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A PROLOGUE APPEARS ON BLACK SCREEN:                                                                                                                                                                                                   

IN 1872 VICTORIA WOODHULL RAN FOR PRESIDENT AGAINST ULYSSES 
S. GRANT AND LOST.  THIS IS HER STORY.  

TITLE: THREE MONTHS PRIOR TO ELECTION DAY

INT. WOODHULL, CLAFLIN AND CO., WALL STREET, NY

A sumptuous office: oriental rugs, mahogany furniture, oil 
painting of Colonel Cornelius Vanderbilt, a chess set.

VICTORIA WOODHULL, 33, and her sister, TENNESSEE CLAFLIN, 25, 
sit at their desks. Victoria, a brunette, wears a dark fitted 
skirt flared above the ankle, a short jacket, a bright tie. 
Tennessee, a buxom blonde, wears a pretty, calf-length dress.

TWO MEN, 30s, in matching gold coats, green kid gloves, and 
pearl-colored pantaloons, stand before them.  Victoria rises.

VICTORIA
Gentlemen, you have opened my eyes. 
It has been a pleasure.

Victoria comes around to the front of her desk.  Man One 
kisses her hand; Man Two bows from the waist.  They exit.  
Tennessee muffles a laugh.

VICTORIA (CONT’D)
I just got a scathingly brilliant 
idea!

TENNESSEE
Tell them they’d look better in the 
emperor’s new clothes?

Victoria chuckles, walks toward the chess table.

TENNESSEE (CONT’D)
By the way, check.

Victoria scans the chess board.

VICTORIA
I think we should dress alike. 

TENNESSEE
Okay, the winner picks the style.

VICTORIA
You’re not going to be happy.



TENNESSEE
(rising)

No, Vickie!  Not again!

VICTORIA
(laughs, moves her king)

Sorry, Tennie.  Checkmate.

INT. HENRY WARD BEECHER HOME - BROOKLYN - A FALL DAY

A small, dark parlor, extravagantly furnished and decorated. 
Beecher was a man of excesses, so much so that his numerous 
oriental carpets were spread out one on top of another. 

THEODORE TILTON, 37, is tall and delicately handsome, with 
long wavy auburn hair; ANTHONY COMSTOCK, 28, is short and 
fat, his beard full, his hair heavily greased.  Together they 
wait in awkward silence.  

They wear long wool jackets, trousers, waistcoats, ties and 
starched shirts.  Tilton’s an Adonis, Comstock a bulldog.

HENRY WARD BEECHER, 59, stocky, roughly handsome, enters in 
high spirits.  The men rise, Beecher laughs.

BEECHER
At your ease. 

(goes to buffet)
Brandy, boys? 

COMSTOCK
I don’t imbibe, Reverend.

BEECHER
Of course, of course.  Suppression 
of vice.  Bloody right.

Beecher pours two brandies.  He hands one to Tilton who downs 
it.  He looks to Comstock as he pours Tilton another brandy.

BEECHER (CONT’D)
Tilton’s a tight ass, Comstock.  A 
bit o’ the drop loosens him up.

Tilton glares.  Beecher steps back, trips over a footstool, 
gains his balance and puts one foot up on it.  He raises his 
arm in the air, thinks for a moment.  The men stare at him.

BEECHER (CONT’D)
I will humble mine enemy, making 
her a footstool under my feet. 
(winks) Matthew 22, verse 44.
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TILTON
Victoria?  You can’t be serious.

BEECHER
Serious as the cow shit I stepped 
in this morning.  Beg your pardon, 
Comstock, the cow pie I--.

TILTON
You goddamn bastard.

Tilton storms towards the door.

BEECHER
You stop right there!

Tilton stops.  Beecher goes to him, spits words in his ear.

BEECHER (CONT’D) 
I will bring her down.  Whatever it 
takes.  

Tilton turns slowly, measures his words, points to Comstock.  

TILTON
And he’s your mercenary, Beecher?  
That snooping fart catcher, that 
slimy, sanctimonious-- 

BEECHER
(shouts in Tilton’s face)

You are out of line, corporal!  Now 
get your ass down to your fancy 
newspaper friends and tell them the 
Reverend has declared war on the 
whore.

INT. WOODHULL AND CLAFLIN OFFICE - WALL STREET - LATER

A RUNNER, 15, thin, small, enters through the glass door.

RUNNER
Colonel Blood says to get your 
father from the alehouse.  He’s 
blowing a lot o’ steam and money. 

VICTORIA
(sighs, steps down)

Oh, my.

The runner hands Victoria some papers.
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RUNNER
Here’s the latest from the big 
board.  He said what stocks should 
he buy.

Victoria takes a pencil and tallies with incredible speed. 
She jots down percentages, picks her top five, numbers them.   
The runner watches closely.  His jaw drops.  Victoria winks 
at him, as she hands him the papers.

VICTORIA
Be right and sit tight.

The runner stares at the paper as he turns to leave and walks 
into the glass door.  He puts his hand up to his nose.

RUNNER
(upset)

I think I broke it, miss.

Victoria looks up.

VICTORIA
The door’s fine.

RUNNER
No, my nose.

TENNESSE
(rushing in)

What was that?

Tennessee sees his bloody nose, hands him her handkerchief.

VICTORIA
Just run off with those papers and 
come right back.  If it swells up, 
I’ll set it for you.

RUNNER
You sure you can fix it?

TENNESSEE
Broken noses, broken hearts.  She’s 
the expert.

Tennessee pats his back, opens the door for him.  He leaves.

TENNESSEE (CONT’D)
How we doin’?

VICTORIA
Up 7% today.
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TENNESSEE
Jesus, Vickie!  You need to pick my 
horses.  How the hell do you do it?

VICTORIA
I told you.  Everything about money 
I learned in the whorehouse.

TENNESSEE
Those johns still don’t know you’re 
eavesdropping?

VICTORIA
Nope.  I heard Jay Gould plans to 
corner the gold market.

TENNESSEE
Can he do that?!

VICTORIA
Stupid, cocky sots can do no end of 
damage.  Speaking of which--

TENNESSEE
I know, I heard.  I’ll get him.

VICTORIA
You’re a peach, Tennie. 

Tennie dons her hat, blows her sister a kiss as she exits.

VICTORIA (CONT’D)
Stay away from the suffragettes and 
just lasso the old man.

INT. POLICE STATION - MANHATTAN - SAME TIME 

Comstock rushes into the police station, breathless.  JIMMY, 
18, sits at a desk, chewing peanuts and feeling his oats.

COMSTOCK
The Chief, please.

JIMMY
He’s out.  Only coppers here.

COMSTOCK
I must see him!

JIMMY
When he ain’t here?  How you gonna 
do that?
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COMSTOCK
It’s urgent!

Jimmy points to a hard chair.

JIMMY
You’re welcome to wait, mister.

Comstock lumbers over to the chair and sits.  It creaks and 
groans.  Jimmy sighs, rolls his eyes, saunters to the back.

INT. POLICE STATION - BACK ROOM - CONTINUOUS

The CHIEF, 60s, feet on a desk, belly up, shoots the breeze. 

JIMMY
Old lump out there’s ‘bout to bust 
a gut.  Breathin’ like a blowfish.

Jimmy imitates him.  POLICEMEN chuckle.

JIMMY (CONT’D)
But big as a whale.

More imitations, more laughs.

JIMMY (CONT’D)
A short whale.

CHIEF
Got it, Jimboy.  Let ‘em wait. 
Ain’t in the mood for no sad sack 
story.

Jimmy returns to the front room.

COMSTOCK
Any word?

JIMMY
Not yet.

COMSTOCK
You think he’ll be here soon?

JIMMY
Well, I don’t rightly know.  Could 
be now, could be later.

COMSTOCK
Is--
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JIMMY
Y’already asked two too many 
questions.

Comstock, in a sweat, wipes his face, stands and paces.

COMSTOCK
How about the Deputy?

JIMMY
Told ya’ it was just coppers.  Now 
that’s twice, too.

COMSTOCK
I must see someone about Victoria 
Woodhull!

Jimmy, surprised, hurries to the back room.

INT. POLICE STATION - BACK ROOM - CONTINUOUS

JIMMY
Chief, maybe--

CHIEF
I heard.  Guess he’s somebody. 
Bring him back.

Jimmy brings in Comstock, who hands the Chief a paper.  The 
Chief looks up, shocked.  Comstock grins. 

CHIEF (CONT’D)
You serious?

COMSTOCK
Serious as sh--sin, sir.  Serious 
as sin. 

CHIEF
(stands, proud)

We’re ‘bout to arrest Mrs. Satan.

Hoops and hollers from the POLICEMEN.

CHIEF (CONT’D)
Jimmy, grab me a warrant. 

Jimmy runs to a cabinet, grabs a form for the Chief, who 
quickly fills it out and puts it in his pocket.  He looks up.

CHIEF (CONT’D)
Is the Black Maria ready?
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A policeman pokes his head out the side door.

POLICEMAN
Yeah, Chief, she’s all yours.

The Chief struts to the door.

CHIEF
Who wants to join me?

The policemen all clamber for his attention. 

CHIEF (CONT’D)
(points to Jimmy)

You.  A story for your grandkids.  
Your first arrest--a woman who 
thought she could be President.

The Chief laughs as he climbs up onto the driver’s seat of 
the Black Maria, a paddy wagon used for hardened criminals.  
Jimmy hops up next to him.  The Chief cracks the whip.

The Black Maria charges through the streets, as people and 
carriages make way, a parting of the Red Sea.  The wagon 
pulls to a halt before a Wall Street office.  Gold letters on 
the window shine in the sun:  WOODHULL AND CLAFLIN.

EXT. WOODHULL AND CLAFLIN OFFICE - A MOMENT LATER

CHIEF
Grab the handcuffs.

JIMMY
Sir, I don’t think--

CHIEF
Right, boy, you don’t.  I do the 
thinkin’.  And she ain’t gonna be 
the big one that got away on me.

Jimmy takes the handcuffs.  The Chief hands him the warrant.

CHIEF (CONT’D)
Now go get ‘er.  ‘Cause we got a 
lot o’ fish to fry. 

JIMMY
Me?

CHIEF
You gotta practice.  And a woman 
oughta be easy.  Don’t answer no 
questions, just be quick about it. 

8.



They both step down.  Jimmy heads to the door and knocks.  
The Chief ties up the horses and unlocks the back.  He 
glances up to see Jimmy waiting.  He sighs.

CHIEF (CONT’D)
Go, Jimboy!  

Jimmy enters quietly, sees Victoria in concentration at her 
desk and coughs gently.  Victoria looks up.

VICTORIA
May I help you?

JIMMY
Beggin’ your pardon, Mrs., ‘cause 
I’m a great admirer of yours, no 
matter what other people say, and I 
hate bein’ the bearer of bad news.

VICTORIA
What’s the matter?

JIMMY
The matter is, it’s, well, I have 
here a--a

(barely audible) 
warrant. 

VICTORIA
Excuse me?  Did you say warrant?

JIMMY
I did, Mrs.

VICTORIA
Does it say what the charge is?

JIMMY
(struggles with the word)

Says here, uh, ob--seen--ity.

VICTORIA
Obscenity.  Interesting.  And who 
has brought this charge?

JIMMY
Mrs., beggin’ your pardon, but I 
just remembered, um, I was told, 
um, don’t answer no questions. 

VICTORIA
I see.
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JIMMY
We gotta arrest you, and Tennessee 
Claflin--she’s your sister--

VICTORIA
Yes, I know.

JIMMY
And a Colonel named James Blood.

VICTORIA
My husband.

The Chief barges in, impatient.

CHIEF
What the hell you doin’ in here, 
having’ a tea party?  Have you 
searched the premises?

VICTORIA
There’s no one else here, sir.

CHIEF
That’s what they all say.  Jimboy, 
get those handcuffs on ‘er and put 
her in the wagon.  I’ll look.

The Chief goes in the other room.

JIMMY
Please come quick, Mrs.  I just 
can’t put no handcuffs on ya’.

Victoria sighs, grabs a briefcase, takes her hat and cape,  
walks out the door.  Jimmy follows.  She steps into the back 
of the wagon and turns around.  Jimmy stares at her, forlorn.

VICTORIA
You’re a good boy, Jimmy.

Jimmy nods and smiles.

JIMMY
When we get there, wouldya’ put 
your hands behind your back, so it 
looks like you’re cuffed? 

VICTORIA
(gently)

Of course.

Jimmy closes the wagon door, the Chief slams the office door.
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JIMMY
Anybody else?

CHIEF
Whaddaya’ think?  Stand there chit-
chattin, they’re off to the races. 
Lock ‘er up.  We’ll get ‘em later.

Jimmy locks the door, the Chief climbs up front into the 
passenger seat.  Jimmy comes around, looks surprised.

CHIEF (CONT’D)
Thought you might like to drive.

Jimmy jumps up and takes the reins.

JIMMY
(smiling)

Mighty nice o’ ya’ to let me.  
Where to?

CHIEF
Ludlow Street Jail.

Jimmy looks shocked.  His hands go limp.

CHIEF (CONT’D)
Best for the best.  Crack the whip.

Jimmy takes the whip, the horses move some, hesitate.  The 
Chief grabs the whip and snaps it.  The wagon lunges forward. 

INT. TRIBUNE - SAME TIME

The EDITOR, 60s, rushes through a bedlam of loud reporters 
and worried office boys towards BILL DOYLE, 30s, an Irish-
American red-head, who heads down the steps.  Doyle sees the 
Editor, nods to him, keeps walking.

DOYLE
Not now, boss, I’m beat.

EDITOR
It’s about Victoria Woodhull.

Doyle stops, walks back up to the landing.  Newsmen fly by.

EDITOR (CONT’D)
She’s going to jail!

DOYLE
Jesus. Who’s behind it?
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EDITOR
Comstock again--suppressing vice.

DOYLE
And who else?

EDITOR
He said that was all he knew.  

DOYLE
Who said?

EDITOR
Tilton.

DOYLE
Gotta be somebody besides Comstock.

EDITOR
Maybe not.  He’s a sniffer.

DOYLE
And a coward.  Wouldn’t touch the 
Woodhull on his own.

EDITOR
Though he’d love to!

Doyle laughs.

EDITOR (CONT’D)
Maybe it’s Grant.

DOYLE
She’s nothin’ to him.  He’ll be 
President again soon.

EDITOR
Yeah, but he pointed to his chair 
that time she visited him down in 
D.C. and told her she’d occupy it 
someday.  That says something.

DOYLE
Women can’t even vote.  How’s she 
gonna get elected?

EDITOR
She won’t, but men like her.  Her 
running could throw the election.

Doyle, thinking, shakes his head.
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EDITOR (CONT’D)
She spoke before Congress--no 
woman’s ever done that.

DOYLE
Sounds like you’re smitten, Chief.

EDITOR
Go see Comstock. 

Doyle rolls his eyes.

DOYLE
Got any pills for nausea?

EDITOR
(fishing in his pocket)

How ‘bout an O’Lloyds Cocaine 
Toothache Drop?

Doyle takes it and laughs.

DOYLE
Better be as good as whiskey.

INT. BURNT RAG SALOON - MANHATTAN - SAME TIME

BUCK, 76, in tails and a top hat, lords over hard, tobacco-
chewing, heavy-drinking COMRADES, who surround him.  
Tennessee stands just inside the door, watches for a moment.

BUCK
Ya’ll vote for my Vickie!  She’ll 
change the country. 

(points to his eye)
Look what she done for me!

Buck laughs and takes a swig of beer.

BUCK (CONT’D)
‘Course it was me introduced her to 
her Colonel Cornelius Vanderbilt, 
railroad baron extree-ordinaire, 
richer’n God he is, too.  Gave her 
the leg up, I sure did. 

(swigs more beer) 
In more ways than one.

Buck laughs raucously.  The men join in.  Tennessee rushes 
in, wiggles through the crowd, grabs Buck by the neck of his 
coat.  Buck turns, still laughing.
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BUCK (CONT’D)
Lookie here.  My little spitfire.

TENNESSEE
Bunch o’ lies about Colonel 
Vanderbilt and that crooked eye.

BUCK
My apologies, girl.  Did you a dis 
(burps) service.  It’s this skirt 
(pats her butt) he was liftin’.

The men laugh. Buck lifts her up in the air, she kicks.

BUCK (CONT’D)
Check out these ankles, boys.  Only 
two women in the whole o’ New York 
City showin’ that skin.  My girls!

Tennessee wriggles down and kicks Buck in the back of the 
knee.  He collapses.  The men laugh harder.

TENNESSEE
All right, men, drag him out. 

The men clamber to follow her orders, pull him to the door. 
Buck stands unsteadily.

BUCK
Love ya’, Tennie. 

(burps again) 
You’re just like me.

EXT. LUDLOW STREET JAIL - A SHORT TIME LATER

The Chief and Jimmy unlock the wagon door.  Victoria steps 
out, hands behind her back.  When she sees BESSIE, 20s, with 
a COMPANION, 50s, she bolts.  The Chief lumbers after her. 

VICTORIA
Bessie, Bessie!

BESSIE
Mrs. Woodhull!

VICTORIA
(takes Bessie’s two hands)

You’re a wealthy woman now.  Go get 
the money before it’s gone.

COMPANION
(coming between them)

She’s goin’ nowhere.
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VICTORIA
She was--with you.  But now she’s 
out of your league.

The Chief catches up and grabs Victoria.

CHIEF
Come on, you slippery bitch.

Bessie swings at the Chief.

BESSIE
Don’t you speak to her that way!

Victoria locks eyes with Bessie.

VICTORIA
Go! Now!  Tell her $5000.

Bessie rushes away.  The Chief handles Victoria roughly.

VICTORIA (CONT’D)
(tearing her arm loose)

No need for that, sir.  I just had 
a little business to attend to.  

Victoria slips her arm in his and escorts him to the jail.  
The Chief reddens as people stare.  Bessie runs past Jimmy, 
who stops her and whispers in her ear.

JIMMY
Tell her sister to hide.  They’re 
after her, too, and Colonel Blood.

Bessie runs.  The Chief and Victoria pass Jimmy.

JIMMY (CONT’D)
Sorry, Chief, I mustn’t have 
clicked them cuffs right.

INT. LUDLOW STREET JAIL - MANHATTAN - A MOMENT LATER

The Chief walks in with Victoria.  The GUARD, 40s, looks up.

CHIEF
The devil’s wife.  All yours.

GUARD
(slowly, with relish)

Well, I’ll be damned! 

The Chief walks to the door, then turns with a smile.
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CHIEF
Give her your best accommodations. 

(yells out to Jimmy) 
I have a mind to leave you here 
with her!

The guard laughs as he comes around the counter. 

GUARD
He might like that.

The guard gives Victoria a push.  She stands immobilized.

VICTORIA
My bag, my hat and my coat, please.

GUARD
(shouts out the door)

Lady needs her stuff--hat and coat. 
Like she’s gonna walk in the park.

Jimmy brings in Victoria’s things.  The guard throws the bag 
on the counter, opens the door to the dark, dingy, smelly 
cell block.  Sewage runs in a gutter between the 4 X 8 cells, 
each with a narrow bed wrapped in a rubber sheet.  Victoria 
gags as they walk along. 

GUARD (CONT’D) 
Lookie here, gals.  Know who I got?  
Give you a hint.  She had some 
mighty high hopes.  But guess what?  
Turns out she’s a strumpet, just 
like you. 

They stop at the end by a slightly larger cell with two beds. 
The guard opens the door, gives a grand sweep with his arm.

GUARD (CONT’D)
As ordered, the deluxe.  

EXT. NY SOCIETY FOR THE SUPPRESSION OF VICE - LATER

Bill Doyle steps off a crowded Manhattan STREETCAR and 
approaches a brick building, where a large BRASS PLAQUE 
reads, “New York Society for the Suppression of Vice.”

INT. NY SOCIETY FOR THE SUPPRESSION OF VICE - CONTINUOUS

Bill Doyle approaches a MALE SECRETARY, 40s, at a desk.

DOYLE
Mr. Comstock, please.
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SECRETARY
(looking at book)

I see no scheduled appointment.

DOYLE
Tell him the Tribune is here.

The secretary peeks, then shouts through Comstock’s keyhole. 

SECRETARY
The Tribune, Mr. Comstock.

(sits back down)
Had to see was he, uh, otherwise 
engaged.  It’ll be a moment.

INT. COMSTOCK OFFICE - SAME TIME

Comstock quickly gathers up a DECK OF LEWD CARDS.  One falls 
off the side of his desk and lands face up, revealing a plump 
nude woman.  He shoves the cards in a drawer, puts two large 
thick books on his chair, hoists himself up on top of them. 

COMSTOCK
(calls out)

Send the man in.

Doyle enters and eyes the room, which bulges with books, 
newspapers, and printer’s plates. 

DOYLE
My, you’ve been busy.

COMSTOCK
Weeding God’s garden.  To date, two 
tons in the dump, over one thousand 
arrests.  Please be seated, Mr.--

DOYLE
Doyle.

Comstock raises his eyebrows, purses his lips.

COMSTOCK
(in a murmur of surprise)

Huh.

DOYLE
In thirty years since the Irish 
famine, sir, some of us in God’s 
garden have been fed and watered. 
About Victoria Woodhull’s arrest--
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COMSTOCK
Yes?

DOYLE
Did you, that is, your society, act 
alone in this?

COMSTOCK
I have my advisors, sir. 
Naturally.

DOYLE
Who are they?

COMSTOCK
I am not at liberty to say.

DOYLE
I see.  In her paper yesterday--

COMSTOCK
A smutty rag.

DOYLE
She reports a rape.

COMSTOCK
In graphic detail.

DOYLE
Not the rape itself.

Comstock starts to stand but remembers his books beneath him.

COMSTOCK
A man’s bloody finger--the token of 
virginity.  She crossed the line.

DOYLE
They were the man’s words, sir. 

COMSTOCK
Which she printed.

DOYLE
For the record, sir, the obscene 
word, was it bloody, or virginity? 
Or perhaps finger?

COMSTOCK
It is the image, Mr. Daley, that 
offends.
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DOYLE
Doyle, Mr. Comstock.  So, it’s the 
image . . . and not the action?

COMSTOCK
The law will take care of that.

DOYLE
Will it?

COMSTOCK
I have many things to attend to, 
Mr. uh--

DOYLE
(noticing the fallen card)

Doyle--and much on your mind.

COMSTOCK
I fight for youth.  Especially 
young women.

DOYLE
Of course.  Thanks for your time.

Doyle rises, waits a moment.

DOYLE (CONT’D)
Mr. Comstock, that girl who was 
deflowered, how old was she?

Doyle waits a moment for an answer which he knows won’t come.  

DOYLE (CONT’D)
Fifteen.

Doyle walks to the door and pauses, takes a book from a tall 
stack and flips through it.

DOYLE (CONT’D)
You seize medical textbooks, too?

COMSTOCK
With lewd, unnecessary drawings.  
We all know what a p--, our 
appendages, look like. 

DOYLE
Oh, an Irish toothache.  That’s 
what we call it in all its glory.
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INT. WOODHULL AND CLAFLIN OFFICE - A SHORT TIME LATER

Bessie rushes in.  Tennessee is just taking off her hat.

BESSIE
(breathless)

Miss Vickie said to give me $5000.

TENNESSEE
Certainly, Bessie, dear.  What’s 
the rush?

BESSIE
There’s trouble, Miss Tennie.  Bad.

TENNESSEE
Calm down now, honey.

BESSIE
I saw her on Ludlow Street.

TENNESSEE
Your madam?  You don’t owe her--

BESSIE
No, Miss Vickie! 

TENNESSEE
What was she doing on--

BESSIE
It looked like she was goin’ to 
jail!  I’m not sure.  But the cops 
were there, and the Black Maria!

TENNESSEE
Good God almighty!

BESSIE
And you’re next, and Colonel Blood.  
She said for you to give me the 
money and tell you to hide!

Tennessee rushes to the safe, counts out $5000 and puts in it 
a small sack.  Bessie looks out the door, runs back in.

BESSIE (CONT’D)
They’re here!

TENNESSEE
Come with me!

They both exit the back door.
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EXT. WOODHULL AND CLAFLIN OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

TENNESSEE
(hands Bessie the sack)

Run! 
(points)

That way.

Tennessee bolts in the opposite direction.  The Chief catches 
a glimpse of her running and points.

CHIEF
Jimmy, there!

Tennessee lifts her skirt and runs hard, rounds another 
building, where a WASHER WOMAN, 65, finishes hanging clothes.

Tennie sees her WASHTUB, heaves it over, gives a quick wink, 
and climbs under it.  Jimmy rounds the building after her, 
runs under clotheslines, then stops when his prey is lost.  
He hurries back through the wet garments to the washer woman.

JIMMY
You seen a blonde in a blue suit?

WASHER WOMAN
Them kind don’t walk this way.

Jimmy takes off in the other direction.  The washer woman 
goes to the tub and lifts it up.

WASHER WOMAN (CONT’D)
He’s gone, girl.  

Tennie climbs out from under, brushes off her skirt, takes a 
gold coin from her pocket, hands it to woman and walks away.  
The washer woman, stunned, stares after her.

Jimmy returns to the wagon, as the Chief exits the office.

CHIEF
You got ‘er locked up?

JIMMY
No, Chief, I lost her.

The Chief smacks him on the side of the head.

CHIEF
Ya’ clumsy useless cherry!  Can’t 
even catch a woman in a skirt.
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INT. TILTON HOME - BROOKLYN - LATER

Tilton hangs his coat in the hallway, enters a modest sitting 
room.  A GIRL, 3, runs to him.  Tilton shoos her away.

TILTON
Go on now.

The child leaves, Tilton locks the door; she mopes, tearful, 
at the closed door.  LIB, Tilton’s wife, 38, a dark-haired 
beauty, glances from the kitchen, takes three carrots to her. 

LIB
Here, love.  Take these to--

The child grabs them and runs.  Lib goes to the parlor, turns 
the knob of the locked door.  Tilton sits, head in hands.

TILTON
Go away.  I’m working.

LIB
It’s me, darling.

Tilton, annoyed, pastes a smile on his face, opens the door. 

LIB (CONT’D)
Dinner will be ready soon.

TILTON
Well, let me know when it is.

Lib, hurt but trying to hide it, starts to leave.

TILTON (CONT’D)
I’m sorry.

Tilton goes to a sideboard, Lib comes in and sits down.  

LIB
I know you’re worried, but Grant’s 
out.  We’re all tired of his lies.

TILTON
But money talks, Lib.  It’s the 
only thing that does.  And he’s got 
plenty behind him.

Lib stares as he pours the whiskey, too much of it. 

LIB
I miss your ideals.
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TILTON
(somewhat nasty)

Well, life gets in the way, now 
doesn’t it?

LIB
Theodore, please.  Greeley will win 
the election and you’ll replace him 
at the paper.  It’s what you’ve 
always wanted!  More pay, less 
travel, and--

TILTON
And you won’t have to cook for us.

LIB
I’m not talking about me, I’m 
talking about you!

Lib goes to the door.

LIB (CONT’D)
You were a better man when you 
supported Victoria.  I hope she 
beats them both.

Lib pulls the door hard. Tilton downs his whiskey, throws the 
glass.  Lib hears the crash but proceeds to the kitchen.

LIB (CONT’D)
God help us all.

RALPH, 8, Tilton’s son, comes running in the front door and 
into the parlor.

RALPH
What happened, father? 

TILTON
Nothing, child.  I dropped a glass.

Ralph starts to run back out.

TILTON (CONT’D)
Come here, Ralph.

Ralph walks over to his father.

TILTON (CONT’D)
You are a very handsome boy.

RALPH
Mama says I look like you.
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Theodore stares at Ralph, runs his fingers through his hair.

RALPH (CONT’D)
May I leave now?

Tilton nods, waits until Ralph closes the door, then sobs.

INT. WOODHULL MANSION - MANHATTAN - A SHORT TIME AFTER

Tennessee runs through the rooms of the Fifth Avenue, Murray 
Hill brownstone. Signs of wealth are everywhere: expensive 
wallpaper, gold mirrors, oil paintings, velvet upholstery, a 
massive dining room table, servants in livery.

Tennessee’s overdressed mother, ROXY, 68, and sister, UTICA, 
28, a red-haired beauty, don hats at a hall mirror.  Tennie 
comes back, breathless.

TENNESSEE
Where the hell is James?

ROXY
I ain’t his keeper.

Tennie bounds up the stairs.

ROXY (CONT’D)
You gonna break a leg, girl!

UTICA
Mama, I told ya’ before, you can’t 
say “leg” in polite conversation!

Tennessee barges through a bedroom door.  COLONEL JAMES 
BLOOD, 39, Victoria’s husband, dark-haired and swarthy, with 
a beard and moustache, sits reading the paper.

TENNESSEE
Vickie’s arrested! 

James lowers the paper.

JAMES
(sighs)

Well, did you see what she wrote?

TENNESSEE
Of course, I helped her write it.

JAMES
Need you have been so graphic? 
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TENNESSEE
Vickie’s in jail, James.  Can we 
discuss that later? 

JAMES
We’ll get a bail bond.

Roxy stomps in.

ROXY
What’s goin’ on?  And don’t say it 
ain’t my business.

JAMES
Your daughter has gotten herself 
thrown into jail. 

ROXY
(in a high-pitched voice)

I knew it!  Now we’re disgraced 
after comin’ all this way, Mr. 
Susan B. Anthony!

TENNESSEE
Mama, make yourself useful and keep 
your eye on Utica.

ROXY
Why don’t you?

TENNESSEE
They’re after me as well, and 
James.

ROXY
Blazes!

JAMES
You ought to have told me that 
right away.

TENNESSE
Fine.  But now you know.  I want to 
get the papers out.  Gonna help?

JAMES
(sighing)

Just a moment, Roxy.

James scribbles a quick note.

JAMES (CONT’D)
Get a messenger and tip him well.

25.



Roxy takes the note.

ROXY
With what, my good looks?

JAMES
(exasperated)

You’re not out of money again.

Roxy shrugs her shoulders.  James take bills from a wallet he 
keeps in an inner pocket and hands money to Roxy.  She goes 
down and finds Utica drinking liquor out of a bottle. 
Furious, she grabs the bottle and throws it.

ROXY
You little tart!  Don’t I have 
enough trouble without you?

INT. BEECHER BARN - SAME DAY

MIKE, a mangy, toothless worker, 50s, shovels manure from a 
horse stall.  Mike looks up as Beecher strides in.

MIKE
Want me to saddle her up?

BEECHER 
Nah, Mike, not today. 

MIKE
About your theory of manure--read 
what you wrote and I been thinkin’.

BEECHER
Got somethin’ else for you to think 
about, Mike.  There’s some manure 
needs shovelin’ in town as well.

MIKE
The streets are full of it, don’t I 
know.  They ain’t keepin’ up.

BEECHER
I’m talking manure that affects the 
soul, Mike, that needs clearin’. 
You’re just the man to help me.  

EXT. WOODHULL AND CLAFLIN OFFICE, REAR ENTRANCE - SAME TIME

James and Tennessee, disguised, pull up in a hansom cab.  
James hops out, knocks three times on the door.  A worker 
answers, starts swinging out tied bundles of newspapers. 
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JAMES
Thank God you got the message.

Workers pile papers in the cab.  James jumps back in.

JAMES (CONT’D)
(to driver)

The rounds.  Hurry.

They drive through the crowded streets of New York.  James 
and Tennessee toss bundles to newsboys as they pass them. 

EXT. VANDERBILT MANSION, BACK DOOR - CONTINUOUS

Tennessee, in full-fledged Victorian garb, hops out of the 
cab and knocks on the door.  The KITCHEN MAID, 20s, answers.  
Tennessee takes off her veiled hat.  The kitchen maid laughs.

KITCHEN MAID
Miss Tennie!  Why I barely 
recognized you!  Such frills-- 

TENNESSEE
Is the Commodore in?

KITCHEN MAID
He is, and the Mrs. is out. 

TENNESSEE
Good!

Tennessee runs into the parlor.

KITCHEN MAID
(calling after her)

But don’t be long.

Tennessee tosses her hat on the sofa.  The room exudes 
wealth, though it lacks the tastefulness of the Woodhull 
mansion.  CORNELIUS VANDERBILT, 76, sits beneath a younger 
self-portrait, drinking beer, smoking a cigar. 

VANDERBILT
My little chickadee!  

Vanderbilt reaches his hand out to pinch her rear end but is 
hampered by the Victorian bustle.

VANDERBILT (CONT’D)
Blasted bustle.  Ah, give us a 
peck.

Tennessee gives him a quick kiss.
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TENNESSEE
Vickie’s in jail!

VANDERBILT
For what?

TENNESSEE
I’m not sure.

VANDERBILT
God damn politics.  Told her to 
stay out of it.  No place for a 
woman.  All thieves and snotters.

Tennessee flops down.  Her crinoline pops up her dress.  

VANDERBILT (CONT’D)
Come, come, now.  Into my nest.

Cornelius pats his lap.  Tennessee just looks at him.

TENNESSEE
I’m too tired.

VANDERBILT
Silly girl, gettin’ yourself upset 
like this.  It’s only money.  Come 
on over and I’ll give you some.

TENNESSEE
Alright, just money, nothin’ else.

Cornelius laughs, reaches in his pocket.  Tennessee goes over 
and sits on his lap.  He puts money in her bosom and fondles 
her.  She smacks his hand. 

TENNESSEE (CONT’D)
Stop now.  This is serious.
They’re after me too, and James.

VANDERBILT
It’s that bloody paper.  Ain’t 
runnin’ a stock brokerage enough 
for you gals?  

TENNESSEE
No, like a fleet of steamships 
wasn’t enough for you.  You gotta 
go grab up all the trains!

VANDERBILT
Only did what Vickie’s spirit 
guides told me--control the Central 
Railroad.
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TENNESSEE
They didn’t tell you to bully and 
bribe the whole way!

Tennessee attempts to get up.  Vanderbilt holds onto her.

VANDERBILT
Ah, pet.  Let’s not quibble now. 

Vanderbilt nibbles her neck.

TENNESSEE
Stop!  Will you see if Grant or 
Greeley had anything to do with it? 

VANDERBILT
(nibbling again)

Yes, yes.

Tennessee takes hold of Vanderbilt’s face.

TENNESSEE
Listen to me!  Those men would do 
anything to get on top of a woman.

VANDERBILT
(chuckles)

Such a clever cockatoo!

Tennessee looks puzzled, then realizes her faux pas. 

TENNESSEE
That’s not what I meant!  

(wiggles off his lap)
They didn’t need to do this to 
Vickie.  It’s so mean!

VANDERBILT
(speaking franglais)

The way of the world, my pee-jhone. 

Tennessee gathers her things, then goes and pulls 
Vanderbilt’s whiskers.

TENNESSEE
Mais oui, monsieur.  Now just find 
‘em and make ‘em pay!

VANDERBILT
Where’re you going now?

TENNESSEE
To jail, mon amour.  (kisses him on 
the lips)  I’m turnin’ myself in.
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EXT. VANDERBILT MANSION - A FEW MOMENTS LATER

FRANCES VANDERBILT, 40s, Cornelius’ pretty wife, exits from 
her carriage. Her dark coat matches her hair, which is parted 
down the middle and plastered to her forehead. Her small, 
prim hat sits back on her head and is tied beneath her chin. 

Tennessee’s hansom cab tears around the corner.  Frances 
notices the blonde hair inside the window.  Tennessee turns 
her head.  Frances sees her profile and storms up the steps.

INT. LUDLOW STREET JAIL - A SHORT TIME LATER

Doyle enters and goes up to the guard at the counter.

DOYLE
I’m here to see Mrs. Woodhull.

GUARD
Visitors don’t come here, mister.

DOYLE
Well, I have, and I will see her.

The guard shrugs, gets the key and opens the door.  They walk 
down to where Victoria lies, her face buried in the hard bed.

GUARD
Hey, lady, your lover boy’s here.  

Doyle punches the Guard in his face. 

DOYLE
Watch your mouth!

The guard rubs his jaw, starts to retort, makes a dismissive 
gesture, opens the cell door and leaves.  Victoria stands.

VICTORIA
Who are you?

Bill puts out his hand for a handshake. 

DOYLE
Bill Doyle from the Tribune.  I’m 
sorry it had to end this way.

Victoria takes both his hands in hers.

VICTORIA
I have a feeling this is just the 
beginning.
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INT. BEECHER HOME - DINING ROOM - EVENING

Beecher and his sister, HARRIET BEECHER STOWE, 50s, sit at 
the dinner table.  EUNICE, Beecher’s wife, 60, a plain woman, 
pours water.  ISABELLA, 50, Beecher’s half-sister, runs in 
crying.  She looks sweet, slightly stout.  Eunice looks up.

EUNICE
I was just about to call--Dear God, 
Isabella, what is the matter? 

ISABELLA
Victoria is in jail! 

EUNICE
My word!

Beecher says nothing.

ISABELLA
That’s it?

HARRIET
She must have broken a law, dear, 
or she wouldn’t be where she is.

ISABELLA
Henry, you must help her! 

BEECHER
Your brother has a congregation to 
attend to.

ISABELLA
Then you help, Harriet!  Write--

HARRIET
I will do no such thing!  That 
woman--

ISABELLA THAT
--doesn’t cover her backside with a 
bustle?  Is that it?

EUNICE
(flustered)

You’ll excuse me.

ISABELLA
You can champion the negro in your 
Uncle Tom’s Cabin, but you can’t 
write a good word for a good woman?

Harriet dismisses the comment with a snarky laugh.
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HARRIET
Good women tend to hearth and home. 

HENRY
We’ve been meaning to talk with 
you, Isabella. To uphold the 
Beecher name, it’s best if you cut 
off your relations with Victoria.

Isabella storms out, but turns at the room door.

ISABELLA
Right now I thank God I am only a 
half-sister to you two.  

INT. LUDLOW STREET JAIL - LATER

The Guard escorts Tennessee, still dressed in disguise, to 
Victoria’s cell.  Tennessee holds a handkerchief to her nose.

GUARD
Your madam, come all the way from 
the whorehouse.  Ain’t that nice?

Tennessee turns to the guard and winks.

TENNESSEE
Come by and see me sometime.

Victoria can’t help laughing.  Tennessee kisses Victoria.

VICTORIA
That poor humpbacked whale.  Why 
are you walking around in his ribs?

TENNESSEE
My disguise. We got the papers out.

VICTORIA
Good girl.  Did we use any naughty 
words?

TENNESSEE
Who me?  When?

VICTORIA
No us.  In the paper.

Tennessee looks confused.

VICTORIA (CONT’D)
That’s why we’re in jail.  For 
obscenity.
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TENNESSEE
What?!  I thought it was politics! 
I was wonderin’ why they were after 
me and James.  

VICTORIA
That skirt’ll be hard to sleep in.

TENNESSEE
James will have the bail soon.

VICTORIA
Not $30,000.  Maybe twenty--

TENNESSEE  
Thirty?!  That’s unheard of!  They 
can’t do that!!  Who--

VICTORIA
I don’t know.  A reporter came by.  
He’s trying to figure it out.

TENNESSEE
We can’t possibly stay here!

VICTORIA
We haven’t the cash to do 
otherwise, dearie.

TENNESSEE
I’m going to Vanderbilt!

VICTORIA
Out past the guard dog?

TENNESSEE
Vickie, sometimes I wonder about 
you!  Do you actually think I told 
that blackguard who I was?

Tennessee prances out.

EXT. VANDERBILT MANSION - EVENING

Tennessee arrives at the back door and knocks.  The kitchen 
maid answers.  Tennessee steps in, the maid nudges her out.

KITCHEN MAID
Oh, Miss Tennie.  He said you have 
to stop coming here.  The Mrs.--
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TENNESSEE
(stomping her foot)

Then give me pen and paper!

The maid, nervous about the noise, gets pen and paper.  
Tennessee leans on her leg and writes.

TENNESSEE (CONT’D)
Get this to him.

KITCHEN MAID
I don’t see how--

TENNESSEE
(leaving)

Just do it!

The maid takes the paper, reads it and winces.  Nervous and 
uncertain, she rips it up and throws it in the waste bin.

INT. LUDLOW STREET JAIL - SAME TIME

Doyle sits talking with Victoria.

DOYLE
I came up with nothing so far.  
Anyone else out to get you?

VICTORIA
Yes, the whole suffrage movement.

DOYLE
I read about that.  What really 
happened?

VICTORIA
I could no longer suffer the 
suffragettes.

FLASHBACK

INT. LARGE HALL - MANHATTAN - DAY - A YEAR EARLIER

A NATIONAL WOMEN’S SUFFRAGE ASSOCIATION BANNER hangs across 
the stage.  SUSAN B. ANTHONY, 52, thin faced with tight hair 
and wired-rimmed glasses and ELIZABETH CADY STANTON, 57, 
kindly and portly, stand in the wings talking with Victoria.

SUSAN
Victoria, we never said our 
government was a bogus republic. 
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VICTORIA
But it is!  Grant couldn’t care 
less about the people’s problems.

ELIZABETH
You signed our names--you shouldn’t 
have.

VICTORIA
You were away--and the time was 
right for the newspaper article.

SUSAN
Once we get the vote, Victoria, we 
can tackle the other social ills.

ELIZABETH
If black men can vote, we’ll surely 
be next.

VICTORIA
Please, Elizabeth!  What could have 
been simpler?  The amendment says, 
“All citizens have the right to 
vote.”  We do not need another 
amendment!  I told them that!  What 
did they do?  Tabled the motion. 

SUSAN
Congress will consider it again.

VICTORIA
Will they?  Do you remember their 
excuse?  It was an issue for the 
courts and the states?  They’re 
cowards, and you both know it!

Victoria walks on stage.  People see her coming and start to 
cheer.  She goes to the edge of the stage and raises her arms 
to quiet the crowd.  Isabella smiles from the front row.

VICTORIA (CONT’D)
Who among you, I ask, is weary of 
the Democrats and the Republicans, 
of their shady schemes and excuses? 

Applause and calls of “yes” and “we are,” hands raised, etc.

VICTORIA (CONT’D)
I offer you an alternative.  The 
Equal Rights Party, with delegates 
from twenty-two states and four 
territories, is holding its 
convention today in Apollo Hall.
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Suddenly the gas lights go out. Victoria continues.

VICTORIA (CONT’D)
I’ll be speaking at Apollo Hall 
this afternoon.  I invite those who 
wish to support equal rights for 
all humankind to join me.

There is tremendous applause and cheering.  Victoria makes 
her way down the stairs in the dim early morning light coming 
through the windows.  Isabella comes over, upset.

ISABELLA
Susan can be critical, Vickie, but 
to sever your ties this way--

VICTORIA
(slowly, with anger)

She killed the lights.

ISABELLA
How do you know it was Susan?

VICTORIA
Because Elizabeth would never do 
that. 

Tears roll down Isabella’s face.

VICTORIA (CONT’D)
Why are you crying?  Because I’ve 
moved past these women who haven’t 
moved forward in twenty years?

ISABELLA
That’s harsh.

VICTORIA
(gazing at Isabella)

That’s a fact. Are you coming?

ISABELLA
I--I can’t.

Victoria walks away.  Isabella stands there, stunned.  Most 
of the people in the hall follow Victoria out the door. 

END FLASHBACK
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INT. LUDLOW STREET JAIL - CONTINUOUS

DOYLE
(to Victoria)

And that’s the day they nominated 
you to run for President.

FLASHBACK

1500 WORKING CLASS MEN and WOMEN, all on their feet, 
clapping, shouting, “Victoria! Victoria! Victoria!”  The 
women wave their handkerchiefs, some throw flowers up.  
Confusion prevails.  

END FLASHBACK

VICTORIA
Isabella has come around, but the 
others haven’t.

DOYLE
Susan B. Anthony is a tough old 
bird.  But do you think she would 
go so far as to hurt you this way?

VICTORIA
I don’t know. 

Tennesse comes down the cell block.  Victoria smiles.

VICTORIA (CONT’D)
Tennie, this is the reporter I was 
telling you about, Bill Doyle.

Tennessee curtsies in true Victorian style. 

TENNESSEE
Pleasure to meet you.

VICTORIA
Here for the night?

TENNESSEE
I am now.  I’ve asked for some 
prison garb in case James doesn’t 
get us out. 

(laughs)
Might as well make the most of the 
experience.

DOYLE
James?

37.



VICTORIA
Colonel Blood, my husband.

DOYLE
Yes, of course.

VICTORIA
(to Tennie)

What happened with Vanderbilt?

TENNESSEE
I left him a note, but I have a 
feeling he won’t get it. 

VICTORIA
I was afraid of that.  The only 
thing left is to write to Beecher. 

(to Doyle) 
May I borrow some paper?

DOYLE
He’ll help you?

VICTORIA
The best man for the job.  Will you 
take my letter to him?

DOYLE
I’ll do it tonight.

VICTORIA
You needn’t--

DOYLE
I know, but I will. 

TENNESSEE
(flirts)

Where you been all my life?

Doyle laughs.  Victoria writes a quick note.  He exits.

INT. LUDLOW STREET JAIL - A MOMENT LATER

James walks up to the counter, hands an envelope to the 
guard.  Doyle steps out of the cell block, watches.

JAMES
I’m Colonel James Blood.

GUARD
You been evadin’ the law.
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JAMES
Shut up and take your bail.

GUARD
Your Moll’s a saucy one, too.

Blood lunges over the counter.  Doyle restrains him.

DOYLE
Men, men!

GUARD
That’s assault!

DOYLE
He didn’t touch you.  Settle down.

DOYLE (CONT’D)
(to James)

Victoria’s down on the left.

JAMES
(somewhat puzzled)

Thank you--sir.

DOYLE
(to guard)

Clean this place up, saucebox, or 
I’ll see to it you’re out of a job. 

INT. CELL BLOCK - CONTINUOUS

Victoria sees James coming down the hall, runs, takes his 
hands and kisses him.

VICTORIA
James! 

(after a moment)
How are the children?

JAMES
Fine.  Your mother has the lot 
under control.  She’s locked Utica 
in her room.  And your father. 

TENNESSEE
How much did you get?  

JAMES
Not nearly enough.
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VICTORIA
It’s alright, James.  I’ve written 
to Beecher.  He’s got enough 
connections to get us out.

JAMES
(to Tennessee)

No luck with Vanderbilt?

TENNESSEE
Some.  But I had no idea what we’d 
need.  I’d have gotten more!

Blood takes out a small bottle of whiskey from his coat.

JAMES
Shall we drown our sorrows?

Victoria and Tennessee, happy to be together, take up their 
cups.  James pours for both, takes a swig from the bottle.

EXT. HOOKER HOME - BROOKLYN - LATER THAT EVENING

Isabella and husband, JOHN HOOKER, 50s, sit on a porch swing.

JOHN
It’s rather late, sweetheart.

Isabella looks utterly deflated.

JOHN (CONT’D)
But we can go, if you’d like.  It’s 
a beautiful evening for a ride.

ISABELLA
John, you’re the best husband ever!

Isabella grabs her coat and her husband’s hand.  They head 
quickly down the road.

EXT. FERRY BOAT DOCK - A SHORT TIME AFTER

Isabella and John just barely catch the ferry.  They rush on.

FERRY MAN
Six cents, please.

John pays, they board and stay on deck, stare at the moon’s 
reflection on the water.

40.



JOHN
If only we could copy nature now. 
How peaceful.

ISABELLA
I’m afraid our peaceful days are 
over, John.

JOHN
Nonsense, this will all blow over.

ISABELLA
I’m not talking about that.

JOHN
What do you mean?

ISABELLA
I had a fight with my family  
tonight.  I had a choice to make.  
I chose Victoria. 

Isabella stares ahead, tears streaming down her cheek.  They 
watch a ferry passing in the opposite direction.

EXT. BROOKLYN SHORELINE - MOMENTS LATER

Doyle alights from the ferry, questions the BOATMAN, 60s.

DOYLE
Can you direct me to Reverend 
Beecher’s house?

BOATMAN
Up there.  Next to the lamplight.

Doyle walks up towards the house.  Beecher, in the downstairs 
parlor, glances out the window and sees him coming.  Doyle 
pulls the door bell.  Beecher vanishes from the window.

EXT. BEECHER HOME - MOMENTS LATER

Beecher, in clerical collar and black frock coat, opens his 
door and steps out.

BEECHER
Saw you heading my way, my good 
man.  What can I do for you?

DOYLE
I have a letter for you from 
Victoria Woodhull.
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Beecher’s eyes flash with surprise, but he quickly recovers.

BEECHER
Thank you kindly.  Terrible what 
they’ve done.  Is she alright?

DOYLE
(hands him the note)

She will be, with your help.

BEECHER
Of course.  So good of you to come.

Beecher shakes Doyle’s hand.  Doyle leaves, Beecher reads the 
note beneath the lamplight and cackles with laughter.  Eunice 
watches from an upstairs window.  Beecher goes back inside.

INT. BEECHER PARLOR - A MOMENT LATER

Beecher strolls to the coal-burning fireplace, where embers 
flicker, and tosses the letter in the fire.

BEECHER
(smug, triumphant)

Just where you belong, dear lady.  
I hope you won’t find it too hot.

INT. LUDLOW STREET JAIL - LATER

Isabella and John Hooker speak to the guard.

GUARD
Visiting hours are over.

ISABELLA
(in tears)

Please, she’s my dearest friend.

EXT. STREETS OF NY - MOMENTS LATER

A quiet, pleasant night on the gaslit streets.  People in 
formal evening attire turn and eavesdrop, as John and 
Isabella walk by in deep, sometimes loud discussion.

JOHN
He has a difficult job, darling. 

ISABELLA
(sobbing)

I don’t care.  I needed to see her! 
I won’t be able to sleep now!  
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Something’s wrong that she’s still 
in there.  I don’t understand.

JOHN
Me neither.  She’s wealthy.  Bail 
shouldn’t be a problem.

ISABELLA
That must be it!  This stinks of 
politics!  And she and I have so  
much--

(chokes)
--so much to do before the 
election!

JOHN
Dear, you must calm down.  You will 
make yourself ill.  Tomorrow we 
will come, and we will get her out.

ISABELLA
How?

JOHN
I will go to the bank.

ISABELLA
(stops)

John?

JOHN
Yes, dear?

ISABELLA
How in heaven am I so blessed?

JOHN
You’re a good woman, and a hard 
worker, but you must know--you--

ISABELLA
What, John?

JOHN
You must know she won’t win.  The 
Equal Rights Party is not--

ISABELLA
And you must know how utterly tired 
I am of hearing that.
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INT. BEECHER HOME - BEDROOM - SAME TIME

Beecher and Eunice, in prayer, bless themselves and rise.  
Eunice goes to her dressing table, takes the pins out of her 
hair, looks at Beecher through the mirror.

EUNICE
Who was that man, dear?

BEECHER
Oh, tonight?  Yes.  He was lost.

(gives her a cheerful peck 
on the cheek)

Sleep well.

Beecher gets in bed and rolls over on his side.  Eunice walks 
to the bed, looks at Beecher with his back to her, sighs, 
climbs in, stares at the ceiling.

INT. WOODHULL AND CLAFLIN OFFICE - SAME TIME

A CRASH through a window.  MIKE, Beecher’s farmhand, and 
several of his CRONIES, working men in shabby clothes, break 
in with sledge hammers and destroy everything, including the 
PRINTING MACHINES in the back room.

INT. LUDLOW STREET JAIL - NEXT MORNING

The guard opens the cell block door for Isabella and John. 
They walk past women sleeping with blankets over their heads.

ISABELLA
It’s hard to tell. 

They come to the end, to the cell with the two beds.

ISABELLA (CONT’D)
I think that’s Tennie!

Tennessee rolls over, sits up in her prison garb.  

TENNESSEE
Isabella?

ISABELLA
Oh my God!  Look at you!

TENNESSEE
Don’t fret.  I could’ve left with 
James last night, but I’m staying 
with Vickie ‘til we get her out.
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ISABELLA
But the stench, Tennie.  How--

TENNESSEE
Much improved!  Our butler was busy 
yesterday.  Isn’t that so, Vickie?  

VICTORIA
(opening her eyes)

Isabella, John! 

TENNESSEE
Speaking of which--where is that 
man?  You must come in for coffee.

ISABELLA
Please, why are you still here?

TENNESSEE
Need money, love.  Ain’t that 
always the way?

ISABELLA
I told you, John!

HOOKER
No, I told you.

ISABELLA
We’ll give it to you! 

VICTORIA
You’re so kind, Isabella.  I just 
wrote to Henry.  He’ll find a way.

Isabella, strained, looks at her husband.

HOOKER
How much do you need?

TENNESSEE
$10,000.

John looks shocked.

ISABELLA
We have that much in the bank.

VICTORIA
No, dear.  It’s too much to ask.

ISABELLA
Get dressed!
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Isabella leads her husband out.  John stops in the lobby.

JOHN
(whispers, tense)

Isabella, it’s our life’s savings.

ISABELLA
You’ll get it back, John.  What do 
you think?  They’ll skip town?!

GUARD
(eavesdropping)

Wouldn’t put it past ‘em.

ISABELLA
(furious)

What do you know, you little--

JOHN
(pulling her out)

Quiet, or he’ll nab you, too.

INT. NEW YORK SENATE OFFICE - MANHATTAN - SAME DAY

Doyle and SENATOR BUTLER, 60s, walk down the hall through a 
crowd of men, all dressed alike in frock coats, white shirts, 
striped trousers.  It looks like the March of the Penguins. 
Butler stops at his office, they enter and sit down.

DOYLE
When she spoke to the Joint 
Judiciary Committee--  

BUTLER
(shaking his head)

Which went nowhere. 

DOYLE
Did she make any enemies?

BUTLER
Hardly.  Despite her brilliance, 
to most she was a nonentity.

DOYLE
How about higher up?  Is the 
President after her?

BUTLER
Not that I’ve heard.  And I believe 
I would know.  I thought it was a 
case of Comstockery.
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DOYLE
It’s more than that. 

BUTLER
Why do you think that?

DOYLE
Because the bail was astronomical. 
Meant to keep her in there, break 
her spirit.

BUTLER
That won’t happen.  She’s driven.

DOYLE
I wonder how she got that way.

BUTLER
Didn’t she tell you?  She had a 
vision as a child.  Some Greek god 
in the clouds told her she’d be a 
great lady and lead her people.

Doyle laughs.

BUTLER (CONT’D)
Don’t laugh.  She’s a bit of a 
psychic, dead on sometimes.  Like 
that guy Mumler.

DOYLE
Too bad she didn’t see this coming.

BUTLER
So what’s next?

DOYLE
She’s hoping Beecher will help.

BUTLER
Of course.  He’ll help a lover.

Doyle looks shocked.

BUTLER (CONT’D)
Don’t quote me.  Pure speculation. 
But any woman he’s close to--

DOYLE
The most famous minister in 
America?

Butler laughs heartily.
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BUTLER
What country do you live in, son?  
Beecher preaches to at least twenty 
of his mistresses every Sunday.

INT. WOODHULL MANSION - SAME TIME

Isabella, Tennessee and Victoria sit around a table.  ZULU, 
Victoria’s daughter, 12, quiet and plain, runs in. 

VICTORIA
In a moment, dear.  Run along now. 

Zulu, disappointed, obeys.  Isabella waits for her to leave.

ISABELLA
My own daughter asked me, I quote, 
“What do you think of the sense and 
modesty of a woman who prefers the 
duties of a politician to those of 
a mother and housekeeper?”

TENNESSEE
(laughs)

Tell her Vickie doesn’t keep house!

James enters.

JAMES
Everything’s ruined.

TENNESSEE
Such a sourpuss! 

JAMES
I mean literally.  Our office, our 
presses, the windows, all smashed. 

Their jaws drop.  Victoria puts her head in her hands.  A 
moment of silence.  Victoria looks up, determined. 

VICTORIA
James, would you kindly book 
Steinway Hall?  I’m in the mood to 
speak my mind.  And please send 
Canning in.

JAMES
(calls out)

Canning, Vickie wants to see you.

CANNING, wizened, older looking than his 50 years, enters, 
with BYRON, 17, severely retarded, and Zulu in his wake.
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VICTORIA
Zulu, come.

Zulu goes to her mother.

VICTORIA (CONT’D)
Zulu, darling, mama has a big 
problem today.  Your father will 
take you to Coney Island, won’t 
you, Canning?  I am so sorry.

Canning nods. Tears run down Zulu’s cheeks. The three leave.

INT. BEECHER HOME - LATER THAT DAY

Victoria and Beecher sit side-by-side talking.  He fingers 
his precious stone, trying to appear nonchalant, then 
suddenly places it on the table in front of him.

BEECHER
You can’t be serious.  

VICTORIA
If you introduce me at Steinway 
Hall, we can both go down in 
history as true reformers.  We’ll 
bring rape out in the open.  Rape 
in and out of marriage.  

BEECHER
I don’t deny it.  Marriage is a 
grave of love.  I have never 
married a couple I do not feel I 
have condemned.

VICTORIA
Well then?

BEECHER
I have my parish--

VICTORIA
And their money!  But you won’t 
need that, Henry.  You’ll be in 
demand as a speaker.  

BEECHER
I don’t want to travel.

VICTORIA
But if you support me, my  
persecution will stop!
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BEECHER
Victoria, you have antagonized 
people, and I hate to say it, but 
you must bear the consequences.

VICTORIA
You know I was right to say what I 
did!

BEECHER
Of course.  But I’ve given a 
quarter century of service to 
Plymouth Church.  I’m being 
considered for a post at Yale 
Divinity School.

VICTORIA
So your answer is no?

BEECHER
(strokes her cheek)

I would do anything for you, 
anything but this, darling.

Victoria slaps away his hand and storms out.  Beecher picks 
up his stone, fingers it, then throws into the fireplace.   

EXT. BROOKLYN PATHWAY - SHORTLY AFTER 

Victoria hastens along a dirt path towards the ferry.  Tilton 
spots her, takes off his bowler and runs after her.

TILTON
Victoria, what are you doing here?

VICTORIA
Theodore!  I just came to ask 
Beecher to introduce me tonight at 
Steinway Hall, but he--

TILTON
He said no, of course.

VICTORIA
You know a coward better than I do. 
(takes his hands) Perhaps you--

TILTON
(anxious)

I can’t. I’ve been wanting to talk--
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VICTORIA
(drops her hands)

Why?

FLASHBACKS INTERSPERSED WITH PRESENT - BEDROOM/PATHWAY

INT. VICTORIA’S BEDROOM 

Victoria and Tilton, in cami and underwear, circle around 
each other in the moonlight from the bedroom window, she 
playfully retreating from him as he advances on her.

EXT. BROOKLYN PATHWAY 

Victoria and Tilton circle on the pathway, mirroring the 
memory of their tryst.

TILTON
I’m supporting Greeley for 
President. (beat) I know it’s a 
terrible thing to do. 

VICTORIA
After all our plans, all we’ve been 
through!  How could you?!

INT. VICTORIA’S BEDROOM 

Victoria and Tilton circle closer and closer to each other  
until the tips of their fingers touch.

EXT. BROOKLYN PATHWAY

TILTON
Beecher connected me.  I have a 
family, Victoria. 

VICTORIA
Let go of your lame excuses.

TILTON
If Greeley wins, I’ll be set for 
life.  Editor-in-chief.  Surely you 
understand. 

VICTORIA
No, I don’t!  You’re well-respected 
in this country.  You were nearly 
nominated as my running mate, only 
they wanted a colored man.  
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There’s plenty you could do, 
besides desert me!

TILTON
Doors were closing.

Victoria and Tilton are far apart now.  

VICTORIA
And you were too lazy to open them.

INT. VICTORIA’S BEDROOM 

Tilton backs Victoria against the door.  He kisses her neck.  
She closes her eyes in ecstasy.

VICTORIA (V.O.)
To think I chose you over James.  

EXT. BROOKLYN PATHWAY 

VICTORIA
Do you know what James said about 
us?  He understood.  Ideals breed 
passions.  He said he knew it 
wouldn’t last.

Tilton tips his hat, turns around and walks away.  Victoria 
calls after him.

VICTORIA (CONT’D)
He is a man. (beat)  And you are 
nothing but a stubborn little boy.

EXT. FERRY PIER - MANHATTAN - SHORTLY AFTER

Doyle waits for Victoria to get off the ferry, goes to her.

DOYLE
James said you’d be here.  I talked 
to Butler; he says it’s not Grant.

VICTORIA
You are so kind.  I’m losing hope. 

DOYLE
You mustn’t--we’ll get to the 
bottom of this.
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VICTORIA
I mean hope in human nature.  It’s 
slipping fast.  And I have to speak 
tonight.  Last thing I want to do.

DOYLE
You’ll rally.  What’s the topic?

VICTORIA
Sexual slavery and free love.

DOYLE
You don’t tread lightly.

VICTORIA
We can’t anymore.

EXT. FIELDS - BROOKLYN - SAME TIME

Beecher and Mike hunt pheasant in a field.

BEECHER
You put a man to shame, Mike.  I’ve 
never been that good.  

MIKE
I’ll shoot, you take the credit.

BEECHER
I do have a target for you.

MIKE
(looks around)

Where?

BEECHER
In the city.  

MIKE
A pheasant?

BEECHER
No, a female.

Mike laughs, but Beecher is all business.

BEECHER (CONT’D)
Victoria Woodhull lives in Murray 
Hill, a three-story brownstone. 

MIKE
I know the house.
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BEECHER
Good.  I want you to go there 
tonight, around six, wait outside, 
don’t let them see you.  Now, when 
her family leaves, follow them.  
They’ll be going to Steinway Hall.  
I will be in the park, close by.  
When the parents aren’t looking, 
grab the redhead.  Name’s Utica.  
Tell her a very important man wants 
to see her.  She’ll follow.

MIKE
(laughs)

Feeling frisky, Reverend?

BEECHER
It’s the soul I’m after, Mike.  
That young girl has no business 
listening to the pollution that’ll 
spill out in that hall tonight.

MIKE
You miss the birds, Reverend, but 
you nab them sinners.

BEECHER
(laughs proudly)

Like Nimrod.  A mighty hunter 
before the lord.

INT. STEINWAY HALL - MANHATTAN - THAT NIGHT

Thousands pour in, a stifling mass of humanity.  People push 
and shove, cry out, lose hats, fight for seats.  One person 
passes out.  James takes the stage, calls for quiet.

JAMES
Ladies and gentlemen, speaking 
tonight on social freedom-- 
Victoria!

Uproarious applause. Victoria, a white rose at her neck, 
moves to the podium. 

VICTORIA
(speaking quietly)

My brothers and sisters, I come 
before you now, though malicious 
and designing persons have sought 
to undervalue my life and my 
motives.  
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I pray that will not complicate the 
serious issue at hand--the current 
state of our marriage laws.

Low rumbles.  Victoria raises her volume.

VICTORIA (CONT’D)
Those laws entail more misery, 
sickness, and premature death than 
all other causes combined. 

Louder rumbles.  Victoria, loud also, with confidence.

VICTORIA (CONT’D)
Night after night there are 
thousands of rapes committed, under 
cover of this accursed license.

A WOMAN, 60s, screams out.

WOMAN
You’re a witch, Woodhull.

Victoria glares at her for a long minute, unblinking.  The 
woman’s FALSE TEETH pop out.

EXT. DESERTED PARK NEAR STEINWAY HALL - SAME TIME

Beecher and Utica sit in a secluded grove.  Beecher’s arm is 
around Utica, his hand under her breast.

BEECHER
I mean it.  Much prettier than your 
sisters.  You must hear that.

UTICA
I do not.  It’s all Vickie and 
Tennie.  It makes me tired!

BEECHER
I’m sure. 

Beecher takes a flask, sips from it, stares at her breasts.

BEECHER (CONT’D)
Such a beautiful pair--of earrings 
you have.  Lovely pearls.  

Beecher offers the flask to Utica.  

UTICA
Thank you.
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Utica takes a swig.

UTICA (CONT’D)
Oooh!  I could just scream every 
time I think of them.  The thought 
of her up there, preachin’ to all 
them people tonight!  I’m the 
actress in the family--not her.

Beecher gently smoothes her hair with the back of his hand.

BEECHER
Art is a cruel mistress, my dear.

UTICA
I was in a play once.  I got the 
looks and the voice.  The dratted 
manager cut me loose.  Ain’t so 
sure Vickie wasn’t behind that.

BEECHER
She knew the stage manager, then?  

UTICA
Wouldn’t surprise me none.

BEECHER
Vanity--the taproot of all female 
treachery.  She has twined her way 
into your life and choked it like 
poison ivy.  Whereas you are a lily 
of the field in full bloom.

UTICA
You really think so, Reverend?

Beecher offers the flask to Utica again, she drinks.  He 
gently removes her hat and the ribbon from her hair.

INT. STEINWAY HALL - SAME TIME

VICTORIA
I have been damned for publishing 
an article describing the callous 
rape of an innocent girl.  They 
claim I broke the law, that I 
spread pornography in reporting 
this atrocity.  The law is absurd.  
All laws regulating relations 
between the sexes are absurd.  
Furthermore, I say that marital 
relations without love are 
adulterous!
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Half the audience rises to its feet and hisses, the other 
half cheers.  James gestures for the crowd to be quiet. 

JAMES
Ladies and gentlemen, please!

As Victoria speaks, Utica, hat askew and hair mussed, appears 
at the balcony door.  She flounces down the aisle.  

A man leers at her as she passes.  She gives him a wink.  He 
tries to pull her down into his lap.  She gives him a playful 
slap, straightens her hat and dress.  She peers at Victoria.

VICTORIA
Our marriage laws are oppressive, 
and we would be none the worse if 
all of them were repealed tomorrow.

Boos and hisses.

VICTORIA (CONT’D)
I have seen the utter misery 
resulting from legalized 
prostitution.  Thousands of poor, 
unresisting wives are yearly 
murdered, who stand in spirit-life 
looking down upon the sickly, half-
made-up children left behind, 
imploring humanity to sound this 
matter to the very bottom--and 
bring out into the daylight the 
sickening deformities that have so 
long been hidden by the screen of 
public opinion and the sham of 
morality. 

More shouts and boos.  Utica’s face reddens.

VICTORIA (CONT’D)
Marriage as it is practiced is 
purest slavery, administered under 
the dictum of the husband, often in 
direct opposition to the will and 
wish of the wife.  She has no 
control over her person, having 
been taught to “submit herself to 
her husband.”  The laws that 
support this oppression of a 
woman’s mind, body, and spirit must 
be overturned!

UTICA
‘Course you don’t want them laws! 
You got two husbands in one house!
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Gasps and hoots from the audience.  Victoria looks shocked.

VICTORIA
(slowly)

I took my first husband in, ladies 
and gentlemen, when he arrived on 
my doorstep last year near 
delirium.  He is the father of my 
idiot child, a human wreckage, born 
because I surrendered my body to a 
drunken man.  My heart was broken.

Rumbling in the audience.  Utica, feeling her oats now, 
glances about triumphantly.

UTICA
Why do you think your precious 
son’s an idiot? 

Catcalls from the audience.  Victoria signals for quiet.

VICTORIA
That is hardly to the point--

UTICA
You’re nothing but a champion for 
bastards and Nature’s mistakes!

Hisses and shouts.  A policeman arrives.

VICTORIA
(raising her voice)

How a person came into this world 
is a matter of no significance in 
considering his value.  

UTICA
But you DO know who really fathered 
your bastard child! 

The boos and hisses grow louder.  The policeman strides down 
to Utica, grabs her and tries to cover her mouth.

VICTORIA
For pity’s sake, I am speaking here 
for millions--

Utica jerks herself away from the policeman.

UTICA
I’ll tell y’all who it was!  
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VICTORIA
I am not here to defend myself 
against drunkards--

The policeman grabs Utica around the waist to remove her.

UTICA
Who says you didn’t get a kick out 
of it yourself?

VICTORIA
I am here to work with my brothers 
and sisters-- 

Utica smacks the policeman and scratches him in the face. 

UTICA
All the time knowin’ the father of 
your idiot boy’s the selfsame 
drunkard who brought you and me 
into the world! 

VICTORIA
It’s not true!

The confusion is great with boos and hisses.  People shout  
“Shame!”  The policeman carries Utica out, kicking and 
screaming.  She yells out her parting shot.

UTICA
I ain’t the fookin’ free lover!  
Arrest HER! 

James comes on stage, calls for quiet.  Victoria raises her 
arms.  The rumble lessens.  She speaks loudly, confidently.  

VICTORIA
Yes, I am a free lover. I have an 
inalienable, constitutional and 
natural right to love whom I may, 
to love as long or as short a 
period as I can, to change that 
love every day if I please, and 
with that right neither you nor any 
law you can frame have any right to 
interfere. 

Victoria leaves the stage.  More confusion:  boos and hisses 
amidst clapping, with groups who give her a standing ovation.

INT. WOODHULL MANSION - LATER 

Roxy, Victoria, and Tennessee stand arguing in the hallway.
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ROXY
Thank God I got me another 
daughter.  When Mary comes I’ll get 
some respect! 

TENNIE
Mary’s coming?  Why?

ROXY
Hard times, so I told her to.  
She’s bringing the children. 

VICTORIA 
Oh, my God.  

ROXY
What’s wrong with you?  We got a 
castle here!

Victoria goes up to her bedroom.  James sits in his chair.

JAMES
I’m so sorry about tonight.

Victoria sobs.  James goes to her, tries to comfort her.

EXT. WOODHULL MANSION - THE NEXT MORNING

Tilton rings the bell.   

INT. VICTORIA’S BEDROOM - THE SAME TIME

James and Victoria sit in their armchairs near the bed.

INT. FRONT DOOR - CONTINUOUS

Roxy answers.  Tilton steps forward a bit, Roxy bars his way.

ROXY
(yelling up the stairs)

Hey, Vickie, guess who’s here?  
Your pretty boy! 

INT. VICTORIA’S BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

VICTORIA
(to James)

How dare he come here!
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INT. FRONT DOOR - CONTINUOUS

ROXY
(still yelling up)

Let’s see if your Colonel has the 
brass of your father. 

(to Tilton)
My Buck’d knock you into the middle 
o’ next week!

INT. VICTORIA’S BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

James rises from his chair.

JAMES
I will tell him to go.

VICTORIA
I wouldn’t satisfy her. 

INT. WOODHULL MANSION - STAIRWAY - MOMENTS LATER

Victoria stands on the top landing, staring at Tilton.  Roxy 
stands at the open front door, blocking his way.

VICTORIA
I’d like some privacy, mother.

ROXY
Oh, you would, would you?

VICTORIA
Don’t start today.  Please leave.

Victoria descends the stairs.

ROXY
You’ll regret the day you spoke to 
me like this.  Just wait and see!

Roxy leaves in a huff.  Victoria reaches the lower floor.

VICTORIA
(approaching Tilton)

I would ask you to leave as well.

TILTON
I just want to say I’m truly sorry. 

VICTORIA
I don’t care what you feel.
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TILTON
That story about your father.  Was 
that true what Utica said?

VICTORIA
It’s none of your business, but 
yes, it was true.

TILTON
Oh, my God, Vickie.  I am so sorry.

VICTORIA
You’re tiring me, Theodore.  Why 
don’t you go home and apologize to 
your wife?  She’s suffering, too.

TILTON
Why do you say that?

VICTORIA
Because everyone knows it.

Tilton looks shocked, troubled.  He starts to speak, chokes a 
bit, regains his composure.

TILTON
Beecher.

VICTORIA
What?

TILTON
He’s your man.

VICTORIA
I told you, he won’t--

TILTON
He’s the cause of your troubles.

Victoria whitens, looks ready to faint. Tilton takes her arm.

TILTON (CONT’D)
Step outside.  Get some air.

Tilton closes the door.  Victoria leans against it.

VICTORIA
How could he?
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TILTON
He was furious, Vickie.  You wrote 
in your paper that certain famous 
preachers committed the very sins 
they preached against.  

VICTORIA
I wouldn’t have told on him.  I 
just want people to start to think 
for themselves.

TILTON
You revealed other names.  He got 
frightened, I’d even say terrified. 

VICTORIA
They were not my friends.

TILTON
They were your supporters.

VICTORIA
That’s different.

TILTON
Tell him that.  I tried, believe 
me. 

Tilton kisses her cheek and leaves.  She stands stunned.

INT. VICTORIA’S BEDROOM/FRONT DOOR - CONTINUOUS

James, in the chair by the window, watches Tilton leave and 
goes down.  He finds Victoria still standing at the door.

JAMES
Come in, darling.

James takes her into the parlor and sits her down.

INT. WOODHULL MANSION - PARLOR - CONTINUOUS

Victoria sits talking with James.

VICTORIA
That’s one thing I always thought I 
could count on.  My instincts.  
Mother always said I was psychic.  
I could read people, see their 
lives written on their faces.  All 
those years of traveling from place 
to place as a child.  
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I watched people.  Figured them 
out.  How could I have misread 
Beecher?  

JAMES
The ultimate trickster.  Jacob had 
nothing on him.

Victoria gazes at James with sadness in her eyes.

VICTORIA
Betrayal is as natural to humans as 
prayer.

James gazes back, doesn’t know what to say.

VICTORIA (CONT’D)
And my father--

JAMES
Stop, Vickie.

Victoria’s eyes fill with tears.

VICTORIA
Maybe he does know what he did. 
Maybe I can’t blame that devil 
whiskey.  I’ve told myself, over 
and over, he didn’t know, he 
doesn’t know.  

Roxy walks in.

ROXY
Nice husband you got.  Shows up 
when it’s over.

Victoria and James stare at Roxy.  James takes Victoria’s 
hand.

JAMES
Come on.  Go back and lie down.  
You didn’t sleep well last night.

ROXY
Think you can ignore me?  Well, 
think again!

They walk up the stairs.  Roxy storms out.

VICTORIA
Will you find Doyle today and tell 
him, so he’ll stop looking?
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JAMES
Yes, of course.

VICTORIA
I wish I didn’t have to go to 
Boston this weekend.  

James sits her down on the bed.  She holds onto his hands.

VICTORIA (CONT’D)
I don’t want to be President of the 
National Association of 
Spiritualists.  They believe in 
things.  I don’t know what I 
believe in anymore. 

JAMES
Just lie down, love.

Victoria lies down.  James gets a throw from the chaise and 
lays it on her.  He draws the shades.

VICTORIA
And if Mary comes and her family--
the next thing the rest of the clan 
will pile in.  It’ll be twenty-two 
people living here again!  

JAMES
I won’t let that happen.

VICTORIA
Oh James, I just can’t bear to see 
another soul. 

JAMES
I know.  Close your eyes.

James quietly closes the door, comes back down the steps. 
Roxy meets him.

ROXY
While you’re out today, find a new 
school for Zulu.

JAMES
Excuse me?

ROXY
(nasty)

Want me to repeat it?  OK, find her 
a new school!
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JAMES
Why?

ROXY
Headmistress don’t want her back.

JAMES
What did she do?

ROXY
It’s you and Vickie, you dumb cuss. 
Rape and sex and sodomy!  As bad as 
what’s in the Bible!  So they don’t 
want her around no more.

JAMES
When did this happen?

ROXY
Yesterday.  Little critter cried 
all the way home.  Finally had to 
give ‘er a slap!

JAMES
That wasn’t necessary, Roxy.

ROXY
We Claflin’s are from Homer, Ohio, 
Mister Colonel.  We’re hard-livin’, 
hard-workin’ people who don’t cry 
for nothin’, so don’t tell me!

James walks away, clenching his fists, obviously trying to 
control himself.  Roxy shouts after him.

ROXY (CONT’D)
Oh, and I told that uppity 
headmistress her fancy schoolin’ 
was no more than a puddle o’ piss.

EXT. TILTON HOME - FRONT GARDEN - LATER

Family members, except Lib, picnic beneath a tree.  Tilton 
walks up to Ralph.

TILTON 
Where is your mother?

Ralph glances at the house.
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INT. TILTON HOME - HALLWAY/BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

Tilton hears sounds upstairs, bounds up two steps at a time, 
throws opens the door.  Beecher, leaning over Lib who is 
lying on the settee, looks up.  Lib stifles a scream.

TILTON
You bastard! 

BEECHER
It’s not what you think.

TILTON
Not another word!  Out, now!

BEECHER
Theodore--

Tilton lunges at Beecher, grabs him by the collar.

TILTON
Are you DEAF?

Tilton shoves him out the door.  Lib curls up on the settee 
in tears.  Tilton storms back in and looms over her.

TILTON (CONT’D)
Are you sleeping with him?

Lib can’t speak for sobbing.  Tilton spits out his words.

TILTON (CONT’D)
Answer me!

Lib shakes her head no.

TILTON (CONT’D)
Yet he has the gall to come into 
our bedroom?

LIB
(between sobs)

I felt ill and came in.  He came 
by.  I guess they told him that, 
and, and, he looked for me.

TILTON
Don’t you dare lie to me!

Lib chokes on her sobs.

TILTON (CONT’D)
Have you ever had a affair with 
Beecher?
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Lib doesn’t answer.  Tilton clears her dresser with a sweep 
of his arm; combs and bric-a-brac go flying.  She stifles a 
scream.  He comes close, leans over her again, grabs her by 
the arm, and raises his free hand as if to strike her.

TILTON (CONT’D)
Did you fail to hear my question?

LIB
(frightened now)

It was--a long time ago.

Tilton strides away, turns and glares.

TILTON
I am trying not to hate you or hurt 
you right now!

LIB
I’m sorry.

THEODORE
When?  Exactly?

LIB
When you were campaigning.

THEODORE
Which campaign? 

LIB
(barely able to speak)

The, the nomination.  When you were 
running against Lincoln.

THEODORE
(pacing madly)

How dare you!?  It half killed me, 
speaking as I did, and you--you--

LIB
It’s not what you think.  We had a 
high religious love.  

TILTON
Don’t spew that Beecher bullshit on 
me!

Theodore grabs paper and a pen from a desk, thrusts it in 
front of her, then tries to calm down.

TILTON (CONT’D)
Write it down, Lib.
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LIB
(agonized)

Will you forgive me if I do?

TILTON
Don’t try to skip anything because 
I know it all.

LIB
(writes, her hand shaking)

I should never have told her.

TILTON
Who?

LIB
Elizabeth Cady Stanton.  But she is 
so wise and kind, I thought she 
might--might know someone--

TILTON
(leads her on)

You had to confide in someone.

LIB
(tries to hold back tears)

Yes, when he--gave me the money  
for--for--the procedure, I was-- 

TILTON
That mongrel!  How could he ask 
that of you?

LIB
(writing, sobbing)

But none of it was any use.  Not 
even Elizabeth--because I--I just 
lost the baby. 

Lib looks up, but Tilton is gone.  

EXT. TILTON HOME - BACK YARD - CONTINUOUS

Tilton runs out the back door, nearly tripping down the 
steps, and vomits in the bushes.

EXT. GRAND CENTRAL STATION - EARLY EVENING - TWO NIGHTS LATER

Victoria looks out the window, as the train pulls into the 
station.  The glass has turned into a mirror in the dark.  
She stares at her REFLECTION.  Everyone exits, she gets up. 
Tennessee sees her in the distance and scurries towards her.
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TENNESSEE
(hugs Victoria)

Vickie! I was beginning to think 
you stayed in Boston.

VICTORIA
Not likely.

The two walk from the platform into the station hall.

INT. GRAND CENTRAL STATION - CONTINUOUS

General hubbub.  Porters carry valises, gripsacks, hatboxes, 
and steamer rugs.  Vendors hawk newspapers and basket snacks.

TENNESSEE
You survived.

VICTORIA
More or less.

TENNESSEE
James is still trying to make 
headway at the office.  I said I’d 
come for you.  Let’s eat out.

VICTORIA
I should go home.

TENNESSEE
Nonsense.  No “should’s” please. 
We’re having a nice, quiet dinner.

EXT. GRAND CENTRAL STATION - MOMENTS LATER

CHARLIE, 50s, their driver, waits outside.  The station, just 
newly built, is magnificent.  It is trimmed in white painted 
cast iron and topped with distinctive domes.  He opens the 
door of their CARRIAGE, a handsome vehicle pulled by TWO 
WHITE HORSES. 

CHARLIE
Lovely to see you, Miss Vickie.

VICTORIA
You’re sweet, Charlie.

TENNESSEE
Take us to Delmonico’s.

CHARLIE
Yes, ma-am.
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INT. WOODHULL CARRIAGE - MOMENTS LATER

Charlie drives the carriage through the streets of New York.  
Two young boys jump on the back for a free ride.

TENNESSEE
So, more or less, eh?  What did 
that mean?

VICTORIA
The spiritualists were lovely, you 
know that.  I just felt a distance. 
Like my body was there, but I 
wasn’t.  My spirit was gone.

TENNESSEE
(laughs)

You should’ve had them locate it.

VICTORIA
(staring out)

It wouldn’t go away, this painful 
uncertainty.  What was I going to 
say to them?  Then, standing before 
that audience, I was seized by, I 
don’t know, an overwhelming gust of 
inspiration. 

TENNESSEE
And?

VICTORIA
They come to me.

TENNESSEE
I hadn’t noticed.

VICTORIA
(focused, misses irony)

From where, I don’t know.  From 
some power stronger than I am.  And 
I poured out the simple facts of 
the Beecher and Tilton scandal.  

TENNESSEE
Oh my.

VICTORIA
They say I used some wicked words.

TENNESSEE
Mama would’ve been proud.
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They sit in silence as the carriage rumbles down the street.  
Victoria gazes out the window, looks up at the clouds.

VICTORIA
It must have been my spirit guide, 
come to me in my time of need.

The carriage pulls to a stop.  Charlie opens the door.

INT. DELMONICO’S RESTAURANT - MANHATTAN - A SHORT TIME LATER

Victoria and Tennessee sit at an elegant table, with white 
linen cloths. JACQUES, 30s, the waiter, comes with the menus.

JACQUES
Dinner for three?

TENNESSEE
I doubt James will make it.  Just 
us tonight.  Two soups to start.

JACQUES
I beg your pardon, Miss Claflin--

VICTORIA
(looks up)

The usual, Jacques.  Tomato.

Jacques coughs nervously.

JACQUES
Not the soup, uh, it’s the time. 
It’s after six.

TENNESSEE
Oh, and we lack a gentleman!

Jacques nods and smiles.

VICTORIA
Bring the soup, Jacques.

Jacques appears nervous.  He leaves the table.  The owner, 
STEPHEN, 60s, in a stiff collar, appears.

STEPHEN
Mrs. Woodhull, I am very sorry, but 
we cannot serve you.  The rules--

VICTORIA
Can be broken.  You’re the owner.
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STEPHEN
The custom then. 

Stephen laughs stiffly, tries to make light of the situation.

STEPHEN (CONT’D)
You know what they say--not you, of 
course--but women on the loose are 
loose women.

Victoria glares at him, looks at Tennie, tilts her head 
towards the door.  Tennie gets the message, goes to the door.

STEPHEN (CONT’D)
I certainly do not wish to lose 
your patronage, Mrs. Woodhull.

Tennessee waves and calls out to Charlie.

TENNESSEE
Get off your box and come in here.

Charlie sees Tennessee waving, hurries down from his seat, 
follows her inside to the table.  People stare as they pass. 

TENNEESEE
Have a seat, Charlie.  So happy you 
could join us.

Charlie sits, confused. 

VICTORIA
Soup for three, Stephen.

TENNESSEE
Make it turtle soup for our 
chaperone. (looks to Charlie) 
You’ll love it!

Stephen leaves in a flutter.  Tennessee points to the menu.

TENNESSEE (CONT’D)
And I recommend the roast turkey 
with truffles.

Charlie, still confused, raises his eyebrows.

TENNESSEE (CONT’D)
A new thing Stephen started, 
Charlie.  It’s called a la carte!  

Victoria unwraps her silverware, flips her napkin onto her 
lap and smiles.
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VICTORIA
Imagine.  I haven’t even eaten, yet 
suddenly I feel much better.

EXT. CENTRAL PARK - LATER THAT EVENING

Victoria and James walk arm in arm past other strollers.

JAMES
That step was political suicide.

VICTORIA
You talk as if I actually decided, 
James.  It just came over me.

JAMES
(laughs)

When you’re President, do you think 
the public will like to hear sort 
of thing?

VICTORIA
Hmm... My great visions or Grant’s 
gross lies.  What do you think?

James laughs.

JAMES
It’s funny, there was hardly a word 
about it in the New York papers.  
Beecher must have squelched it.

VICTORIA
Hardly anything in Boston either.  
One writer simply said I had 
slandered a clergyman.  Another 
called the speech obnoxious.

JAMES
So what are you plans now? 

VICTORIA
You must know I was ready to 
withdraw from the race after all 
this with Utica--and then Tilton 
telling me about Beecher.  

JAMES
I was afraid I’d lost my plucky 
girl!  Your mother blames me for 
your collapse, you know.
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VICTORIA
I just felt like I was in hell.

JAMES
Until that gust of inspiration.

VICTORIA
Yes.

JAMES
So where does that leave you now? 

VICTORIA
Don’t laugh.

JAMES
I wouldn’t.

VICTORIA
I feel as if I am in heaven. 

JAMES
(pulling her closer)

Because you are here with me.

VICTORIA
Yes, darling.  And because the 
worst is over.

JAMES
What do we do in heaven?

VICTORIA
I had no idea.  Then it came to me 
tonight in Delmonico’s.

JAMES
Another gust of inspiration!

VICTORIA
Exactly.  I don’t have to win a big 
election, James.

JAMES
(whispers)

We’ll keep that a secret.

VICTORIA
(smiles)

I just have to fight the daily 
battles.

James kisses her on the head and laughs.
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JAMES
Like getting the tomato soup.

They continue walking along and stop in front of the 
Metropolitan Museum of Art, overcome by its beauty.

JAMES (CONT’D)
Victoria, your life is just like 
this building.  Monumental.

INT. TILTON HOME - NEXT MORNING

Lib comes into the parlor, shakes Theodore, asleep on a sofa.

LIB
Theodore!  We must take the 
children to church.

THEODORE
I’m not going.

LIB
We have never not gone to church. 
What would we tell them?

THEODORE
I can’t think this early!

LIB
There is nothing to think about! 
Life must go on.  

THEODORE
Really?  

LIB
Can’t you at least understand how 
it could happen?

THEODORE
I can’t, Lib.  You are my wife!  
The mother of my children!  And to 
think you were with child--

LIB
I’ve been punished enough.  God 
took that child.

THEODORE
As well he should have!

Lib, devastated by the remark, leaves the room.
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INT. WOODHULL MANSION - ZULU’S BEDROOM - SAME TIME

Zulu sits with her mother in a beautiful pink and lace little 
girl’s Victorian bedroom, with dolls and doll houses.

VICTORIA
You’re getting a bit grown-up for 
these dolls, aren’t you, dear?

ZULU
Yes, Mama.

VICTORIA
You miss your friends at school.

ZULU
Yes, I do.

VICTORIA
How about we take a trip, you and 
me?  We can go on a train and stop 
in some towns.  See how people are 
doing and how we can help them. 
What do you think?

ZULU
(hugs Victoria)

I think you are the best mother in 
the world!  Will Aunt Tennie come?

VICTORIA
She’s not one to miss the fun.

INT. PLYMOUTH CHURCH - SAME TIME

Beecher walks up the aisle to the sound of swelling organ 
music.  He stops and strokes the head of a boy.  He then sits 
in a large upholstered chair, tosses his felt hat under the 
table, unbuttons his cloak and throws it off his shoulders. 

Lib and Theodore walk up the steps towards the church 
vestibule.  Their children dawdle behind them.  Tilton stops.

LIB
But the children expect it.  How 
will you explain?

TILTON
I won’t.  We’ll just sit elsewhere.

LIB
But that is our pew.  People will 
talk.
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TILTON
You expect too much, Lib.

LIB
We must come in here as a family as 
we always do!  And you must ask God 
to show you the way to forgive me.

Theodore sighs. Lib turns.

LIB (CONT’D)
Come along, children.

Lib walks to the front with the children.  Tilton follows.

INT. WOODHULL MANSION - ZULU’S BEDROOM - SAME TIME

VICTORIA
Very well, let’s pack your things.

Victoria takes a small trunk from the closet and opens it on 
the bed.  Excited, they gather clothes and fill the trunk.  
At the last minute, Zulu grabs a doll and puts it in.

INT. PLYMOUTH CHURCH - SAME TIME

Beecher stands at the altar, impressively dramatic, in his 
cavernous church.  The sea of parishioners sits rapt.  Doyle 
sits in the last row.

BEECHER
Her tongue is like the bended bow 
that sends a silver shaft of 
flattering words.  

Beecher glances down at Lib.  Their eyes lock.

FLASHBACKS INTERSPERSED WITH PRESENT - LIB’S BEDROOM/CHURCH                                                 

INT. TILTON HOME - LIB’S BEDROOM - YEARS BEFORE

Beecher kisses Lib passionately, pushes her down on her bed.
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INT. CHURCH - CONTINUOUS

BEECHER (CON’T)
Her eyes shall cheat three, her 
dress shall beguile thee, her 
beauty is a trap, her sighs are 
baits, her words are lures, her 
love is poisonous.  Her flattery is 
the spider’s web spread for thee.  
Oh!  Trust not thy heart nor thy 
ear with Delilah!  

Tilton glances at Lib, sees how she’s staring at Beecher. 
With a fierce light in his eye, Tilton grasps Lib’s arm and 
squeezes so hard she winces.

THEODORE
(whispering hoarsely)

You think I’m a fool?

Tilton climbs out of the pew past several parishioners.  Lib 
quiets FLORENCE, 12, who questions and looks worried.  The 
three-year-old whimpers.  People watch, as does Beecher 
momentarily.  Beecher then raises his voice to a shout.

BEECHER
Trust the sea with thy tiny boat, 
trust the fickle wind, trust the 
changing skies of April, trust the 
miser’s generosity, the tyrant’s 
mercy; but ah!  Simple man, trust 
not thyself near the artful woman!

INT. LIB’S BEDROOM 

As we hear the last line of his sermon, Beecher rides Lib in 
missionary position and howls like an animal as he reaches 
his climax.  

INT. VANDERBILT MANSION - PARLOR - SAME TIME

A servant delivers a tray of coffee and sweet cakes. 
Vanderbilt opens the paper and reads the headline: THE 
WOODHULL HEADS WEST TODAY.  Vanderbilt stands and calls to 
the servant, who has reached the door.

VANDERBILT
Tell the Butler I want my carriage!
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INT. GRAND CENTRAL STATION - LATER

Victoria and Tennessee stand talking with James.  Zulu 
wanders around, bumping into people as she stares at the 
soaring dome of glass and iron, glowing in the morning sun.

JAMES
(kissing them goodbye)

Have a splendid time.

VICTORIA
(winks)

We’ll try to survive in second 
class.

JAMES
Just this time, girls.  I’ll keep 
the presses rolling.  Karl Marx’s 
Manifesto will be set for print 
when you get back. 

TENNESSEE
Corporate greed.  Wolves, every one 
of ‘em.

JAMES
Ours will be the first American 
publication of his treatise.

VICTORIA
Isn’t it wonderful we’ve found 
ourselves again?

TENNESSEE
I don’t get lost, Vickie.  Speak 
for yourself.

EXT. VANDERBILT MANSION - SAME TIME

A carriage waits with two black horses, a COACHMAN, 40s, and 
a FOOTMAN, 20s.  Vanderbilt approaches.

VANDERBILT
(to the coachman)

The Woodhull house.  If the girls 
aren’t there, take me right to 
Vanderbilt Avenue.

Vanderbilt hands the footman some pennies.

VANDERBILT (CONT’D)
Throw ‘em to the boys.
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The carriage takes off.  Street boys try to hop on the 
carriage. The footman stops them but throws them the pennies.

EXT. PLYMOUTH CHURCH - SAME TIME

Doyle waits for the last leave-taking of parishioners, 
approaches Beecher.

DOYLE
Excuse me, Reverend Beecher.  I’m 
from the Tribune.  Riveting sermon. 

BEECHER
Thank you, sir.

DOYLE
I was wondering.  There hasn’t been 
much in the paper about it.  I’d 
like to know what you think of the 
apparent slander that--

BEECHER
(nonchalantly)

Oh, you mean, Victoria Woodhull’s?

DOYLE
Yes.  And whether you intend to 
refute the charges.

BEECHER
(dismissive)

I wouldn’t take the trouble.  I 
think it’s simple blackmail.  She 
wanted me to preside at that free 
love meeting of hers and I 
wouldn’t, so she came down on this 
Tilton thing.

DOYLE
Do you think your congregation will 
pursue the case?

BEECHER
(shocked by the question)

Not a bit of it.  Now, if you’ll 
excuse me, I have many things to 
attend to.

INT. GRAND CENTRAL STATION - SAME TIME

A WHISTLE announces the next train. Zulu runs back and pulls 
on her mother’s coat.
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ZULU
Let’s go!

They kiss James goodbye and walk towards the train platform.

EXT. TRAIN STATION - SAME TIME

Vanderbilt’s carriage pulls up to station.  The coachman 
opens the door, Vanderbilt gets out, motions to the footman 
to follow him.  They walk quickly to the train shed and start 
to look down the twelve elevated platforms. 

Vanderbilt spots the girls near a back car on Track 4. 

VANDERBILT
(to footman)

Go get ‘em.

The footman runs.  Vanderbilt speaks to the CONDUCTOR, 50s.

VANDERBILT (CONT’D)
Hold the train.

CONDUCTOR
(nodding)

Yes, Colonel.

Victoria, Tennessee, Zulu and the footman meet Vanderbilt.

TENNESSEE
Come to kiss me goodbye?

VANDERBILT
(laughs)

Of course . . . and to see that you 
ride in the manner to which you are 
accustomed.

VICTORIA
That’s so kind of you, Cornelius,  
but we’ll be fine.

VANDERBILT
Nonsense, Vickie!  I wouldn’t even 
own this railroad if it weren’t for 
your tip. (to footman) I was on one 
damn downslide, believe it or not!

Vanderbilt slaps the footman on the back.

VANDERBILT (CONT’D)
Never give up, my man, never give 
up!  Look at this beauty. 
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Vanderbilt points to the train car beside them.  It is plum-
colored and stenciled with gilt and silver.

VANDERBILT (CONT’D)
(to the girls)

In you go.  That’s my Italian 
Renaissance car.

Zulu looks in the window.

VANDERBILT (CONT’D)
Unless, Zulu, you’d prefer the 
Chinese Dynasty or Ancient 
Egyptian?  

ZULU
This looks pretty.

Vanderbilt and the girls go in.  The interior is ebony and 
other rare woods, carved in ornate decorative patterns and 
edged with brass.   A PARLOR MAID, 20s, takes their coats. 

VANDERBILT
(to the parlor maid)

Send the secretary for Mrs. 
Woodhull.  And show her daughter 
our library car.  

The girls sink into plush velvet seats.  Vanderbilt smiles 
and points to the empty seat.

VANDERBILT (CONT’D)
This one’s for your spirit guide, 
Vickie.  Least I could do. (bows) 

TENNESSEE
He’ll enjoy the ride.

VANDERBILT
Heard anything from him lately?

VICTORIA
I have actually.  He said watch out 
for Jay Gould and the gold market.

Vanderbilt nods, knowingly.

VANDERBILT
Good day, my darlings.

Vanderbilt gets off, then looks in the window where they are 
seated.  Tennessee and Vanderbilt kiss through the glass.
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INT. TILTON HOME - LATER

Beecher speaks with Tilton’s older daughter, Florence.  She 
tiptoes and reaches up to his ear.  Beecher moves past 
Florence up the stairs.

BEECHER
I am sure I can be of assistance. 

Beecher enters the bedroom to see Lib lying on the bed as if 
in a trance, her hands palm to palm as if in prayer.

BEECHER (CONT’D)
Lib, dear.

Lib does not move.

LIB
He knows, Henry. 

BEECHER
Excuse me?

LIB
I signed a confession. 

BEECHER
Good God, Lib!  What did you sign?  
What did you say?!

Lib opens her eyes.

LIB
Theodore made me. I was ill, and 
under a lot of pressure.  I thought 
it would solve everything. 

BEECHER
But if you charged me with doing 
improper things, you know that is 
not true!

LIB
(crying)

Yes, but what can I do?

BEECHER
(pacing)

You can take it back! 

LIB
I can, but only if it does not 
injure my husband.
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BEECHER
You must give me a written 
retraction of that charge!  Look 
what I would lose, Lib--my church, 
my livelihood, my reputation.  I’ve 
worked so hard for others, you know 
that.  Why did he make you do this?

LIB
Promise you will not harm him.

BEECHER
Of course, of course.  Come, Lib.  
Please.

Beecher helps her to her desk, hands her a paper and pen.

BEECHER (CONT’D)
Now, dear, just write what I say.

Lib writes as Beecher speaks, haltingly.

BEECHER (CONT’D)
Wearied by requests from my 
husband, and weakened by sickness, 
I wrote a letter accusing my 
friend, Henry Ward Beecher, of 
improper advances.  This letter I 
now revoke.  I regret writing it 
and recant all its statements.  
Signed, E.R.T.

LIB
I will add a postcript.

Lib reads aloud as she writes.

LIB (CONT’D)
Mr. Beecher has always treated me 
in a manner befitting a Christian 
and a gentleman.

Lib hands the letter to Beecher.

BEECHER
(clearly shaken)

Thank you, Lib. 

Beecher kisses her forehead, walks to the door, turns to Lib.

BEECHER (CONT’D)
I would have killed myself if that 
got out.
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MONTAGE: VICTORIA, WITH ZULU AND TENNIE AT HER SIDE, SPEAKS 
TO HUGE, CHEERING CROWDS, DESPITE POCKETS OF PEOPLE HISSING 
AND JEERING.  IN TOWN AFTER TOWN PEOPLE COME UNDER THE MAGIC 
SPELL OF HER INSIGHT, ELOQUENCE AND DETERMINATION: 

“My judges preach against free love openly, practice it 
secretly.”

“Women have no government. Men have organized a government, 
and they maintain it to the utter exclusion of women.”

“While others prayed for the good time coming, I worked for 
it.”

Interspersed between speeches, NEWSPAPER HEADLINES read: 
“Victoria Reigns,” “Her Truth Shall Set Us Free,” “A Woman 
Who is One of Us.”

TITLE: THREE WEEKS LATER

EXT. WOODHULL MANSION - FRONT DOOR - MORNING 

A police wagon pulls up to the curb.  A policeman goes to the 
door, rings the bell.  Buck, in a velvet robe, answers.

BUCK
Well, looky here, Roxy, we got an 
important visitor.

Roxy, also in a velvet robe, hurries to the door.

POLICEMAN
We’re looking for Mr. Blood, Mrs. 
Woodhull and Miss Claflin.

ROXY
Well, ain’t that funny, so are we. 
Mr. Blood, the cold-blooded cad, is 
gone already.  Gets out before 
we’re even up.  Ya’ ask me, that’s 
rude.

POLICEMAN
And the ladies?

ROXY
Traipsin’ all over creation, 
talking about somethin’.  Should be 
back today, if they keep their 
promise.  On the two o’clock train. 
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POLICEMAN
Thank you, Mrs.--

ROXY
Claflin, if ya’d bothered to ask. 

BUCK
And I’m the mister.  I’d like to 
know why you’re lookin’ for ‘em.

POLICEMAN
(walking away)

No you wouldn’t.

INT. WOODHULL MANSION - CONTINUOUS

Buck closes the door and turns to Roxy.

BUCK
You are one stupid woman for 
telling that cop where to find ‘em.

ROXY
And you are one stupid man if you 
don’t think I know just what I’m 
doin’. 

EXT. GRAND CENTRAL STATION - TRAIN PLATFORM - SAME DAY

Two policemen wait for the two o’clock train. Roxy and Buck 
arrive also on the platform.  Buck is in disguise, wearing 
overalls, boots and an old hat.  They go two different ways. 
Roxy walks towards the policemen, stops and curtsies.

ROXY
A pleasure to meet you once again.

Roxy stands near the track as the train pulls in.  She 
watches Buck get on it; he nods to her.  People exit.  Buck 
pokes his head out and nods again.  Roxy ambles towards a 
TRAIN GUARD, 30s, money in her hand.

ROXY (CONT’D)
(hands money and whispers)

$100 to say you never seen my 
daughter on this train.  Just 
follow my lead. 

The train guard grins and pockets the money.  Roxy waits, 
pacing up and down.
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ROXY (CONT’D)
(to policemen)

Didn’t I say those bitches might 
not be back?!  Sick ‘n tired of it!

Roxy yells out to the train guard.

ROXY (CONT’D)
Sir, was my daughter on that train?

The guard walks towards Roxy.  The policemen listen.

TRAIN GUARD
What does she look like, ma’am?

ROXY
She’s Victoria Woodhull, sir.  You 
know what she looks like.  She’s in 
the paper all the time.

TRAIN GUARD
I’m sorry, ma’am, Victoria Woodhull 
was not on that train.

Roxy storms off past the policemen, shouting.

ROXY
God dammit to hell!

The policemen trail after her, discouraged.

EXT. COOPER INSTITUTE - NEW YORK CITY - SAME EVENING

A windy, rainy night.  A PLACARD outside reads: “The Naked 
Truth” by Victoria Woodhull.  Tonight, 7 PM.

A strong police presence.  They are prepared to arrest 
Victoria if she appears.  They make a CONTINUAL ANNOUNCEMENT 
to the people who enter:  “The lecture is cancelled.”  People 
pay no attention, enter the hall anyway, closing umbrellas, 
shaking off the rain.

By 7 PM, three thousand people are waiting.  A female 
ANNOUNCER takes the stage.

ANNOUNCER
We’re very, very sorry that Mrs. 
Woodhull could not be with us 
tonight due to unforeseen 
circumstances.
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The people boo. As the announcer speaks, a small, bent-over 
woman with a scarf on her head and a shawl over her shoulders 
moves towards the stage.  She carries a large old satchel.  
People nearby giggle at her strange appearance and behavior.

The old woman rushes onto the stage and sheds her disguise: 
scarf, hat, shawl, and dress.  Victoria stands there with the 
clothes at her feet, her hair in disarray.  She raises her 
arms; the audience roars.  When they quiet down, she begins.

VICTORIA
Thank you, ladies and gentlemen.  I 
am so happy to he here to tell you 
the naked truth. 

Much noise and yelling.  One voice can be heard over the 
rest:  “Let’s hear it, Victoria!”

VICTORIA (CONT’D)
Certain esteemed men are working 
very hard to keep me quiet, but I 
tell you there is not enough money 
in New York City to purchase my 
silence. 

More yelling.  Comstock, in the back, argues vehemently with 
a MARSHALL, 50s.  People nearby, straining to hear Victoria, 
make faces at him and tell him to hush.

COMSTOCK
You need to arrest that woman!

MARSHALL
Simmer down, Mister, she’s not 
goin’ anywhere.  I wanna hear what 
she has to say.

VICTORIA
I know of one man, a public teacher 
of eminence, who consorts with the 
wife of another public teacher of 
almost equal eminence.

COMSTOCK
She she no right to speak!

MARSHALL
Shut your mouth, or I will put you 
in that carriage right now and lock 
the door!

Comstock obeys, but paces, fuming.
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INT. PATTY THE PIG’S ALEHOUSE - MANHATTAN - SAME TIME

Beecher and LUTHER CHALLIS, 50s, with white hair and a 
goatee, enter a raucous alehouse filled with the wail of a 
fiddle and the tinker of a cheap piano, which accompany the 
whooperups, the inferior, noisy singers. 

CHALLIS
I’d say they’re just about 
finished.

BEECHER
Who?

CHALLIS
My friends.

BEECHER
With what?

CHALLIS
Their dinner.

Beecher looks around, sees a vacant table near the fireplace.

BEECHER
There’s a seat by the fire! 

CHALLIS
You got connections with the Lord?

They remove their raincoats and sit down.  Challis calls to a 
nearby buxom barmaid.

CHALLIS (CONT’D)
Two whiskies! 

Challis takes out his pocket watch and looks at it.

CHALLIS (CONT’D)
Yes, I’d say so, just about 
finished with the bread and water.

Beecher looks confused, thinks for a moment, then laughs.

BEECHER
So they’re jailed again!

CHALLIS
You’re slow tonight, Beecher.  
You’d catch on quicker if you 
weren’t so half-rats drunk.
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The barmaid places down the whiskies.  Beecher touches her 
rear end. 

BEECHER
Want to hook it with me later?

The barmaid laughs and slaps his hand.

CHALLIS
She’d be a bit of a romp, that one.

They clink glasses and drink.

CHALLIS (CONT’D)
Gotta be a clergyman’s daughter.  

Beecher laughs. Challis takes cigars from his pocket, offers 
one to Beecher.  Challis takes a cedar spill, leans over to 
the fire for a light.

CHALLIS (CONT’D)
You’re a brilliant bastard, 
Beecher.  A libel suit.  Don’t know 
how I didn’t think of it.

BEECHER
Maybe because you’re guilty.

The two laugh heartily.  

CHALLIS
It’ll be a good circus.  Two 
stockbrokers in the ring! 

BEECHER
Satan and Mrs. Satan. 

CHALLIS
I hate those jokes, Reverend. 
Teased all my life about that name 
Luther. 

BEECHER
Meant no harm. (beat) But just a 
word of advice.  Best not to fill 
young girls up with wine and have 
your way with them.

CHALLIS
Oh please, Beecher.  That one was 
the jammiest bit o’ jam!
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INT. COOPER INSTITUTE - MANHATTAN - LATER THAT EVENING

VICTORIA
I would say in conclusion that they 
may succeed in crushing me, even to 
the loss of my life; but let me 
warn them and you that from the 
ashes of my body a thousand 
Victoria’s shall spring, to avenge 
my death by seizing the work I have 
laid down and carrying it forward 
to victory.

Victoria leaves the stage, walks down the aisle to thunderous 
applause.  In the lobby she passes close by ANNIE WOOD, 60s, 
a MADAM dressed to the hilt.  Victoria takes her hands.

VICTORIA (CONT’D)
So kind of you to come, Annie. 

Annie pulls her hands away and whispers to Victoria.

ANNIE
Please don’t recognize me here, 
Mrs. Woodhull!  It would ruin my 
business.

Victoria gazes at Annie for a moment, then exits and 
surrenders herself to the police, who hold open the carriage 
door.  John tries to comfort Isabella, who weeps bitterly.

Victoria enters the carriage, sits down and waves goodbye to 
all the people gathered on the sidewalk.  The carriage pulls 
away.  All is silent but for the rumble of wheels and the 
click of horses’ hooves on cobblestones.

INT. CANAL STREET JAIL - MANHATTAN - NEXT DAY

Victoria and Doyle sit talking.  Canal Street Jail is larger 
than Ludlow, cleaner and brighter.

DOYLE
I’m sorry you’re here again, but I 
have to say that was some night! 
When you dropped that dress--

VICTORIA
My father gave me the idea.

DOYLE
And what a speech!
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VICTORIA
Pretty much what I gave in Boston.  

DOYLE
Unforgettable, really.  

VICTORIA
Thanks.

DOYLE
But down to business.  Tell me 
about the night of the rape.

VICTORIA
Well, speaking of disguises, we 
were at a masked ball.

FLASHBACK - INT. VICTORIAN MANSION BALLROOM

Victoria and Tennessee mingle and overhear TWO MASKED MEN.

MASKED MAN 
Who’s been invited?

MASKED MAN TWO
(laughing)

The best men and the worst women.

INT. CANAL STREET JAIL - CONTINUOUS

VICTORIA
I heard him say that.  So I found 
out who he was.  Luther Challis.  I 
tried to keep near him to hear 
more.  But then he was gone for a 
while.  Next thing I saw him waving 
around that bloody finger, his 
token of virginity. 

DOYLE
Despicable.

VICTORIA
I wanted to rip his eyes out.  We 
tore through that house looking for 
the girl.  Tennie found her.  We 
took her home.
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FLASHBACK - INT. VICTORIAN MANSION STAIRWAY

Victoria and Tennie help a beaten, distraught young girl down 
some back stairs.

INT. CANAL STREET JAIL - CONTINUOUS

Tennessee walks in.

VICTORIA
Glad you could join us.

TENNESSEE
We got the papers out--5600 issues.  
The Woodhull and Claflin Weekly 
rises again!

VICTORIA
Outstanding.  How many drops?

TENNESSEE
Twenty-seven this time.

Tennessee plops down on a bed covered with a rubber sheet.

TENNESSEE (CONT’D)
This is softer than the other one!

VICTORIA
That’s 207 per newsboy.  

Tennessee leans back and puts her feet up.

DOYLE
(to Victoria)

How’d you do that so quickly?

TENNESSEE
That’s Victoria’s secret.

DOYLE
Amazing.

TENNESSEE
So what are we in jail for now?

VICTORIA
Luther Challis is calling it libel.

TENNESSEE
That son of a bitch.
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DOYLE
It’ll be your word against his.

TENNESSEE
One of New York’s best men against 
two of her worst women.  Should be 
interesting.  Who you gonna bet on? 

DOYLE
(winks at Tennessee)

The bewitching stockbrokers.

TENNESSEE
(laughs)

Make that a headline.

INT. SUFFRAGETTE OFFICE - MANHATTAN - SAME DAY

A group of women sit around a table, among whom are Susan B. 
Anthony and Elizabeth Cady Stanton.  Isabella enters.  

ISABELLA
I need to speak with you.

SUSAN
We follow an agenda.  You can’t 
just barge in and expect--

ISABELLA
It’s urgent, Susan.

SUSAN
I am sure it’s about Victoria, and 
we do not wish to get involved. 
Isn’t that correct, ladies?

General nods of approval.

ISABELLA
(pleading)

Elizabeth?

ELIZABETH
It’s very difficult, Isabella, at 
this time.  Surely you understand--

ISABELLA
It’s very difficult for Victoria, 
too!  She hasn’t the money to get 
out of jail.  You have to help her!

ELIZABETH
She’s a wealthy woman, dear.
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ISABELLA
I’m telling you she has no money!

SUSAN
How do you know that?

ISABELLA
I just do.

SUSAN
You would be wise to check your 
sources.

ISABELLA
Susan, ladies, Victoria gave over 
$100,000 to this organization.  The 
very least you could do--

SUSAN
(glares at Isabella)

That will be all.

ISABELLA
(glaring back)

I am writing a memoir.  It’s called 
“A Mother’s Letter to a Daughter on 
Women’s Suffrage.”  Don’t think I 
won’t tell her all about you!

Susan looks over the rim of her glasses and smirks.

ISABELLA (CONT’D)
Smirk all you want, Susan.  I can 
do that, too.  Especially when I 
think of the title of your weekly 
ramblings, “The Revolution.”  Huh! 
You wouldn’t know a revolution if 
it bit you on the arse!

INT. CANAL STREET JAIL - SAME TIME

WILLIAM HOWE, 43, is New York’s most famous and colorful 
trial lawyer, flamboyantly dressed, with diamonds all over 
his fingers.  He leans against the cell door.

TENNESSEE
Kinda boring, eh, next to murderers 
and gangs of thugs?

HOWE
Not so.  It’ll be quite a challenge 
just to get you out of here.  
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VICTORIA
What do you mean?

HOWE
Turns out it’s rather complicated.  
Libel has a way of expanding into 
other charges, which brings your 
bail bond to $60,000 as of today.

Victoria and Tennesse are flabbergasted. 

TENNESSEE
We don’t have that kind of money!

HOWE
Look to your assets, ladies.

Victoria puts her hands to her temples, thinks.

VICTORIA
Sell everything.

TENNESSE
Oh, no, Vickie!

HOWE
Don’t have much choice.  That damn 
prosecutor wouldn’t give an inch. 
He’s one of Beecher’s parishioners.

VICTORIA
How could a man who has done so 
much to abolish slavery, go this 
far to enslave two women?

HOWE
And one man.

VICTORIA
They’ve got James, too?  He isn’t 
even listed as a publisher.

HOWE
That’s just what I’m talking about. 
The charges mount.  He ran the 
presses, correct?

VICTORIA
Sometimes.
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HOWE
OK.  So you push this Beecher 
against the wall, and just like the 
mafia I represent, he’ll push you 
back, to hell and beyond. 

TENNESSEE
So why should we bother getting 
out?  Aren’t we safer in here?

HOWE
My time is money.  Up to you if you 
want to spend it on philosophy.

VICTORIA
Can you arrange the sales for me?  
Including my house?

HOWE
Of course.

TENNESSEE
Oh, Vickie, I love that house. 

VICTORIA
I do, too.

TENNESSEE
Those parties.  How about when Walt 
Whitman came just to have a look at 
us?  And remember that Christmas? 

FLASHBACK - WOODHULL MANSION

Victoria’s home is lavishly decorated for the holidays with 
an enormous and gorgeous tree.  Victoria, clearly blissful, 
circles the floor in a waltz with Theodore Tilton.

INT. CANAL STREET JAIL - CONTINUOUS

HOWE
The ticker doesn’t stop for 
reminiscence either.

VICTORIA
Empty the house and sell 
everything.

HOWE
I’ll save you some clothes.  You’ll 
need them for the good times we’ll 
be having in the courthouse. 
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VICTORIA
Maybe my portrait will cover your 
first bill.

HOWE
More than that, I’d say.  You’re 
moving up in the art world.

VICTORIA
How so?

HOWE
I read in the paper today they’re 
making a wax figure of you for the 
Bowery Museum.  You’ll be writhing 
in hell in Dante’s Inferno.  

(winks)
You’re my kind of client.

TENNESSEE
Was that a joke?

HOWE
No, it’s true.  And you might be 
next there with her.  The same 
article claimed she had a sister 
who exceeded her in indecencies.

VICTORIA
Finally, the press gets it right.

TENNESSEE
Oh, Vickie, you know that’s not 
true!

HOWE
How terribly disappointing.

Howe opens the cell door and leaves.

TITLE:  THREE WEEKS LATER - LATE EVENING

Victoria, Tennessee, and James, looking worse for the wear, 
trudge down the street.  James carries the luggage which Howe 
brought their clothes in, as promised.  Victoria carries the 
satchel she had the night she was arrested.  People stare.

VICTORIA
It’s late.  Let’s just find a place 
to sleep for the night.
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JAMES
Good.  Last person I want to see is 
Roxy.  What was she thinking, 
bringing charges against me?  As if 
we don’t have trouble enough.

TENNESSEE
Probably hates the hovel she’s 
living in.  Thinks you have money 
hidden somewhere. 

JAMES
Then Utica claiming I assaulted 
her.  All I did was try to get her 
in the carriage that night.

TENNESSE
They put her up to that.  Try to 
forget it.  It didn’t go anywhere. 

Victoria stops in front of a seedy-looking hotel. 

VICTORIA
Still, Tennie, a thing is only as 
strong as its weakest link--and 
that would be our family.

Tennessee and James look at her and don’t know what to say.  
Victoria looks back for a painfully long moment, then turns.

VICTORIA (CONT’D)
Let me check this place.

Victoria goes in, the owner looks at her and shakes his head 
no.  They go a few doors down.  The same thing happens.  And 
again and again.  Finally the last CLERK, 20s, speaks to her.

VICTORIA (CONT’D)
Is something going on in town?  
There are no rooms.

CLERK
Don’t think nobody’s gonna give you 
a room, ma’am.  Papers’s been fulla 
you ‘n your family.  

Victoria leaves the hotel.

VICTORIA
It’s a boycott.

JAMES
We can sleep in the office.
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TENNESSEE
Let’s take the streetcar.

VICTORIA
Does anyone have three nickels?

JAMES
They stole all my change.

VICTORIA
I think there are some in the 
bottom of my satchel.

Victoria digs through her satchel and produces the nickels. 

The three hurry to catch one of the passing streetcars.  No 
seats are available; they stand on the straw-covered floor. 
They pass tenements, then brownstones.  At Wall Street they 
pull the bell cord to get off.  They climb down from the car.

TENNESSEE
Been a long time since I rode that.

INT. WOODHULL AND CLAFLIN OFFICE - A SHORT TIME AFTER

James unlocks the door.  They enter in silence, look around.

JAMES
I’ll see is there anything we might 
use for pillows.

James goes to the back room.  He returns with a some jackets 
and hands them to Vickie and Tennie.  They lie down, put the 
jackets under their heads.  

James sits in a chair, stares blankly at the wall, then  
paces and looks out the window for some time.  When he turns, 
Vickie and Tennie are asleep.  He lays his coat across them.

INT. BOARDING HOUSE - MARITIME DISTRICT - MANHATTAN - DAY

Victoria, Tennessee, and James walk up a narrow street.  On 
one side are dirty, run-down taverns for sailors, on the 
other, a row of low irregular boardinghouses that line the 
water’s edge.  They check random numbers and stop.  

They walk up to their new home and open the door.  A paper on 
the wall says “Claflin, # 3.”  They walk down the hall and 
open the door to a small, dingy room. 
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ROXY
Well, if it ain’t the prodigal 
children come home to roost!

Zulu jumps up and hugs her mother.  Victoria sees Byron 
rocking in the corner.  Buck enters.

BUCK
Jesus, kids, I’ve had the morbs 
since you left.  Ain’t like me!

TENNESSEE
(looks in the other room)

Where’s Utica?

BUCK
Had to put her in the Temporary 
Home for Females.  Over there on 
Second Avenue.

VICTORIA
Oh, my God.  And where is Canning?

ROXY
He died while ya’ll were in jail.

They are stunned.  Zulu stands looking at her mother. 

ROXY (CONT’D)
I didn’t want to tell you then. 
See, I got feelings and sense-- 

(to James) 
even if you don’t think so.

TENNESSEE
Honestly, Mother, at a time like 
this, must you pick fights?!

ROXY
I ain’t fightin’!  I’m just sayin’.

VICTORIA
Where is he buried?

ROXY
Where do ya’ think?  In Potter’s 
Field!

VICTORIA
We cannot live like this!  I’m 
going out on the lecture circuit.

JAMES
Victoria, no, you need a break! 
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VICTORIA
Well, I can’t take one.

JAMES
We’re all worn out.  Day after day 
in court, listening to depositions 
and lies--

VICTORIA
I’m going, James.

JAMES
Night after night killing roaches 
and watching rats.  Just stay home!

TENNESSEE
(mutters)

Home?

ROXY
Sorry it don’t meet your 
expectations, Miss Claflin.

BUCK
Rats like it here, too.

ROXY
Forced out of Murray Hill to come 
to this!  And poor Mary, no sooner 
got there ‘n she had to--

TENNESSEE
Don’t say another word.

ROXY
Oh, but he can talk--

TENNESSEE
I said, not another word!

Zulu starts crying.  Byron rocks harder.

JAMES
Alright, let’s all sit down.

ROXY
Hope you like the floor.

TENNESSEE
For God almighty’s sake!

BUCK
I’ll break out the champagne.
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ROXY
He thinks he’s funny.

BUCK
I ain’t kiddin’!  Hid a bottle in 
my coat the day the movers come. 

INT. BOARDING HOUSE - THE NEXT DAY

MOLLY, a prostitute, 20s, bangs on #3, the Claflin door.  
Tennessee, asleep on the sofa, rouses.  Zulu and Byron are 
asleep on the floor next to her.  The banging continues.

TENNESSEE
Alright already.  Hold your horses!

Roxy enters the room.

ROXY
What the hell’s the racket?

TENNESSEE
Could be the footman with our 
carriage.

Tennessee opens the door.

MOLLY
Is Miss Vickie here?

TENNESSEE
Yes, what--

Victoria and James come out. 

MOLLY
I thought I’d never find you!  
Bessie needs you now!

TENNESSEE
Where is she?

MOLLY
At Annie Wood’s.

VICTORIA
She went back there?  I told her--

PROSTITUTE
She didn’t.  Some men dragged her 
back.  They branded her.
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VICTORIA
What?!  Who?

MOLLY
I don’t know.  She has an awful 
burn on her hand.  The letter D.

ROXY
See what trouble you start, 
Vickie?!  I told you to stop that 
healin’ work with them harlots!

TENNESSEE
Quiet, mother!

Victoria turns to James, her eyes tearing.

VICTORIA
What could this mean?

JAMES
Annie Wood’s brother was a Union 
officer.  I know him from the war.  
He caught deserters.  Branded them 
with a D on their foreheads.

VICTORIA
Oh Jesus, James!

Victoria grabs the Molly by the hand, pulls her out the door.  
They run down the street, jumping over piles of horse manure.  
Molly nearly trips over a pig.

INT. ANNIE WOOD’S WHOREHOUSE - A SHORT TIME LATER

Victoria rushes up the stairs, Molly behind her, past 
carousing MEN and WOMEN in a well-appointed whorehouse, 
complete with grand piano.  Molly points to a room.

MOLLY
In there!

Victoria pushes open the door.  Bessie lies on a mahogany bed 
in an ornate room, her hand swollen and blistered.  She 
appears delirious.  Victoria turns to Molly. 

VICTORIA
Get me some hog’s lard!

Molly runs out.  Victoria goes to Bessie, smoothes her hair.

VICTORIA (CONT’D)
I’m here, Bessie. 
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Bessie cries out.

BESSIE
My baby.  They wouldn’t give him 
back.

VICTORIA
Who did this to you, Bessie?

BESSIE
They said I don’t have a husband.  
I can’t have him.

VICTORIA
Who Bessie?

BESSIE
The nuns.  They said go away.

Victoria takes Bessie’s face in her hands.  She speaks slowly 
and loudly to get her attention.

VICTORIA
Who burned your hand, Bessie?

Annie enters.

ANNIE
Please don’t shout, Victoria.  I 
have clients here.

Victoria glares at Annie, unblinking.  She is furious.

VICTORIA
Clients?  You’ll have jack squat, 
Mrs. Wood, if I find out you had 
anything to do with this!

ANNIE
I had no idea--

BESSIE
My baby.

Victoria turns from Annie, who leaves the room and slams the 
door.

BESSIE (CONT’D)
(sobbing)

I want him back.

Victoria takes Bessie’s hands, looks into her eyes.
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VICTORIA
I will get your baby, Bessie.  He 
is speaking to me now.  I hear him.

BESSIE
(between sobs)

You do?  What--is he--saying?

VICTORIA
He says, “Rest, mother.”  I will 
wait for you. (beat) Let us pray.

The tears fall down Bessie’s cheeks.  Victoria takes her 
handkerchief from her pocket and wipes them, as she prays.

VICTORIA (CONT’D)
The Lord is my rock, my fortress 
and my deliverer, my God, my 
shield, and the horn of my 
salvation.  My stronghold.

Molly enters.  Victoria turns, puts her finger to her mouth.

VICTORIA (CONT’D)
The Lord is near to the 
brokenhearted and saves the crushed 
in spirit.

Molly hands Victoria a package of hog’s lard wrapped in brown 
paper.  Victoria opens it.  She scoops up some with her hand, 
then rubs it on Bessie’s wound.  

INT. GRAND CENTRAL STATION - THE NEXT DAY

JAMES
I’ll miss you.  Don’t stay away 
long.

Victoria kisses James goodbye, sighs, and walks to her train.

MONTAGE: VICTORIA LECTURES IN CITY AFTER CITY, STRAINS HER 
VOICE AS SHE PRESSES ON SOCIAL ISSUES:

“Thirty years ago, people vilified the abolitionists.  But 
today, those very same people are esteemed and respected!  
And so must we be!”

“This political trinity--the government, the wealth of the 
country, and the church have united against you and me, the 
unorganized mass, every one of whom is pulling his or her 
little string in opposing directions.  
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We must unite and bring our power to bear against this 
trinity, which is not invincible.”

“The Wall Street crash is a warning to the government that it 
can fail!”

People everywhere respond with cheers and deafening applause.  
Victoria grows more and more intense and exhausted.  She 
falls asleep, in straight-backed seats, her head against the 
window on train after train.  

A man on the open platform in the last car, which is next to 
the car Victoria is in, shoots at a COYOTE.  At the sound of 
his SHOTGUN, Victoria awakens abruptly.  Her head bangs 
against the window. 

TITLE: THREE WEEKS LATER

INT. BOARDING HOUSE - EARLY MORNING

Victoria enters to quiet rooms, the children sleep on the 
floor.  She tiptoes to a chair, collapses, her face ashen. 

James gets up, sees her there, tries to rouse her, wakes 
Tennessee.  They carry her onto a bed.  Tennessee runs out.

A DOCTOR returns with Tennessee.  Buck sits gloomily in the 
living room.  Tennessee comforts Byron.  Zulu, Roxy and James 
sit around Victoria in the bedroom.  

The doctors put her hands and feet in hot water, apply 
mustard plasters to her body.  Blood begins to ooze from 
Victoria’s mouth.  She moves her lips.

DOCTOR
(whispering in her ear)

You must nor speak, do not move. 
Your life depends upon your 
remaining quiet.

He leaves the room, consults with James, shakes his head. 
Roxy notices and screams, then Zulu starts crying.  

EXT. MANHATTAN STREETS - EARLY EVENING

Newsboys peddle papers with the HEADLINES: REPORTED DEATH OF 
THE GREAT REFORMER; MRS. V. C. WOODHULL DYING; WOODHULL AND 
CLAFLIN TRIALS POSTPONED
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INT. BOARDING HOUSE - NEXT MORNING

James sleeps in a chair in the bedroom.  Tennessee prays over 
Victoria.  She hears a slight knock at the door, answers it.  
Two doctors enter.  

James wakes.  The doctors both examine Victoria.  One doctor 
pulls the sheet over Victoria’s head, the other looks at 
Tennessee and James.

DOCTOR
I’m sorry.

Tennessee screams.  Tears flow down James’ cheeks. 

EXT. BROOKLYN - WATERFRONT

Beecher and Comstock walk on a path along the water.

COMSTOCK
She’s not dying.  She just ain’t 
ready for the courts. 

BEECHER
You think so?

COMSTOCK
I know so.  It’s a ploy.  She’s 
creating sympathy.  But it ain’t 
gonna do her no good.

BEECHER
I have to keep the pressure on.  My 
Board is on my ass now, thanks to 
that woman.  She shoulda stayed in 
the pigsty where she was born. 

COMSTOCK
You sit tight, Reverend. 

(puffs out his chest) 
I’m a bull dog.  

BEECHER
Well, get vicious.

COMSTOCK
Oh, I will.  Came across a federal 
law I’m sure they don’t know about.  
It’ll take a couple weeks.  

BEECHER
I don’t want to wait that long.
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COMSTOCK
Gotta get my ducks in a row.
Gettin’ a friend of mine to order a 
copy of the Luther Challis paper. 
Mrs. Satan is about to send obscene 
material through the U.S. Mail.

INT. BOARDING HOUSE - BEDROOM - SAME TIME

Tennessee pulls the sheet down.  James kisses Victoria. 
Tennessee pulls her chair up, sits down, holds Victoria’s  
hands.  Minutes pass.  Then Tennessee looks up, shocked.

TENNESSEE
She moved, James, I felt it!

JAMES
Maybe you moved.

TENNESSEE
No, she moved!  I felt her fingers.  
Get a mirror!

JAMES
Where?

TENNESSEE
Look in her satchel!

James digs in Victoria’s satchel, pulls out a small mirror, 
puts it under Victoria’s nose.

TENNESSEE (CONT’D)
Is there a breath?

INT. BEECHER HOME - SAME TIME

Isabella storms into Beecher’s parlor, wild.  He looks up 
from his writing desk.

ISABELLA
(pounding him)

You killed her! You killed her!

BEECHER
(trying to control her)

Isabella, stop!

INT. BOARDING HOUSE - SAME TIME

James stays by Victoria.  Tennessee runs to Roxy and Buck.
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TENNESSEE
She’s alive!!  Wake up!

ROXY
(rousing)

What, what?

TENNESSEE
She’s alive!  They told us she 
wasn’t, but she is!

ROXY
Who told you that?!  ‘Course she’s 
alive.  Can’t knock a Claflin down 
that easy! 

TITLE: THREE WEEKS LATER

EXT. PUBLIC PARK - NEXT DAY - LATE AFTERNOON

Tennessee and Victoria sit on a bench in a park while Zulu 
and Byron feed ducks at a nearby pond.  Tramps wash their 
tattered garments and hang them on nearby bushes.

VICTORIA
I’m ready to go back to work.

TENNESSEE
There’s no place to go, Vickie.  We 
didn’t want to tell you.  They 
raised the rent so much on our 
office, just to squeeze us out.

VICTORIA
I’m tired of meanness.

TENNESSEE
Me, too.

VICTORIA
(suddenly remembering)

What about our printing presses?

TENNESSEE
Doyle got his newspaper to store 
them for us.  

VICTORIA
Such a good man.

TENNESSEE
So.
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VICTORIA
So. 

TENNESSEE
We could go hear Frederick 
Douglass.  He’s lecturing tonight.

VICTORIA
Isn’t it funny how he never said a 
word in all this time about being 
my running mate?

TENNESSEE
He knew it would never go anywhere.

VICTORIA
But it was a great ride.  Mostly.

TENNESSEE
Do you think we should go back to 
Ohio?  Homer was a nice town.

VICTORIA
I hope you’re joking.

TENNESSEE
I’m not sure. 

VICTORIA
We can’t go anywhere til we have 
our day in court.  (beat)  Come on, 
children, time to go!

They all walk out of the park.  Zulu walks behind with Byron, 
who moves slowly.  A NEWSBOY, 14, hawks the evening paper.

NEWSBOY
Extra, extra, read all about it. 
Cornelius Vanderbilt dead!

TENNESSEE
Oh, no!

VICTORIA
I’ll take a paper.

The newsboy continues hawking.

TENNESSEE
It’s too much, Vickie.  Too much is 
changing too fast.
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INT. BOARDING HOUSE - A LITTLE LATER

Victoria, Tennessee and the children enter the house to hear 
Roxy complain.

ROXY
Been slavin’ all day over this 
soup.  ‘Bout time ya’ came home.

VICTORIA
And some things never change.

EXT. DOCKSTADER’S MINSTREL HALL - BROADWAY - EARLY EVENING

Victoria, Tennessee and James walk down the street towards 
the hall, where many black people are lingering.  

FREDERICK DOUGLAS, 54, walks towards the hall.  Great 
excitement all around.  Frederick greets people, then notices 
Victoria a short distance away.  They lock gazes.

The Black Maria pulls up to the curb.  The Police Chief steps 
down and walks up to James, Victoria and Tennessee.

JAMES
Expecting trouble, Chief?

CHIEF
No actually.  I’m--it’s a different 
reason.  I was looking for you.

JAMES
(laughs)

You want to arrest us again.

CHIEF
Well, I came to find you.  Your 
mother-in-law, Mrs. Claflin, said 
you’d all be here, and she wasn’t 
lying this time.  And yes, that is 
what I need to do.  I’m sorry.  

VICTORIA
I thought we had been arrested 
enough to satisfy everyone.

EXT. THE TOMBS - MANHATTAN - A SHORT TIME LATER

The Black Maria pulls up to The Tombs, a grim, dirty, dingy 
place, modeled after an Egyptian Mausoleum.  James steps out.
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JAMES 
The Tombs!?  Chief, this is an 
indignity, and utterly unnecessary!

Victoria and Tennesse sit in the carriage, stunned.

CHIEF
Nobody likes it.  They’re all 
sayin’ it’s censorship now, and 
harrassment.  But I was told to 
bring you here, ‘cuz it’s a federal 
charge.

Victoria and Tennessee get out.  The Chief escorts them all 
into the outer building and leaves.  Two deputies take them 
past the gallows.  Victoria shudders.  The deputies then 
split, one taking James in an opposite direction.

INT. THE TOMBS - CONTINUOUS

A DEPUTY, 40s, escorts Victoria and Tennessee down a dank 
corridor in a cell block.  Cries of “Let me out!” and  
“Bastards!” mix with unintelligible moans.  The gaslights 
along the corridor cast menacing shadows along the walls. 

One PRISONER, Irish, 30s, looks at Tennessee, then calls out.

PRISONER
It’d be a fizzin’ feck with that 
one, eh?

TENNESSE
(pointing to him)

I’d saw off your timber!

VICTORIA
Ignore him, Tennie.  All you can 
expect from a pig is a grunt.

The deputy stops.  From the key ring at his belt, he inserts 
a skeleton key.  A grating sound accompanies the turn of the 
lock.  Then the door swings open, creaking on its hinges.

DEPUTY
Gimme your hats and get in.

Victoria and Tennessee hand over their hats and enter the 
cell.  The deputy locks the door behind them.  They stand in 
shock, listening to the click of his heels as he leaves.  
Cries and moans from other prisoners continue. 
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INT. THE TOMBS - NEXT MORNING 

Doyle stands at the door of Victoria and Tennessee’s cell.  
He talks to them through the bars and hands in some papers.

DOYLE
I thought you’d need a cheering up.

Tennessee takes the papers and reads the title.

TENNESSEE
“A Charming Family.”  Who’s it 
about?

DOYLE
You!

VICTORIA
I love a good satire.

DOYLE
It’s an honest portrait.

TENNESSEE
That could be worse.

Doyle laughs.

DOYLE
Talking about families, those 
Vanderbilts aren’t so charming, it 
turns out.  It’s one big cat fight. 

TENNESSEE
What about?

DOYLE
He left the bulk of his fortune to 
William.  The rest got precious 
little, and they’re not happy.

TENNESSEE
Geez.

DOYLE
They’re trying to say he was non 
compos mentis. 

VICTORIA
He certainly wasn’t.  He talked to 
me about his will. (beat) I have 
letters.  He was perfectly sane.

115.



DOYLE
Do you still have them?  

VICTORIA
They’re at the boarding house.

TENNESSEE
I thought all the papers got 
trashed with the sale.

VICTORIA
All except what was in my old 
satchel. 

DOYLE
(smiling)

I’d say you girls are golden.

INT. THE TOMBS - LATER

Howe walks down the noisy cell block with a guard.  Victoria 
and Tennessee are both asleep.

HOWE
Up and at ‘em, girls.  

The guard unlocks the door. Tennessee and Victoria wake up.

HOWE (CONT’D)
Got you one hundred thousand 
smakaroos!

VICTORIA
My god.

TENNESSEE
How’d you do it?

HOWE
Say your goodbyes, and I’ll tell 
you.

They walk down the block.  Prisoners whoop and holler. 

HOWE (CONT’D)
Pick up the pace.

Howe, Victoria and Tennessee walk quickly out of the Tombs.

VICTORIA
You’re a fast one, Howe.

116.



HOWE
Easy.  Got the satchel and sold the 
letters to William.

TENNESSEE
Wow.  Why’d Vanderbilt leave him 
all the money?

HOWE
William was there at the end, and 
these were the dying words: “Keep 
the money together, hey, keep the 
Central our road.”  

Howe hands an envelope to Victoria.

HOWE (CONT’D)
William sends his thanks, too.

VICTORIA
Don’t tell me it’s all in here!

TENNESSEE
I ain’t complainin’.

HOWE
No, it’s in the bank.  That’s just 
a bit o’ mad money.

VICTORIA
Where’s James?

HOWE
He and Doyle went for a drink.  
Said you two should go shopping.

TENNESSEE
We do need hats.

VICTORIA
And coats. (beat)  Because I just 
got a scathingly brilliant idea.

HOWE
I’ll leave you two to your feminine 
wiles.

Howe winks and walks off.

TENNESSEE
Well?
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VICTORIA
Beecher gives a sermon on election 
night, once the polls close.  So 
how about--

TENNESEE
--we take a boat ride?

Victoria nods.  Tennessee howls laughing.

MONTAGE:  A SHOPPING SPREE, A FERRY BOAT RIDE, A LOVELY NIGHT

INT. PLYMOUTH CHURCH - EVENING

Victoria and Tennessee tiptoe into the vestibule.  Victoria 
cracks opens the door. Beecher speaks to a full congregation.

BEECHER
Who hath woe?  Who hath sorrow?  
Who hath contentions?  Who hath 
wounds without cause?

Victoria then swings open the door and calls out.

VICTORIA
I do!  

Beecher stops, shocked.  The people turn, some hesitantly, 
stare.  Victoria waits until they are all looking at her.

VICTORIA (CONT’D)
Well, I did.

Victoria smiles. 

FADE TO BLACK/SCROLL UP

Victoria lived to the age of 88, long enough to see American 
women gain the right to vote in 1920.  

She died in 1927 in England, where she dedicated her life to 
social service.  The village where she lived graced her with 
the title, “Lady Bountiful.” 

Victoria’s ashes were scattered in the Atlantic Ocean, midway 
between Europe and America. 

In a dark corner behind the altar of Tewkesbury Abbey, a red 
votive candle burns in Victoria’s memory.
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