadberry 
called in a favor from his mobster 
friends who sent a hit man down to 
Texas, broke both of ole Georgie’s 
legs then tossed him off the roof-

DREYFUSS
(enters)

Is this your behavior when you’re 
unsupervised? ...As Mr. and Mrs. 
Broadberry have no further need of 
you this morning, see to it that 
all rooms are turned down. 

ANTON
I’m tired of doing a maids’ work.
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DREYFUSS
Until Ms. Kensington and the other 
help have recovered, you will do 
whatever work is required of you. 
And Chef De Luca, though you are 
not formally in command during my 
absence, I expect you to maintain a 
professional atmosphere nonetheless 
given your level of pay.

CARLO
Yes sir. I wouldn’t want you 
docking my wages now, would I?

Ann catches that. Dreyfuss as well. He clears his throat then-

DREYFUSS
Ms. Fournier, you’ve been requested 
in the parlor.

ANN
Her?

BELLA
Have I done something wrong?

DREYFUSS
I didn’t inquire.

ANN
Moving on up, aren’t you frenchie?

Ann cuts Dreyfuss a nasty look as Bella nervously removes her 
apron and hurries out.

INT. BROADBERRY ESTATE, GUEST ROOM -- CONTINUOUS

Anton and Anthony turn down the room while...

ANTON
We shouldn’t be doing maid’s work.

ANTHONY
The others will be back soon.

ANTON
How can you just accept this? All 
the money in the world and instead 
of paying us double, the old fuck 
borrows free workers from Bolling 
and makes us work twice as hard for 
the same pay. 

(MORE)
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If I had his money and a woman like 
Nora, I’d live his life far better 
than he ever could.

ANTHONY
You talk too much and too loudly.

ANTON
They’ve been trying for baby. Since 
they were married and he can’t give 
her one. But I can. Least I could 
if she let me finish inside her-

ANTHONY
(shuts the room door)

Too much and too loudly. I’d like 
to keep my job so if you’re going 
to talk like that, do it with 
someone else ok? 

Anton cuts Anthony a look.

--IN THIS SAME ROOM, MIDDLE OF THE NIGHT--

Anton rolls over, off of Nora-Jean. Both are out of breath.

NORA-JEAN
You’re so good at that.

ANTON
Well, when you’re inspired.

Nora-Jean sits up -- Anton eyes several bruises on her lower 
back as she slips on her gown. He sits up.

ANTON (CONT’D)
Where’d you get those?

NORA-JEAN
I stumbled. It’s nothing.

ANTON
You stumbled?

NORA-JEAN
You are a dear, but don’t make me 
repeat myself. I don’t like it.

ANTON
It’s not the first time I’ve seen 
bruises on you. ...did he hit you? 

NORA-JEAN
Goodnight.

ANTON (CONT'D)
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Nora-Jean kisses Anton and goes.

INT. BROADBERRY ESTATE, SERVANT QUARTERS -- CONTINUOUS

Anton enters the room he shares with Roger who is wide awake, 
but doesn’t acknowledge Anton’s entrance. Anton sits.

ANTON
He hits Nora... Did you hear me? I 
said he hits her. I saw the bruises 
myself. The fat fuck! 

ROGER
It’s none of our business. Just 
stay out of it. Don’t get involved.

ANTON
Don’t get involved? I love her.

ROGER
(near tears)

She’s his wife. Let them settle it.

ANTON
Would you feel that way if Carlo 
hit Bella?

ROGER
(sits up, angry)

And what are we suppose to do? What 
can men like us ever do?

ANTON
We take a stand.

ROGER
(scoffs, falls back)

Yeah? How are we going to do that?

ANTON
We kill him.

Anton coolly eyes Roger who stares back with red, watery, 
half dead eyes. 

BLACK.

END ACT ONE
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ACT TWO

INT. BROADBERRY ESTATE, PARLOR -- MORNING OF JANUARY 2ND

RETURN TO:

[NORA-JEAN AND BROADBERRY’S CONVERSATION]

Anton approaches with a bottle when-

BROADBERRY
Not you, the other one.

Anton briefly eyes Broadberry then forces a smile as he hands 
the bottle to Anthony who pours.

BROADBERRY (CONT’D)
You won’t be needed again.

Anton and Anthony bow then exit the parlor. 

NORA-JEAN
How did you sleep dear?

BROADBERRY
As well as you. Dear... I’m going 
into the office today, but I’ll be 
back for dinner.

NORA-JEAN
...I do love you. You know that.

Broadberry takes and kisses Nora-Jean’s hand before stepping 
away. She eyes him until he disappears.

EXT. BROADBERRY ESTATE, DRIVEWAY -- CONTINUOUS

Roger, the chauffeur, holds the back door open for 
Broadberry. Dreyfuss is standing on the doorstep.

ROGER
Good morning, sir.

BROADBERRY
Good morning, Roger. Mr. Dreyfuss, 
I’ll be back by nightfall. See to 
it that Mrs. Broadberry’s favorite 
dishes prepared. I have excellent 
news to share with her tonight.
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DREYFUSS
Very well, sir.

BROADBERRY
Alright, Roger. Fast as she goes.

As the car leaves the driveway, Mailman approaches with the 
mail. Dreyfuss coldly takes the mail and enters the house.

INT. BROADBERRY ESTATE, KITCHEN -- CONTINUOUS

Dreyfuss enters with a single small envelope. Bella perks up.

BELLA
Is that for me, Mr. Dreyfuss?

DREYFUSS
Actually Ms. Fournier, yes.

Bella smiles, wiping her hands on her apron as she approaches 
and takes the letter. She rips it open and reads.

ANN
Having quite the day, aren’t you 
frenchie?

MARY
Is it a love letter, Bella?

BELLA
(smiling, near tears)

Not exactly.

INT. BROADBERRY BUILDING, OFFICE -- AFTERNOON, CONTINUOUS

Broadberry sits at his desk reviewing contracts. A KNOCK. 

EMMA, 20’s, the secretary, enters.

EMMA
Pardon me, Mr. Broadberry, but Mr. 
Bolling is on line two.

BROADBERRY
Thank you, Emma. 

Emma goes as Broadberry picks up the phone.

BROADBERRY (CONT’D)
What?
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INT. BOLLING ESTATE, LIBRARY -- CONTINUOUS

Bolling is sitting at his desk, the phone to his ear.

BOLLING
(much more a question)

I take it you were satisfied last 
night, my debt is closer to being 
paid.

Broadberry DISCONNECTS.

BOLLING (CONT’D)
Fitz? Fitz? Dammit!

Bolling hangs up.

TERRANCE
Everything alright, sir?

Irritated, Bolling turns in his chair.

BOLLING
What are you doing in here?!

TERRANCE
I’ve brought your coffee sir, like 
you asked.

BOLLING
What did you hear?

TERRANCE
Nothing sir, I never eavesdrop.

Troubled, but satisfied, Bolling turns back.

EXT. BROADBERRY BUILDING -- EVENING, CONTINUOUS

Roger opens the car door as Broadberry approaches.

BROADBERRY
No thank you Roger, I’ll be 
driving, you sit in the back.

ROGER
Sir?

BROADBERRY
It’s a new year. We must try new 
things. 
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INT. BROADBERRY’S CAR, ONE LANE ROAD -- CONTINUOUS

Broadberry is driving, puffing a cigar. Through the rear view 
mirror, he eyes Roger who sits restlessly in the back. 

BROADBERRY
None of this was here before you 
know. Not this road, these trees. A 
filthy teepee city to be honest. 
Then one day I thought to myself, 
people shouldn’t live like this. 
So, I built proper housing in the 
city then built this beautiful road 
which reminds me so much of home... 
You want to know something, Roger? 
Sometimes I wonder if I truly did 
this for the immigrants or for 
myself... Any thoughts?

ROGER
It’s a fine road, sir.

BROADBERRY
You smoke, Roger?

ROGER
No sir.

BROADBERRY
Not even after being with a woman?

ROGER
I don’t like the smell, sir.

BROADBERRY
Don’t like the smell. I was twelve 
years old when I smoked my first 
cigar. Nearly coughed up a lung. I 
remember my father smiling, giving 
me a pat on the back. He was a good 
man. I strive everyday to be like 
him, to make him proud.

ROGER
Yes sir.

BROADBERRY
Yes sir, yes sir. You’ve probably 
never even been with a woman. You 
haven’t have you? ...not even with 
the french thing you like so much? 

(ROGER looks away)
Yes, I know about that. 

(MORE)
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Don’t ever think I don’t know 
exactly what goes on in my own 
home.

ROGER
Yes sir.

BROADBERRY
Do you know any other words?

ROGER
Yes-

Broadberry cuts Roger a look in the rear view mirror.

THUNDER.

ROGER (CONT’D)
Are you watching the road, sir?

BROADBERRY
I’ve never been very good at 
watching the road when I drive. 
It’s why I don’t drive.

Broadberry belts a laugh making Roger more uncomfortable...

Further down the road is TILLY (50’s), dressed in the latest 
fashions. She is standing beside her shiny, red, luxury car. 
She moves further into the road at the sound of another car.

ROGER
Mr. Broadberry, I really think you 
should watch the road.

BROADBERRY
Nora-Jean doesn’t nag me as much as 
you do. Now grab my briefcase. 

Roger grabs the briefcase. Broadberry keeps one hand on the 
wheel as he turns to grab the briefcase with his other.

BROADBERRY (CONT’D)
Give it here dammit.

TILLY
Hello!

Broadberry is struggling to grab the briefcase when-

ROGER
Sir!

Broadberry turns back to the road- SLAMS ON THE BRAKES!

BROADBERRY (CONT'D)
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TILLY ROLLS UP THE HOOD OF THE CAR! Then onto the street!

Broadberry and Roger hover over Tilly’s motionless body. 

ROGER (CONT’D)
She’s dead. She’s dead!

BROADBERRY
Yes, I can see that. 

ROGER
We have to contact the authorities. 
We have to report the accident.

Broadberry takes Roger by the collar!

BROADBERRY
You listen to me. We’re not 
reporting the accident because 
there was-no-accident.

(ROGER starts-)
Her car ran out of gas. The body-

RAIN POURS! Tilly’s blood is being washed away when-

TILLY GASPS!

ROGER
She’s alive!

BROADBERRY
Oh no you don’t.

Broadberry kneels over Tilly and BASHES HER HEAD INTO THE 
PAVEMENT!

In shock, Roger stares as her eyes flutter to a final close.

BROADBERRY (CONT’D)
Remove her shoe. 

ROGER
What?

Broadberry pushes Roger aside and retrieves the shoe himself. 

Roger can only stare in disbelief as Broadberry drags Tilly’s 
body slightly downhill in the midst of rocks and trees and 
stops at a medium sized rock.
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BROADBERRY
Put the shoe here. No- Stick it in 
the ground, between the rock and 
the mud... She lost her shoe then 
her balance, then-

Broadberry releases Tilly’s body. He and Roger watch as she 
tumbles downhill.

BROADBERRY (CONT’D)
...Come on, son.

Still in shock, Roger manages his way back to the car.

EXT. BROADBERRY ESTATE, DRIVEWAY -- EVENING, CONTINUOUS

Dreyfuss exits the house and is taken aback by the sight of 
Broadberry exiting the driver’s side and Roger the back seat.

BROADBERRY
(beckons Roger)

Until that poor woman’s body is 
found, you keep quiet. And after. 
Do you understand?

(ROGER nods)
Don’t nod, I need to hear it.

ROGER
...yes, sir.

Broadberry removes a twenty dollar bill from his wallet and 
places it in Roger’s hands who poorly masks his disbelief.

BROADBERRY
Take tomorrow off, go into town 
with the french girl. You earned 
it.

Broadberry gives Roger a comforting pat on the shoulder then 
steps away and enters the house. Dreyfuss cuts Roger a look 
before shutting the door.

INT. BROADBERRY ESTATE, KITCHEN -- NEXT DAY, AFTERNOON

Ann, Mary and Carlo, a cut on his forehead, are preparing 
breakfast when Roger enters dressed in regular clothes.

MARY
What’s this about?

ROGER
Mr. Broadberry gave me the day off. 
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ANN
What for?

ROGER
He was, in the mood I guess. 
Where’s Bella?

ANN
In the mood. I haven’t had a day 
off in a month. Did he lend you his 
precious Hispano Suzia too?

CARLO
Hispano Suiza.

Ann rolls her eyes just as Bella enters with her letter. 
Roger smiles, approaching her.

ROGER
Good morning.

BELLA
Hello.

ANN
You’re late. 

CARLO
Three minutes.

ANN
Late is late, it doesn’t matter how 
many minutes are involved.

BELLA
(dons apron)

I’m sorry.

ANN
What’s in that silly letter anyway 
that you keep reading it?

Bella starts when-

ROGER
I’m sorry. Bella. I was wondering-

CARLO
Bella, would you-

ROGER (CONT'D)
(louder than Carlo)

I was wondering if you’d like 
to go into town this evening.

Ann and Mary snicker. Bella quickly glances at Carlo.
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BELLA
I have to help with dinner.

ROGER
Or maybe you don’t.

DREYFUSS
(enters)

Mr. Broadberry has instructed me to 
begin devolving time off as a show 
of appreciation for all your hard 
work during this difficult time. 

(reading from a list)
Mr. Crane and Ms. Fournier will 
have this evening off, Ms. Reeves 
the following evening, Ms. George 
the evening after and Mr. De Luca 
the evening after that.

MARY
What about Anton and Anthony?

DREYFUSS
Do not concern yourself.

Embarrassed, Mary lowers her gaze as Dreyfuss goes.

ROGER
What do you say?

Bella quickly glances at Carlo who is already glaring back.

BELLA
...one condition.

ROGER
(beaming)

Anything.

EXT. BROADBERRY ESTATE, SERVANT’S ENTRANCE -- CONTINUOUS

Bella is waiting when Roger comes into view with two 
bicycles. Bella’s eyes light up.

BELLA
Who did you borrow these from?

ROGER
No one, they’re mine.

BELLA
Yours, Mr. Crane? 
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ROGER
It’s true. I’ve been, I’ve been 
saving the money.

BELLA
You’ve been saving your money for 
two bicycles?

ROGER
Why not? 

BELLA
Can we take Mr. Broadberry’s road?

ROGER
No! I mean, I know a quicker way 
into town.

Roger forces a smile.

INT. UNDERGROUND SPEAKEASY -- LATER

Roger and Bella laugh as they dance within the ROWDY CROWD.

BELLA
I’ve never had so much fun in all 
my life.

Roger spots a couple leaving a table. He takes Bella’s hand 
and quickly leads her to it where they sit.

ROGER
Two whiskies! Have you ever tried 
whiskey before?

BELLA
I’ve never tried anything before.

The two laugh as a WAITRESS arrives with their drinks. 

Roger and Bella toast their glasses and drink. Roger downs 
his while Bella spews hers out. He laughs.

BELLA (CONT’D)
It’s disgusting.

ROGER
That’s the point.

They laugh again and Bella’s smile sweetens. Roger can’t 
help, but blush. He takes one of Bella’s hands.
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EXT. NEW YORK CITY STREETS, SIDEWALK -- CONTINUOUS

Roger and Bella walk arm in arm as she eyes street names. 

BELLA
Are you sure your bicycles will be 
safe back there?

ROGER
I offered a waiter some money to 
keep an eye on them, but he won’t 
get paid until we get back. That’s 
called thinking on your feet. I’m 
very intelligent, you know.

BELLA
I can see that.

ROGER
(smiling)

You still haven’t said what your 
condition is.

Bella removes the letter from her pocket. She eyes it then 
the street name.

ROGER (CONT’D)
What are you looking for?

BELLA
(squints, smiles)

This way.

Bella leads Roger across the street toward a BEAUTIFULLY 
PROMINENT HOTEL. They halt just outside the doors.

BELLA (CONT’D)
My condition is that you help me 
surprise someone.

ROGER
You know someone who can afford to 
stay here?

Bella smiles and leads Roger in.

INT. PROMINENT HOTEL, LOBBY -- CONTINUOUS

RICH GUESTS frown and turn away as Roger and Bella approach 
WESLEY, the snobbish front desk assistant (male, 40’s). 

39.



BELLA
Excusez-moi. I’m looking for a 
woman. She would have checked in 
earlier today. Tilly Vilhelm?

WESLEY
I cannot discuss the hotel’s 
guests. Now please move along.

BELLA
Sir, please. You can check her 
signature here.

Bella hands Wesley the letter who lowers his snobbish gaze to 
review it in comparison to his ledger.

WESLEY
Who is the lady to you?

BELLA
She’s my aunt. She wrote me to say 
that she’d be in town to... She 
said she’d visit me tomorrow, but I 
received the evening off and 
thought to surprise her.

WESLEY
Mrs. Vilhelm has not yet checked in 
for the evening.

BELLA
But she was here? Monsieur, please. 
If you could please ring her room 
and tell her I’m here, I’m certain 
she will be right down.

A moment and Wesley picks up the phone and dials. Bella’s 
hopeful gaze is short-lived when he hangs up.

WESLEY
No answer because as I said she has 
yet to check back in.

Wesley returns the letter to Bella who is persistent.

BELLA
Perhaps she’s in the bath. She 
could have forgotten to check back 
in. Please, it’s very important. 
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WESLEY
Madam, she is not here... But if 
you and the gentleman would leave 
your names, I will see to it that 
she is informed of your attempted
visit when she arrives. 

BELLA
Thank you.

Wesley pushes forward a pen and paper. Bella writes while-

BELLA (CONT’D)
She’s a very grand lady, Roger. 

Bella slides the pen and paper to Roger who writes.

BELLA (CONT'D)
She wears silks and furs and drives 
a shiny red motor car.

Roger halts writing! Motionless, he stares at his half 
finished signature. Wesley notices the hesitation.

WESLEY
First and last name.

A moment and Roger continues writing. He slides the pen and 
paper back then nods to Wesley before leading Bella to the 
lobby door.

BELLA
Are you alright?

Roger forces a smile and, hurriedly, leads her out while...

BELLA (CONT’D)
My aunt Tilly is wonderful, Roger. 
Last year she had nothing and now 
she’s married to the richest lawyer 
in North Carolina.

Wesley watches them go then eyes the paper with their 
signatures: Bella Fournier, Roger CRAMER.

Wesley slides the paper into a drawer then locks it.

EXT. BROADBERRY ESTATE, SERVANT’S ENTRANCE -- LATER

Roger and Bella roll the bicycles to a stop and dismount.

BELLA
I really did enjoy myself... Roger?
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ROGER
What? I mean, good, I’m glad you-

BELLA
(kisses him)

Goodnight.

Roger watches as she goes.

INT. BROADBERRY ESTATE, SERVANT QUARTERS -- CONTINUOUS

Bella makes up the hallway and turns a corner where-

[CONVERSATION IS IN FRENCH WITH ENGLISH SUBTITLES]

CARLO
It’s so convenient. The both of you 
having the evening off.

BELLA
It was.

CARLO
...I’ve saved money, soon I’ll have 
a different position, a better 
position. So make a choice-

BELLA
I choose Roger! I know what you
really do for Broadberry. Roger 
would never even think of taking 
part in the things you’ve done. 
It’s why he’s better than you.

(lowers gaze)
I shouldn’t have said that... I’m 
grateful for what you did for me. 
But you don’t get to own me.

CARLO
(grabs her)

It’s the wrong choice. I only hope 
you don’t learn that the hard way.

INT. BROADBERRY ESTATE, SERVANT QUARTERS -- CONTINUOUS

RETURN TO:

[ANTON & ROGER’S CONVERSATION FROM END OF ACT ONE]

Roger is staring at Anton with those red, watery, desperate 
eyes -- the situation with Bella and Tilly is the reason for 
his emotional distress.
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ANTON
Did you hear me? I’m going to-

ROGER
Yes... I’ll help you.

END ACT TWO
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ACT THREE

INT. BROADBERRY ESTATE, DINING ROOM -- EVENING [JANUARY 1ST]

RETURN TO:

[THE GRAND DINNER PARTY]

GERALDINE
So tell us Fitz, how exactly is it 
being the kindest man in town?

CAROLINE
Silly girl. What she means to ask 
Fitz, is how is it being one of the 
richest men in town? Richer than 
Mr. Bolling.

Bolling jokingly pulls Caroline close and kisses her cheek 
when he notices a glimmer in Broadberry’s eye. Bolling turns 
his gaze toward Edward then quickly lowers it. 

CHARLES
Word is you’ve taken an interest in 
fashion Fitz. Can we expect to see 
a feathered hat atop your head?

CAROLINE
With shaven legs?

LAUGHTER! Dreyfuss approaches Roger.

DREYFUSS
Are you quite well?

Caroline is curiously eyeing Bolling. He smiles and kisses 
her. She lovingly rubs his cheek.

EXT. BROADBERRY ESTATE, DRIVEWAY -- LATER

Terrance, Edward and Lester are waiting beside the Bolling’s 
car as are other servants waiting for their masters.

TERRANCE
Anton says that none of them are 
getting paid double.

LESTER
(dismissive, cold)

Their problem, not mine.
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GUESTS exit the house.

EDWARD
Straighten up, he’s coming.

Bolling and Caroline approach. Terrance opens the car door. 
Caroline enters first then Bolling.

BOLLING
Terrance, Lester, let’s be on our 
way. Edward, I’ve lent you to Mr. 
Broadberry for the night. Half his 
staff is still out with measles. 

EDWARD
The night, sir?

Edward and Terrance make quick, curious eye contact. Terrance 
then takes the driver’s seat and Lester the passenger. 

BOLLING
...goodnight Edward.

Edward watches the car depart then looks back to the house.

INT. BROADBERRY ESTATE, DRAWING ROOM -- CONTINUOUS

Alone in the room, Broadberry is puffing a cigar when Edward 
stops in the doorway and bows.

EDWARD
Mr. Broadberry. Mr. Bolling said 
you have need of me, sir.

BROADBERRY
Yes, come in. Edward is it?

EDWARD
Yes, Mr. Broadberry.

BROADBERRY
Shut the door, Edward.

EDWARD
Yes sir, Mr. Broadberry... Should I 
report to Mr. Dreyfuss regarding my 
duties and sleeping quarters?

BROADBERRY
I don’t see a need for that.

EDWARD
What am I to do then, sir?
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BROADBERRY
Tell me Edward, do you like working 
for Mr. Bolling?

EDWARD
Yes sir.

Broadberry crosses the room and locks the door. He turns back 
to Edward, slowly loosening his bow tie while...

BROADBERRY
I understand you have a desire to 
return to London.

EDWARD
I do, sir. 

BROADBERRY
(removing jacket)

I love London. It’s been a long 
time since I’ve visited. 

EDWARD
Should I turn down the room-

BROADBERRY
It must be difficult, saving on 
your wages.

EDWARD
I manage.

BROADBERRY
You and your sister manage. She 
works in a hotel owned by one of my 
associates. Victoria?

Edward’s brows furrow as Broadberry unbuttons his vest.

BROADBERRY (CONT’D)
A very attractive young girl is 
bound to catch the eye of all sorts 
of men. Young, old, poor. Wealthy. 
My Nora was a lounge singer when we 
met, now look.

EDWARD
I don’t understand what you want 
from me, Mr. Broadberry.

Broadberry approaches a bookshelf then pushes on it -- it 
opens backward. Broadberry releases a half smile before 
casually entering the passageway. Edward swallows.
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INT. BROADBERRY ESTATE, 3RD FLOOR HALL -- HOURS LATER

Nora-Jean makes her way up the hall, having just left Anton, 
when she spots Edward stumbling in BLOOD-SPECKLED underwear, 
clutching his clothing and shoes. Eyes filled with tears, he 
doesn’t even notice her as he rushes off.

INT. BROADBERRY ESTATE, KITCHEN -- CONTINUOUS

Mary is having a drink when-

A FAINT NOISE. 

She moves to the high window and peeks at the grounds above 
where she sees Edward running away. 

ANN
What are you doing in here?

MARY
(turns, startled)

Just having a drink of water.

ANN
Get back to your room.

Mary hurries away. Curious, Ann peeks out the window, but 
sees nothing. She looks back in Mary’s direction.

INT. BOLLING ESTATE, SERVANTS QUARTERS -- CONTINUOUS

KNOCKING!

Terrance is startled from his sleep. He opens the door- 

Sweating and shaking, Edward rushes in!

TERRANCE
What the bloody hell?

EDWARD
Keep your voice down.

TERRANCE
What are you doing here, you’re 
suppose to be at Broadberry’s.

EDWARD
I’m never going back there again.

TERRANCE
What are you on about?
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EDWARD
That bastard. That old bloody 
bastard.

TERRANCE
Mr. Bolling? ...Edward, what’s 
happened?

(closer, more serious)
What’s happened?

EDWARD
Broadberry keeps gold in his 
closet.

TERRANCE
How do you know that?

EDWARD
Because I’ve seen it.

TERRANCE
How?

EDWARD
Never mind how. It’s enough gold 
for us to get back to London, 
support our families.

TERRANCE
We can’t just take Broadberry’s 
gold.

EDWARD
It’s not his gold anymore.

(hard glare)
It’s ours.

TERRANCE
...if this gold exists, we can’t 
steal it. If we got caught-

EDWARD
We won’t get caught. I know things 
about that house. Secret passages.

TERRANCE
Edward-

EDWARD
Are you going to help me or not?!

TERRANCE
Keep your voice down... If you’ve 
got a plan- A real plan. 

(MORE)

48.



I would risk it. I’d risk anything 
to be with Victoria again.

Terrance’s desperate eyes and Edward’s dead glare meet.

INT. BOLLING ESTATE, LIBRARY -- THE FOLLOWING AFTERNOON

RETURN TO:

[BROADBERRY AND BOLLING’S PHONE CONVERSATION FROM ACT TWO]

Bolling is sitting at his desk, the phone to his ear.

BOLLING
Edward returned this morning.

BROADBERRY
He’s your man servant, why 
shouldn’t he return to you?

BOLLING
I take it you were satisfied last 
night, my debt is closer to being 
paid...

INTERCUT: BROADBERRY & BOLLING’S CONVERSATION / EDWARD & 
TERRANCE’S CONVERSATION ON THE PREVIOUS NIGHT

TERRANCE
Have you got a plan, Edward?

BROADBERRY
(shifts in chair)

It’s going to take a lot more than 
a tussle with your boy to satisfy 
the debt you owe me. To the grave 
Johnny boy. Never forget, you asked 
me to carry your secret to the 
grave.

BOLLING
I know what you’ve done for me. But 
if anyone ever found out, it’s not 
just my neck... You do understand 
me don’t you Fitz?

BROADBERRY
I don’t like threats.

BOLLING
I wasn’t threatening-

Broadberry DISCONNECTS...

TERRANCE (CONT'D)
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EDWARD 
We’re going to kill Broadberry.

BOLLING
Fitz? Fitz? Dammit!

Bolling hangs up as Terrance stops in the doorway.

TERRANCE
Everything alright, sir?

Irritated, Bolling turns in his chair.

BOLLING
What are you doing in here?!

TERRANCE
I’ve brought your coffee sir, like 
you asked.

BOLLING
What did you hear?

TERRANCE
Nothing sir, I never eavesdrop.

EDWARD
(lights cigarette)

And Bolling...

Standing behind Bolling, Terrance smiles.

END ACT THREE
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ACT FOUR

INT. BOLLING ESTATE, STAIRWELL -- AFTERNOON [JULY 2ND CONT.]

RETURN TO:

[IMMEDIATELY AFTER BROADBERRY & BOLLING’S PHONE CONVERSATION 
FROM ACT TWO]

Bolling rushes upstairs while Caroline, sharply dressed, is 
heading down.

CAROLINE
Jonathan, what’s the matter?

BOLLING
(kisses her in passing)

Nothing darling, nothing.

CAROLINE
You’re lying.

(BOLLING halts)
Where are you going? Where do you 
go every Friday? Not the office. 

BOLLING
(stares blankly)

I love you. 

CAROLINE
Where?

BOLLING
(starts back upstairs)

Out, Caroline. I’m going out.

CAROLINE
Jonathan-

BOLLING
Enough! Do you love this house? 
This life? ...enjoy your day.

Caroline eyes him as he continues upstairs.

INT. BOLLING ESTATE, LIBRARY -- CONTINUOUS

Caroline enters, exhaling as she calms herself. She sits at 
Bolling’s desk and stares at the phone.

51.



INT. BROADBERRY ESTATE, PARLOR -- CONTINUOUS

In the hallway, Dreyfuss is passing the open door, but halts 
at the sound of the RINGING TELEPHONE.

INT. BROADBERRY ESTATE, DRAWING ROOM -- CONTINUOUS

Dreyfuss sets a silver dusted telephone beside Nora-Jean then 
excuses himself from the room. Nora-Jean answers it.

NORA-JEAN
Mrs. Bolling.

INT. BOLLING ESTATE, LIBRARY -- CONTINUOUS

CAROLINE
Nora-Jean. I thought about what you 
said. And I do have something to 
offer you.

INT. BROADBERRY ESTATE, FOYER -- SHORT WHILE LATER

Dreyfuss opens the front door to Caroline.

DREYFUSS
Mrs. Bolling. This way.

INT. BROADBERRY ESTATE, TEA ROOM -- CONTINUOUS

Smiling, Nora-Jean stands as Dreyfuss leads Caroline in. The 
two exchange kisses on the cheek.

NORA-JEAN
Caroline, you look absolutely 
sinful. You can leave us now.

Dreyfuss bows and shuts the doors on his way out. Nora-Jean 
and Caroline both take a seat at the table.

CAROLINE
You’re a picture of perfection-

NORA-JEAN
We’re behind closed doors now. 

CAROLINE
(lowers gaze)

Mr. Bolling is stepping outside his 
vows. 
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NORA-JEAN
Common knowledge.

(insulted)
Is that why you’re here? To tell me-

CAROLINE
It is common knowledge, so yes 
that’s why I’m here. I know 
Jonathan doesn’t love me, but were 
he more discreet it would be easier 
to reconcile. But he isn’t and 
people whisper. And whispers make 
it very difficult for one to, climb 
the social ladder as they say.

NORA-JEAN
You were very popular last night.

CAROLINE
Everyone is popular at your 
parties, when you’re in the room.

NORA-JEAN
So you’re having trouble making 
friends. Hurry to the part that 
interests me.

Caroline lowers her gaze as she reaches down within the top 
of her dress and removes an envelope. She places it on the 
table. Unimpressed, Nora-Jean simply eyes it.  

Caroline roughly exhales then slides the envelope toward  
Nora-Jean who removes several small photographs -- images 
unseen. Nora-Jean cuts her eyes at Caroline.

CAROLINE
You love power Nora-Jean. Power is 
information and though I don’t know 
all the specifics, I know this 
could somehow take down Fitz if you 
wanted it. As well as my, husband.

NORA-JEAN
We have very different marriages, 
Caroline Bolling. I for one love my 
husband and refuse to allow harm to 
come to him. While you-

(chuckles)
You’ve just put Jonathan’s balls in 
my hand. 

CAROLINE
...will you help me?
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NORA-JEAN
Absolutely not.

In complete disbelief, Caroline’s mouth falls agape when-

NORA-JEAN (CONT’D)
(smiles)

I’m only kidding. But before we 
begin I must ask, why share this 
information with me and not seize 
the power for yourself? ...you’re
weak, Caroline.

(sighs)
What do you want?

CAROLINE
I want the whispers to stop. I’ve 
sacrificed everything I’ve ever 
owned that was of value to get 
where I am and I want the payoff.

NORA-JEAN
You want respect.

(CAROLINE nods)
Then I suppose now is not a good 
time to reveal that I’ve fucked 
Jonathan a time or two. 

CAROLINE
(stares daggers)

I’m aware. 

NORA-JEAN
(eyeing the photographs)

You should be, you were home at the 
time. Where are the copies?

CAROLINE
There are none.

(desperate)
Please.

Several moments. Nora-Jean lifts the teapot and pours into 
Caroline’s cup.

INT. BROADBERRY ESTATE, FOYER -- SHORT WHILE LATER

Nora-Jean escorts Caroline to the door.

NORA-JEAN
Bring Jonathan to dinner. 

(MORE)
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The two of you will be a welcome 
addition since my husband insists 
on dining with Thomas Van Horne and 
his invalid of a wife. 

Dreyfuss is nearing, but slows to listen.

CAROLINE
You’re not fond of them?

NORA-JEAN
She’s horrible to look at and worse 
to listen to. Mr. Dreyfuss, stop 
hiding yourself and see Mrs. 
Bolling to her car.

Dreyfuss approaches and holds the door open for Caroline.

NORA-JEAN (CONT’D)
Seven o’clock.

Dreyfuss exits with Caroline.

Nora-Jean eyes the small photographs -- images still unseen. 
She slowly crosses the room. She puts a hand over her mouth.

Nora-Jean gracefully makes her way upstairs.

INT. BROADBERRY ESTATE, BROADBERRY BEDROOM -- CONTINUOUS

Nora-Jean enters.

The fire is going!

She lowers to her knees before the fireplace. She eyes the 
small photographs once more -- images still unseen.

NORA-JEAN
(sighs)

Fitz.

Nora-Jean stares into the fire.

She tosses the photographs in.

INT. BOLLING ESTATE, LIBRARY -- LATER, EVENING

Dressed for dinner, Caroline stops in the doorway.

CAROLINE
Jonathan? Jonathan, where are you?

NORA-JEAN (CONT'D)
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Caroline moves about the hallway checking different rooms.

CAROLINE (CONT’D)
Jonathan... Jonathan?

EXT. BOLLING ESTATE, DRIVEWAY -- CONTINUOUS

At the estate entrance, Bolling waits beside his car -- a 
busted tire. SERVANTS approach to assist.

BOLLING
Hurry up!

INT. BOLLING ESTATE, DRAWING ROOM -- CONTINUOUS

CAROLINE
(enters)

Jonathan? Jonathan?

Caroline is thrown to the floor! 

Before she can scream, HITMAN, 40’s, thick and tall, dressed 
in all black, pounces on top of her- Strangles her!

HITMAN
Stop squirming. It’ll be over in a 
minute...

INTERCUT: CAROLINE / BOLLING...

Bolling eyes the tire then his home a ways off. 

BOLLING
Take care of this.

Bolling continues up the driveway on foot...

Caroline is losing her fight for breath when she spots 
something.

HITMAN
There’s nothing better than killing 
a beautiful woman. Oh, what I’m 
gonna do to you after- Ahh!

Caroline bites one of Hitman’s thumbs. He releases her only 
long enough to shake off the pain and for Caroline to catch 
her breath.

She tries to reach back at the something, but Hitman is 
already strangling her again...
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Bolling enters the front door.

BOLLING
Caroline? Caroline-

Bolling comes upon a DEAD MAID. His breath quickens.

BOLLING (CONT’D)
Caroline!

...Caroline reaches back and grabs a REVOLVER hidden beneath 
the cushion of a chair. Hitman tries to take it-

BOLLING (CONT’D)
(running)

Caroline?!

A GUNSHOT!

Bolling rushes into the drawing room where Hitman is bleeding 
from his stomach. Caroline is pointing the gun at him.

BOLLING (CONT’D)
Oh my god. Caroline.

Bolling exhales in relief. He moves to Caroline, lifts her to 
her feet and checks her over. He then gently takes the gun 
and points it at Hitman.

BOLLING (CONT’D)
You have a choice, sir. Tell me who 
sent you and I’ll call the police 
or don’t tell me, I blow your 
brains out and then call the 
police.

HITMAN
You don’t have the balls, Bolling.

Bolling SHOOTS Hitman in the leg!

BOLLING
The next one goes through your eye.

HITMAN
You don’t remember me, do you?

Bolling’s eyes widen, now recognizing Hitman who chuckles. 

HITMAN (CONT’D)
Broadberry underestimated you.
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CAROLINE
Broadberry? Fitz or Nora-Jean? Fitz 
or Nora-Jean?!

Hitman spits at Caroline!

Bolling takes Hitman by the collar, PISTOL WHIPS him then 
slings him to the floor!

BOLLING
She asked you a question.

HITMAN
(mockingly)

The kindest man in town.

CAROLINE
Why would Broadberry want us dead?

HITMAN
(standing)

Because your husband is a fucking-

Bolling SHOOTS Hitman in the head!

Caroline covers her mouth. Bolling pulls her close, 
comforting her.

BOLLING
It’s alright. It’s alright.

CAROLINE
What was he going to say Jonathan? 

Bolling kisses her then moves to a desk, opens a drawer and 
replaces the bullets while...

BOLLING
It doesn’t matter. If Broadberry 
wants a war, I’ll give him a 
fucking war. I’m not going down 
alone.

CAROLINE
Jonathan?

BOLLING
Don’t worry, I’ll send you away. 
You’ll be safe.

CAROLINE
Safe? Jonathan, things have 
changed.
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Bolling ignores her, looking over the revolver.

CAROLINE (CONT’D)
I said things have changed, 
Jonathan and whatever your plan is 
you can’t go through with it... I 
know what you’ve done.

BOLLING
You don’t know anything-

CAROLYN
I do! And I know that Fitz helped 
you do it.

(approaches)
But if he wants you dead- Us dead. 
There must be more to the story.

Bolling hurries to his desk, removes particular papers and 
stuffs them into his coat pocket while...

BOLLING
You don’t know anything, but it 
doesn’t matter. We don’t need New 
York, I have family in Italy. We 
can start over.

CAROLINE
We’re not going anywhere.

BOLLING
We have to!

CAROLINE
We can’t! Nora... I told Nora-Jean. 
About you.

BOLLING
(suppressing anger)

You did what?

CAROLINE
I was angry with you.

BOLLING
(approaches, grabs her)

What have I done that could prompt 
you to be so stupid?!

CAROLINE
Margaret! Grace. Katherine. 
Dorothy. Lora... Nora-Jean.
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BOLLING
(releases her, eyes floor)

Everything I’ve done has been for 
us. Everything. 

CAROLINE
(laughs)

There’s a dead man in the corner 
because the husband of one of the 
many women you’ve been sleeping 
with sent him here to kill you. How 
has anything you’ve done been for 
us? And what you did to Edward-

BOLLING
I’m sorry for Edward and I’m done 
repeating myself.

He steps away and continues going through papers.

CAROLINE
I know you’re afraid of Fitz. You 
put on a brave face, but you’re 
afraid of him. You shouldn’t be.

BOLLING
He just nearly murdered my wife- Of 
course I’m afraid! I won’t let him-

(it doesn’t matter)
I’ll handle it.

CAROLINE
...Fitz may be the richest man we 
know, but he’s not the most 
powerful person we know.

BOLLING
Oh yeah? Then who is?

CAROLINE
His wife. And I think there’s value 
for her in whatever it is you’ve 
gotten yourself into. We need to 
get and keep her on our side.

(takes his hand)
And you need to tell me everything 
Fitz has on you.

BOLLING
(near tears)

You won’t want to be married to me 
anymore if I do.
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CAROLINE
We’re barely married now.

BOLLING
(...serious)

You’ll want to sit down.

BLACK.

Caroline, eyes wide, mouth agape and tears welled is seated. 
Bolling paces, nervously awaiting Caroline’s reaction to his 
confession of it all. He can’t wait any longer.

BOLLING (CONT’D)
Caroline-

CAROLINE
We have to kill him. We have to 
kill both of them.

Relieved, Bolling drops to his knees and takes Caroline’s 
hands in his own and kisses them, but she stands and takes a 
step back, still collecting herself.

CAROLINE (CONT’D)
Get dressed, we’ve been invited to 
dinner.

Caroline glances at Hitman’s corpse then leaves the room. A 
moment, she returns and kisses Bolling and holds him close 
briefly. Again, she exits the room.

Bolling wipes his eyes and collects himself.

INT. BROADBERRY ESTATE, FOYER -- SHORT WHILE LATER

Dreyfuss opens the front door to REDRESSED AND SMILING 
Caroline and Bolling. They’ve brought champagne. 

BLACK.

END ACT FOUR
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