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FADE IN:  

SUPER: BOSTON - YEAR 1922 

EXT. RESIDENTIAL NEIGHBORHOOD - DAY

[A BLACK 1922 MODEL T FORD] 

The engine turns and turns and turns, but fails to start. Pulling back we see a man sitting in the car. A woman [WIFE] stands by the driver's side door.  Visible in the background, an elderly woman [MAPLE] stands waiting/watching.

JIM FIELDS is a chubby, fifty-year old man. He has no  special or memorable characteristics - your average ‘Joe.’ Well, maybe a little less than average (not a reference to his height).

JIM, again, attempts to start the car - nothing.

                         WIFE: 

           You’re sure you know where you’re going?

                         JIM

           I spent 20 years of my life, Honey,  

           in that house - in this city. I think 

           I know my way around. Now just...

           let me think.

JIM, once again, attempts to start the car. To JIM’S consternation, again it fails to start.

                         WIFE   

           ...Did you prime it? 

JIM did forget to prime it...and finally does. Again, JIM attempts to start the car. This time it starts... 

                         WIFE:

           It’s a two hour drive home, so we have 

           to leave by four. That’s three hours.  

                         JIM

           I’ll be back in about an hour – about.

                         WIFE:

           I just don't want to be driving at night.

                 (lowering her voice) 

           And try to be back in time to visit       

           with your Auntie Maple.  

JIM'S eyes roll. He's anxious and drives off.

WIFE turns to join AUNT MAPLE - standing about 10 feet away.  They both proceed [slowly] up the walkway to the house.

AUNT MAPLE is late 70's, walks with a cane and has a rather unpleasant disposition...

                         AUNT MAPLE:

                         (sharply)

           Where's he going?

                         WIFE:

           Just across town. 

                         AUNT MAPLE:

           And where'd he get the money for

           that contraption?

                         WIFE:

           He took a little advance... against 

           his inheritance. 

                         AUNT MAPLE:

           Well I knew he couldn't earn it, that 

           idiot. 

                          WIFE:

           Oh now Auntie Maple...

                          AUNT MABLE:

           Those shoes he sold me gave me a

           bunion. When he gets back I'm showin’

           it to him.

                                                    CUT TO: 

EXT. GAS STATION – SAME DAY

--The middle of nowhere. We watch JIM from a distance as he converses with an ATTENDENT. After a few moments the  ATTENDENT points in the opposite direction JIM’S vehicle is facing. 

EXT. RESIDENTIAL STREET – SAME DAY

From a distance we see JIM talking to a YOUNG BOY. The YOUNG BOY points in the opposite direction JIM is facing. 

                                                    CUT TO:

EXT. RESIDENTIAL NEIGHBORHOOD - SAME DAY 

JIM pulls his car up to the curb of a small home.  It's a residential neighborhood - a working-class neighborhood.  

JIM looks toward the house, searching for the address.  He holds up a piece of paper (a LETTER), looks at it, then, uncertain, exits his vehicle.

ANGLE ON: A 74 year-old man - MORTAMER - sits in a rocking chair smoking a pipe. We watch JIM approach. 

                         JIM:

           Excuse me...  Are you 

                 (looks at paper) 

           Mortamer Cromer?

                         MORATAMER:

           That'd be me. 

                         JIM:

           Letter here, apparently from you. 

           It was given to me by an attorney 

           ...regarding possessions belonging

           to my mother?

JIM walks onto the porch. 

                         MORTAMER:

           Let me see it.

JIM hands the LETTER to MORTAMER, who quickly hands it back.          

                         MORTAMER:

                     (lighting his pipe)

           Mom's Nallie Fields?

                         JIM:

           Yeah. Well, she passed away last week. 

           Yesterday was her funeral.

                         MORTAMER:

           I was aware she passed away. God rest 

           her sole. 

                     (getting up) 

           I knew you'd be coming to the 

           funeral, that's why I sent the

           letter... You can follow me.

JIM, puzzled, follows MORTAMER. MORTAMER opens the screen door and walks into the house. Before JIM can grab the screen door it shuts. JIM attempts to open the door... but it jams. 

MORTAMER opens the door.                                                       

                                                    CUT TO:

INT. INSIDE HOUSE- SAME DAY

                         MORTAMER:

           Any problem findin’ the place?

                         JIM:

           --No problem at all.

We follow them into a room...

                         MORTAMER:

           At my age you get in the habit of 

           readin’ the obituaries. That's how  

           I found out about Nallie's passin.’

MORTAMER walks over to a large CHEST, opens it...  

JIM walks over to look inside.

                         MORTAMER:

           She told me to keep it till she came 

           by to get it. You’d think livin’ in

           the same city, she’d come by...

           Two uniforms, 20 or so letters...

           Other things. It's yours, everything.

BLUE JACKET and a WHITE JACKET, part of a COLONEL’S and ADMIRAL’S uniform, are conspicuous as they sit on top.  

JIM picks up both JACKETS - by the fabric instead of the hanger - and looks them over with curiosity. 

                         JIM:

           --An Admiral’s jacket? --And a Colonel?

                         MORTAMER:

                        (sharply)

           Now don't touch the fabric.

                         JIM:

           --Sorry. (grabbing the hanger)

           ...This stuff?  Why mine?

                        MORTAMER:

           Letter in here, addressed to Nallie... 

        (reaches into the chest and pulls out a letter)

           You can read it.

JIM puts both JACKETS back into the CHEST.

MORTAMER hands the letter to JIM...

                       JIM:

                   (reading out loud)

           Dear Nallie, when the little one 

           finally comes, you can count on your 

           Jim not to desert you in your time

           of need. Love Jim... 

                      MORTAMER:  

           Last I saw Nallie, I’d say about maybe

           40 years...Your Ma, and you, stood

           right here. --Still Nallie Parris then.

           Maybe it was Fields? --Believe she just

           married. I tried to give it to her then. 

                         JIM:

           My mother never really talked about my 

           real father. --Havin’ me outside of 

           marriage. She’d call him her petit amant 

           - French for something. That’s about

           all she’d say...

JIM walks over to a PORTRAIT of a Colonel handing on the wall.  He reads the fine print under the PORTRAIT...                   

                         JIM: (CONT:)                

           --Him?

                         MORTAMER:

           Made about a month before he died.

                         JIM:

           He was a Colonel?

MORTAMER sits down. 

                         MORTAMER:

           --And an Admiral. Only man to ever  

           carry both titles. 

                         JIM:

           I know my mother worked as an actress, 

           dancer...Where — Or how... 

                         MORTAMER:

           Jim was also an impresario. Nallie 

           worked at the Grand Opera House in 

           New York. Jim and Jay Gould bought

           the Opera House to run the Erie 

           Railroad out of. Sure caused quite

           stir at the time.

                         JIM:

           What happened to him - Jim?  

                         MORTAMER:

           Hand me that... there ... 

MORTAMER points to an ashtray.  

JIM hands it to him. 

MORTAMER empties his pipe...

                         MORTAMER:

           To say Ned Stokes killed him, that’s 

           the short version. Jim shoulda saw

           it comin’. He came to New York in

           1868... He was already, at 35, a self 

           made millionaire...   

                         JIM:

                    (interrupting)

           Mortamer?

                         MORTAMER:

           What?

                         JIM:

           This gonna take awhile? My wife ‘n 

           aunt... 

JIM is suddenly struck by the thought of visiting with Aunt MAPLE.

                         JIM: 

           --Never mind. Go ahead. Can I?

JIM points to a rocking chair.  

MORTAMER motions to JIM to sit down.

                         MORTAMER:

           Like I said 1868... Jim was invited to 

           New York by Daniel Drew. Everybody called 

           him Uncle Daniel. Uncle Daniel was cookin’

           up a scheme New York wouldn’t forget for 

           a long time. But in order for it to work,

           he needed a voting majority on the Board 

           of Directors,

                                                  FADE OUT:

                                                  FADE IN: 

INT.  BOARDROOM - DAY

9 men (Board members) are seated around a large oval table.  

A casual mood exists as the men quietly converse with each other.

                          MORTAMER: (V.O.)

           ...so he arranged for Jim and 

           Jay Gould to join the Board. Now

           Cornelius Vanderbilt, or Commodore as

           he was known, he was tryin' to take

           over the Erie.  Already ownin' the

           Central Railroad, that woulda given him  

           a monopoly on all the railroad traffic 

           on the East Coast. I was an office boy,

           but had writin’ abilities so I wrote 

           the minutes for the Board meetings...

Young MORTAMER is writing the minutes.

FRANK WORK is at the head of the table. He shuffles through a few pieces of paper...

                         FRANK:

           Okay gentlemen, gentlemen.  Thank 

           you. I would like to first take

           this opportunity to welcome two 

           new Board members... 

              (reading from a piece of paper) 

           Mr. Jim Fisk...

JIM FISK is on the chubby side. His attire leans to loud, favoring checkered patterns- a contrast to fellow Board members. He lacks social refinement, not just in his choice of attire, but also his use of the King's English. JIM has a carefree nature, quick wit and disarming smile. He is unencumbered by ego or pretense. Life is a big jolly game to JIM, where there are only winners and losers... JIM’S a winner. 

                         JIM:

           Friends all call me Jim.

                         FRANK:

           Thank you, Jim. 

                (to Mortamer)                         

           You don't have to include that in the 

           minutes, boy.  Jim, to your left there

           is Camden Meyer, Wilber Benson, George

           Robbins, our two colleagues from Boston,

           William Eldridge and Ben Higgins.

           Daniel Drew brought you aboard, so I'm 

           sure you're acquainted. I'm Frank Work.

FRANK motions toward the other new Board member –JAY GOULD.

                         FRANK: 

           ...and a man, who brings with him 

           a sound background in financial matters,

           Jay Gould.

JAY GOULD rises. JAY’S a stoical man, stealthy and calculating. He acknowledges everyone present with a quick nod, then sits down.

                         FRANK:

           Very good... Gentlemen, just a couple 

           of issues today. To begin, you are

           all aware the Erie Railroad is in 

           serious financial shape.  Commodore

           Vanderbilt, a major stockholder here 

           in this company...

DREW leans to JIM'S ear. DREW is in his 60’s and lacks good grammar. His countenance suggests his mischievous nature. 

FRANK continues to speak.  

                         DREW:

           Commodore's his father-in-law.

                         FRANK: (CONT.)

           ... has proposed a sure way to replenish

           our empty treasury.  The Commodore would 

           like us to consider raising our freight 

           charge by 50%. This increase would equal  

           the rate the Commodore is now charging 

           on his Central Railroad.

A hand raises - CAMDEN MEYER.

                         MEYER:

           Frank, what about the Pennsylvania?

                         FRANK:

           --Good question, Camden.  The Commodore 

           has already secured the cooperation of  

           the Pennsylvania Railroad, they agreeing

           to match whatever rate increase we

           stipulate here today on our competing 

           lines. Any other questions? (PAUSE) 

           Okay. Uncle Daniel, would you like to 

           add anything? 

                         DREW:

                       (rising)

           Ah, only that this here vote should  

           reflect on the best interest of the Eire.

                       (sits)

                         FRANK:

           Yes, I agree. Thank you Uncle Daniel. 

           To raise our freight charge by 50%, 

           show of hands...

FRANK'S demeanor suggests the vote's a sure thing. 

Four DIRECTORS (including FRANK) are seen raising their hands.

FRANK, with noticeable indignation, turns to DREW, slowly lowering his hand.  

DREW looks away.

                         FRANK:

           ... A majority, that's five hands are 

           necessary.  All those in favor of a rate

           increase (returning his attention to Drew) 

           ...raise your hand.

FRANK'S hard gaze does not leave DREW.  

We see the same three hands raised, FRANK not bothering to raise his.

                         FRANK:

           You little skunk!

                         DREW:

           Name callin' ain't fittin' there Frank.

                         FRANK:

           You and the Commodore had an agreement. 

                      (to Mortamer) 

           And don't write that down!

                         DREW:

           Now I don't recollect no in-your-hand 

           shakin' agreement, Frank.

                         FRANK:

           It was just last night! I was there.

                         DREW:

           Now next Board meetin'...

                         FRANK:

                      (interrupting)

           There isn't going be another Board 

           meeting, not with you on it.            

                       (abruptly rising)  

           Who here sides with the Commodore?

The THREE MEN who voted with FRANK rise.

                         FRANK:

                    (turning to Drew)

           Okay. Your days as company Treasurer,  

           Drew, are numbered. --All of yours are!

FRANK storms out, followed by his THREE FAITHFULS. (beat)

ELDRIDGE is 50, with an authoritative presence - smarts.

                         ELDRIDGE:

            (tone suggesting he'd been had)

           Uncle Daniel, I recollect you sayin’ 

           you had a full-proof plan for us

           here to make a big profit. But I 

           don’t recall nothin’ about lockin’

           horns with Vanderbilt.

                         JIM:

           I gotta say Uncle Daniel, this sure do  

           look like David ‘n Goliath...

                         HIGGINS:

                       (sharply)

           Vanderbilt's got 30 million against

           Eire's empty treasury. I say we get

           Frank back in here.

                         DREW:

           Now fellas, I've thought this thing every

           way. I've known C'Neal lotta years. To

           be sure, he’s gonna cammence ta buyin’

           Eire stock. --That we can be assured of.

                         JIM:

           And how do you reckon we stop this 

           buyin?'

                         DREW:

           Jimz, we don't. 

               (with an air of cocky confidence)

           We let 'um buy all the stock he 

           wants ta.

                         ELDRIDGE:

           Vanderbilt buys up enough shares, he'll 

           pick his own Board, Uncle Daniel, which 

           won't include any of us.

                         DREW:    

           He ain't never gonna be able to buy

           enough stock.

                          ELDGIDGE:

           How are you so sure?

DREW rises, motions with his head to follow. The others, bewildered, also rise.

                                                    CUT TO:

INT. BLACK

A match is lit.  With the match a lantern is lit. We see the same six people gathered in a dingy room. 

                         DREW:

           Well, there she is... Delivered just

           yesterday.

We see a large metal object - PRINTING PRESS - sitting on the floor.

                         JIM:

           A printin' press?



               DREW:

           That's what she is.

ELDRIDGE turns to HIGGINS, incredulous. HIGGINS responds with a shrug.



               ELDRIDGE:

           A printin’ press?



               DREW:

           Don’t ya see? We can print up as many

           shares as we like. And C’Neal ain’t gonna 

           know bout any new shares, is he?



               ELDRIDGE:

           --Alright. And how do you figure all of

           us here profit from that?

                         DREW:

           So he keeps buyin.’ All them new shares 

           C'Neal's gonna be stuck with 'em. Right?  

                         HIGGINS:

           So?

                         DREW:

           So how much is he gonna pay us... soze 

           we'll authorize Eire ta buy back all 

           them shares he just bought? Ya see?    

                         JIM:

           You mean with the Commodore's own money?

                         DREW:

           That’s right...

                      (to Mortamer)

           Ah, don't be writin' there boy less I 

           tell ya... Once we git C’Neals money,

           he’s gotta do business with us - ta

           buy back them shares... at our price.

                         ELDRIDGE:

           And just how many shares you figuring on?

                         JIM:

           Yeah, Uncle Daniel, how many you figurin’

           on printin’ up? 

                         DREW:

           Well, I figger 100 thousand...We could 

           have them out by the middle next week.

                         JIM:

                     (small laugh)

           Watchin’ that ol cuss buy up 100 

           thousand shares sure would be a site.  

                         ELDRIDGE:

           100 thousand shares?

                         HIGGINS:

           That's over 6 million dollars!

                         ELDRIDGE:

           ...Let's say we do agree to print up  

           that many.  What reason do we use for 

           authorizing that much stock?

                         DREW:

           Well, Erie's in need of them steel 

           rails, to replace them rusty iron

           ones. Right?

                         HIGGINS:

                    (turning to Eldridge)

           We authorized 3 million in bonds 6  

           months ago - about - for the purchase  

of steel rails. Didn’t we?

                         ELDRIDGE:          

           What about them bonds, Uncle Daniel?

ELDRIDGE has broached a subject DREW clearly wants to avoid.

                         DREW:

           Bonds? Now that was some time ago. 

           I'll have to check on that.  But let's

           git back to this here. I'm tellin' you 

           this here is a full-proof plan.


                         ELDRIDGE:

           Well I still don't see how we're going

           to sell Vanderbilt 100 thousand shares.

                         JIM:

           --Gotta agree Uncle Daniel. New shares  

           hit the market, he'll shut that thing  

           down quicker than chain-lighting.

                         DREW:

           That's why we unload all them shares at

           once. Don't give ‘um no time.

                         JIM:

           What’s your thinkin’ Jay?

                         JAY:

           If all the shares were to hit at once, 

           it’s certainly conceivable Vanderbilt

           would be forced to keep buying, or the 

           price would collapse.



               DREW:

           And C’Neal ‘d lose everything. He’s 

           gotta keep buyin.’

                         JIM:

           Sounds workable to me.

                         ELDRIDGE:                       

           100 thousand shares, huh? Alright, 

           I'll go along.

HIGGIN'S –as usual- gets his cue from ELDRIDGE and nods.

                         DREW:

           And Jimz' on board. How bout you Jay?

                         JAY:              

           --Sure.

                         DREW:

           That makes five, a majority. Ah, boy, 

           you can write now. Record the vote. 

                         MORTAMER:

           What do I put...for the other Board 

           members?

                         DREW:

           Just put abstained.

                         JIM:

           Uncle Daniel, providin’ this thing goes 

           the way you say...we're sure gonna have 

           one ornery bull by the tail.

                         DREW:

                      (laughing)

           C'Neal sure is gonna have a fit, I mean

           a fit.  

                                                    CUT TO:

INT.  VANDERBILT'S HOUSE - DAY

VANDERBILT and FRANK are conversing in the living room.

VANDERBILT is 70, erect, tall, a steel-eyed and confident looking man.  He’s also an uneducated man...      

                         VANDERBILT:

                   (pacing and indignant)

           Drew's a back stab'n rat! Sat right

           right here and told me he'd vote fer

           a rate increase... Them two Bostons

           and their puny little railroad they

           stuck Erie with, what's name of it?

                         FRANK:

           The B and H Rail...

                         VANDERBILT:

           Never did like 'em - either one. And 

           who are these two greenhorns?

                         FRANK:

           --Jim Fisk and Jay Gould. Don't know 

           much about either.

                         VANDERBILT:

           ... I'll fix 'em. (PAUSE)

           From now on Frank, I ain't interested

           in gettin' me just a majority. It’s

           time I can count on the whole Board...

           You get over to our brokers. Tell 'em  

           to buy all the Erie they can find.

                         FRANK:

           Yes sir.

FRANK turns and begins to walk away, then pauses. Turns...

                         FRANK:

           Oh, few month back, Drew was authorized

           a 3 million bond issue. Board was 

           never updated ...

                         VANDERBILT:


      Them convertibles?

                         FRANK:

           ...They weren't supposed to be.

                         VANDERBILT:


      --Weren't suppose ta be. Now that's 

           like puttin' a bear in charge of a

           honey jar, ain't it Frank?      

FRANK withers...

                         VANDERBILT:

           Pay a visit to our Judge Barnard. 

           Tell 'um I want an injunction on Erie

           from issuing any new shares of stock.

FRANK nods and exits.

                         VANDERBILT:

                     (thinking out loud)

           Made a lifetime outta squashin' blowers  

           like them.  They'll all be mighty sorry  

           they messed with ol Cornelius Vanderbilt.

                                                    CUT TO:          

INT. ROOM - DAY

We see a man, 40, sitting in a chair whittling.  FRANK 

approaches him.  The man whittling motions with his eyes to a large ENVELOPE on his desk.  As FRANK reaches for it the man whittling clears his throat.  FRANK pauses, he then pulls a smaller envelope from his breast pocket and opens it to display the contents - MONEY.  He then lays it on the desk and picks up the larger ENVELOPE, turns and leaves.

                                                    CUT TO:

INT.  STAIRS – SAME DAY

We see a YOUNG MAN, 20's, ascending stairs, then down a hallway.  He is carrying the same large ENVELOPE FRANK had just acquired.  As we follow the YOUNG MAN we see teenagers sitting against the wall.  They are runners, or messengers. 

The YOUNG MAN stops in front of DREW'S door. 

Knocks...

                                                    CUT TO:

INT. DREW'S OFFICE - SAME DAY

DREW’S office is spartan and not large. On the wall hangs a small PORTRAIT of DREW. Other than that, the walls are bare.

Inside DREW'S office are JIM, DREW, ELDRIDGE, JAY and MORTAMER.                                                                                   

DREW heads to the door. 

                         MORTAMER:

           The first batch of 50 thousand shares 

           is finished, Mr. Jim. 

A brief muted exchange occurs at the door. DREW shuts the door and turns.  He is holding an ENVELOPE. 

                         JIM:

           Take 'em down to Belden Brokerage.

JIM'S attention turns to DREW.




               DREW:


      Process server...

DREW pulls the contents from the envelope and begins to read - DREW'S eyes are bad which requires him to squint.

                        DREW:
                    

           ...Says injunction.


                         JIM:                     

           Let me see that. 

DREW hands the LETTER to JIM. 

MORTAMER starts for the door.

                         JIM:                       

           From a Judge by the name of Barnard...



                         DREW:

           He's Vanderbilt's Judge. --Right in 

           his back pocket.




               JIM:

           Hell, he can't do this... 

MORTAMER is almost out the door...

                         JIM: 

           Mortamer, tell Sherman we need ta see 

           ‘um. 

MORTAMER nods and leaves.


                         JIM:

          --Injunction on issuing stock. How the   

          hell did he figger?



             ELDRIDGE:

           We're not dealing with a broom-pusher 

           here.

We focus on DREW. His demeanor suggests he’s worried. He speaks, but his mind is elsewhere – thinking, scheming...



               DREW:


      C'Neal's a wily fox.

(beat) SHERMAN appears... It’s evident that SHERMAN is well acquainted with the men in this room. 



               SHERMAN


      You gentlemen wanted to see me?





               JIM:


      Here, read this.

SHERMAN walks over and takes the LETTER from JIM.   



              SHERMAN:

           (PAUSE) Well, the short of it is the  

           Erie Board of Directors and or the  

           company Treasurer, Daniel here, are   

           enjoined from issuing any stock.

                         JIM:

           Well hell, Sherman, we all ready know 

           that. Whatta we do?



               ELDRIDGE:

           We got a stock issue we need to get

           out Sherman.



               SHERMAN:

           (PAUSE) Hmm. The civil jurisdiction laws  

           in New York can allow one judge to

           contradict another judge's ruling.



               JAY:


      --Another Judge? You mean outside of this


      Judge's Jurisdiction?



               SHERMAN:


      That's right.



               DREW:


      Binghampton - that's an Eire town.



               SHERMAN:


      Binghampton is in another jurisdiction.

           And Justice Balcome up there is no friend

           of Justice Barnard.



               ELDRIDGE:

           You think you can get a stay on this 

           injunction?



               SHERMAN:

           --A temporary one. Justice Barnard won't 

           waste any time squashing it.



               JIM:


      We only need one day.




               SHERMAN:


      You'll have that much time.



               ELDRIDGE:


      When can you be back here with that stay? 

                         SHERMAN:


      Today's Thursday. Monday, earliest.

                         ELDRIDGE:

           --Alright. Next week then we'll unload

           the new issues.

SHERMAN Exits.

MORTAMER pokes his head in the office...




               MORTAMER:


      Mr. Jim...

JIM turns...

                         MORTAMER:


      In your office... 


              (lowering his voice)


      It's a girl. --Said she's an acquaintance 

           of Annie Price.

JIM walks toward the door.




               ELDRIDGE:

                    (suggesting concern)


      Annie Price, Jim?





               JIM:


      Now don't start preachin' Eldridge.

JIM walks out.



                         DREW:

                      (sharply)
      

           Don't she run a brothel? 

                                                    CUT TO:

INT. JIM’S OFFICE – SAME DAY

In JIM’S luxurious office, the floor is laid with plush carpeting and the furniture is ornate - no expense is spared to impress and dazzle. A rather large portrait of JIM hangs behind his desk. A nameplate on the desk reads "Jim Fisk. Jr."

A young (early 20's) woman, JOSIE, sits in a large chair facing a very imposing desk. JOSIE is a brunette with striking good looks. Her guilelessness and youthful naivete radiates from her large brown eyes.

JOSIE notices a small hole in her dress.

                         JOSIE:

           Oh no... My only passable dress.

JOSIE pulls her shawl over the small hole. 

We watch JIM as he approaches her from behind...


                         JIM:


      Well, hello.



JOSIE'S demeanor is calm and appears comfortable in this seemingly awkward setting. 



               JOSIE:


      Oh, you startled me.





               JIM:


            (sitting down at his desk)

           People usually hear me before they 

           see me.


                         JOSIE: 

           You have a splendid office Mr. Fisk...          

JIM smiles. He likes what he sees...




               JOSIE: (CONT.)


      I hope I'm not interrupting you.

           Miss Annie... Price(?) Well, she

           advised me it would be all right if I 

           paid you a visit at your place of work.


                         JIM:

           Pleasure to meet your acquaintance 

           there....

                         JOSIE:

           ...Oh, I'm sorry. --Josephine Mansfield. 

           Actually, Helen is my real first name,

           but I've always preferred my middle

           name. Josie for short...

JIM matches JOSIE word for word...
“Josie for short”

                         JOSIE:

           Well, yes... Anyhow, I thought, or           

           Miss Annie said you were producing an  

           opera bou-fee - I think they call it - 

           and you may be looking for actresses...




               JIM:

           I am. 

            (reaching for his cigar box)

           But that's not for some few 

           months.  Hell, I -I had matches...

             (searches his pockets) 

           Ah... 

           --Haven't even decided what theater

           it's gonna play in, let alone who's

           gonna be in it.


                 (lights his cigar)

                         JOSIE:

           Oh, I didn't... She... Miss Annie didn't 

           tell me. I'm sorry for taking up your time.     

           I guess when you begin auditioning...

JOSIE reaches for her handbag...




               JIM:


      Now, no need to go runnin' off... 

JIM pulls out his watch...

                         JIM:

--Half past twelve. Seems like as good 

           a time as any for lunch. Have ya eatin’?


                         JOSIE:

           No, I haven’t.



               JIM:

           There’s a nice place around the corner... 



               JOSIE:


      Mr. Fisk, you’re suggesting we both(?)

           ...I am unattached...Miss Annie told

           me, well, you’re a married man.

JIM gets up and walks toward the coat rake.



                          JIM:


      With regard to my wife, my adorably 

           plump Lizzy prefers life in Boston to 

           living here. Vowed never to put one of

           her chubby little feet here in New York, 

           less I was dyin' or somethin'. As for

           propriety or convention, well, I ain't 

           never given a cow's end for them.

--Grabs his coat. 

JOSIE is still seated but JIM is almost out of her peripheral vision.  



               JOSIE:

                       (craning )

           But your position here, what would they 

           all say?

                         JIM:


             (opening the door)


      ... Coming?

                                                    CUT TO:

INT. RESTAURANT – SAME DAY

This RESTAURANT is very fashionable and upscale, the men and women there are dressed accordingly. JIM and JOSIE are sitting at a table. 

JOSIE is fashionably out of place.   

A WAITER attempts to take a PLATE off the table. 



               JOSIE:

                   (eating with rapture)


      Umm...  


           (grabbing the plate)          


      Thank you... I was married for a year, 

           the only way to get away from my parents,

           divorced about six months ago and 

           came here.

                        JIM:

           Is there some reason you’re leavin’ that

           shawl of yours on? 

JOSIE looks to her left, then right. She then pulls the shawl over and reveals the hole. JOSIE, then, indiscreetly puts bread rolls into her handbag.



               JOSIE: 


      Can I ask you something? I don't mean 

           to pry. Miss Annie says you're a 

           millionaire and you made it all yourself. 

           You can't be much more than thirty. How 

           did you make all that money?... and also 

           running the Eire Railroad?




               JIM:


                 (bemused)

           First off, I ain't exactly runnin' the 

           Eire. As fer makin' my money...well, 

           sellin' war supplies I reckon made me

           a tidy sum, but my real killin' was

           General Lee's surrender.



                  (lighting his cigar)


      I calculated...with a fast enough steamboat,

           I could beat the news of that surrender  

           there in London by at least 2 days. I sold 

           Confederate bonds short like mad. You

           see them bonds them Brits were holdin’

           were really worthless after the 

           surrender. I knew that and they didn’t.  

           No better feelin' in the whole world 

           than bettin’ on a fer-sure winner.

A WAITER approaches JIM and whispers in his ear. 



               JIM:


      --Be right back.

JIM walks a short distance. A man - HENRY - stands waiting.

JIM and HENRY are well acquainted and speak freely to each other.

                         JIM:


      Hi ya Henry.



                         HENRY:


                   (firmly)


      Jim, what are you doin?'





               JIM:

           Well, you sure got your dander up about

           somethin’...

                          HENRY:

           -Your table? Who is that?





               JIM:


      She’s...a new acquaintance.





               HENRY:


      --An acquaintance. By the looks of her,  

           I don’t want to know anything about her. 

           Jim, you can't just bring in any woman. 



               JIM:

           Now where it’s written I can’t have 

           lunch with who ever I want?



               HENRY:


      I don’t make societies little rules. 

           That kinda stuff travels - quick. And 

           it isn’t good for business. 

HENRY catches the sight of something over JIM'S shoulder.




               HENRY:


      Look who’s talking to her – That’s 

           Mrs. Carrington. 

At JIM'S table we see a WOMAN conversing with JOSIE.



                    HENRY:       

           Jim, please.



               JIM:

           Alright, alright.

We follow JIM as he calmly walks back to his table. MRS. CARRINGTON greets JIM with look of contempt, then departs.  



               JIM:

           You didn't happen to mention anything 

           about Annie Price to that woman, did ya?





               JOSIE:


      I told her she arranged our meeting. 

           Did I say something wrong?

JIM turns toward HENRY. 

HENRY is having a discussion with MRS. CARRINGTON.  She angrily points toward JIM.


                         JIM:

           No. But I do believe it’s time to leave. 

JOSIE puts more bread rolls in her purse.

                                                    CUT TO:

EXT.  OUTSIDE OF RESTAURANT - HORSE CARRIAGE- EVENING 

JIM checks his watch.




               JIM:

           Sure lost track of time – 4:30...

           My coachman 'll take you home. 

                         JOSIE:


      Take your coach?



               JIM:

           I'm right up the street...Hillcroft 

           Hotel. 



               JOSIE:


      Oh. Well, thank you so much for the 

           lunch.

JIM helps JOSIE get into the coach. He then reaches into his coat and takes out his BILLFOLD.

JOSIE appears in the coach window.




               JIM:


      --My pleasure. Here... 

JIM attempts to hand her some money...



               JOSIE:

           A hundred-dollar bill?! Mr Fisk, I 

           couldn't...


JIM shoves the bill in her hand...


                         JIM:

           I insist. You go buy yourself a pretty 

           dress. Where do ya live?




               JOSIE:


      ...Dreary little apartment, on the  

           corner of 5th and Main.


                         JIM:


                (to coachman)

           Richard, dreary little apartment,

           corner of 5th and Main.





               JOSIE:

           Mr. Fisk, I...

                         JIM:

           Call me Jim.

                         JOSIE:

           Thank you for everything, Jim.

JOSIE'S eyes are inviting...

JIM motions with his hand for the COACHMAN to depart. His COACHMAN nods and coach departs. 

Inside the cab, JOSIE gazes at the one hundred-dollar bill. As tears begin to form, she looks up...and mouths the words ‘thank you’. 

JIM, pensive, watches the coach pull away. (Short beat) 

JIM turns and begins to walk. After a few paces he notices a young boy and an even younger girl leaning against a building...staring at him. Their clothes are tattered and their faces are dirty. The young girl holds out her hand... 

                         BOY:

           Don’t mind her. She’s only 7...

                         JIM:

           Gettin’ close to supper for you two tuts,

           in ‘n it?

                         GIRL:

           --Ain’t havin’ supper. 

                         BOY:

           Our dad ain’t workin’...on account of him

           breaking his leg.

                         JIM:

           --I see. Well, I’m sorry about that.

                         BOY:

           Shucks mister, ain’t your fault.

                         JIM:

           Hmm. Tell ya what, how would you like to 

           earn a whole dollar?

                         BOY:

           Geez, are you kiddin?!’

JIM pulls a note pad out of his coat pocket and quickly jots something down. The BOY and GIRL hustle over...

                         JIM:

           --Here. Do you know where West 23 

           Street is?

                         BOY:

           Yes sir. 

                         JIM:

           I want you to deliver this...to this 

           address...right into the hands of

           Mr. Ashcroft. Understand?

               (handing a coin to the boy)

                         BOY:

           Yes sir. 

                         JIM:

           --And here. (handing the girl a coin)

           You give that to your mother.
                         BOY:

           5 dollars?! Geez almighty! Mister, can 

           I ask what your name is? My dad is gonna 

           want ta know where we got all this money.
                         JIM:

           --Jim Fisk.

                         BOY:

           Thank you Mr. Fisk. 

The boy and girl run off. 

                                                    CUT TO:

INT. HOTEL ROOM - DAY

Inside of JIM'S luxurious hotel room, a middle-aged man – AHSCROFT - is waiting as JIM finishes writing a check. ASHCROPT’S attire is suggestive of a man of means...

                         JIM: 

           Ashcroft, cuz I ain’t in the mood ta 

           dicker with ya anymore...



               ASHCROFT:

           But, still Mr. Fisk, the house and all

           the furnishings? I don’t know...



               JIM:

           --Here. And I’ll want the servants.


ASHCROFT takes the check as JIM leads him toward the door.


ASHCROFT looks at the check in disbelief. He mouths  ‘$50,000’ dollars... as JIM ushers him out the door.




               JIM:

           Send the title to my office at the 

           Erie building, to Mortamer. I’ll be 

           at the property in a few hours.



               ASHCROFT:

           I’ll have the title delivered within

           the hour. –Mortamer?

                         JIM:

           That’s right...

                          ASHCROFT:

           Sure thing, Mr Fisk. And as for the 

           servants, well, you’ll find Maggie 

           to be of the best. They’ll be expecting

           you. Thank you Mr. Fisk.

--Door closes. 

A delighted ASHCROFT stares at the check.

                                                    CUT TO:

EXT.  JOSIE'S APARTMENT – SAME DAY

RICHARD (the coachman) and JIM stand outside of an old and dreary looking tenement.



               RICHARD:

           This here is where I dropped her off 

           Mr. Jim.

                                                    CUT TO:

INT. JOSIE'S APARTMENT – SAME DAY

JIM walks through the front door and pauses... He notices the mailboxes and walks over to them. There are TWO BOXES, one is labeled ‘upstairs’ and the other ‘downstairs.’ JIM, baffled, scratches his head...



               LADY: (O.C.)


                  (sharply)


      Who are you?


JIM turns...

An ELDERLY LADY (60ish) with a cranky disposition stands in her doorway.



               JIM:

           Just visitin.’


                         LADY:

           Who?



               JIM:


      If you gotta know, Josie Mansfield. 



               LADY:

           I own this here buildin.' Miss 

           Mansfield ain't takin' no visitors, 

           not till she pays her back rent.

JIM walks over to the LADY...



               JIM:

           Back rent, huh? What she owin’?




               LADY:

           Why, you gonna pay it? 

JIM removes his billfold from his coat pocket. 

                         LADY: 

           Behind four months... thirty-two 

           dollars.

The LADY sees the bill is a FIFTY.



               LADY:

           I ain't got no change for that.


                          JIM:

           You keep the difference. Tell me   

           which door is hers.

The LADY'S eyes are fixed on the bill. She suddenly GRABS the bill out of JIM’S hand...

                         LADY: 

           --Upstairs. Third door down.

--Shuts the door.

As JIM climbs, the creaking of the old stairs gives away each step.

We watch JIM walk down the hall to JOSIE'S room. He lightly knocks - no answer... He then turns the door handle. The door is open and he cautiously walks in. 

Pan of room. The room is small and sparsely furnished. We see a cockroach race by JIM'S feet.  He walks into the bedroom, another very small room.  In this small room we see a (single) bed and a suitcase.  JIM looks in the closet and pauses. A faint smile emerges as he sees her closet contains but ONE hanging dress.  JIM then walks out of the bedroom and toward the front door. He exits the apartment and walks to the stairs. When he reaches the stairs he sees JOSIE and RICHARD at the bottom. 

RICHARD is carrying a large box under his arm - JOSIE was out shopping. 

JOSIE is decked-out in all new attire.



               JOSIE:


                  (delighted)


      Jim!
  

JIM proceeds down the stairs... 



               JIM:


                 (enamored)


      My eyes I reckon ain't never seen a 

           prettier woman.





               JOSIE:


      Why thank you. I had the most marvelous 

           time. What are you-- Why are you here?




               JIM:


      Gotta little surprise fer ya.




               JOSIE:


      Oh?




               JIM:


      We’re gonna have to take my coach.





               JOSIE:

--My landlady. I need to pay her...




               JIM:


      Had the pleasure of meetin' her and 

           took care of it.


                         JOSIE:


      You paid? Let me pay you.


                         JIM:


      --No need.

RICHARD opens the door. 

JIM leads JOSIE out the door.



               JOSIE:

                   (lowering her voice and

                     with sincerity)


      Did you say you had the pleasure of 

           meeting my landlady? I mean you might

           of paid the wrong person.

                                                    CUT TO:

INT. COACH

JOSIE sits across from JIM. She appears to be not the least bit uncomfortable in this social setting, yet is trying to avoid making eye contact.  

JIM stares at JOSIE with a broad, satisfying smile.

                         JOSIE:

           What’s it like to be a millionaire? 

           I mean I would love to be one...  

           --Not a care in the whole world.

                         JIM:

           Never really give much thought to how

           much I got. But I do know this: If

           ya want to make it, ya gotta to go ta

           ones who got it. 

JOSIE takes a deep breath... 

                       JOSIE:

           ...I love the autumn. --The air.

                       JIM:

           Does got a certain flavor to it, 

           don’t it...  

EXT. UP-SCALE NEIGHORHOOD - RESIDENTIAL STREET -- DAY

The COACH comes to a stop. The door opens and JIM climbs from the COACH, then assist JOSIE.



               JIM:

           ...Whatta you think?


SHOT OF: Beautiful colonial style two-story MANSION.  

                         JOSIE:

           I think... it is the most splendid house 

           I ever saw. Are we visiting the Astors?



                         JIM:

           Had my eye on this place for about a  

           week. Just bought it this mornin.'



                         JOSIE:

           This is your new home?



                         JIM:

           --Not exactly. Didn’t buy it fer me. 



               JOSIE:

           What do you mean?




               JIM:           

           This here is your new home.



               JOSIE:

           Me? This? Live here?

                         JIM:

           Complete with servants. 

                         JOSIE:

           But...and pay rent? I can’t even afford

           my own place.

                         JIM:


      Now you didn't hear me say nothin' about 

           payin' rent.


JOSIE grasps the implication...


                         JOSIE:

           And you think I would consider...

           Why just imagine what people would 

           think?

JOSIE’S demeanor suggests her indignation is an affectation.

                         JIM:

           Now Josie, I'm talkin' about a business 

           arrangement here.


                         JOSIE:

           And just what kind of business 

           arrangement did you have in mind? As

           if I didn't already know...

                         JIM:

           Well I was thinkin' along the lines of an  

           equity position... in the house. Say 10%?

                         JOSIE:

           And I suppose you're intending that we   

           both would live here?



               

                         JIM:

           Josie, I'm a married man. How'd that look?

                         JOSIE: 

           And I would risk my reputation...

                         JIM:  

                    (interrupting)                      

           You work at a brothel.

                         JOSIE:

           Nevertheless, I think 50% partners is 

           the fair arrangement here. (PAUSE)

JIM is amused at JOSIE’S audacious attempt to one-up him.

                         JOSIE: (CONT.)

           And I don’t work...

                         VOICE (O.C.)


      Mr. Jim, Mr. Jim ...

                         MORTAMER:


                (out of breath)


      Mr. Jim, Mr. Eldridge needs ya at 

           your office - said it's an emergency. 




               JIM:

           --Okay. Mortamer, this is Miss Josie,

           new business partner of mine (winks). 

           You stay and help her out gettin'

           settled. 

JIM walks towards his coach.

MORTAMER turns to JOSIE. 

JOSIE turns to look at the MANSION.      (beat)



               JOSIE:                   

           I can live like a Grand Duchess... 

           or...  go back to wondering where my 

           next meal is coming from.

MORTAMER, puzzled, turns to face the MANSION.

                         JOSIE:

           Ah, what the hell.

JOSIE proceeds toward the MANSION.

                                                     CUT TO:

INT. OFFICE BUILDING – SAME DAY

JIM walks into his office.  DREW, JAY, HIGGINS and ELDRIDGE are there. JAY is seated. DREW is pacing. An air of crisis looms.

                         JIM:


      What's the problem?

All eyes turn to DREW.




               ELDRIDGE:

           Uncle Daniel here just unloaded 50  

           thousand shares of common. 



               JIM:

           I know you ain’t talkin’ about the ones

           at Belden Brokerage. Them are under my

           authorization.



               ELDRIDGE:

           About 6 months ago the Board – before 

           you were here - authorized 3 million

           in bonds.




               HIGGINS:


     --For steel rails.



               ELDRIDGE:


      Obviously the bonds he had printed 


      up were convertibles.



               HIGGINS:

           And he converted them into 50 thousand 

           shares of common.




               JIM:


      Why you ol damn...



               DREW:

                      (sheepishly)

           Jimz, I done what anyone else woulda 

           done facin’ bankruptcy.



               JIM:


      --Bankruptcy, my foot. You got yourself

           a big short position on Erie... and you  

           sold us out.




               DREW:

           C’Neal’s buyin’ was pushin’ the price

           up...I’d been facin’ a margin call at  

           the end a taday.

                         JIM:

           I don’t recall you shortin’ Eire as 

           part of the plan.



               ELDRIDGE:

           Uncle Daniel's 50 thousand shares are

           water under the bridge. A bigger problem

           is Sherman isn't back from Binghampton.




               JIM:


      An illegal stock issue!  You beat all 

           Uncle Daniel.


                         HIGGINS:

           What about those 50 thousand shares at 

           Belden Brokerage? ready to go out.


                         DREW:

           We gotta use them 50 thousand shares or 

           we lose ‘em.

                         JIM:

           Yeah, and it's not gonna hurt your short

           position any, is it?

                         DREW:

           Jimz, I'm fer everyonz best interest 

           here.


                         JAY:

           It's almost certain either Vanderbilt's  

           lawyers or the exchange are going to 

           put a stop to Eire trading after today.




               DREW:

           Jay's right. Either we unload them 

           shares, or C'Neal, he's gonna be runnin'

           this here Eire my next week.

                         HIGGINS:

           There’s an injunction on issuing stock.

                         JIM

           Uncle Daniels’ already fixed us on that 

           one.

                         ELDRIDGE:

                 (raising his voice)
      

           Question is... 

ELDRIDGE stroke's his beard once, then twice. (short beat)

                         ELDRIDGE: 


      Do we want to stick the Commodore 

           with another 3 million in Erie shares?

A poker-faced ELDRIDE looks at JIM. (short beat)

ELDRIDGE burst into laughter.  JIM follows.  

DREW and HIGGINS also begin to laugh. 

JAY remains reticent.

JIM walks over to the door and sticks his head out...



               JIM:


      Hey, one of ya, c'mer.

JIM reaches into his pocket and pulls out a pencil and paper. 

An eager YOUNG BOY walks through the door. 

JIM jots something down.




               JIM:


      ...I want ya run this over to 

           Beld'n Broke-age.




               DREW:


      'N no stoppin' on the way. Ya hearz?

The BOY takes the note and runs off.




               DREW:


                  (laughing)     

           Ol C'Neal, he gonna have a cow.




               HIGGINS:

           Yeah, and what about his judge?



               ELDRIDGE:


     We’re all likely to have warrants by 

           tomorrow morning.



               JIM:


      We’re just gonna have to move... out of 

            reach of them warrants.

JIM walks over to a large map. 

Small RED LINES with black marks across them signify railroad lines.

JIM points to a red line that extends into Jersey City.




               JIM:


           --There. We'll pack up everything.  

           move our whole operation.

A look of disgust over takes DREW.





               DREW:

                      (squinting)


      --Jersey City?



               JIM:

           That or a jail cell Uncle Daniel. Take 

           your pick. 

                                                     CUT TO:

EXT. JOSIE'S HOUSE - DAY

WE see a horse and buggy pull up in front of JOSIE'S house. JIM hurriedly exits the buggy and races to JOSIE'S front door - pounds three times. 

A heavy-set black female - MAGGIE - answers the door.




               MAGGIE:


      Yes sir?





               JIM:


      Where's Josie?




               MAGGIE:


      Who may I say is calling?

                         JIM:


      Tell her Jim is here.


                         MAGGIE:


      Oh...

JOSIE appears at the door.




               JOSIE:


      Maggie, who is...Jim...





               JIM:


      Josie, we gotta be leavin' right now.




               JOSIE:


      What? Where?

JIM grabs her by the arm and pulls her down the walkway.

MAGGIE follows close behind.



               JIM:


      --A trip.




               JOSIE:


      But I need to bring something...





               JIM:

           We'll get some things for ya when we  

           get there.

JIM gets into the buggy, followed by JOSIE.




               JOSIE:


      Where are we going?




               JIM:


      --Across the Hudson.



               JOSIE:


      New Jersey?!




               MAGGIE:


                  (shouting)


      Miss Josie, when ya comin' back?

JIM whips the horse and they take off.



                         JOSIE:


      Why are you in such a hurry?

                         JIM:


      Cuz I got a posse after me...





               JOSIE:


      A posse! After you?  Why?



               JIM:

           Vanderbilt didn't take too kindly to the

           way we took 6 million dollars from him.  





               JOSIE:


      Stole it?!



               JIM:


      Nope. But that's what he's sayin.'




               JOSIE:


      ...What about Maggie? Shouldn’t we have  

           told her not to say anything?



               JIM:


      What could she say?


                                                     CUT TO:

EXT. JOSIE'S HOUSE - SAME DAY

The SHERIFF and ten men are on horseback.

                         MAGGIE:

                      (pointing)


      He went that-away... Kidnapped Miss 

           Josie.

                         SHERIFF:


      Kidnapped?


                         MAGGIE:


      Yes sir. Ya wanta know where he's goin?'


                         SHERIFF:


      Where?



               MAGGIE:


      --Hudson River. Goin' ta New Jersey.



               SHERIFF:


      Let's go.  

They ride off.


                                                     CUT TO:


EXT. FERRY
 - SAME DAY

JIM stops the buggy and they get out. 

                                                     CUT TO:

JAY, DREW, ELDRIDGE and HIGGINS are already on the ferry.



               DREW:

           That there a woman? This won't do Jay.

We move to JIM and JOSIE...





               JOSIE:


      Jim, look!

The posse is closing in.

As JIM and JOSIE board the ferry, JAY cast a disapproving gaze toward JOSIE. HIGGINS looks at ELDRIDGE with same look... 



               JAY:


      Jim, we were getting worried.

The FEERY jerks, siren blows...and FERRY departs.  

A frustrated SHERIFF and his posse arrive at the shore.  They watch as the ferry departs.

                                                     CUT TO:

EXT. CITY STREET – SAME DAY

TROMBONE...We pull back. A marching band leads a throng of people in celebration. JIM, JOSIE, JAY, ELDRIDGE, DREW and HIGGINGS follow. Only JIM appears to be enjoying all the attention and celebration.

MORTAMER and another YOUNG MAN carry a large TRUNK. 



               MAYOR:

           I want you to know the legislature is 

           working this very minute to recognize 

           the Eire Railroad as incorporated in 

           the State of New Jersey.




               ELDRIDGE:


      Thank you Mayor.




               MAYOR:


      Anything we can do for ya, you let us 

           know...

JAY, ELDRIDGE, HIGGINS, DREW, MORTAMER and the YOUNG MAN proceed into the 'Taylor Hotel.'


JIM stops to talk to the reporters.  

JOSIE stands next to JIM.



               NEWSMAN:

           Mr. Fisk, I'm from the Tribune. Is it 

           true that the Eire Board of Directors

           are here in New Jersey to flee justice

           in New York?


                    JIM:

           Nothin' is further from the truth there 

           my good friend. All of ya know Vanderbilt 

           wants the Erie so he can have a monopoly 

           on the railroad business; and he bought 

           himself a judge to issue those warrants 

           for our arrest.

                         NEWSMAN:

           How long do you figure the Eire will be 

           here?



               JIM:

           As long as it takes...

                                                     CUT TO:

INT. HOTEL ROOM - SAME DAY

JAY, ELDRIDGE, DREW and HIGGINS are coming into the hotel room...one by one. 

MORTAMER and the other YOUNG MAN are carrying the TRUNK.

                         DREW:

                       (to Mortamer)

           Boy, I'm the company Treasurer. That 

           goes ta my room - end of the hall.

ELDRIDGE moves to the window - second story. Looks down...

                         ELDRIDGE:

           Well, Jim seems to be making good with  

           those newsmen.



               DREW:


                  (sulking)

           Yeah, well I don't recollect nobody 

           makin' him spokesman for Erie. And

           where'd that woman come from?



               ELDRIDGE:

           Jay it might be wise if you take a 

           little trip to New York tomorrow;

           pay a visit to a few of our friendly 

           assemblymen in Albany.




               DREW:


      What about them arrest warrants?



               HIGGINS:

           Tomorrow's Sunday. New York don't allow 

           warrants to be served on the Sabbath.

ELDRIDGE moves back to the window. We hear JIM shout “drinks are on me fellas”...

                                                     CUT TO:

INT. LARGE ROOM - NIGHT

We see six conservatively dressed men gathered in a large room - they are ASSEMBLYMEN.  They carry drinks in their one hand and a cigar in the other. Two WAITERS walk around offering to fill empty glasses. 

JAY is seated at a small oval table with an ASSEMBLYMAN. The other five ASSEMBLYMEN look on.

JAY pulls out his checkbook...



               ASSEMBLYMAN:

           Jay, you know we all here believe in 

           your cause. But this is a real stickler. 

           With the newspapers all over this thing,

           scrutinizing our every move... And Eire 

           hasn’t got a lot of friends here in 

           Albany. - No sir. Not sayin’ we can’t  

           help you...make that stock issue of 

           yours legal...

                        JAY:

           How much is Vanderbilt at?

The ASSEMBLYMAN looks at his colleague, who holds up four fingers. 

                       ASSEMBLYMAN:

           Jay, if you’d be willing to up your 

           amount to (holding up five fingers)                 

           ...per vote, well I’m confident we can

           push the bill out of committee and get a

           favorable vote for ya by...say Tuesday.

JAY begins to write out the check...

The ASSEMBLYMEN look on anxiously. 

JAY hands the ASSEMBLYMAN the check.  

A YOUNG MAN approaches JAY and leans to whisper in his ear. 

The ASSEMBLYMAN reaches for the check but JAY does not release it from his grip, much to the consternation of the ASSEMBLYMAN.




               JAY:


             (to young man, low voice)

            No more drinks. 

JAY pulls the check from the grasp of the ASSEMBLYMAN.




               JAY:

           We can't do business at 5 thousand a

           vote. Vanderbilt's man is gone.

JAY writes out another check... as the astonished ASSEMBLYMEN look on.

JAY hands the check to the ASSEMBLYMAN. 

SHOT OF: It's for the amount of $100.00. 

The ASSEMBLYMEN gather around JAY. Though their voices are 

muted, we see astonishment mixed with indignation. The

ASSEMBLYMEN remonstrate, but JAY, cool, calm and collected, shakes his head.

                                                     CUT TO:

INT. RESTAURANT- DAY

DREW is sitting at a table with a napkin tucked under his collar. A waiter approaches DREW and discreetly hands him a note. 

SHOT OF: The note reads: "Dan'l, Come home.  

                         Bring money and you'll 

                         get 1/2 mil... Vander'blt".

                                                     CUT TO:

INT. HOTEL HALLWAY - NIGHT

A door opens... DREW pokes his head out.

                          DREW:

           --C' mon. And be quite.

DREW walks out of his room followed by TWO MEN carrying a large TRUNK - the same one MORTAMER had assisted in carrying to DREW’S room. They proceed down the hall to the stairwell. 

MORTAMER appears at the top of the stairs... 

                         DREW:


                 (startled)

           What in blazes! Mortamer, what are you

           doin!?'   

                         MORTAMER:

           Mr. Fisk told me to stay here. I'm to 

           blow this whistle if anyone steps on 

           onea them stairs.

                         DREW:

                      (sarcastically)

           Ya are huh?

                         MORTAMER:

           That what he said. Well, actually 

           he said if you were to put one foot

           on them stairs. Is that the money?

                         DREW:

           None a your business...

                 (becoming amiable)

           Now listen lad, if'n ya don't see no 

           one step on them stairs then you're 

           still donin' your job. Ain’t ya?

                         MORTAMER:

           Well, I guess. 

DREW pulls out a dollar bill. 

                         DREW:

           I'll give you this dollar. That's a  

           whole days wages fer ya. And all youz    

           gotta do is just turn around.

                         MORTAMER:

           I don't know... 

                         DREW:

                     (impatient and frustrated)

           Alright, two dollars... 

                         MORTAMER:

           Well...

MORTAMER'S eyes move to the stairs.

                         DREW:

           --Good lad. 

DREW puts two dollars in MORTAMER'S hand. MORTAMER again moves his eyes down toward the stairs, then reluctantly takes the money and turns around. 

                        DREW:

                (to the two men)

           --C'mon.

DREW steps on the first stair - it CREAKS.  

MORTAMER'S eyes dilate. He blows the whistle.

                         DREW:                    

           What are you doin'?!

                         MORTAMER:

           Now Mr. Drew, you didn't say nothin'  

           bout if I heard somethin.'

                         DREW:

           Why you... 

                     (to the men)

           Back, back... Hurry

DREW grabs the two dollars out of MORTAMER’S hand.

DREW and the two MEN scurry back toward DREW'S room.  

ELDRIDGE opens his door, then JIM opens his. 

ELDRIDGE and JIM look at each other and smile as DREW disappears into his room. 

JIM looks at MORTAMER, who also smiles.


                                                     CUT TO:
             

INT. HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

JOSIE positions a hat in front of a mirror. 

JIM is seated reading a newspaper.




               JOSIE:

           Jim, honey, what do you think? I 

           guess this passes as a good hat

           ...in Jersey City.

                          JIM:

           I reckon we're gonna run outta room 

           here if ya don't slow down on some 

           of your buyin.'



               JOSIE:

           What else is there to do? ... When can  

           we go home, Jim?


JIM ignores the question and continues reading...



               JOSIE:


      ...I thought Jay fixed it and the stock

           issue was legal?




               JIM:

                 (not looking up)


      Vanderbilt gave us that one. Still

           the matter of violatin' Justice

           Barnard's injunction. We're meetin'

           with Vanderbilt tomorrow...  

                         JOSIE:

             Tomorrow? What about the arrest 

           warrants?

                         JIM:

           --Sunday. Law don't allow them warrants

           ta be served.



               JOSIE:


                  (sharply)


      So we could have been going home 


      every Sunday for the past month?

                                                     CUT TO:

INT. VANDERBILT'S HOUSE - NIGHT

VANDERBILT, WORK, ELDRIDGE, HIGGINS, JIM, JAY and DREW are in all the same room.


A SERVANT delivers a glass of BRANDY to VANDERBILT.



               FRANK:

           All of those 100 thousand illegal shares

           are to be repurchased at the price in 

           which was paid, 60 a share.  Plus 250 

           thousand to reimburse those injured 

           violating Justice Barnard’s injunction.



               JIM:

           First, them are legal issues - and what 

           250 thousand? 




               FRANK:

           I lost that money and I want it back.




               JIM:

           You bullin’ Eire ‘s not our fault. 

           You're 40 miles down the Delaware on

           on that one.



               FRANK:

                      (turning to Eldridge)

           Is he making decisions here?

                         VANDERBILT:

           ...Mr. Jim Fisk, supposin' you tell us 

           what you're thinkin' is fair.



                         JIM:

           --Alright. You keep them 100K legal 

            issues you bought, get your Judge 

           to lift them arrest warrants and let us 

           get back to runnin' the Erie Railroad.

                         VANDERBILT:


                    (angrily)

           Them warrants are gonna stay, they ‘re 

           gonna stay till I get my money back!



               DREW:

           Jimz, we gotta be reasonable.

                         ELDRIDGE:

           We're gonna have to bend a little here 

           Jim. Jay, where do you stand?         

                         JAY:


      Let me talk to Jim for a moment.

Both move over to the corner.


                         JAY:

           Jim, we’re short on resources to 

           fight Vanderbilt. Let’s not forget,

           there's a printing press waiting in

           the cellar. We’ve got a good chance 

           here...

We focus on VANDERBILT... His steal eyes are fixed on JIM and JAY. 



We move to JIM. His eyes light up. (short beat)

                         JIM:


      Eldridge, Higgins...

ELDRIDGE and HIGGINS move over to converse with JIM and JAY.  

A worried look overtakes the countenance of DREW. He turns, sheepishly, to face VANDERBILT.  (beat)



               JIM:


      Alright, here it is. Your Judge lifts 

           them warrants, we'll agree to buy back  

           the shares the Commodore here bought...at  


      the current market price, or 50 a share.

                         VANDERBILT:


      I lose a million dollars?!

                         JIM:

           Work, he'll get his 250K back. Eldridge  

           and Higgins here are bought out, giving

           the Eire possession of the B & H 

           Railroad.

                         VANDERBILT:

           I ain't losin’ no million dollars!


                         JIM:

           It's either that or we'll stay in Jersey 

           City.

                         VANDERBILT:


      You're bluffin!




               JIM:


      6 million can make us mighty comfortable.





               VANDERBILT:

                      (turning away from Jim)


      Ahhahh!




                         JAY:


      There is one more condition.



                         VANDERBILT:

                         (sharply)


      Yeah?



                         JAY:


      Frank here and Daniel... are out.


                         DREW:

           Now see herez! I ain't in agreement ta 


           this...(turning to Vanderbilt) C’Neal, 

           you ain’t gonna have a one you can trust

           on the whole board...sidin’ with them.  

                         JIM:

           What's it gonna be Commodore, deal or

           not?

FRANK and DREW turn to VANDERBILT... awaiting his response

                         VANDERBILT:


      ...I reckon it's a deal.  But I ain't 

           gonna ferget it neither.

DREW surveys those present and quickly determines he has no support. He grabs his hat and cane and storms out.

                                                     CUT TO:

INT. ROOM - DAY

We see JIM, his shirtsleeves rolled up, working the printing press. JIM holds up a finished certificate of stock. It reads "100 Shares" of Eire common stock.

MORTAMER looks on. 

                                                     CUT TO:

EXT. BUILDING (THE GRAND OPERA HOUSE) – DAY

We see a two-story, imposing but majestic looking building, not just any building, though. This is the GRAND OPERA HOUSE. We move closer then up to a window.

                                                     CUT TO:

INT. OFFICE – SAME DAY

JIM’S office has the ostentatious look of his previous office...but more so. We see 4 WORKMEN attempting to put into place 1 of 2 enormous decorative mahogany wood doors...while 2 CARPENTERS are at work on the carpeting..

Two MEN are attempting to hang JIM’S PORTRAIT – the same PORTAIT that hung in his previous office.

JIM sits reading the HERALD NEWSPAPER. We see the front page. 

SHOT OF: The HEADLINE reads: 'GREAT CHICAGO FIRE 

                              CONTINUES TO BURN' 

SHOT OF: Under that headline we read:

                             'ERIE RAILROAD HAS NEW HOME!

                              THE GRAND OPERA HOUSE?'

MORTAMER walks in...



               MORTAMER:


      You want ta see me, Mr. Jim?




               JIM:


      Draft a letter to Miss Josie. 


           (lighting his cigar)


      Tell her anything ya like, but tell 

           her I'll be by to see her tonight. 

           Love Jim...

JIM removes an ENVELOPE from his desk and gets up to hand it to MORTAMER.




               JIM: 


      And run that over to Belden Brokerage, 

           straight into the hands of William 

           Belden.

MORTAMER nods...

                         JIM:

           Them supplies left for Chicago? 

                         MORTAMER:

           I don't really know. I think the men,  

           it seems, aren't anxious to be givin' 

           away all that food... away to people  

           they don’t even know.   

                         JIM:

           Hadn't anyone ever heard of charity?

JIM turns way from MORTAMER. 

MORTAMER takes that as his cue to exit. He turns...

                         JIM:

           Oh, Mortamer, you get that telegraph off 

           to Jenkins? 

                        MORTAMER:

           Yes sir. 

JIM'S turns and walks a short distance to a MAP of NEW YORK. We move closer to the MAP. This MAP has RAILROAD LINES (thick red lines with black slashes) crisscrossing it. Cities and major towns are represented in large bold type. One of these red lines extends from ALBANY to BINGHAMPTON. Along this route we see a name in BOLD - HARPURSVILLE. JIM’S attention becomes fixed... We now zoom in on HARPURSVILLE.

                                                    CUT TO:

EXT: A LOCOMOTIVE SPEEDS DOWN THE TRACK – SAME DAY

On the smokestack reads 'JIM FISK.'

                                                    CUT TO:

INT. RAILROAD CAR – SAME DAY

A determined looking man - JENKINS - looks down at his pathetic recruits - numbering 50 - as they pass around a bottle of whiskey. A man approaches JENKINS...

                         MAN:

           Excuse me, Mr. Jenkins.

                         JENKINS:

           What?

                         MAN:

           Men were wonderin’...well, jus where 

           we’re goin? and who we’re suppose

           ta be fightin?’

                         JENKINS:

           You’ll know when you get there.

                                                    CUT TO:

INT. BOARD ROOM – SAME DAY

JOE RAMSEY is standing and addressing about 15 men.

                         MAN1:

           Please, a little order here. 

           --Mr. Ramsey.

                         JOE:

           As I was sayin,' Fisk has sent maybe a 

           hundred men,  and it appears they’re 

           heading for Binghampton.

                         MAN2:

           Why?

                         JOE:

           The A&S railroad stretches a 142 miles, 

           from Albany to Binghampton. Fisk knows

           Albany's friendly to us. But Binghampton,

           well we all know that's an Erie town. 

                                                     (OVER)

                         JOE (CONT).

           If Fisk can get control of the Binghampton

           station, and these three stations leading

           into Binghampton,

             (Joe points to a map beside him)

           he's got himself control of half our 

           railroad. Then it just becomes a waiting 

           game. We get an injunction.  They get an 

           injunction nullifying our injunction and

           so forth.

                         MAN1:

                                ---A stalemate.

                         JOE:

           And them being ten times the size of us, 

           who do you think is going to prevail?  

           Gentlemen, I spent most of my adult 

           life buildin' this Railroad. Most of 

           you have been right beside me all the 

           way. This is nothing more than a game to 

           him. A game, though, he intends to win,

           come hell or high water. But we're gonna 

           fight men, a fight he's never seen before.

                         MAN1:

           What's your plan, Joe? 

                         JOE:

           What I aim to do is lease our A & S Railroad

           to the Delaware & Hudson Company, in 

           perpetuity. But our lawyers need time to 

           draw up the lease and get it approved by our 

           judge in Albany - about a week. In the mean 

           time, we can't let Fisk get control of these 

           three stations (pointing to the map)

           ...and Binghampton. We got to get

           every available man. And remind them

           they're fightin' for their jobs here.

           We’ll cut ‘em off at Harpursville.

                         MAN2:

           How much time you figure we got? 

                         JOE:

           -- Two hours, maybe three. 

                                                    CUT TO:

INT. BROKERAGE SERVICE – SAME DAY

MORATAMER enters the Brokerage service. He is greeted by a 25 year old NEWTON APPLETON...


                         NEWTON:


            (suggesting familiarity)


      Hey ya Mortamer?





               MORTAMER:


      --Hey Newton. Can I see Mr. Belden?



               NEWTON:

           --Not here. Hey Mortamer, is it really 

           true Eire moved into the Opera House? 

           You get to go in their dressing rooms? 

           --The girls.         



               MORTAMER:

           No. We can’t go into their dressing  

           rooms. Listen Newton, I got something

           from Mr. Fisk. It’s important. I’m to   

           give it directly to Mr. Belden.




               NEWTON:


      He’s out to lunch. Give it ta me.  

           I'll make sure he gets it.




               MORTAMER:


      He wanted it given directly to Mr. Belden.



               NEWTON:


      --If you want to wait around. He should  

           be back, maybe an hour...


                         MORTAMER:

           --Alright. But you gotta make sure Mr.  

           Belden gets it. 

                         NETWON:

           Don’t worry.

Reluctantly, MORTAMER hands the ENVELOPE to NEWTON. Exits. 

NEWTON notices that the ENVELOPE isn't sealed. He ponders the contents, then takes the note out and reads it. His eyes dilate. He puts the note back in the ENVELOPE, then turns and walks to BELDEN'S office... Once inside of the office, NEWTON hesitates in putting the ENVELOPE on BELDEN'S desk. NEWTON'S eyes move to the ceiling - he's thinking - tapping the ENVELOPE to his chin once, twice. He looks at the ENVELOPE. 

NEWTON has finished with his mental debate. He puts the envelope on Mr. BELDEN'S desk.  Suddenly, NEWTON is grabbed by his [left] arm...

BELDEN, 60's, portly but authoritative looking.




               NEWTON:

           Oh, Mr. Belden.  I... An envelope 

           there – on your desk, from Mr. Fisk...

An annoyed BELDEN leads NEWTON by his arm out the door,

then shuts it.

                        NEWTON:

                    (raising his voice)

           I’m gonna take my lunch now 

           Mr. Belden, Okay?

NEWTON gets no response. Leaves...

                                                    CUT TO:

EXT. MANSION – SAME DAY

NEWTON walks up to a small picket fence. He pauses... NEWTON looks up to gaze at an intimidating but beautiful two-story MANSION.  He opens the gate and tentatively walks up to the front door. He takes a deep breath then knocks. After a few moments a [stonefaced] SERVANT answers.





               NEWTON:


      May I speak to Mr. Drew, please?




          SERVANT:


      --Your name?




               NEWTON:


      --Newton Appleton. Tell Mr. Drew I'm 


      from Belden Brokerage.



               SERVANT:


      One moment, please.

The SERVANT closes the door. NEWTON paces nervously. (beat)          

The SERVANT reemerges.



               SERVANT:


      You can come in sir.

                                                    CUT TO:

INT. LIVING ROOM – SAME DAY 

DREW is sitting in a chair reading the Bible. HE has the Bible inches from his nose, squinting. 

NEWTON enters the room.

DREW does not look up to acknowledge NEWTON’S presence.

                         NEWTON:


      Excuse me, Mr. Drew...



               DREW:


            (continuing to read)


      Yeah?





               NEWTON:


      I work at Belden Brokerage.  My name 

           is Newton Appleton....

DREW continues to ignore NEWTON'S presence.
                     

                         NEWTON:

           ...I thought you might be interested 

           in something.

DREW closes the book and looks up.

                          DREW:

           Git to the point there young man.

                          NEWTON:

           Yes sir. I’ve become privy to some 

           information... 

                         DREW:

           Like?

                         NEWTON:

           Well, like a certain two fellas wantin’ 

           us to short a certain stock tomorrow.

           I also know we’re holdin’ a large

           block of un-issued stock for the

           company... 

                         DREW:

           Who is these two fellers?

                         NEWTON:

           Well Mr. Drew, I was hoping we could come 

           to some sort of an arrangement. I was 

           thinkin’ maybe like... 10 thousand(?)

The words “ten thousand” come out more like a request... 

                         DREW:

           10 thousands a heap a money. And you 

           ain’t really told me nothin’ yet.

                         NEWTON:

           Well...

                         DREW:

           If’n ya got infermation that can be of 

           any use, you’ll get takin’ good care of.

                         NEWTON:

           The two are Mr. Fisk and...

                         DREW:

           You said Fisk? Of Eire railroad?

                         NEWTON:

           Yes sir. He and Mr. Gould want us to

           put short sells on Erie stock. We’re

           also ordered to release 100 thousand

           new shares of common tomorrow.

                        DREW:

           100k new shares, huh? Ya haven’t told no

           one of this, have ya?

                        NEWTON:

           No sir, other then you.

                         DREW:

                      (getting up)

           If’n what ya say is true and all goes 

           right...

DREW takes NEWTON by his [left] arm and leads him to the door.

                         DREW:(CONT.)
           ... I’m gonna reward ya. Don’t you worry.

           And don’t ya tell no one about this here 

           infermation.

DREW is forcing a reluctant NEWTON out the door.

                         NEWTON:

           I won’t. But...

                         DREW:

           Yer a good man. I’ll be in touch.

As DREW shuts the door, a mischievous grin emerges.

                                                    CUT TO: 

EXT. RAMSEY’S LOCOMOTIVE SPEEDS DOWN THE TRACK – SAME DAY

We see a determined looking conductor.

EXT. FISK LOCOMOTIVE – SAME DAY 

The conductor sees the other train speeding toward him. As the TRAINS get closer, suddenly the nervous conductor pulls the brake handle. The FISK TRAIN begins to skid.

                                                    CUT TO:

INT. TRAIN CAR – SAME DAY

Inside of the FISK TRAIN, JENKINS, hearing the skidding, grabs hold of a rope. Finally, the train comes to a stop.

                         JENKINS:

           C’mon, let’s go.

                                                    CUT TO:

EXT.  TRAIN – SAME DAY

The doors of both railcars open...and men, with clubs in hand, leap out. The men race toward each other and begin to clash. Blows are seen striking men in the body and head.  Men fall to the ground, withering in pain.

After a few moments...A BUGLE SOUNDS. 

All the men stop exchanging blows.

Another railcar door is thrown open on RAMSEY’S TRAIN and more MEN come pouring out.

                         MAN:

           Mr. Jenkins, we’re outnumbered. They’re 

           gonna kill us.

                        JENKINS:

           ...Alright, sound a retreat.

                         MAN:

                     (shouting)

           Head for the hills!

                                                    CUT TO:

INT. JOSIE’S HOME - NIGHT

A knock... 

MAGGIE answers the door. 

Standing there is JIM. Under his right arm is a MOOSE HEAD and in his left hand he holds a large BOX.



               MAGGIE:

           C'mon in Mr. Jim.  Miss Josie is waitin' 

           for ya in the dining room. Whatcha got

           there?



               JIM:

           This here is fer your home. 


          (handing her the moose head)

           And a little something fer Josie.

MAGGIE'S disgust for the MOOSE HEAD is apparent.

                         MAGGIE:
        


      --Very interesting, Mr. Jim. I


      know just where to put it.


              (to herself)


      Out of sight.

We follow MAGGIE and JIM into the dining room. 

JOSIE is setting the table.



               JOSIE:


      Hi...ahh 


             (noticing the moose head)


      Oh my!



               MAGGIE:


      Mr. Jim brought this over Miss Josie.  

           I told ‘um I'm gonna find a good place 

           fer it.




               JOSIE:

           Yes, please Maggie. Oh, and you can bring 

           in dinner.





               MAGGIE:


      Yes Miss Josie.

MAGGIE exits.



               JIM:


      And I got somethin' else fer ya.  


           (opening the box)



               JOSIE:


      I wonder what it... 

JIM pulls a checkered shawl from the box.

JOSIE takes the shawl and searches for words.

                          JOSIE:
                

           Well, it's very...  nice... Jim. 

           Thank you.




               JIM:

           Come 'er now and give ol Jim a bear hug.

They embrace.  As they embrace JOSIE eyes the shawl.



               JOSIE:


      Haven't seen a speck of you for three 

           days.



               JIM:

           Been busy movin' into our new buildin.'

JIM and JOSIE separate and move to the table. 




               JOSIE:

           It's all over the papers. An opera house?



               JIM:


                (sitting down)


      I truly don't know why we're gettin' such 

                           bad press on this here move.

MAGGIE comes in with two plates of food and puts it on the dinner table.

                                                             JOSIE:


               (sitting down)


      Maybe it's because there's going be 

           half-naked women runnin' around.




               JIM:


      That opera entrance is on the other

           side of the buildin,' and not a 

           single newspaper made note of that.



               JOSIE:


      Now that you have yourself a theater, oh 

           Maggie, take this...(hands Maggie the shawl)

Taking the shawl, MAGGIE'S eyes express revolt.




               JOSIE: 


          (turning back toward Jim)


      ...maybe I can audition for a part?




               JIM:

           Dumplin,' girls who work them type of jobs, 

           do it cuz they need the money.



               JOSIE:


      (PAUSE) Well, I've been wanting to bring 


      something up...




               JIM:

                  (not looking up)

           Yeah...




               JOSIE:

           While I appreciate all you've done for 

           me, Jim, I, well in the way of money, I

           don't really have anything.  Since you  

           won't let me do any work...




               JIM:


               (interrupting)

           Now you know it ain't proper for a 

           woman to be out there workin' if she 

           don't gotta be.  And have I denied

           ya one dollar?



               JOSIE:

           But where I don’t have to ask you.           

           Like an investment, something that

           can give me a monthly income or

           dividend.


JIM puts his fork down and contemplates.



               JIM:

           Hmm... Well I did tell ya I'd give ya an 

           equity position in this house - 50% of 

           the value. I calculate that'd be around

           25 thousand dollars.

                         JOSIE:

           And you’ll give me the 25 thousand...

           to invest?



               JIM:

           Now I don't think that's such a good 

           idea, Josie. You don't know the first

           thing about investing.  I'll manage it

           for ya, put it in a stock or two.  Then

           every month, I'll pay ya the dividend.

JIM picks up his fork and resumes eating. 

JOSIE, reaching for her wineglass, no better off than when she started this subject, is visibly displeased. 

                                                    CUT TO:

INT. EIRE OFFICE - DAY

JIM is reading a correspondence.
He heads to the door, opens it...



               JIM:


       Mortamer!

JIM walks back to his desk and takes a cigar from his cigar box. 

MORTAMER appears at the door.





               MORTAMER:


      Yes sir?




               JIM:


      Tell Jay I need to speak to him.

JIM lights his cigar and waits for JAY.         (beat)


JAY appears at the door.



               JAY:


      What's the matter Jim?




               JIM:

           This here is from our broker.

JIM hands the correspondence to JAY.




               JAY:


      ...Drew's been short selling our 

           stock.




               JIM:


      And he's been sellin' short since Tuesday.



               JAY:


      Hmm.




               JIM:

           Somehow he found out we were unloadin' 

           stock, Jay.



               JAY:


      The only ones who knew about that stock 


      issue were you and me.




               JIM:


      --And our broker.



               JAY:

           Could just be a coincidence, Jim. 



               JIM:

           Uncle Daniel don't go sellin' short less 

           he knows somethin' Jay.





               JAY:

                        (nodding)


      Changing brokerage services...




               JIM:


      --No Jay. It’s time we fix that little

           rodent, once and fer all.

A determined look overtakes JIM'S face.

                                                    CUT TO:

INT. DREW'S HOUSE – SAME DAY

DREW has NEWTON by the [left] arm and is ushering him toward the door.





               DREW:

           Now don't go mentionin' this to no one, 

           same as before.



               NEWTON:


      I won't but...the last deal, I was...



               DREW:


      Haven't yet figgered how much I did  

           on that last deal. Don't ya worry, 

           somethin's gonna be comin' your way.



               NEWTON:


      I thought....

DREW is forcing NEWTON out the door.




               DREW:


      Good day to ya...

--Shuts the door.

NEWTON, powerless and frustrated, stands at the door. Suddenly, NEWTON becomes energized by a thought. He departs.

                                                    CUT TO:

EXT. STORE FRONT  - SAME DAY

NEWTON talks with another man - BARNEY. BARNEY, 25, is holding a broom. A sign in the window reads "Harold's General Store".

                         NEWTON:


      This is a fer sure thing Barney. I'm 

           puttin' up everything I have.

A customer walks out of the store, which forces NEWTON to lower his voice.                

                         NEWTON: 

           That's how sure I am. And Daniel Drew, 

           he's also in on it... 

The customer passes, allowing NEWTON to raise his voice.

                         NEWTON: 

           You're my brother-in-law, I wouldn’t

           do ya wrong.

                         BARNEY:


      ...Okay, I'll do it.

                                                    CUT TO:

EXT. SIDEWALK - DAY

NEWTON is walking at a brisk pace down the sidewalk. He appears worried and is mumbling out loud.





               NEWTON:


                (barely audible)


      Oh my God...I...This is terrible.

When NEWTON reaches DREW’S picket fence, so preoccupied is he, he doesn’t even realize his actions. NEWTON opens the gate of DREW'S picket fence. He proceeds up to the front door. Once there, NEWTON, without hesitation, opens the front door and proceeds inside.

                                                    CUT TO:

INT. DREW'S HOME – SAME DAY

A worried and anxious NEWTON looks in the living room, then kitchen, then up the stairs. Last door at the end of the hall, he finds DREW... in the bathtub.



               DREW:


      What is the meanin' of this?!




               NEWTON:


      Mr. Drew, a terrible thing... I don't know 

           what happened.  Eire, it started down. 

           Mr. Drew...





               DREW:


                 (interrupting)


      Now calm yerself down. What about Eire?



               NEWTON:


      Mr. Drew, the price, it started down, 

           kept going down all yesterday.  Then

           today it started going up.  All day it's

           been going up.



               DREW:


               (interrupting)


      What's the stock at right now?




               NEWTON:

           Half n' hour ago it was at 54. It's up 20

           points. There's a rumor that Mr. Fisk 

           and Mr. Gould are bullin' the stock.

DREW drops his scrub-brush.


                    NEWTON: 

           But that can't be. They got short 

           positions with us - or did. 

           Mr. Drew,  you gotta help me.



               DREW:


                  (shouts)


      HORACE!




               NEWTON:

           Please Mr. Drew, I can't pay the margin 

           call.  I'll lose my job.  


HORACE - servant- appears. He carries a large pale of hot water.



               DREW:


      Escort this here man ta our front door. 


               (voice rising)

           And help him through it if'n he don't

           wanta go!


HORACE grabs NEWTON by the [left] arm and pulls him.


                         NEWTON:


      But Mr. Drew, I've got no one else...



                         HORACE:


      Come long now.


A petrified DREW begins to shiver. 

                                                    CUT TO:

INT. OPERA HOUSE – DAY

DREW, dressed in top hat and a cane, walks into the Eire/Grand Opera building - removing his top hat.  A 

burly man - SECURITY GUARD - stops him.




               SECURITY GUARD:


      What can I do fer ya Mister?




               DREW:


      I'm here ta talk ta Jimz Fisk.




               SECURITY GUARD:

--Nature of your business?


                         DREW:


          (frustrated, barely audible)


      I don't believe this...


               (voice rising)

           You tell ‘um Dan’l Drew is here 


      on personal business.


--SECURITY GUARD exits.




               DREW:


      Security...

DREW takes the moment to survey the room. We see about 10 men apparently just loitering around.   (beat)

The SECURITY GUARD reappears.


                         SECURITY GUARD:


      Straight down the hall, third door.


                         DREW:

           Who are all these fellers here?

                         SECURITY GUARD:

           Process servers.

                                                    CUT TO:

INT. JIM’S OFFICE – SAME DAY

JIM is seated behind his desk, on each knee sits a pretty young actress - still in costume.

--Knock.

                         JIM:

           Come in.

DREW [tentatively] walks in. Because of the girls, DREW cannot view JIM clearly.


                         JIM:


      That you Uncle Daniel?



                         DREW:


      Yeah, I'm right herez.

                         JIM:


      What can I do fer ya?

                         DREW:

           Well, first off, I'd first like ta 

           complement ya on your new buildin.' I 

           know them newsmen are given ya grief...             

           sayin' ya can't run no railroad from  

           an opree house. 

The girls continue to obstruct DREW'S sight of JIM.

                         DREW: (CONT.)

           But they... just don't unnerstand the 

           nature of business like we do Jimz.



JIM attention remains focused on the girls...




               DREW: 

           I'm sorry fer you and Jay, not gettin’ 

           that A & S Railroad from that Ramsey

           feller. I was rootin’ for ya all the

           way though.

                         JIM:

           Nothin’ lost save a little honor. But 

           I know ya didn’t come here to talk

           about that, Uncle Daniel.

                         DREW:

           --Right. Jimz, I don’t know whether 

           you’re awarez or not, but there’s

           peculiar things goin’ on with the Eire

           stock. (PAUSE) ...Confound it Jimz, 

           can’t we carry on a conversation here 

           without them two?

                          JIM:

           Alright girls, gotta get back to work.

The GIRLS get up and head for the door. JIM also gets up and walks over to his sink to wash his hands - water cascades from two brass nymphs.

One of the girls passes DREW and sticks her tongue out.

                         JIM:


      So what about our Eire stock?


                         DREW:

           Jimz, I'm beside myself tryin' ta 

           figger out how come Eire just started 

           climbin,' and climbin' like never before.

           Almost 10 years, it ain't never climbed  

           no 20 dollars in one day.

JIM finishes washing his hands and moves back to his desk.

                         JIM:

           Sounds like good news for Eire 

           stockholders. And why should you

           be concerned about Erie?



                         DREW:

           The thing is Jimz, I'm caught short

           on Erie. As you can see I got me

           a terrible problem. 

JIM'S indifference causes DREW some annoyance, but he continues.



                         DREW:


      Rumor is... you and Jay, well, you're

           usin' your own money and bullin' the

           stock.



               JIM:


      It ain't no rumor. Me and Jay are buyin.'



               DREW:

           Jimz, it goes any higher, I gotta face

           a margin call. I'll be all wiped out.               



               JIM:

           Afraid I got bad news fer ya Uncle 

           Daniel. Me and Jay ain't gonna be 

           satisfied till Eire hits 70.


               

                         DREW:


                (swallows hard)

           Can't ya let ol Uncle Daniel out 

           then bull the stock?


JIM takes a drag on his cigar, then lets out the smoke.




              JIM:

                (looking away from Drew)


       ... Nope.

--Knock.



               JIM:


      Come in.

MORTAMER pokes his head in...



               MORTAMER:

           Mr. Moreland want's ya, on the stage. 



               JIM:

           Tell him I'll be right there.



               DREW:

           Nothin' I can say ta persuade ya, Jimz?

JIM gets up and heads for the door...grabs his coat and hat.



               JIM:

           I'll help ya Uncle Daniel. I'll give you

           some good advice. Come tomorrow you sell 

           what you got and cut your losses. 

JIM exits.

DREW seethes...

                                                    CUT TO:

INT. JOSIE'S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

JIM is seated on the couch, drinking a brandy. 

JOSIE is sitting next to JIM. She appears more interested in the wrinkle in her silk gown than JIM'S conversation.


                          JIM:

           All that avertisin' sure paid its 

           dividend. The Twelve Temptations' 

           already a sell out. Sold out in 2 hours. 

                         JOSIE:

                    (without much conviction)

           --Wonderful.

                         JIM:

           Course with Grant goin' ta be there, 

           can't say that hurt none.


                         JOSIE:

                    (eyes light up)


      Can I meet the President?


                         JIM:

           Now Dumplin' we gotta know our limits. 

           Them newspapers are already referrin' to 

           ya as the Cleopatra of 23rd street.  

           We ain't foolin' a whole lotta people

           with this here arrangement.


                         MAGGIE: (O.C.)


               (clearing her throat)


      Excuse me, Miss Josie.


                         JOSIE:


      Yes Maggie?

                         MAGGIE:


      I forgot ta mention... your cousin 

           Fannie telegraphed and she'll be 

           arrivin' tomorrow.

                         JIM:

           Who's Fannie?
                         JOSIE:

           --My cousin from Philadelphia. I invited  

           her to live with me. –For appearances.

JIM nods then looks away from JOSIE. His mind drift as he takes a drink. 

JOSIE looks at him then looks away and lets her mind drift. 

While JIM'S countenance resonates fulfillment and satisfaction, JOSIE'S resonates melancholy.

                                                     CUT TO:

INT. OPERA STAGE - NIGHT

We see 12 pretty young girls, half blondes and the other brunettes, dance in sync to a lively chorus number. In the backdrop we see a cascading waterfall.

JIM sits behind the President and First Lady. President 

Ulysses S. Grant leans back to whisper something to JIM. 

We drop back and see sitting underneath JIM and the President is JOSIE. Sitting next to her is a female companion - FANNIE. 

We move closer to JOSIE. Still melancholy, her eyes make it evident her mind is somewhere else.  As the chorus number ends the crowd breaks into a loud applause. JOSIE, one beat behind the crowd, forces a smile and joins in the applause. 



               PRESIDENT GRANT:

           Jolly dandy of a show there Mr. Fisk. I 

           must say, I don't believe I've ever seen 

           anything to compare.




               JIM:


      Glad ya enjoyed it Mr. President. Now 

           if you're interested, I just bought me

           a ferryboat that I think you'll agree...

           ain't nothin' ta compare to it either. 

           I'd be mighty grateful if you'd ride

           down the Hudson with me and Jay

           tomorrow.

GRANT'S facial expression suggests he's interested.

                                                    CUT TO:

INT. JIM'S TAILOR - DAY

We see JIM in a sterling white ADMIRAL'S uniform. His arm is extended as a tailor sows on a button.

                                                    CUT TO:

INT.  VANDERBILT'S HOUSE - DAY

VANDERBILT is leaning against his fireplace sipping a brandy. 

FRANK walks by the open door.


                         VANDERBILT:


      Frank!

FRANK stops and walks into the doorway.

                         FRANK:
            


      Yes Commodore?

                         VANDERBILT:

           Bin givin' a lotta thought bout 

           that Erie...

                         FRANK:

           What about?

                         VANDERBILT:

           How to git control of it, what else?! 

           Way I figger I can't buy stock, they'll

           just print more of it. Ya see Frank,

           these here blowers, particularly

           that Fisk, don’t play by established

           rules. I learnt that the hard way.

           I gotta beat 'em with my strength...

           I’m gonna lower my freight charge.

           I'll lose a pile of money, but that’s

           what I got and the Eire don't.



               FRANK:


      On what lines?




               VANDERBILT:


                (taking a sip of brandy)

           From Buffalo to New York, I want you 

           to lower our cattle rate. Lower

           it ta a dollar.



               FRANK:


      From 160 a carload to one dollar?!



               VANDERBILT:


      Throw in them Syracuse and Rochester

           lines as well. I want that done tomorrow.

FRANK, bewildered, turns around and begins to walk out.




               VANDERBILT:


              (looking away from Frank)

           You hear Fisk made himself an Admiral?


FRANK stops and turns...



               FRANK:         


      I heard his tailor made him an Admiral's


      uniform.


                         VANDERBILT:


                 (continuing to look away)

           You aware an Admiral out-ranks a 

           Commodore? 



               FRANK:


      I didn't know that.




               VANDERBILT:


      Well it does!

                                                    CUT TO:

INT.  HORSE STABLES – DAY

JIM checks the inside of a HORSE’S mouth while another MAN looks on.





               MORTAMER: (O.C.)


      Mr. Jim...



               JIM:


      Yeah?

                         MORTAMER:


      Mr. Jim, Mr. Gould wants to see ya.  

           he says it's urgent.


                         JIM:

                (to the other MAN)

           You tell Hawkins I'll pay his price. 

           Take her over to my stable.

                                                    CUT TO:

INT. OFFICE – SAME DAY

In JIM office, his old PORTRAIT has been replaced with a new one. In this PORTRAIT, JIM is wearing his ADMIRAL’S uniform.

JIM walks over to the window, thinking. JAY is also present.



               JIM:


      A dollar a carload, huh?



               JAY:


      I can't possibly meet that rate, Jim.



               JIM:

           That ol cuss knows it too... Dollar a car


      load... Well Jay, just cuz the Erie can’t 

           make money, don't mean we can’t. 

As JIM ponders the possibilities a mischievous grin overtakes his face. 

                                                    CUT TO:

INT. VANDERBILT'S HOUSE - DAY

We see VANDERBILT looking down the hallway observing Frank, who is engaged with a man at the front door. FRANK is handed a piece of paper.


                         MAN:

           There's so much cattle comin' in, at a 

           dollar a car load. We're getting killed.

                         FRANK:

           Move the rates back up.

The MAN nods then exits.




               VANDERBILT:


      Well, let's have it.




               FRANK:

           Oh, that was Thompson from our shipping 

           department.




               VANDERBILT:


      I know who it was. Well?



               FRANK:

           Over the last few week we've been getting 

           cattle shipped by a new company.  Almost 

           as much as our other clients combined...




               VANDERBILT:


      Go on...




               FRANK:


      The company‘s owned by Fisk and Gould.

           They’ve been buying cattle in Buffalo,

           Rochester and Syracuse. Every available 

           head...

VANDERBILT becomes visibly perturbed... 



               FRANK: (CONT.)


      They’ve been shipping all those cattle...


                         VANDERBILT:


                   (voice rising)

           You don't need ta tell me more, Frank!

An enraged VANDERBILT turns and walks away. 

FRANK watches, then, after a moment, a slight grin emerges.

                                                    CUT TO:

EXT.  RACE TRACK - DAY

HORSES are racing around a track. We see them cross the finish line.  We then move to JIM, who is in the stands. JOSIE and another woman {FANNIE} sit next to him.  We see JIM with a dejected look. JOSIE points at something and JIM shakes his head.

                                                    CUT TO:

EXT. RACE TRACE – SAME DAY

We follow JIM, JOSIE and another young woman (FANNIE) as they, along with a crowd of others, are exiting the stadium. 

JOSIE'S eyes become fixed on something...



               JOSIE:


      Jim, honey?



               JIM:


             (reading his racing form)


      Yeah?



               JOSIE:


      Who is that fellow over there?  


      He keeps looking over here.




               JIM:


                 (looking up)


     New business partner of mine.   

                        (shouts)


     Ned! ...C'mer.

NED is 28, handsome, foppish New York blueblood. He walks over to greet the trio...

                         NED:

           Hi ya Jim. Any luck today?



               JIM:


      Lost every race. Had three of my own 

           racin' and not a one of 'em even showed.  

                         NED:

           Sounds like my day...

                         JIM: 

           Oh, Ned, 


       (looking at the girls with a grin)

           a married Ned, this here is Fannie... 



               NED:

                 (kissing Fannie’s hand)


      --Delighted.


                         JIM:

           And my Josie...

NED takes JOSIE’S hand...

                          NED:

           Pleasure to meet you.



                JOSIE:


      Enchante’.


                         JIM:

           Enchante? What does that mean?

                         JOSIE:

           It means enchanted. It’s French. 

           Fannie’s fluent in French. She’s

           tutoring...



               VOICE: (O.C.)


      Jim...

We see a 50ish man, - BOSS TWEED - portly and amiable.  It is apparent BOSS TWEED and JIM are well acquainted. It is also apparent by BOSS TWEED'S demeanor he is not enjoying himself. He carries a handkerchief in his left hand.



               JIM:

           If it ain't Boss Tweed. I thought the 

           smell of ponies didn't agree with you?



               BOSS TWEED:

           The world of politics, Jim... makes one

           do very disagreeable things.

               (wiping his nose)



               JIM:

                      (small laugh)

           You know my Josie. This here is her 

           cousin Fannie... and a new business 

           partner of mine, Ned Stokes.

BOSS TWEED shakes NED'S hand.




               BOSS TWEED:

                  (grabbing Jim by the arm)

           Jim, I want to introduce you to the 

           Mayor and the Governor, if you have 

           a moment. 



               NED:

           Go ahead, Jim.  I'll keep the ladies 

           company. 

JIM and BOSS TWEED leave.

NED turns his attention to the ladies. 

We see JOSIE'S face light up - she's smitten.

JIM and the BOSS approach the GOVERNER and the MAYOR.




               BOSS TWEED:

           --Governor Hoffman. --Jim Fisk, Vice 

           President of Operations at the Eire 

           Railroad.



                GOVERNOR:


      Pleasure to meet ya.




                JIM:


      Like wise.


Shaking hands...



               BOSS TWEED:


      And this here is our Mayor Oakley.




               JIM:


      Mayor...


Shaking hands...



               MAYOR:


      May I call you Jim?





          JIM:


      I insist.




               MAYOR:

           Jim, Tweed here says you got a good

           understanding of the commodities market.  

           What's goin' on with gold?



               JIM:


      --Don't know. 


            (pulls out a cigar)


      But I'm sure stayin’ out of it —

           Too unpredictable.

                         GOVERNOR:


      You think it'll continue goin' up?

                         JIM:

           Governor, Jay and I spent an hour 

           with that Grant tryin' ta figger if

           he'll sell gold. Couldn't budge 'him 

           one way or the other.


            (takes a drag on his cigar)


      But I'll say this, if the government 

           does sell gold, you can bet the

           price 'll drop to damn near Hades.

JOSIE, NED and FANNIE...


                         JOSIE:


      ...It’s very thrilling. Jim won’t let 

           me bet though. --Says it will corrupt me.


            (turning to Fannie)

           Fannie, could you please get me some 

           lemonade?  Would you like some Ned?

                         NED:


      Sure.

JOSIE'S facial expression suggests 'leave now.'  

FANNIE, slow to grasp the hint, finally does and leaves.



               JOSIE:

           So what kind of business are you and 

           Jim in?



               NED:


      We partnered up on an oil refining

           business.



               JOSIE:


      Oh, well, I hope you both do very...


      um... well, I guess. 

Both chuckle at the awkward pause.





               NED:

           I'm sure we will.  You live on 23rd  

           Street, West 23rd Street, don't you?





               JOSIE:


      Yes I do.




               NED:


      I've passed your house on a few occasions.  

           It's very beautiful.




               JOSIE:


      Well thank you...

Both JOSIE and NED share the same enamored expression.    



               JOSIE:


      (PAUSE) Is ...your wife out of town?




               NED:


      We're actually separated.




               JOSIE:

           Oh, I'm sorry... (PAUSE)

           When you pass my house next time... 

           you should stop and say hello.




               NED:


      I'll have to do that?



               JOSIE:


      When?


                         NED:


      When? Well, I'm not sure of the exact

           day I'll be passing your house.


                         JOSIE:


      --Perhaps Monday - around noon?



               NED: 

           On Monday, I’m afraid I'll be up at 

           Saratoga. I've been following a horse 

           for the last month. She's bound to

           win one.

FANNIE appears with the lemonade... and hands one to NED.




               NED:


      Thank you... But I won't forget 


      the invitation.

FANNIE, handing a cup of lemonade to JOSIE, gives her a concerned, inquisitive look.



               FANNIE:


                   (to Ned)

           I think someone is calling you.

An elderly lady and gentleman are looking over toward NED. 

The woman motions for NED to come.
 



               NED:

           --My aunt Aggie. I'm afraid I'm being 

           summoned. Tell Jim I stayed as long 

           as I could and I'll talk to him 

           next week. Okay?



               JOSIE:


      --I will. Nice meeting you...



               FANNIE:


                   (firmly)

           Josie, what were you two talking about?



               JOSIE:


      Just things...  Isn't he the handsomest

           man you ever laid your eyes on?




               FANNIE:


      Jim better not hear this kinda talk.


                         JOSIE:

           Oh Fannie, what does he care?  He's got 

           his showgirls. He hasn't come over for

           the last 2 weeks.



               FANNIE:


      I don't think I want to hear any 


      more of this.

JIM appears...




               JIM:


      --Any more of what?




               JOSIE:

           --Just girl talk. Oh, and your business 

           partner, what was his name Fannie?




               FANNIE:


      --Ned.



               JOSIE:


      Yes, he said he had to leave and he would 

           talk to you next week.

                                                    CUT TO:

EXT. JOSIE'S HOUSE – SAME DAY

A Horse and buggy come to a stop.  We watch NED as he gazes at the house.

                                                    CUT TO:


INT. JOSIE'S BEDROOM – SAME DAY

JOSIE is melancholy. She's in her bloomers - made of a checkered pattern. 

FANNIE assist JOSIE into her dress.

                         JOSIE:


      What do you think of me Fannie?   

                         FANNIE:

                (a little puzzled)

           You're a kind and generous person... 

           with a strange taste in bloomers.

                         JOSIE: 

           Jim's favorite bloomers... I was in 

           Mrs. Rafter's boutique yesterday.                         

           I saw her talking to another woman.  

           They were talking about me. I couldn’t 

           hear, but I knew...

                         FANNIE:

           Oh Josie, now don't you go imagining  

           things. Lift your arm. 

              (slides Josie's dress over her)

           Hundreds of things they could have been 

           talking about.

                         JOSIE:

           No, I've seen that look, Fannie, so many 

           times.  Two years I've been living here. 

           Jim's... kept woman.  I'm going to 

           tell Jim...  

                         MAGGIE: (O.C) 


      Miss Josie... 

MAGGIE pokes her head into the bedroom.

                         MAGGIE: 

           There's a gentleman caller, says 

     

           his name is Ned.



               JOSIE:


      Ned?!




               MAGGIE:


      That's what he said.




               JOSIE:


      Oh my! What am I going to do?! Ned is here.

                         MAGGIE:

           I can tell him you ain't ready ta receive

           no caller.




               FANNIE:


      I think that's a good idea, Josie.



               JOSIE:

           Oh no, don't send him away.  Invite 

           him in and I'll receive him in the 

           main living room.


                         MAGGIE:


      Already done that Miss Josie. And Miss 

           Josie, I gotta say, he sure is the nicest

           smellin’ man I laid eyes on.

                         JOSIE:


      Prepare some tea...


               (turning to Fannie)


      Help me into this thing...

                         FANNIE:            


      I shouldn't Josie. I shouldn't be 


      any part of this.



               JOSIE:

           And don't you go down there and spy on 

           me either. My hair...

                                                    CUT TO:

INT. LIVING ROOM – SAME DAY

We watch NED as he observes a room replete with the refinements of wealth.  (beat)

JOSIE walks in...

                         NED:

                    (enamored)


      Well... – Vous etes tres belle.


                         JOSIE:


      Merci beaucoup. Parlez vous francais?

                         NED:             

           That, I’m afraid, is the extent of my 

           French. I actually just learned that 

           line to impress you.

                         JOSIE:


      Well, I’m very flattered. 

                         NED:

           I was in the area...

                         JOSIE:

           I can see that.

                         NED:

           Afraid I can’t stay long.

                         JOSIE:

           Oh... 

                         NED:

           Something big is going on at the Gold 

           Room.



               JOSIE:


      --Gold Room?



                    NED:

           --On Wallstreet. The price of gold

           keeps going up. Seems no one knows why.




          JOSIE:


      Jim would know wouldn't he?


                         NED:


      I spoke to him yesterday, swears he

           doesn't know.  A lot of people are 

           going to go bankrupt though if it 

           keeps climbing.





               JOSIE:


      Oh my!


FANNIE peers around the corner.


                    NED:


                (moving close)


      Josie, I would like to come by this 

           evening, say around eight, if that's 

           okay with you?



               JOSIE:


                  (mesmerized)


      Eight... would be just fine.

FANNIE, peeking around the corner, expresses shock.



               NED:


      I'll see you tonight.

NED leaves.  

FANNIE bustles into the living room.



               FANNIE:


      Helen Josephine Mansfield! Have you 

           completely lost your wits? 

JOSIE remains mesmerized...

                         FANNIE:

           Josie! invitin’ a man over you

           haven't properly courted... 

FANNIE is oblivious to the irony of that statement...



               JOSIE:


      I truly don't know what came over me.

           I just stared into his eyes and I...I 

           thought I told you not to spy on me.

JOSIE abruptly turns and walks away.



               FANNIE:

           Suppose Jim decides to come over tonight?

JOSIE stops and turns half way, not quite facing FANNIE.



               JOSIE:

           He always sends word if he intends to 

           come by.

MAGGIE emerges with a tray, carrying two teacups. 

                                                    CUT TO:

INT.  JIM'S OFFICE – DAY

JAY is seated, tearing up small bits of paper into smaller bits and letting them fall to the floor. 

JIM sits behind his desk and reads the HERALD NEWSPAPER.




               JIM:


      That train wreck a few days ago, will you  

           listen ta this: "The long, dismal and  

           bloody catalogue of disasters that marks  

           the history of the Eire Railroad, is...

JIM glances over at JAY who is unresponsive. 


                         JIM:


      ...Jay, you listin' to this?

                         JAY:

           Yeah. The train wreck...

JIM turns his attention back to his newspaper.



               JAY:


      I got a problem, Jim (PAUSE)



      ... I'm in big on gold.



JIM gives JAY a stern look.

                         JIM:

           Ya know the government can sell gold

           at any time?


                         JAY:


      I had assurances that that wasn't going 

           to happen.

                         JIM:


      From who?


                         JAY:


      --The President's brother-in-law, 

            Abel Corbin.


                         JIM:


      Corbin?! He's as shifty as ol Uncle 

           Dan'l.


                         JAY:

           He's in the pool.  And the President's 

           sister, Corbin's wife, she's also in.


                         JIM:


      When you said you're in big Jay,


      how big is big?

--Knock.


                         JIM: 


      --Come in.

We see a YOUNG BOY enter. He holds up a small piece of paper in his right hand. 

JAY motions for him to come on over.


The YOUNG BOY walks to JAY and hands him the paper.


                         JAY:

           Closing price?

-BOY nods. JAY gives him a coin and the BOY turns and exits.

JAY tears up the small piece of paper into smaller pieces.

JIM takes out a cigar.




               JIM:
          


      Well?

JAY gets up and goes over to the window, turns to face JIM.




               JAY:


      Close to 20 million.

   

JIM stops lighting his cigar... 

                         JIM:              


      20 million?! Jay, there ain't that much 


      on the entire market, is there?



               JAY:


      I’ve got most of it.





               JIM:


      Well, whatta ya worried about? You said 

           ya got assurances the President ain't  

           gonna sell gold.

JAY pulls out a letter from his coat pocket.




               JAY:


      Corbin gave me this last night.

JAY hands the LETTER to JIM.

JIM reads the LETTER (short beat). He folds it in half.



               JIM:


      Anyone else know about this?




               JAY:


      --Just me and Corbin...and you.




               JIM:


      How much time you figger you got?



               JAY:


      Friday, ... tomorrow afternoon. I'm 

           already sellin,'  but I need to start 

           moving large blocks, Jim.

JIM hands the letter back to JAY.

               




               JAY:

           I need someone to bull it Jim, 

           someone to buy while I sell...

           or I'm all undone.

JAY’S eyes give away his desperation.




               JIM:


      Any chance of a profit here?




               JAY:                         


      (PAUSE) Break even is 150.




               JIM:


      Supposin' it goes over 160?




               JAY:


      --Maybe 6, 8 million. –Depends.



               JIM:


      Hmm. Need a holder, though. Sittin'

           with 20 million of gold contracts

           worth 5 million...I sure as hell don’t

           want that doggin' me for the rest

           of my days. Someone ready for

           retirement...

JIM gets up, walks over to the door, opens it.


                          JIM:


                   (shouts)


      Mortamer.

                          JAY:


      It'd be best if we arrange it so 


      our brokers didn't sell to each other.

 (beat) MORTAMER appears at the door.



               MORTAMER:

           Yeah Mr. Jim?




               JIM:

           Go over to Belden Brokerage and tell 

           Belden I need him at my office tonight, 

           8 o'clock.

MORTAMER nods and exits.


JAY begins to walk toward the door. He turns...

                         JAY:             


      Jim...

JIM just saved JAY’S bacon, but JAY can’t find the words to express his gratitude. Perhaps he’s never uttered the word ‘thank you,’ maybe he’s never had to...

                         JAY:

                 (looking down, away from Jim)

           We're partners. You know...

                         JIM:


      Don't need to say it Jay. This is 

           done and over with, well we'll sit 

           down and settle up.

JAY nods then exits.

                                                    CUT TO:

INT. JOSIE'S HOUSE – SAME NIGHT

A coach comes to a stop, the door opens and the foppish NED descends. He pulls out his watch. By the light of the street lamp we see it's 8 o'clock at night. He proceeds up the walkway. From the coach we watch NED walk up to the front door and knock. JOSIE answers, NED walks in. 

The coach departs.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. JOSIE'S HOUSE - DAY

The front door opens... NED walks out, checks his watch. 

NED’S coach arrives.

                                                    CUT TO:

INT. JIM’S COACH – SAME DAY

JIM and a young man - SPEYERS - are seated across from one 

another in the coach.  It comes to a stop.




                JIM:

           Alright Speyers, now I'm gonna be 

           drivin' the price up. You just do 

           what Belden told you to do...

                         SPEYERS:


      I know, buy no matter what.

                         JIM:

           No matter how high it goes, you just 

           keep buyin...


SPEYERS nods and, as he opens the door of the coach, a huge crowd immediately gathers. Voices are heard “Is Fisk in there?” “Is he buyin’ gold?” JIM pulls out his watch and checks the time – 10:00 am.

                                                    CUT TO:

EXT. JOSIE'S HOUSE – NIGHT

NED climbs from his carriage and proceeds up the walkway. When he reaches the door, he knocks. After a few moments JOSIE answers and NED walks inside.

                                                    CUT TO:

INT.  JOSIE'S HOUSE LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

JOSIE, FANNIE and MAGGIE look on with concern as NED paces.



               NED:


              (with some indignation)


      Fisk is the one...
      



               JOSIE:


      What?



               NED:               

           He’s been the one buyin’ all the gold -  

           to corner the market. 

NED is breathing heavily...

                         MAGGIE:

           Can I get you anything, Mr. Ned?

                         NED:  

           --Brandy. 

MAGGIE exits. 

NED is talks, but not to anyone in particular.

                          NED

           He drove the price up this morning 

           from 150 to 164... Then the government 

           unloaded their gold... The price just

           collapsed. Half the banks and brokerage

           houses in this City are bankrupt. It’s

           beyond description.



               JOSIE:

           Oh my!



               NED:

           There’s hundreds out there right now,

           ruined, lookin’ to kill him.



               JOSIE:


      Do you think Jim is all right?

MAGGIE returns and hands NED a glass of brandy. He takes a sip… and calms down. The Grandfather clock chimes – it’s 4:00 PM.


                        NED:

                  (indifferent)


      ...The last I heard he was holed up 


      in that opera house of his.

                                                    CUT TO:

INT. OFFICE - NIGHT

JIM’S WATCH – reads 9:15. Pull back, JIM, JAY and SHERMAN are in JIM'S office. JAY is seated.  JIM and SHERMAN are standing.



               JIM:


                (pacing nervously)

           ...I’m tellin’ you uncontrolled
           humanity everywhere.



               SHERMAN:

           I wouldn't get to close to that 

           window, Jim.

A rock flies through the window. Shouts are heard...




               VOICE: (O.C.)

           Come on out here Fisk.  You too 

           Gould... We gotta present for ya.




               JIM:

           Damn it!  Will you look at that! 

           (turns to Sherman) 

           Is there some kinda law against 

           buyin' gold that I'm not aware of?! 

SHERMAN decides not to answer.   

                         JIM:          

           ...Gettin' so a guy can't have a little

           fun without this kinda hallaballo.

JAY looks on stoically. His eyes, then his head moves toward the door.  

BOSS TWEED enters the doorway.

                         BOSS WEED:

           I got twenty men in the lobby...I wish

           I had twice that many.



               JAY:


      It would be best if we stay here


      tonight, Jim.

JIM walks over to the door.




               JIM:


      Well, I'll be damned if I'm gonna live 


      like some tiger in a menagerie.

JIM grabs his coat, hat and cane.




               BOSS TWEED:


      Where are you going?



               JIM:


      Out the back exit.

                         TWEED:

           You can’t go to your hotel, Jim.

                         JIM:

           I’m goin’ to Josie’s...Sherman, arrange 

           for them newsmen to meet me here at 

           9:00 o’clock tomorrow. 

SHERMAN nods.

                                                    CUT TO:

EXT. JOSIE'S HOUSE – NIGHT

JIM pokes his head out the COACH, looks left than right. The coast is clear so he exits the coach.

                         JIM:


      --8 O’clock.

                         MORTAMER:


      Yes sir, Mr. Jim.

MORTAMER whips the horse.

                                                    CUT TO:

INT. JOSIE'S BEDROOM - NIGHT

JOSIE and NED are sleeping. 

JOSIE is awakened by the noise from outside.




               JOSIE:


               (nudging Ned)


      Ned, you hear something? 



               NED:


      What?



               JOSIE:


      I heard something... outside.




               NED:


      I didn't hear anything. Go to sleep.

                                                    CUT TO:

EXT. FRONT DOOR – SAME NIGHT

An anxious JIM is knocking...  A few moments pass, he knocks louder.



               VOICE: (O.C.)


                  (Maggie)


      Who is it?

                         JIM:


      It's me. Open the door.

MAGGIE opens the door.




               MAGGIE:


      Mr. Jim, what on earth...

JIM pushes his cane and top hat into MAGGIE'S hands.

                         JIM:

           Need to stay here tonight, Maggie. 

FANNIE is coming down the stairs, stops...she turns quickly and heads back up the stairs.


JOSIE, still in bed, is startled by a knock.




               FANNIE: (O.C.)


      Josie...

JOSIE leaps from the bed and goes to the door.



               JOSIE:


      Fannie? 



               FANNIE:


      Yeah. It's Jim. He's right down stairs. 


      He's wantin' to come up.




               JOSIE:


      Oh my! Stall him Fannie.



               FANNIE:


      I'll do - Josie, he's comin' up.

JOSIE races to the bed and shoves NED.


                         JOSIE:


      Wake-up!

                         NED:


                 What is goin' on?



               JOSIE:


                  (frantic)


      It's Jim! He's in the house. He's 


      coming up the stairs.

                         NED:


                   (calmly)


      Well, I guess now would be a good time 


      to tell him about us.





               JOSIE:


      Oh no, Ned. Not like this. Please...



               NED:


      Josie, there's no where to go. 


      He's caught us.



               JOSIE: 


      --Under the bed.




               NED:


      I will not!


As JIM approaches JOSIE’S bedroom door, FANNIE pretends to fall. She grasps her ankle.

                         FANNIE:

          Ouch...Jim, can you help me to the chair?

JIM picks FANNIE up and carries her to the closest CHAIR...

                         FANNIE:

          --Not this one. That one...

FANNIE points to a CHAIR at the other end of the hall. 

A frustrated JIM complies.

Inside of JOSIE’S bedroom, NED is unconvinced.

                         JOSIE:


      What about your oil refinery?  Jim won't 

           stay in business with you if he catches

           you here. And what about my 25 thousand? 

           Now is not the right time, Ned. 

JIM is about to put FANNIE down...

                         FANNIE:

           Wait! Maybe the other chair would be 

           better.

A fed up JIM drops FANNIE into the chair.

Inside of JOSIE'S bedroom...




               JOSIE:


      We have no time. Please Ned.

NED reluctantly grabs his clothes and crawls under the bed.

JIM knocks on the door, then, slowly opens it. FANNIE and MAGGIE are right behind JIM. JIM gives FANNIE a look of curiosity, then looks at her ankle. 

JIM enters a dark room.



               JIM:


      Josie?



               JOSIE:


             (lighting a candle)


      --Right here. Jim, is that you?



               JIM:


      Of course it’s me.



               JOSIE:


      I wasn’t expecting you...



FANNIE, puzzled, gives JOSIE a look 'Where's NED?' MAGGIE looks on, equally bewildered.

                         JOSIE:


      You can go now Fannie - Maggie.

                         MAGGIE:


      Yes Miss Josie.


MAGGIE and FANNIE turn and exit.



               JIM:


      I‘m mighty sorry fer just poppin' 


      over like this, Dumplin.'


JIM, still in an anxious state, moves to the window. 

JOSIE spots one of NED'S shoes and kicks it under the bed.

                         JOSIE:            


      I heard there's a big commotion, 

           something about gold and people 

           losing fortunes.

We follow JIM'S FEET from under the bed. He walks over to where his feet are virtually touching NED'S nose.



               JIM:  

           Yeah, and they're all blamin' me 

           and Jay.

JIM flicks off his shoe, striking NED in the face.



               JOSIE:


      You and Jay...Why?



               JIM:

           ...I admit I had a hand in drivin' the

           price up. People thought I was buyin’

           gold for myself.



               JOSIE:


      You were buying...gold?

JIM drops his pants.



               JIM:

           The guy that everyone thought was buyin'

           for me was really buyin' for William 

           Belden. And that's the story I'm tellin' 

           them newsmen tomorrow. What’s that smell? 

           Fragrance...



               JOSIE:


      Oh, ah, scented candles... So how’s 

           Mr. Belden going to pay? 



               JIM:


      Pay fer all that gold? He ain't. 


      He's bankrupt.



               JOSIE:


      Oh my...

JIM and JOSIE'S feet disappear as they hop into bed.



               JIM:

           Jay and I arranged it that way. When the 

           dust settles, we'll take care him... 



               JOSIE:


      JIMM...

The light from the candle disappears. After a few moments the bed begins to move. NED'S eyes dilate. He succumbs to a look of frustration and helplessness. 

                                                                                                                                                                                           DISSOLVE TO: 

The morning sunlight fills the room... NED is awakened by JIM'S loud yawn.  NED'S eyes dilate, he reaches for his watch - reads 7:30. 

We see JIM'S feet as he hops out of bed and walks into an adjoining room.  

NED pulls himself from under the bed and nudges JOSIE.

JIM is heard urinating into a metal chamber pot.




               NED:


                (whispering)


      Josie...



               JOSIE:

                     (waking up)


      What...where's Jim?



               NED:


      In there... 


            (motioning with his head)


      Josie my coach 'll be here at exactly

           8 o'clock. You got 25 minutes.

JIM is finishing urinating... 



               JOSIE:

           He still has to gargle. What time is it?



               NED:


      It's 7:35. 


               (sarcastically)


      And did you enjoy yourself last night?



               JOSIE:

           Like I had a choice.



               NED:

           You could have made up something.

                         JOSIE:

           Not the time Ned, he's almost done.

NED gathers his clothes. 

                         NED:
 

           Listen, I have to get one of my diamonds

           out of hock. See if you can get 500...


                         JOSIE:

           500?!

                         NED:

           --Before he leaves. I’ll be down stairs.


                    JOSIE:


      Okay. Go...

NED reaches the door, turns toward JOSIE, points to his watch, opens the door.

JIM is in the bathroom.  He spits out some mouthwash, checks his appearance in the mirror, then exits.

NED closes the door and begins to put his clothes on.

MAGGIE is climbing the stairs with a tray of food and beverage. 

NED startles her...

NED puts his index finger to his mouth - shhhhh.


MAGGIE turns and heads back down the stairs.



               MAGGIE:


      The going onz in this house...

JIM begins to put his pants on.  

JOSIE leaps from bed and hurriedly helps JIM into his shirt.

                         JIM:

           Dumplin,' afraid I can't stay fer 

           breakfast. Got a meetin' with the 

           newspapermen this mornin.'


                         JOSIE:


      Oh... Here, give me this arm.


                         JIM:


      Josie, I appreciate the help here, but...



                         JOSIE:


      Here, lift your leg. 


            (puts Jim's shoe on)        
     

           What time is your meeting?

                         JIM:


      --9 o'clock.


                         JOSIE:


           (puts on his other shoe)

              --other leg. --There. What else? 

Clock reads 10 min. to 8 o'clock.

JOSIE opens her bedroom door.




               JOSIE:


      Oh...



                    JIM:

                      (sarcastically) 


      Can I button my shirt, Josie?

                         JOSIE:


      You can do that walking down the stairs... 


                   (shouts)


      Maggie!

MAGGIE appears at the bottom of the stairs.





               MAGGIE:


      Yes Miss Josie?




               JOSIE:


      Jim's leaving. RIGHT NOW!


                         MAGGIE:


      Yes Miss Josie. I'll get his things.


                         JIM:


      Now Josie, if I didn't know better I'd

           say you were tryin' ta get rid of me. 


         (walking out the bedroom)

                         JOSIE:


      Honestly, so suspicious.

                                                    CUT TO:

EXT. JOSIE'S HOUSE – SAME DAY

MORTAMER pulls up in the COACH.                                                          

                                                    CUT TO:

INT. FOYER – SAME DAY

JIM is at the front door.



               JIM:


      Good chance I’ll be here tonight...



               JOSIE:

           Oh, Jim, Honey...I need 5 hundred 

           dollars.




               JIM:


      5 hundred?! For what?



               JOSIE:


      --Things.

JIM pulls out his billfold.

                         JIM:
 

                    (with a little sharpness)            


      --Things? I wish I had the time to find 

           out what's goin' on round here.

JIM hands her the money.  

The grandfather clock is heard chiming - it's 8 o'clock.


                    JOSIE:


      It's 8 o'clock! You have to leave!


                    JIM:


      My dear Dumplin’, you are a riddle.

JIM turns and exits.



JOSIE shuts the door. 

                                                    CUT TO:

EXT. WALKWAY – SAME DAY

Amused, we see JIM turn and walk to his COACH.

                                                    CUT TO:

EXT. COUCH – SAME DAY

We see STOKES' COACH as it rounds the corner - JIM'S COACH is visible in the foreground.

JIM reaches his COACH, glances to his left - sees the approaching COACH.

                                                    CUT TO:

INT.  INSIDE JOSIE'S HOUSE – SAME DAY

NED is watching from the window. He has the money JIM gave JOSIE in his left hand, tucked under his chin.

JOSIE paces nervously.


                         NED:


      He stopped...(PAUSE) 

           He sees my coach.

                         JOSIE:


      Oh no. Ned, I didn't want it like this.

NED clutches his left wrist with his right hand. 

JOSIE moves over, next to NED.

NED and JOSIE wait, staring at the front door.

Suddenly the door burst open. JIM...



               JIM:


             (visibly perturbed)

           --Well, well, Stokes.  My business partner, 

           my money and my girl, huh?

                         NED:


      Oh, your girl?




               JOSIE:


      Boys, please!




               JIM:

           All I've done for ya, Josie. And this... 



               JOSIE:

           I didn't want it like this, Jim.

           Please come in.  



               JIM:

           I haven't got time. But I’m not gonna be

           played like this, Josie.



               NED:

           Jim, why not just let Josie decide... 

           between the two of us? Sporting thing

           to do.

                         JIM:

           (PAUSE)--Alright. --Decide. 

Both turn their attention to JOSIE.





               JOSIE:


      Right now?



               JIM:


      Right here and now.

JOSIE'S eyes dart from JIM to NED.



               JOSIE:
        

           Well, I'm... I'm exceedingly fond of 

           the both of you.



               JIM:

           That ain't deciding Josie.




         JOSIE:

           ...Well I am not going to get drawn into 

           some...some schoolboy type quarrel.

JOSIE turns away from JIM.

                         JIM:

           ...Okay Josie, I'll give ya till Monday.  

           You haven't decided by then, I'll 

           consider our relationship terminated... 

           And you'll not get another dollar of

           support from me. (turning to Stokes)                  

           As for you Stokes, I don't do 

           business with someone who stabs 


      me in the back.

JIM turns and walks away. 

JOSIE turns to NED...

                         JOSIE:


      Maybe we should stop seein' each other 

           Ned.

                         NED:

                  (not looking at Josie)


      Nonsense.


                         JOSIE:

           What should I tell Jim?

                         NED:

           I guess you tell him it's over.

NED is talking but his mind is obviously somewhere else.

A gleeful, almost childlike smile overtakes JOSIE.

                                                  FADE OUT:

                                                   FADE IN:  

INT. ELDER MORTAMER'S HOME [KITCHEN] - DAY

MORTAMER pours two CUPS of tea.



               MORTAMER: 

           Why Jim ever tested fate and allowed Ned

           to meet Josie is beyond my comprehension.





               JIM:


      What about his wife? – Jim.





          MORTAMER

           Jim? Curious thing there... He loved her 

           and adored her, like a boy to his mother 

           ya might say. But Jim went as far as 

           Lizzy let him go...

MORTAMER emerges with the two TEACUPS. He hands one to JIM.

                         MORTAMER: 

           And just my opinion, the farther she let 

           him go, well the more he adored her -

           seems. Meantime, I had me a full-time

           job now just helping Jim sort out and  

           keep abreast of all the lawsuits coming 

           from the gold buying. That was on the 

           weekdays. On Saturday, well, that’s

           when New York City's poor would come by.

                                                    CUT TO:

INT. ERIE OFFICE – DAY

We see [indigent] people queued down the hallway. As we follow the queue, we see some on crutches, others being held up by another, one with a missing arm, and old and young in ragged clothes. We see a woman reaching into a box and pick up a piece of coal. She puts it in her purse.  

We arrive at the front of the line, inside an office. 

MORTAMER sits behind a desk.



                         MORTAMER: V.O


      Jim was the only one in the whole city 

           offering charity - right out of his own 

           pocket. Not for publicity mind you. Word  

           just got out Jim was a soft touch. But for 

           some strange and unknown reason, Jim really 

           did care. 


      Well, just as word got out among the poor 

           that Jim would lend a helpin' hand, people

           representin' groups and organizations also    

           started appealin' to Jim for financial help.

           These people Jim dealt with personally, as 

           they required a lot more money than mere 

           sustenance.

We see MORTAMER put a coin on the table. A hand reaches for it and picks it up. Mechanically, MORTAMER takes another coin (from a basket) and puts it on the table.  This time no hand reaches for the coin.  MORTAMER looks up. We drop back to see three men in full military regalia standing before him. One man, 50's, stands taller than the other two and obviously leads this trio.  He is COLONEL BRAINE...



               BRAINE:


      I would like to speak to Mr. James Fisk.



               MORTAMER:


      Down the hall a little ways...on 


      the right.

                                                    CUT TO:

INT. JIM'S OFFICE - DAY

We see JIM put one hundred, then another hundred on his desk. We drop back and see a NEGRO PARSON standing with hat in hand.

                          JIM:


      That oughta help ya, Parson.

The PARSON is reluctant to pick up the money.




               PARSON:
            


      ...Mr. Jim, 200 dollars is a mighty 

           generous contribution.  Should just jump 

           at it, I know. But...

The PARSON is struggling with a moral dilemma... 



               JIM:


      Got something on your mind, Parson, get 

           it out.

JIM reaches for his cigar box and grabs one.



                    PARSON:


      You're a good man, Mr. Jim. I can see all

           the help you give...and not turnin' no one 

           away. But it's bout them ladies...

JIM, indifferent, lights his cigar.



               PARSON:


      God saw wisdom in givin' man the 


      ability to resist temptation.

--Knock.




               JIM:


      Parson, all them things you're hearin' 


      I wish I was doin'...

--Again a knock.




               JIM:


      --C'mon in.

Outside the door, BRAINE and his two companions enter.



                    PARSON:


      Just sayin' my peace, Mr. Jim.  


      You're welcome to come by tomorrow.

JIM gets up and puts the money in the PARSON'S hand.



                    JIM:


                  (bemused)


      You got a better chance seein' a 


      snow storm in July.



               PARSON:


      I'll still say a prayer for ya.

--PARSON leaves.





          BRAINE:


      Mr. Fisk?




          JIM:


      Call me Jim...



                    BRAINE:

                 (extending his hand)

           Colonel Braine; Lieutenant Morris; and 

           this is Captain Adams.

All the men exchange handshakes.




               CAPTAIN:


      Mr. Fisk, we were...



                    BRAINE:


                (clears his throat)


      In due time there Captain. Mr. Fisk...


                         JIM:

           Jim, please.

                         BRAINE:

           Jim, we represent the New York Ninth

           Regiment. Don't know if you're familiar

           with our regiment, but the Ninth 

           represented New York throughout the war 

           with distinction and honor - Shilo, 

           Bull Run...     


                    LIEUTENANT:


                   (interrupting)

           That's the second Bull Run...


                    BRAINE:

           As I was sayin,' the Ninth has a proud

           tradition, a tradition though, I'm humbled  

           to admit, is in jeopardy of succumbing to, 

           well, a rather ignoble demise.



               CAPTAIN: 

           C Company is down to just a few men...

                          BRAINE:

           The short of it is, Jim, we're suffering 

           from dismemberment. We’re in need of a

           man capable of rebuildin' our Ninth. And

           we're here to ask you if you would consider

           joining the Ninth Regiment...in the 

           capacity of Colonel – the ranking officer.

                         JIM:


      ...Colonel, huh? 

JIM’S mind drifts...

DISSOLVE TO:

JIM brings his troops to a halt. 

An excited JOSIE rushes up to greet JIM. 

JIM beams as he showcases his phalanx to an astonished and admiring JOSIE.

DISSOLVE TO:

JIM’S office...



               BRAINE:

           ...Of course I would step down, to 

           Lieutenant Colonel.



               JIM:

           Colonel Brain, could it be you're 

           more interested in a sponsor than a 

           new Colonel?

                         BRAINE:

           I won't stand here, Jim, and deny a little

           capital infusion would hurt any. 

                         JIM:

           You are aware I couldn’t reconnoiter,

           maneuver right or dress a line if my 

           life depended on it?

                         BRAINE:

           Regarding your lack of proficiency in 

           military instructions, I'll be there to 

           lend my support, as will the other 

           officers.

                         JIM:

                   (re-lights his cigar)

           What is the current size of the Ninth?

                         BRAINE:


      Out of the 800 men, 250 remain.

                         JIM:

           250, huh... You make me Colonel... then 

           we'll talk about re-makin' the Ninth.



                    BRAINE:


      There's already been an officer's vote, 

           Jim. You were voted in 26 to 2.  Just

           a matter of you accepting.



               JIM: 


      --26 to 2... 


                 (bemuse)


      Already dissension in the ranks, huh?



               LIEUTENANT:

           The 2 who voted against you... were Eire

           stockholders.



                    JIM:


                 (chuckles)


      Looks like ya got yourselves a Colonel.

JIM shakes hands with BRAINE, then reaches for his cigar box. He opens it...


                    JIM:


      Cigar?


                    BRAINE:


      Don't mind if I do.

BRAINE helps himself, followed by the other two.



                    BRAINE:

           One other thing, Colonel Fisk. I understand 

           you also carry the title of Admiral.  I 

           don't believe any man has simultaneously

           carried both. How do you wish to be 

           addressed?



               JIM:


      Well, I reckon if I had to pick 

           between the two, call me Colonel.

                                                    CUT TO:

INT. JIM'S TAILOR - DAY

JIM has his new Colonel's UNIFORM on and a tailor is sewing buttons on his sleeve. 

MORTAMER has a uniform slung across his shoulder and is wearing his army hat. He reads from a note pad...



               MORTAMER:

           Tomorrow you have three depositions, two

           concern the gold buying and the third is 

           another English stockholder...alleging

           image of the Eire is being tarnished by 

           women of bad repute...from the opera 

           house.  That makes 142 lawsuits to date.

JIM is indifferent.



               JIM:


      Mortamer, I want you to get my six-string

           coach ready. I’ll be headin' up to Port 

           Jarvis.



               MORTAMER:

           But Erie workers are striking up there. 



               JIM:


      To wits... I'm goin' to put an end to

           it. Telegraph Jenkins and tell him to


      meet me there in 2 hours... with his


      strike-breakers. If all goes right... 


      we just might have ourselves a hundred 


      or so new recruits for our Ninth.

MORTAMER turns to exit...

                        JIM:

           Oh, Mortamer, arrange for flowers to  

           be sent to Nallie tonight, after her 

           performance.        

                                                    CUT TO:

EXT.  A STREET – SAME DAY

We see stretched from one side of the street to the other are wooden-crates, stacked about two feet high. 

There is a large body of men – railroad workers - assembled behind the stacked crates carrying clubs and shovels. They gaze straight ahead with a look of determination, firmness.

We see another body of men, also armed with clubs, moving toward the men stationed behind the wooden crates.  They stop 20 feet from the crates. JENKINS leads this group. 

Women's voices are heard shouting invectives. 

JENKINS steps forward...



               JENKINS:


      My name is Harry Jenkins and I’ve

           been sent here by the Eire Railroad

           Company to break up this here strike.


                    STRIKER:


      You just try ta get through us, mister. 

           You'll be the sorriest bunch a scallywags

           who was ever born.



               JENKINS:


      Now you listen, we got our orders to 

           break up this strike. If you guys 

           don't load them cars and get back to

           work, we' re gonna to do it for ya.



               STRIKER:


      Not till we get our back pay!

We see a group of women shout "Get outta here STRIKEBREAKERS"... Women are also throwing stones at the strikebreakers.

A stone hits a MAN.  He breaks off from the group toward the women.


                         JENKINS:


      Hey, you! You get back over there.

                         STRIKER:

           You just ain't fightin' us here mister.  

           You're fightin' the whole town, in case

           you hadn't noticed.



                         JENKINS:


      I got my orders.  Either you men...

A six-string horse carriage comes roaring in. JENKIN'S men part to let it pass. It stops between the two opposing groups.  The door flies open and JIM leaps out.




               STRIKER:


      Who the...



               STRIKER2:


      I think that's Mr. Fisk.

The determination and intransigence disappear from the STRIKERS, replaced by confusion and curiosity.

JIM, without the slightest show of concern for is personal safety, leaps atop the wooden crates...as if he were going to address a bunch of misbehaving children.  




               JIM:


      Okay, listen up everybody. For those 

           of you who don't know me, I'm Jim 

           Fisk, Vice President of Operations

           for the Erie Railroad. Now you all

           are aware we got ourselves a war goin'

           on with Vanderbilt. He's tryin' to take

           over the Eire any way he can. And you all

           know what would happen to your jobs if'n

           that was to happen. Right?

                         STRIKER:

           But we gotta get paid Mr. Fisk.


                         JIM:

           I'm tellin' you guys this here strike

           is playin' right into the hands of

           Vanderbilt. You're deprivin’ the Erie

           of revenue.

                         STRIKER2:

           But Mr. Fisk, it's more than 2 months...

                         JIM:

           Now I ain't unsympathetic to that.  

           All of ya are gonna get paid what's 

           owed ya within two weeks. You got my 

           word on that.




               STRIKER:

           We got families Mr. Fisk. We can't 

           wait no 2 weeks. We just can't.



               JIM:

           Well I ain't unsympathetic to that 

           either.  Matter of fact I aim to take 

           care of that right now.




               STRIKER2:


      We're gonna get our pay right now?


                    JIM:

           Better than that... I'm gonna give every

           man here a 10 dollar bonus. Now that's 

           more than a weeks pay...

Jubilation erupts.


                         STRIKER:


                     (shouts)


      Every onea shut up now. Go ahead 


      there Mr. Fisk.


                         JIM:

           There are two conditions to get the money.

           One, all of ya are gonna get back to

           work and load them cars.

                         STRIKER:


      --Good as done Mr. Fisk.  



               JIM:


      And two, I want every able bodied man here

           to sign up for duty in the National Guard...




               STRIKER:


                  (shocked)


     The Army?



               STRIKER2:


                 (swallows hard)


      --Army?




               JIM:


      Listen up!  You'll be signin' up in the 

           Ninth Regiment, which has just elected me 

           as their new Colonel. So you men would be

           joinin' my regiment. Now ya all got my 

           word that not onea ya are gonna be sorry 

           ya joined.  I'll see to that.

                         STRIKER:


      ...I reckon if the Ninth Regiment is good 

           enough for you, Mr. Fisk, it's good enough 

           for me.  You can count me in.
 

                         STRIKER2:


      Me too.



               JIM:


      Now once ya sign up...

JENKINS breathes a sigh of relief.

                                                    CUT TO:

INT. OPERA STAGE - NIGHT

We see beautiful blondes and brunettes doing the cancan in sync with the melody. We then see a large number of men in military uniforms, some standing, some sitting, pouring champagne into each other's glasses and yip-ha ‘n and 

yahoo ‘n at the girls as they move across the stage.

JIM and BRAINE, in military attire, watch the girls perform from backstage.  We see the girls in the foreground...




               JIM:

           Now that there are maneuvers you'll 

           never be seein' the Ninth execute.

BRAINE puts his hand to his mouth and clears his throat,

a bit embarrassed at the inference.



               VOICE: (O.C.)


      Colonel?

--A SOLDIER.



               JIM:


      Yeah?



               SOLDIER:

           Sir, Colonel, the men were wonderin' if

           maybe, with them girls high- kickin' and 

           all, well sir, we were wonderin' if maybe

           we could get up a little closer ta 

           the stage and all?

                         JIM:


      That's fine.

                                                    CUT TO:

INT. JOSIE'S HOME - DINING ROOM - DAY

JOSIE is seated.

NED leans against the dining room table dictating a letter. 

                         JOSIE:

                  (finishes writing)

           There...

MAGGIE, in a state of panic, burst into the dining room.



               MAGGIE:


      Miss Josie...the good silverware, it's gone!



               JOSIE:


      No. It's okay, Maggie. I forgot to tell 

           you. Ned got a very good price for me 

           and I decided to sell them.

                         MAGGIE:

           Oh. A good price.  I see...

MAGGIE casts a suspicious eye toward NED then exits. (beat)



               NED:


      I want to fire her, Josie.



               JOSIE:

           --No Ned. You've already let my 

           cook and my coachman go. I like Maggie. 

           And she’s been kind enough to cook dinner  

           and it's not even her province. 

                         NED:

           Alright, alright. Read back what we 

           wrote.



              JOSIE:

                       (reading)


      There are rumors circulating that I am 

           in possession of a number of correspondences

           from one Jim Fisk, Jr..  And that these

           said letters reveal many wrong doings of 

           his and his shady acquaintances. It

           is true I am in possession of these 

           letters. And it is also true there are 

           things written in them that would be of 

           great interest to a great many people. 

           However, I would never release these 

           personal letters unless I was provoked 

           to do so.

                         NED:

           --Good. We have to get that off to the 

           Herald today... Boss Tweed's indictment 

           is going to be front-page news tomorrow. 

           Fisk 'll pay big for those letters.

JOSIE smiles with anticipation.

We see NED pick up a GOLD letter opener. 

                         NED:


      We'll send a copy to the Tribune too.           


      --Nice. --Pure gold. Hmm...

                                                    CUT TO:

INT. HOTEL – DAY

A MAN and WOMEN – New York bluebloods- stop at the front- desk. A BELLHOP carries their bags.

The MAN and WOMAN are greeted by the PROPRIETOR...

                         PROPRIETOR:

           You are leaving, Mr. Harrington? 

                         MAN:

           We were not told we were going to 

           be sharing the same floor with an 

           insufferable hayseed.

                         WOMEN:

           A vagabond...

                         PROPRIETOR: 

           I protest! There is no such person here.

                         MAN:

           Oh? Who is that?

JIM sits, reading a newspaper, with a napkin tucked under his collar, awaiting breakfast. A young WOMAN, who’s dressed rather gaudily, sits next to JIM.

                         PROPIETOR:

           That is Mr. Fisk.

                         MAN:

           --Precisely.

                         WOMEN:

           Sir, there are certain kinds of people

           that our kind do not associate with.

                         PROPRIETOR:

           --Perhaps a different floor?

                         WOMEN:

           We don’t wish to be in the same 

           neighborhood with that fellow, let 

           alone the same hotel. 

                         MAN:

           This...

           (putting money on the counter)  

           should cover our stay for the night.  

           (to the bellhop) 

           Take the bags to our coach please. 

           Good day to you...

The MAN and WOMEN exit.

Frustrated, the PROPRIETOR heads toward JIM. 

JIM sits, continuing to read his newspaper. 

                         PROPRIETOR:

           Good morning, Mr. Fisk.

                         JIM:

           Good morning to ya Smitty.  This here 

           is a friend, Nallie Parris.

NALLIE PARRIS is a pretty brunette, early 20’s. 

Each acknowledge the other with a polite nod. 

                         PROPRIETOR:

           ...It’s a shame about Mr. Tweed.

                         JIM:                         

             (continuing to read his newspaper)

           I admit it don’t look too good. (PAUSE)

           You got something on your mind there,

           Smitty?

                       PROPRIETOR:

           As a matter of fact Mr. Fisk, I 

           would like to bring something to your 

           attention... You may have noticed that

           it has become, well, shall we say 

           particularly quiet on your floor.

JIM eyes light up. We zoom in. Under the headline “BOSS TWEED INDICTED’ we see, ‘CLEOPATRA OF 23rd ST. THREATENS TO TELL ALL’

                         JIM:

                       (angrily)

           So that’s how she wants it?! Well, we’ll

           see about that. 

                        PROPRIETOR:

           As I was saying Mr. Fisk, my boarders 

           keep...

                       JIM:

           Smitty, I get what you’re drivin’ at. 

           Tell you what, I’ll rent the whole

           third floor.  

                                                    CUT TO:

INT. JOSIE'S HOME - DAY

JOSIE is seated with pen and paper. 

--NED paces.



               JOSIE:


      It's been almost a week. He hasn't even 

           showed the slightest interest in

           that letter we sent the newspapers.



               NED:

           This time we'll tell him directly. Either

           he pays or we'll release those letters to

           the newspapers.



               JOSIE:


      I don't know Ned. Everyone who’s went up 

           against Jim, they've paid dearly.



               NED:


      Those letters he sent you represent 

           scandal, and not only scandal but a 

           certain divorce. How much will that


      cost him?



               JOSIE:


      All I want is the 25 thousand he owes me.

                         NED:

           Those letters are worth a lot more 

           than that. 

NED becomes visibly more angry and starts to wave finger.

                         NED: 

           And shutting down the refinery, he's 

           going pay to that.

                         JOSIE:

           What's to prevent him from just ignoring 

           this letter?



               NED:


      You're right, that's why you're going 

           to file in civil court for your

           25 thousand... 

JOSIE'S mouth drops open, ready to voice her disapproval.

                         NED: 

           He'll settle before the court date. He's

           not going to want everything he's been

           doing exposed in court.  He'll settle...



               JOSIE:


      How much do we tell him we’ll settle for?



               NED:


      Yes, how much?

JOSIE and NED each ponder the possibilities.

                                                    CUT TO:

INT. JIM'S OFFICE – DAY

We now see a new PORRAIT of JIM. He wears his COLONEL uniform.

JIM, SHERMAN and JAY are present. 

JIM is reading the letter aloud.



               JIM:

           300K dollars! Little Miss Lump-Sum 

           wants to settle for 300 thousand! It's

           blackmail...

                 (turning to Sherman) Right?

                         JAY:

           Anything in those letters, Jim, anything 

           concerning the Eire Railroad?

                         JIM:


      Nothin.'


                         SHERMAN:


      You've got copies don't you?

                         JIM:


      I do.

                         JAY:


      Why don't you just release them?

                         SHERMAN:


      Jim, the newspapers are already implying 

           those letters connect the Eire Railroad

           to Boss Tweed and the Tammany corruption 

           scandal. Putting up any kind of fight 

           against their release... is just going to 

           make the rumors get worse.



               JIM:


      I got my Lizzy to think of. Publishing 

           those letters would hurt the purist 

           person who ever lived.  People can laugh

           away at me out there, I don't care. But I 

           do care if people laugh at my Lizzy. 

           I ain't gonna let that happen.



               SHERMAN


      I can prepare a criminal complaint 

           against Miss Mansfield - for blackmail.



               JIM:


      I don’t want her, Sherman. Stokes is 

           behind that letter.  I want him.

                         SHERMAN


      --No proof to that. Is there any merit  

           to this 25 thousand?

                         JIM:


      I ain't denyin' I owe her that. And fer

           her own good, I'm not givin' it to her. 

           I'd go straight to Stokes.

                         SHERMAN:


      If you fight it though, it would give me a 

           chance to put Miss Mansfield in a witness 

           chair. Ten minutes I'll have her admitting 

           Stokes is behind that letter.  Then you’ve 

           got him for blackmail.

                         JIM:


      Since I ain’t given one nickel, reckon 

           that's the course we're gonna take. 

                         SHERMAN:


      Of course...there are no secrets in court,

           Jim... Everything would get revealed.

JIM senses the meaning behind those words, nods in agreement. 

                         JIM:


               (turning to Sherman)


      I want you to make sure, court injunction 

           if necessary, but them newspapers don't

           publish them letters.

SHERMAN nods.





               JIM: 

                   (remorsefully)

           ...I reckon now 'll be a good time to

           go up to Boston...and beg my Lizzy 

           for forgiveness.

                                                    CUT TO:

INT. INSIDE OF COACH - DAY

JOSIE sits across from NED, giving him a cold stare.

                         NED:

            Don't worry.  Before that gavel comes 

            down, he'll settle. You won't be in 

            any witness chair.

                                                    CUT TO:

INT. COURTROOM – SAME DAY

COURT is in progress and JOSIE is in the witness chair. 

JIM sits at the defendant's table.

NED is seated behind the plaintiff ATTORNEY.


                         SHERMAN:

           Miss Mansfield, this 25 thousand you 

           allege is owed you...specifically, what 

           did you contribute...

JIM clears his throat, then motions to SHERMAN to come over.

SHERMAN leans to JIM’S ear.

                        JIM:

           Forget about that. Get to the letter.

SHERMAN, reluctantly, complies.

                        SHERMAN:

           ...Your Honor, I’d like my previous 

           comment struck from the record

           ...Miss Mansfield...

SHERMAN lifts a LETTER from his table.

           In this letter here 


        (holding out a piece of paper)


      you make reference to things of value 

           will be returned to Colonel Fisk for 

           the amount of 300 thousand. If you’d be 

           so kind, could you tell us just what, 

           specifically, these things of value

           you refer to...


               PLNT. LAWYER:


      Objection! This case concerns 25 thousand 

           Colonel Fisk owes to Miss Mansfield.



               JUDGE:


      --Overruled. Miss Mansfield will 


      answer the question.



               JOSIE:


      Well, among other things, all the things 

           inside the property.



               SHERMAN:


      Like furniture, paintings, silverware...

           things like that?




               JOSIE:

           Yes, that's right.



               SHERMAN:

           What value would you place on all the 

           things inside the property? Just an

           estimate...



               JOSIE:

           If I... Well, maybe 25, 30 thousand.




               SHERMAN:

           --25, 30 thousand. Yet you demand 300

           thousand. Miss Mansfield, did anyone   

           assist you in writing this letter?



               JOSIE:

           Yes. Mr. Stokes helped me.



               SHERMAN:

           Is it true you are in possession of a

           number of correspondences from Colonel 

           Fisk to you, letters, personal letters?

                         JOSIE:

           Yes, he wrote me a number of letters

           over the time I've known him...  But 

           it is not true I am in actual possession 

           of those letters.

SHERMAN'S antenna goes up...

                         SHERMAN:


      Oh? Who is in possession of the letters?


                         PLNT. LAWYER:


      Objection...



               JUDGE:


      Overruled.



               JOSIE:


      Mr. Stokes is currently in possession of 

           them.



               SHERMAN:


      Why does Mr. Stokes have correspondences 

           sent to you?



               JOSIE:

           Well, he told me they would benefit him 

           in a civil case he was preparing to

           file against Mr. Fisk... for shutting 

           down the oil refinery.

NED turns his head slowly toward JIM. If his eyes could kill, JIM would already be dead.




               SHERMAN:

           When you say benefit, what you really 

           mean is valuable to Mr. Stokes. 300K 

           of value. 300 thousand in extortion...



               PLNT. LAWYER:


      Objection!



               JUDGE:


      --Sustained. You've strayed far enough

           here counselor. (pulling out his watch)                        


      I believe this to be a good time to recess.  

           Court will reconvene tomorrow 10 a.m.

NED, visibly perturbed, storms out of the courtroom.


                         SHERMAN:


                  (facing Jim)


      We got him.

                                                    CUT TO:

EXT. OUTSIDE COURTHOUSE - COLD JANUARY DAY

NED walks up to MORTAMER.

MORTAMER is standing by JIM'S coach conversing with the coachman.

                         NED:

           Excuse me, would you know where Colonel 

           Fisk is heading after this case here?




               MORTAMER:

           --The Grand Central Hotel. Family 

           aquaint...


NED turns abruptly and heads back to his waiting coach.




               NED:


                 (to coachman)


      --Grand Central Hotel.  

                                                    CUT TO:

INT. INSIDE COACH – SAME DAY

NED reaches into his coat pocket and draws out a pistol. He then cracks the barrel to check for bullets - the chamber's full. He closes it and puts the pistol back into his coat pocket.  Drawing a deep breath, STOKES is consumed with hatred.

                                                    CUT TO:

EXT. OUTSIDE COURTHOUSE – SAME DAY

JIM walks to his waiting coach. MORTAMER opens the door. JIM looks to his right and sees JOSIE walk to the curb - NED took her coach. 

JIM walks over to JOSIE.

JOSIE, shivering, gives JIM'S approach a quick, expressionless look, then looks away.

                        JIM:

           This is the way you want it?

                        JOSIE:

           I want the 25 thousand you promised.

                        JIM:

           I'll give ya the 25 thousand, but not 

           until Stokes is gone.

                        JOSIE:

                (not making eye contact)

           We'll see what the jury says.

                        JIM:

           Where's your coach?

                        JOSIE:

           Ned obviously had an emergency. He'll 

           be right back.

JOSIE turns away from JIM.  

JIM, sensing JOSIE'S hostility toward him, turns and heads back to his coach. 

MORTAMER opens the coach door for JIM.

                         JIM:

                (turning toward Josie)

           Look at her, shivering, waitin’ fer Stokes.

           She’s being’ used and she don’t know it.  

JIM climbs into his COACH...

As the COACH departs, in the foreground we watch JOSIE. She continues to look away...WE MOVE CLOSER TO JOSIE... As the clamor of the COACH fades, we watch an expressionless, emotionless, distant JOSIE...(short beat)

                                                    CUT TO:           

EXT. HOTEL – SAME DAY

We see JIM climb from his coach.

                                                    CUT TO:

INT.  HALLWAY OF HOTEL – SAME DAY

NED paces past the stairwell. His eyes fix on something at the bottom of the stairwell.

At the bottom of the stairwell is JIM. He begins to ascend the stairs. He is half way up...

STOKES is pointing a gun at JIM.




               JIM:


                  (startled)


      Stokes?


                         NED:

           Thought you could make a public fool 

           out of me?

NED fires his gun - BANG.

                                                    CUT TO:

EXT. JIM'S COACH – SAME DAY

A bellboy runs up to MORTAMER.



                 BELLBOY:


               (to Mortamer)


      Colonel Fisk, he’s been shot. 


      He did it... 


               (pointing)

STOKES quickly walks by them. 

MORTAMER races inside.

                                                    CUT TO:

INT. HOTEL HALLWAY – SAME DAY

JIM is in a chair partially surrounded by two maids and a bellboy. One hand clutches his stomach.

MORTAMER reaches the top of the stairs... 

                         JIM:


      Mortamer, come ‘er.

JIM takes a KEY from his pants pocket...

                         JIM:

           Telegraph my Lizzy and tell her  

           what happened and to get down here. 

            (hands Mortamer a key) Then I           


      want you to get over to my room...

           straighten things up. Everything in 

           the room, everything...put it in the 

           chest and I want that to go to Nallie.

           Understand?


MORTAMER nods.      




As we drop back we see three more men rush to JIM'S side. Then more people come. MORTAMER is quickly lost in the crowd.

                                                    CUT TO:

INT. HOTEL HALLWAY – SAME DAY

MORTAMER opens up JIM'S hotel room door and walks in. In this spacious room we see a large trunk in the corner - it's open. MORTAMER walks over to the trunk.

A LETTER is also conspicuous, resting on the table beside the bed. It reads:

SHOT OF:   Dear Nallie, When the little one 

           finally comes, you can count on your 

           Jim not to desert you in your time

           of need. Love Jim...

MORTAMER takes the LETTER puts it into his pocket. On the bed he spots a petticoat. He grabs it and also puts that into the chest. He then spots the two UNIFORMS hanging in the closet. He walks over and grabs them...  

                                                    CUT TO:

INT. OPERA HOUSE – NALLIE’S DRESSING ROOM - NIGHT

MORTAMER knocks on NALLIE PARRIS' dressing room door. 

                         NALLIE: (O.C.)


      Come in.

MORTAMER opens the door and proceeds in.  

NALLIE still wears her stage costume. She has a handkerchief in her hand and it’s obvious she has been crying. 

Nallie speaks with a French accent.

                         NALLIE:


                  (somber)


      --Hello Mortamer.


                         MORTAMER:

           --Evening Miss Nallie.

                         NALLIE:

           ...I broke down Mortamer... in front of

           all those people tonight.


                         MORTAMER:


      I'm sure everyone understood, Miss 

           Nallie - I mean with Jim's death and all.

                         NALLIE:


      I loved him. I loved him as a 

           person. He was such a ...good boy. 

                         MORTAMER:


      Miss Nallie....

NALLIE breaks down. She gets up and goes behind a partition. 

MORTAMER takes out the LETTER from his pocket and looks at it. He then puts it back into his pocket, turns and exits.

As MORTAMER is shutting the door a MAN - BASIL - approaches. He is a rather strange looking man, very much over weight, small in stature and still dressed in his performance attire - an actor. He appears to be in high spirits, evidenced by a lively whistling tune.  

BASIL stops whistling the moment he sees MORTAMER.  In his right hand he carries a small JAR - containing chocolate.

                         BASIL:

           Hey ya Mortamer.

                         MORTAMER:

           Oh, hey Basil.

                         BASIL:

           Shame bout Jim.

His look suggests an affectation as he forces a frown. A smile quickly re-emerges.    

                         BASIL:

          Chocolate?

                         MORTAMER:

          No thanks.

                         BASIL:

               (eating his chocolate)         

          --Nallie in?

MORTAMER nods. 

BASIL attempts to open the door to NALLIE’S dressing room, but encounters a problem. He fiddles with the door handle but still the door won’t open. BASIL becomes frustrated...

                         BASIL: 

                    (almost shouting)                            

          Nallie, it is your petit amant.

                                                    CUT TO:

We watch a funeral procession in progress, mourners line both sides of the street. A HANSOME CARRIAGE leads the procession. 

INT. COACH - DAY

With both hands pressed to his cheeks...JAY weeps.

EXT. FUNERAL PROCESSION – A COLD JANUARY - SAME DAY

JIM’S NINTH REGIMENT marches behind the Handsome carriage. From time to time we zoom in on weeping women and men with long and soulful faces. 

                         MORTAMER: (V.O)

           They say Jim's funeral procession was 

           witnessed by more people than that of 

           President Lincoln 7 years earlier. 

           It was a cold January day and still about 

           everybody in New York City lined up                                           

           and down main street to pay their                                                     

           respects to Jim. And they were out there 

           mourning. Though Jim’s detractors would

           say half those weepin’ had lawsuits

           against him.  And probably some truth to 

           that... But Jim had helped a lot of people,

           many right out of his own pocket. Most of 

           them who line the streets that day called 

           Jim their friend. 

                                                   CUT TO:

INT. VANTERBILT HOUSE – LIVING ROOM - DAY

DREW and VANDERBILT are playing cards. VANDERBILT is engaged with his servant, pointing and talking, though his voice is muted. While the COMMODORE is so engaged, DREW takes the opportunity to peek at VANDERBILT’S cards. 

                         MORTAMER: V.O (CONT.)

           Even ol Commodore Vanderbilt lowered

           his flag.

DREW lays his hand down - “gin” - much to the consternation of VANDERBILT.

                                                    CUT TO:

EXT. VANDERBILT’S FRONT YARD – SAME DAY

The SERVANT lowers A FLAG to half mask. Next to the flagstaff is a large statue of VANDERBILT at the steering wheel of a boat.

                                                 FADE OUT:

                                                  FADE IN:

INT. MORTAMER'S HOME - DAY

ELDER MORTAMER...


                    JIM:


      What happened to that Stokes fellow?

                         MORTAMER:


      After two tries a jury finally convicted 

           him of second degree murder. Served I 

           think two years - something like that. 

           If he weren't a blueblood, he 

           woulda been hung in 30 days.




               JIM: 


      He certainly was a colorful man.


                         MORTAMER: 


      Jim? The Herald called him a phenomenon of 

           human nature.  Got a statue dedicated to 

           Jim in Brattlebarro, Vermont.


Both look toward the CHEST.  

                         MORTAMER:

           Didn’t know if Nallie had any other 

           children. Just thought it was the right 

           thing to do...to let you know about that.

                         JIM:

           No, No. I’m her only one...Well, sorry 

           you've been burdened with that thing


      so long.


                         MORTAMER:


      --No burden at all.  And I ain't forcin' 

           it on ya, ya know. Just thought it was the 

           right thing to let you know about it.

JIM senses MORTAMER'S personal attachment to the CHEST.




               JIM:


      Mortamer, do you want it?

                         MORTAMER:


      I'm just sayin' it’s no imposition at all.



            

                         JIM: 


      ... Thinking about it, I really don't 


      have any place... Maybe outside...



                         MORTAMER:


      Outside?! Well I got plenty here, room  

           that is.  And I ain't goin' anywhere.

           Been here for over 40 years. 



               JIM:

                    (checking his watch)


      Whoa, gotta be running. Wouldn't 

           mind storing it for me?

                    (Jim gets up)

                         MORTAMER: 


      --No problem at all. Come by any


      time and pick it up.


                         JIM:


      Thank you, Mortamer. 


           (extending his hand)


      You take care.

We follow JIM to the front door. As JIM reaches the door, he turns. We see MORTAMER pick up the ADMIRAL’S jacket. He gently brushes it off then puts it back in the CHEST. With a faint, sentimental smile JIM turns to leave. He pauses for a brief moment and mouths the name ‘BASIL’ in disbelief. He then attempts to open the screen door... It’s jammed – again. The chorus number from the 12 Temptations is heard... 

FADE OUT

THE END

