
   
 

 

 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 

FREE STATE OF GALVESTON 
 

“Pilot” 
 
 

Written by 
 

Joseph Deegan 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



   
 
  1. 
 

FADE IN: 
 
EXT. GALVESTON BAY - NIGHT 
 
Silent night. Still water. The dark shadow of Pelican 
Island emerges through the mist like a veiled carcass. 
 
 
EXT. GALVESTON WHARVES - WAREHOUSE - NIGHT  
 
The wharves CREAK in the harbor. Two black 1920 Franklin 
sedans sparkle under mist near the industrial door with a 
sign above it -- “Galveston Cotton Compress Company.”  
 
INT. WAREHOUSE - NIGHT 
 
Large steel cotton ginning and compressing machines in the 
semidark room. Low-key HUM of a ginning and compressing 
machine is HEARD. A switch is flipped, dull light from a 
single hanging bulb illuminates an unconscious MAN lying on 
the cotton gin’s conveyor belt.  
 
The Man is tied tightly with rope; his face bloody and 
bruised. He wears a tailored suit. His fedora hat rests on 
his chest. This is  
 
FRANK NITTI,  
 
50, Al Capone’s right-hand man and enforcer. Nitti’s feet 
are inches away from the flashing humming blades within the 
maw of the cotton gin. The voice of  
 
“JOHNNY JACK” NOUNES, 
 
mid-30s, dapper, flamboyant ruthless Boss of the Island’s 
DOWNTOWN GANG is heard: 
 
     NOUNES (O.S.) 
   Frank? Frank. We’re waiting.  
 
Stepping into the light framing Nitti on the belt, Nounes, 
in a three-piece suit, tie and diamond stick pin lifts a 
heavy metal bucket and sets it down next to Nitti’s head.  
 
DOWNTOWN GANGSTERS, 20s, stand in shadows behind Nounes.  
 
Nitti’s swollen eyes open slowly. He squints at Nounes.  
 

  NOUNES   
     You’re too old for this shit. 



   
 
  2. 
 

Nitti inhales, the fedora on his chest rises; he exhales. 
 
     NITTI 
   Johnny Jack. Where... Houston? 
 
     NOUNES 
   The Island. 
 
     NITTI 
   Vincent? 
 
Nounes taps the bucket with his gold-headed cane. 
 
Nitti glances at the bucket. 
 
     NOUNES  

Give it back Frank.  
 (beat) 
And you can go back to Chicago. 
 
  NITTI 
I don’t have it! 
 

Stepping into the light is 
 
GEORGE MUSEY,  
 
early-20s, tall, Syrian, Nounes’ partner and enforcer takes 
Nitti’s fedora off his chest and flings it into the 
flashing blades of the gin. Nitti lifts his head to see his 
hat instantly shredded. 
 
     MUSEY 
   The fucking money, Mr. Nitti.  

Or we make another bucket of  
soup. 
 
  NITTI 
Fuck you, George. 
 
  MUSEY 
Funnel. 

 
Two GANGSTERS step into the light and hold Nitti’s 
shoulders down as another GANGSTER jams a metal funnel into 
his mouth and holds it in place; Nitti gags. Musey lifts 
the bucket near Nitti’s head, and slowly tilts it toward 
the top of the funnel. Nitti gags on the funnel, struggles 
against the Gangsters holding him down on the belt. 
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     MUSEY 
    (starts to pour) 
   Here comes soup, ala Vinnie. 
 
Nitti thrashes violently and shrieks through the funnel. 
 
     NOUNES 
   I missed that.  
 
Nounes nods at the Gangster to pull out the funnel. Nitti 
stops shrieking, shudders, breathes rapidly. 
  
     NOUNES (CONT’D) 
   Again, please? 
 
     NITTI 
    (shaking) 
   Galvez! The Galvez! Gesù  

Cristo! 
 
Musey pours the bucket’s liquid contents on Nitti’s face, 
which scares the shit out of him: 
 
     NITTI (CONT’D) 
    (gasping; choking) 
   Acqua?! Figli di puttanas! 
 
Nounes and Musey smile, the Gangsters chuckle and pull 
angry wet Nitti off the conveyor belt. 
 
     NOUNES 
   Let’s get some soup, Frank. 
 
         DISSOLVE TO: 
 
SUPER:   GALVESTON ISLAND, TEXAS  
 

  JUNE 1920 
   

EXT. GALVEZ HOTEL - DAY 
 
21st Street and Seawall Boulevard. Lush palm trees and 
oleanders frame the massive, red-tiled Spanish Mission 
style hotel. Arching boutique windows span the first floor.  
 
Guest rooms with views of the placid Gulf of Mexico beyond 
Seawall Boulevard. On the beach, stretching out over the 
water, sits the three-story bathhouse pier and central 
tourist attraction -- MURDOCH’S BATHHOUSE. 
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INT. GALVEZ HOTEL - BARBER SHOP - DAY 
 
Slot machines line the walls. Sitting in a barber chair 
under a cape is  
 
WILLIAM L. MOODY,  
 
early-50s, banker, insurance magnate, hotelier, owner of 
The Galveston Daily News, the wealthiest man on the Island, 
having his thin, gray hair trimmed by  
 
SALVATORE “SAM” MACEO,  
 
mid-20s, charming, suave, upbeat, Sicilian-American barber. 
 
     MOODY 
    (grumbles) 
   The Wharf Company. Boss  

Sealy’s personal piggy bank. 
 (beat)  
That fucker owes me millions. 

(beat) 
The dock strike is going to  
cause him well-deserved pain.  
  
  SAM 
 (trimming) 
Governor Hobby is sending in 
the Texas Rangers.  
 
  MOODY 
Where did you hear that?  
 
  SAM 
Someone. Not sure who. You  
know how it is around here.    
 
  MOODY 
It was just decided. It hasn’t  
been announced. Who told you?! 
 
  SAM 
Gosh Mr. Moody, I, just don’t  
recall. I’m sorry.  Maybe you  
mentioned it? 

 
  MOODY 

   I did not, goddammit!  
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Sam finishes, pulls the cape away and hands Moody a hand 
mirror to observe the cut: 
 
     MOODY (CONT’D) 
   I’m waiting, Sam. 
 

  SAM 
Sir, you look very regal. You  
are, the king of the Island. 
 
  MOODY 
Get your nose out of my ass.  
Who’s the rat, Sam? 
 
  SAM 
It might have been your pal,  
Boss Sealy. Or maybe it was,  
Ike Kempner? 
 (smiles warmly) 
It could have been anybody,  
Mr. Moody. I don’t pay any 
attention to the gossip.  

 
Moody shakes his head and rises from the chair: 
 
     MOODY 
   Enough bullshit! It would  

behoove you, Mr. Maceo to ally  
yourself with me. My enemies  
here, do not survive.  

 
     SAM 
   Yes, Sir. Thank you for your  

considerate advice.  
    (hand out) 

The cut’s twenty-five cents. 
 
     MOODY 
   I’ll pay you later.  

(walks to door) 
Keeping secrets is a valuable  
quality. Builds trust. Except 
when you keep them from me.   

 
Dejected, Sam lowers his hand and slides it into his 
trouser pocket. Moody stops in the doorway, faces Sam: 
 

MOODY (CONT’D) 
Work with me, Sam. Or I will  
bury you. And Rose. 
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Moody exits. With contempt, Sam watches him go.   
   
 
EXT. MURDOCH’S BATHHOUSE PIER - DAY 
 
The three-story commercial bathhouse pier juts out over the 
Gulf. In the b.g., the golden Galvez Hotel sprawls amid its 
lush green grounds.  
 
Tourist PARENTS and CHILDREN browse and buy souvenirs, 
shells and trinkets from “Guyette’s Gift Shop.”  
 
A line of FAMILIES rent bathing suits at an office counter 
under a sign -- “Bath & Room Services: 25¢ Daily.” Adjacent 
is the revolving red & white striped barber pole at the 
entry to “Murdoch’s Barber Shop.”  
 
TOURISTS shove coins into slot machines that line the deck 
outside the doors of the swimsuit office and barber shop. 
Male TOURIST’s eyes gleam intensely as he shoves in coins. 
His machine pays off: 
 
     TOURIST 
   I won! Honey, I really won!  
   Holy cow! I love this place! 
 
Tourist takes his hat off to collect the coins pouring out 
of the machine. His Wife smiles, their three Kids giggle 
with delight.  
 
 
INT. BATHHOUSE PIER - BARBERSHOP - DAY 
 
One of the three barber chairs is occupied by  
 
ORENTHAL “WINDY” GOSS, 
 
20s, BEACH GANG enforcer, sitting under a cape getting a 
straight razor shave by  
 
ROSARIO “ROSE” MACEO,  
 
early-30s, tall, powerful, taciturn, Sicilian-American and 
Sam’s older brother. Behind Rose, a sign on the wall -- 
“Haircut & Shave 25¢.” 
 

GOSS 
   Three schooners, Ollie, in  

from Havana. Hangin’ forty  
miles out in Rum-Row.  
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Sitting in the chair next to Goss is 
 
OLLIE QUINN,  
 
30, rotund and amiable, in an expensive suit and tie, the 
Co-Boss of the Island’s BEACH GANG, reading the sports 
pages of “The Galveston Daily News” with the headline -- 
“Grand Jury Convened to Investigate “Black Sox” FIX.” 
 
     QUINN 

Cases? 
 

     GOSS 
   Three-thousand, give or take.  

(beat) 
JJ’s headed out. Tonight. 

 
Rose finishes Goss’s shave, pulls off the cape revealing 
his pistol in his shoulder holster. Rose brushes him off 
then hands Goss his suit jacket.  
 
     QUINN 
   Tell Dutch to meet me at the  

Deluxe. 
 

Goss nods to Quinn and hands Rose two quarters: 
 
     GOSS 
    (respectful) 
   Thanks, Rose.  
 
Rose nods, puts the quarters in his pocket. 
 

ROSE 
    (quietly) 
   Good luck, Windy. 
 
Goss smiles at Rose. 
 
     GOSS 
   Don’t need it. I always walk! 
 

QUINN 
You’d better, kid.  

(beat) 
I won’t watch you swing. 

 
Quinn looks over at Goss.  
 
Goss loses his smile and exits. 
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Rose folds the cape and lays it on the back of the chair. 
He puts the razor in a jar of blue liquid Barbicide. 
 
     QUINN 
   You’re a good man, Rose.  

Solid. Trustworthy. Quiet. 
(folds paper; rises) 

And after all the time we’ve  
spent in this shop over the  
past year-  

(beat) 
-a friend of mine. Right?  

 
ROSE 

    (hesitant) 
   Yes, Ollie. You’re my friend. 

 
  QUINN 
Good. Good.  

 
Quinn smiles at Rose, hands him the newspaper and exits. 
 
 
EXT. ELECTRIC STREETCAR (MOVING) - DAY 
 
A few White ISLANDERS sit in the front seats.  
 
An African American MOTHER and DAUGHTER sit in a rear seat 
quietly singing Mamie Smith’s 1920 hit song, “Crazy Blues”: 
 
     MOTHER/DAUGHTER    
   I can't sleep at night 

I can't eat a bite 
‘Cause the man I love 
He don't treat me right 
He makes me feel so blue 
I don't know what to do 
Sometimes I sit and sigh 
And then begin to cry 
'Cause my best friend 
Said his last goodbye... 

 
Mother and Daughter smile at each other and giggle.  
 
Rising from the seat behind them,  
 
JOHN CLOUSER,  
 
mid-20s, well-dressed African American social activist and 
school-teacher. He takes a step toward them and smiles. 
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     JOHN 
   The famous Mamie Smith. You  

sang it beautifully. She’s  
the Queen of the Blues. The  
first one ever to record a  
blues record, and I’ve read  
she’s sold over a million of  
them. Imagine that.  

 (winks; tips his hat) 
Goodbye now. Have a nice day. 

 
Mother and Daughter smile at John. 
 
He walks up the aisle to the front and stands by the door 
next to the huge, White streetcar operator, GUSTAV “PIG” 
DITTMAR, late-20s. Pig looks over at John. 
 
     PIG 
    (frowning) 
   S’posed to exit in the rear.  

C’mon John. You know the law.  
 
     JOHN 
   Not today, Pig. Stop at the  

Arcade, please. 
 
     PIG 
   I could get fired, John. 
 
     JOHN 
   You won the championship in  

Fourteen with the Longhorns,  
Pig; blocking for Coke Wimmer.  
Nobody’s going to fire you.   

 
Frustrated, Pig shakes his head.  
 
White MRS. CROWE, 60s, agitated, sits down behind Pig: 
 
     MRS. CROWE 
   Mr. Clouser, that isn’t your  

place. Get back now, with your  
Coloreds. Where you belong!  

 
Pig slows and stops the streetcar. 
 

MRS. CROWE (CONT’D) 
Pig, make him now. You hear?! 

 
Pig stares at John a few beats. He opens the door. 
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     PIG 
    (to John) 
   Now I gotta listen to her  

fuss in my ear all day. 
 
     MRS. CROWE (O.S.) 
   I’m reporting you both to  

Chief Kain! The nerve of you  
people! 

 
     JOHN  
    (exits) 
   Have a nice day, Pig.  
 
 
EXT. ELECTRIC STREETCAR (STOPPED) - DAY 
 
John exits the streetcar at Seawall Boulevard and starts 
walking toward the Penny Arcade at 23rd Street.  
 
 
EXT. PENNY ARCADE - DAY 
 
African American KIDS in their teens hang out in front 
pitching pennies against the wall. In the b.g., John walks 
toward them and approaches them. Annoyed, the Kids shake 
their heads and pick up their pennies: 
 
     JOHN 
   Homework is done, huh? Must  

be a new world record. 
 
LUTHER STOWE, 14, steps up: 
    
     LUTHER 
   Mine’s done. 
    
RALPH, 14, shoves a handful of pennies in his pocket: 
  
     RALPH 
    (moans) 
   C’mon. School’s almost out. 
   I can’t take it anymore.   
 
     LUTHER 
    (grinning) 
   Hey, Mr. Clouser, I think I  

hear your Momma calling you  
for supper.  
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The Kids smile, laugh and sing out: 
 
     KIDS 
   Johnny, time for dinner! Hurry  

on home now, Johnny! Before it  
gets cold! Oh Johnny! Where  
are you! 

 
     JOHN  

Work first, play later. We  
had an agreement. Remember?  
To improve your grades. To get  
better jobs? Make more money?  

 
The Kids start to drift away. 
 
     JOHN (CONT’D) 
   I see y’all fading like that.  

I’ll be grading your homework  
in the morning! And I have a  
brand new red pen! 

 
The remaining Kids laugh and scatter.  
 
John smiles, walks to Mel’s Blueplate Diner, and enters. 
 
         DISSOLVE TO: 
 
INT. MEL’S BLUEPLATE DINER - SUNSET (LATER) 
 
Two short stacks of four and six quarters sit on a table 
between two cups of coffee. Sam and Rose sit at the front 
table with the quarters and cups between them. In the b.g, 
John sits at a rear table eating a slice of pie. 
 
     SAM 
   It’ll pick up. Or we’ll do  
   something else. 
 
     ROSE 

There aren’t enough heads on  
this Island to make us real  
money. For you, me, or family. 
 
  SAM 
This is becoming clear.  
 
  ROSE 
I thought we’d have better  
opportunity here.  
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  SAM 
The Island is wide open. The  
rackets are booming, because 
tourism is booming, because 
people know they can get what- 
ever they want here; booze,  
slots, poker, women. Every- 
body’s happy, even pricks  
like Kain, Kern and Moody. 
 
  ROSE  
We need to create, a package, 
of, you know, pleasures. Put  
them all in one place, like a  
vice club. And make it the  
best place on the Island.  
 
  SAM 
How do we start? We don’t  
know anyone here from the  
rackets in LP.  

(beat) 
We need... a capofamiglia. 
  
  ROSE 
You know the two gangs here.  
The Downtown and the Beach. I  
know Quinn, boss of the Beach  
Gang. He is our capofamiglia. 
 
  SAM 
How Rose? 
 
  ROSE 
He said he’s my friend. 
  

At a rear table, John takes a last bite of pie, last sip of 
coffee and rises from his table. He stops suddenly at the 
table of the powerful African American, JACK JOHNSON, 40, 
former Heavyweight Boxing Champion of the World. Jack 
stands, smiles and warmly greets John. They chat M.O.S. 
 
     SAM 
    (nods toward Johnson) 
   See that big fella over there? 
 
     ROSE 
    (looks over) 
   The large gentleman. Who looks  

like he could kill a train? 
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     SAM 
   Rose, that’s Jack Johnson. The  

world heavyweight champion. He 
   was on the run from the law,  

down in Mexico. Heard he’s  
headed to Leavenworth in   
September to serve out his  
sentence. 
  

     ROSE 
    (stares at Johnson) 
   I’ve heard of him. Over eighty  

fights. Very tough man.  
 
In the b.g., John and Jack Johnson hug and nod good-byes.  
 
     SAM 
    (rises) 
   I gotta get going.  
 
Rose stands, leaves two of the stacked quarters on the 
table, splits the rest evenly and gives half to Sam.  
 
John walks toward the front of the diner, passes Sam and 
Rose at their table, pays the waitress, ANNIE, 40, behind 
the counter and exits the diner.  
 
Sam and Rose exit behind John.   
 
 
EXT. MEL’S BLUEPLATE DINER - NIGHT 
 
John exits the diner and bumps into  
 
Police Chief WILLIAM KAIN,  
 
30s, strong, corrupt, in full uniform, badge, hat, gun. 
 
Offended, Kain stares at John. 
 
     JOHN 
   Chief Kain. My apologies, Sir. 
 
In the b.g., Rose and Sam exit the diner. Sam walks away. 
Rose stops, watches and listens to John and Kain:  
 
     KAIN 
    (patronizing)  
   Mr. Clouser... Why, why, why? 
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     JOHN 
   Why what? Sir? 
 
     KAIN 
   Why you so damn uppity? You 

are educated, enlightened,  
polite to a fault; a husband,  
and even a homeowner. People  
seem to like you, John. 

    (beat) 
   So why, do you do it, to me? 
 
     JOHN 
    (clears throat) 
   I assume you’re referring to  

the streetcar situation? And  
that white- uh, Mrs. Crowe? 

Kain nods.  
JOHN (CONT’D) 

    (indignant) 
Chief, it’s like this: I’m a  
human being. Born with rights,  
same as you. And, same as her.  
Our rights are inalienable and  
universal. Universal because  
everyone is born with the same  
rights, regardless of where  
they live, their gender, race,  
or their religious, cultural  
or ethnic background. It’s  
Constitutional. That’s why. 
 
  KAIN 

(chuckles) 
You really believe all that  
social justice horseshit? 
  
  JOHN 
Believe it? It’s the Constit- 

 
-Kain grabs John roughly by his jacket with both hands and 
lifts him off the ground; in the b.g., Rose watches: 
 
     KAIN 
    (calmly) 
   Cut the bullshit, John. It  

doesn’t sound right, or look  
right, coming outta your mouth. 
  (MORE) 
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  KAIN (CONT’D) 
You ride the streetcar again,  
you get your black ass off in  
the rear. You are a Negro,  
John. Don’t ever forget it.   

 
Kain lowers glaring John and smooths his jacket. Kain walks 
away and enters the diner.  
 
Seething, John stares at Kain as he passes Rose to enter 
the diner. John, controlling his anger, turns and faces 
 
HAZEL CLOUSER, 
 
his wife, early-20s, African American, standing behind her 
baby stroller staring at John in disbelief- 
 
-John deflates, stunned and humiliated. 
  
     HAZEL 
   John, the Chief- Are you okay?  
 
John calmly approaches Hazel and gently grasps her arm. 
 
     JOHN 
   Let’s go, Hazel. I’m alright.  

I am. Let’s go home. 
 
  HAZEL 
That’s not right, John! Let’s  
go in there and speak to him  
this minute! He assaulted you! 
 
  JOHN 
Not today, Honey.  
 

John smiles at her, takes her arm and pushes the stroller 
just as imposing Rose steps in front of them. They look at 
him warily. Rose hesitates a few beats, then: 
 
     ROSE 
   What you said. I believe is  

true. For all people. If you  
need something. I’m on the  
pier. My name is Rose. 

 
Rose tips his hat to John and Hazel and walks past them. 
John and Hazel turn and watch Rose walk away. Jack Johnson 
exits the diner, walks to John and Hazel and, following 
their gaze, turns and watches Rose walk down the sidewalk.  
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EXT. STRAND STREET - ALLEY - NIGHT 
 
Big and beefy U.S. Customs Agent, AL SCHARFF, 30, swings 
and shoves slick shifty hood, FRANKO, 25, against the alley 
wall; Scharff’s sweaty face is an inch away from Franko’s: 
 
     SCHARFF 
   Are you fucking in or not?! 
 
     FRANKO 
   C’mon Al, you smuggled and 

rustled. It takes time.  
 
     SCHARFF 
   -Infiltrate goddammit. Like a  

fucking Lone Star tick!  
 
Scharff launches Franko nearly off his feet toward the 
street. Franko gains his balance, sneers at Scharff as he 
exits and is immediately immersed in the drunk boisterous 
PARTY CROWD, 20s/30s, whooping it up on “The Strand.”  
 
 
EXT. STRAND STREET - NIGHT 
 
Before the dance called the “Charleston” there was the 
obscene “Shimmy.” Young fashionable PARTY PEOPLE, 20s, 
drinking openly from liquor bottles as if Prohibition 
wasn’t in effect, Shimmy, shake and grind sexually against 
each other to Big Band DANCE MUSIC pouring out of the wide 
open endless windows of brightly lit speakeasies lining The 
Strand. Cars, bumper-to-bumper, honk HORNS as they crawl 
along the Island’s main drag and slowly pass the well-lit:  
 
 
EXT. DELUXE CLUB - NIGHT 
 
Bathed in radiant, colorful neon light, ROARING fast, 
heavily syncopated JAZZ MUSIC swings out through the open 
windows of the Island’s most popular upscale casino. 
 
INT. DELUXE CLUB - NIGHT 
 
Drunk REVELERS push out through the doorway to exit against 
the drunk Revelers pushing in to enter.  
 
Slot machines throughout the casino with lines of PLAYERS. 
A dozen green felt poker tables, stacked with chips, are 
jammed with wealthy Houston OILMEN.  
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PARTY PEOPLE dance precariously on table tops as others 
swing & throw laughing partners around the dance floor.  
 
In a remote corner, the camera finds Ollie Quinn and his 
amiable Beach Gang Co-Boss, German American DUTCH VOIGHT, 
35. Two armed BEACH GAGSTERS, 20s, watch over them. 
 
     VOIGHT 
   The drop’s on West Beach. 
 
Quinn almost spits out his drink. 
 
     QUINN 
   The Coast Guard station?  
 
     VOIGHT 
   Flamboyant Johnny Jack. The  

man has a flair for irony. 
 
  QUINN 
And a heavy pair of brass.    
 
  VOIGHT 
 (sips drink) 
Boys ready for the show? 
 
  QUINN 
Waiting for the curtain. 
 
  VOIGHT 
Going to be quite a show. 
 

They smile, clink glasses and drink as the festive crowd 
frolics in wild abandon around them. 
 
 
EXT. ROSE’S HOUSE - NIGHT 
 
Small metal pen with three pigs snorting in the mud.  
 
A 1915 Model T Ford parked in front of the small clapboard 
beach house raised above the ground by paneled stilts that 
create an enclosed lower-level. A light is on inside.  
 
INT. ROSE’S HOUSE - NIGHT 
 
Kitchen table: a large bowl of steaming hot Sicilian 
spaghetti sauce and meatballs, a large bowl of linguine, a 
platter of broiled fish, a basket of hot buttered pagnotte 
rolls and a gallon jug of homemade red wine.  
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Sitting at the table: OLIVIA MACEO FERTITTA, 21, Sam and 
Rose’s younger sister, FRANK FERTITTA, 25, Olivia’s husband 
and Rose. They spoon out the linguine, sauce and meatballs, 
take fish, rolls and butter. Sam pours wine and fills their 
glasses: 
 
     SAM 
   Very nice, Olivia. Just like  

home. Mama would be very proud.  
 
     OLIVIA 
    (smiles shyly) 
   Thank you, Sam. It’s what my  

afternoons are for. Cooking  
for my family; for us. 
 
  FRANK 
 (smiles) 
I’m the luckiest man on the 
Island. 
 

Frank affectionately grasps Olivia’s hand. Her gold wedding 
band shines. 
 
Sam sets the wine jug down and sits next to Rose. 
 

  SAM 
Thank you, Rose for having us  
over to celebrate Mama’s birth- 
day. God rest her soul.  

Rose nods.    
     SAM (CONT’D) 

 (solemn) 
I miss her... I know, we all  
miss her, so much. And Papa,  
too.  
 (teary) 
I wish they were here with us.  
To celebrate her birthday. I... 
 

Sam sadly lowers his head; he stares at his plate. 
 
Rose puts his hand consolingly on Sam’s arm.  
 
Olivia and Frank look on with empathy. 
 
     SAM 
    (looks up, smiles) 
   I’m sorry. I get caught up. 
     (MORE) 
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     SAM (CONT’D)  
Let’s laugh, tell old stories  
about Mama and Papa and enjoy  
Olivia’s wonderful feast.  

 
Sam raises his wine glass, the others raise theirs: 
 
     SAM (CONT’D) 
   To Mama and Papa! And their  

eternal feast with all the  
angels in Heaven! Mangia! 

 
They clink their glasses, smile and drink. 
 
 
EXT. WHARF WAREHOUSE - NIGHT 
 
Beyond the open door, dull yellow light is visible inside.  
 
INT. WHARF WAREHOUSE - NIGHT 
  
Seventeen rough-looking DOWNTOWN GANGSTERS, early-20s, in 
work clothes, hats and boots, climb into the front and rear 
compartments of four Corbitt trucks. 
 
Franko slips through the door and leans against the wall.  
 
Downtown Gang crew leader, COSTA, late-20s, about to climb 
into the driver’s seat of the lead truck, suddenly spots 
Franko- 
 
-Costa’s POV on Franko standing by the wall near the door. 
 
     COSTA 
    (pointing) 
   Hey! Asshole! Get over here! 
 
Franko straightens, trots to Costa: 
 
     COSTA (CONT’D) 
   Who the fuck are you? 
 
     FRANKO 
   Franko. From Little Palermo,  

in New Orleans. I just- 
 
     COSTA    
   -I know where the fuck it is.  

(beat) 
Whattya want? 
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  FRANKO 
Work. Looks like you- 
 
  COSTA 
-Can somebody vouch for you? 
 
  FRANKO 
No. I just got here today. I  
don’t know nobody yet. Saw  
lights on, thought maybe,  
might be something here? 

 
     COSTA 
   We could use another set of  

hands. But you fuck up, I’ll  
chop you up. And you’ll   
disappear with the tide. 

 
  FRANKO 

   Yeah, yeah, I get it, Boss.  
It’s copacetic. 

 
     COSTA 
   Get in the fuckin’ truck. 
 
Franko hurries to the rear of the truck and climbs in. 
 
Costa climbs into the driver’s seat of the lead truck, puts 
it in gear and drives out of the warehouse with the other 
three trucks following. 
     
 
EXT. STRAND STREET - NIGHT 
 
A baby blue 1920 Rolls-Royce Silver Ghost Coupé, caught in 
a jam of lesser vehicles, crawls past the lit Deluxe Club.  
 
Drunk PARTIERS stagger, dance and sing amidst the traffic.  
 
A WOMAN pukes on the trunk of the Rolls; her BOYFRIEND 
laughs and pulls her away into the flowing crowd.  
 
 
INT. ROLLS-ROYCE SILVER GHOST - NIGHT 
 
Sitting in the luxurious rear section, Moody scornfully 
looks out his side window at the sloppy partiers. 
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     MOODY 
   At least my hotels are  

always full. 
 
A beautiful, stylishly dressed young woman in a strawberry 
blonde bob, FAUSTINA LEE, sits next to Moody. She gently 
rubs his upper inner thigh with her hand. 
  
     FAUSTINA 
    (seductively) 
   My French panties, are so wet. 
 
She puts her bare feet on the back of the driver’s seat and 
spreads her legs, her dress slides down her bare thighs. 
 
     FAUSTINA (CONT’D) 
   I have to slip them off soon.  

When will we be there? 
 
Moody leans over her and inhales deeply, then sits upright.  
 
     MOODY 
   Mary tells me you’re matri- 

culating, at the University  
of Houston? 

 
  FAUSTINA 
 (rubs Moody) 
I’m going to be a sophomore.  
This is just a summer job. 
 (beat)  
Some girls do it for tuition;  
but my daddy’s rich. I do it- 

(breathy) 
-for kicks.   
 
  MOODY 
Yes, I see. What do you study? 
 
  FAUSTINA 
Physical education. 
 
  MOODY 
What a surprise. I was  
looking for a tutor. 
  

She giggles, grabs his crotch and kisses him. 
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EXT. POSTOFFICE STREET - NIGHT 
 
Red-light district from 25th to 29th Street. Bright, 
colorfully painted Victorian bordellos line both sides of 
the street. Beautiful YOUNG PROSTITUTES smile and call out 
seductively to passing MEN from verandas and open windows.  
 
Among the crowd of mostly MEN walking along the street are 
four giddy SAILORS, early-20s.  
 
     SAILOR #1 
   This is it. The Line! I can’t  
   believe I’m finally here! 
 
     SAILOR #2 
   Feast your eyes, Boys. Fifty  

houses in four blocks. It’s  
“Hooker Heaven.”   

 
     SAILOR #1 
   So, Mary Russell’s or Janet’s  

French House? I hear Janet  
caters to the pervert trade.  
 
  SAILOR #3 
What does that mean? 
 
  SAILOR #4 
It’s the highest priced. But  
anything goes!  
 
  SAILOR #1 
Are we perverts, or are we  
men? 
 
  SAILOR #3 
 (laughs) 
What’s the difference? 
 
  SAILOR #2 
How ‘bout we start at Mary’s  
and work our way up? 
 
  SAILOR #4 
Guys. Guys wait. I, I think,  
I think I’m- a pervert! 

 
The Sailors laugh and walk up the front steps of Mary 
Russell’s vivid purple Victorian bordello. 
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EXT. MARY RUSSELL’S BORDELLO - NIGHT 
 
Standing in glittering, red high-heels near the open door 
is the powerful doyenne of Hooker Heaven, 
 
“MADAM” MARY RUSSELL,  
 
mid-30s, stylish and sophisticated, wearing a short silk 
paillette dress. 
 
     MARY 
    (charming) 
   Hello Boys! Welcome to my home. 
   The girls have been waiting for  

you. Step into the parlor and  
have a drink. I’ll be with you  
in a minute.  

 
The Sailors pass Mary and enter the doorway just as stocky, 
corrupt, Galveston County Sheriff, FRANK KERN, 35 -- Police 
Chief Kain’s brother-in-law -- exits past them in full 
uniform; alarmed, the Sailors freeze- 
 
     MARY 
    (to Sailors) 
   Don’t worry about him, Boys.  

He’s in my pocket. Go in. 
 
Relieved, the Sailors enter into the front parlor. 
 
     MARY (CON’T) 
   Come again, Sheriff.   
 
     KERN 
    (walks down steps) 
   I will Mary. Keep ‘em clean!   
 
JOHN “BOSS” SEALY, 40, one of the Island’s wealthiest men, 
business rival of Moody, owner of the Galveston Wharf 
Company and Galveston Cotton Concentration Company appears  
behind Mary, smiles and whispers in her ear. 
 
     MARY 
    (flirtatious) 
   I’ll see you then, Boss. 
 
Sealy trots down the steps, winks at Mary and literally 
leaps into his white Mercedes-Benz W08 Sport Roadster. 
 
Sealy starts the roadster, REVS it, and sprints away.   
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EXT. WEST BEACH - BUCCANEER HOTEL - NIGHT 
 
Random scattered lights dot the Gulf’s dark beachfront.  
 
POV from the penthouse terrace of the Gulf-front hotel on 
frothy whitecaps flowing across the foggy Gulf. The dimly 
lit U.S. Coast Guard Station sits on the beach nearby.    
 
PENTHOUSE TERRACE 
 
A LOOKOUT, 20s, with a pair of binoculars scans the misty 
Gulf for several beats... He abruptly raises his hand-- 
 
HOTEL ROOF  
 
--a spotlight powers on and aims at the Gulf. The spot 
OPERATOR blinks the beam through the mist: dot-dash (N), 
dash-dash-dash (O), dot-dash-dash (W). Spotlight goes off.  
 
PENTHOUSE TERRACE 
 
Dark. The Lookout has vanished.  
 
 
EXT. GULF OF MEXICO - NIGHT 
 
At a distance in the foggy mist, the slow, 100-foot white, 
steam-driven COAST GUARD cutter, COMANCHE, chases from far 
behind, the 
 
CHEROKEE  
 
the sleek, rum-rumming launch powered by an airplane engine 
that virtually flies across the Gulf at sixty knots with 
its flat-bottom barely touching the water. Its rear is 
loaded with three-hundred cases of burlap-wrapped liquor.  
 
Crouching near the cases, Downtown Gangsters BIG JIM CLARK 
and FATTY OWENS, mid-20s, hang on for their lives.  
 
Johnny Jack Nounes pilots the Cherokee toward shore as 
Musey, with binoculars, scans foggy West Beach dead ahead. 
The dimly lit Coast Guard Station sits off to the right. 
 
     NOUNES 
   Why do they bother?!  
 
     MUSEY 
   They want the boat! 
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Nounes cuts the engine and silently glides the Cherokee up 
onto the beach.  
 
WEST BEACH 
 
The four Corbitt trucks with lights off reverse silently 
through the mist and park near the Cherokee on the hard-
packed sand. Eighteen Downtown Gangsters swarm from the 
trucks and create three human chains of six men each.  
 
In the Cherokee, Nounes supervises Clark, Owens and Musey 
quickly handing the burlap-wrapped cases to the Gangsters’ 
three chains loading three of the four trucks.  
 
 
EXT. GLAVEZ HOTEL - NIGHT 
 
The baby blue Rolls-Royce Silver Ghost is parked in front 
of the VIP valet lot near the wide open terraced lobby. 
 
INT. GALVEZ HOTEL - HALLWAY - NIGHT 
 
African American night maid, LUCY STOWE, mid-30s, pushes 
her cleaning cart and stops at the Penthouse Suite. 
 
Behind Lucy, the elevator doors DING and slide open. Out 
walks Moody and slightly intoxicated, barefoot Faustina. 
She giggles as they walk toward Lucy and arrive at the 
penthouse door. Lucy nods and smiles pleasantly: 
  
     LUCY 
   Good evening. Would you like  

turndown service tonight, or  
perhaps something from the  
hotel bar? 

 
Moody takes his key, inserts it into the lock, turns it, 
then jiggles the key in the lock, then opens the door: 
 

  MOODY 
No thank you- 

(looks at nametag) 
-Mrs. Stowe. There’s a  
selection of liquor in the  
suite. Ask someone to come up  
and check this lock in the  
morning; it’s malfunctioning. 
 
  LUCY 
I will, Sir. Anything else? 
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PENTHOUSE SUITE THRESHOLD 
 
  FAUSTINA 
 (steps inside) 
I’d like, ice cold Champagne!  
Dom Perignon!  
 
  MOODY 
More Champagne? 

 
Faustina tugs on the sleeve of his suit jacket: 

 
  FAUSTINA 
 (baby voice) 
Pwease, Mr. Moody? Pwitty,  
pwitty pwease? I’ll put my  
sweet little sugar bit on top. 

 
Embarrassed, Moody looks at Lucy, who looks away in shame. 
 
     MOODY 
    (exasperated) 
   Alright! Yes, Faustina. Fine. 
 
     FAUSTINA (O.S.) 
   And, Mr. Moody, for dessert I  

have some dreamy, Mexican Mud.  
It’s the turtle’s eyebrows!  

 
     MOODY 
   What is it?  
 
Moody slams the door on Lucy; she flinches. 
 
Lucy stands for a moment staring at the door, then pushes 
her cleaning cart to the Service Elevator.  
 
At the elevator, Lucy presses the down button and waits. 
 
A muffled scream of joy?/pain? is HEARD from inside the 
Penthouse.  
 
Lucy turns toward the Penthouse; laughter is HEARD. 
The elevator doors open, Lucy enters with her cart. 
 
 
EXT. WEST BEACH - NIGHT           
 
In two-man teams, Costa and five DOWNTOWN GANGSTERS climb 
into the front seats of the three liquor-loaded trucks.  
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Franko, and the remaining eleven Gangsters, pile into the 
fourth truck. The four trucks drive away fast into the fog.   
 
The Cherokee sits on the beach. Clark and Owens stand ready 
on the sand. Nounes is at the wheel. Next to Nounes, Musey, 
with binoculars, scans the misty Gulf.  
 
Appearing through the mist, Coast Guard cutter Comanche, 
very close now, lowers MANNED chase boats into the water.  
 
     MUSEY 
   They’re dropping chasers! 
 
     NOUNES 
   Move it, goddammit! 
 
Clark and Owens turn the Cherokee, point it at the water, 
shove it into the surf, and climb aboard. Nounes FIRES UP 
the Cherokee’s airplane engine and shoves the throttle 
forward; it launches like a rocket across the water on a 
diagonal vector away from the approaching Coast Guard and 
chase boats. 
 
 
INT. GALVEZ HOTEL - LAUNDRY ROOM - NIGHT 
 
Large table with a load of clean sheets. Lucy, pensive, 
stands at the table folding a sheet. She pauses in deep 
thought, then looks over at the interior office window of 
her night manager, KLEXTER, 50, seated inside doing 
paperwork. Lucy finishes the sheet. She stands still, 
thinking. Klexter looks at her; his office door is open. 
 
     KLEXTER 
    (loud) 
   You need to finish all the  

sheets, Lucy. By seven A.M.   
 
  LUCY 
 (anxious) 
I know, Sir.  
  

     KLEXTER 
    (loud) 
   What is it?  
 
     LUCY 
    (takes a sheet; folds) 
   Nothing, Sir. I’m sorry.  

(MORE) 
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LUCY (CONT’D) 
    (faux smile) 

These new cotton sheets sure  
smell good!   

 
Klexter looks at her curiously, then goes back to his work. 
 
 
EXT. GALVESTON CAUSEWAY - NIGHT 
 
Fog smothers the narrow two-lane road. The headlights of 
the three liquor-loaded trucks barely cut through it as 
they head slowly toward Virginia Point on the mainland. 
 
Through the mist, at the end of the causeway, the lead 
truck’s headlights beam on a 
 
TEXAS RANGERS ROADBLOCK 
 
 
INT. LEAD TRUCK - NIGHT 
 
Startled, Costa stops the truck. In the b.g., the truck 
behind Costa’s stops.  
 
His POV on the Rangers roadblock a hundred feet ahead. 
Through the mist, bold white lettering -- “TEXAS RANGERS” 
appears on the doors of three trucks parked across the two 
narrow lanes. Materializing by the trucks, wearing white 
Stetson hats are six stern uniformed and badged TEXAS 
RANGERS armed with shotguns.  
 
Gangster LUKE AMATO, 25, in the front passenger seat: 
  
     AMATO 
   What is that? Shit.  
    (beat) 

Turn around! Turn around! 
 
     COSTA 
   Goddamn Rangers. It’s too  

fucking narrow, Luke.  
(beat) 

Fuck! 
 
 

EXT. CAUSEWAY - NIGHT 
 
Costa exits the truck, runs to the rear waving his arms at 
the two trucks stopped bumper-to-bumper behind his truck. 
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Amato exits the truck and sprints past Costa. 
 
The other four GANGSTERS quickly exit their two trucks and 
draw their pistols: 
     COSTA 
   Ranger roadblock! Run! 
 
Costa and the Gangsters run, following Amato down the 
causeway back toward the Island; through the fog a 
 
TEXAS RANGERS TRUCK 
 
appears with a flashing red light driving toward them. They 
stop, panicked and confused. Trapped in front and now from 
behind. Rattled, they look at each other, frozen in place.  
 
The six Rangers at the end of the causeway enter their 
trucks and drive rapidly toward the parked liquor trucks. 
 
The Gangsters look around in panic -- then climb over the 
causeway rail -- and leap into the dark bay below-  
 
BAY 
 
-six Gangsters PLUNGE into the water, submerge, rise, get 
their bearings and swim north toward the misty mainland. 
 
CAUSEWAY   
 
The Rangers truck with the red light arrives at the rear of 
the last truck; two RANGERS exit.  
 
The other three Rangers’ trucks stop in front of the lead 
liquor truck. The six Rangers exit and walk to the rear of 
the lead liquor truck. Ranger, BUSTER DOWNEY, late-20s, and 
Ranger, LEON ATTANSIO, late-20s, pull the hanging tarp back 
revealing a hundred cases of Cuban “Havana Club” rum. 
 
     DOWNEY 
    (broad smile) 
   Jackpot. 
 
The Rangers smile, and look down over the causeway rail at- 
 
BAY 
 
-the six Gangsters, in waterlogged clothes, slowly swimming 
and struggling toward the foggy shore of Virginia Point. 
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CAUSEWAY 
     DOWNEY 
    (yells) 
   Hey assholes! How’s the water?! 
 
     ATTANSIO 
   Gators gonna be crawlin’ up  

your ass! 
 
The Rangers laugh derisively.  
 
     DOWNEY 
   Saddle up, men! 
 
Downey, Attansio and the Rangers jump into the driver’s 
seats of the seven trucks and drive in the direction they 
each were headed: three liquor trucks and the Ranger truck 
with the red light head north toward Virginia Point. The 
other three Rangers trucks head south toward the Island. 
The trucks disappear into the fog in opposite directions. 
 
BAY 
 
Exhausted Costa, first to make it ashore on Virginia’s 
Point, rolls over on his back breathing hard. Amato and two 
more Gangsters get to shore and crawl up near Costa. 
 
     COSTA 
    (huffing) 
   The others? 
 
     AMATO 
    (breathing hard) 
   Don’t know.  
 
BAY 
 
A Gangster floats face down...near the other dead Gangster. 
 
 
INT. WHARF WAREHOUSE - NIGHT  
 
One hanging lightbulb casts pale light over the apparently 
empty space when the camera finds, parked in the corner, a 
1920 Cadillac 59C pointed toward the warehouse door. 
 
INT. WHARF WAREHOUSE - CADILLAC - NIGHT 
 
Silence. Musey sits behind the wheel. Nounes is seated next 
to him. Clark and Owens sit in the rear. Several beats... 
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     MUSEY 
   Coast Guard? 
 
     NOUNES 
    (annoyed) 
   Too slow. 
 
     MUSEY 
   Kain, or Kern? 
 
     NOUNES 
   Paid. 
 
     MUSEY 
    (disbelief) 
   That Customs guy? Scharff? 
 
     NOUNES 
   Too stupid! 
 
     MUSEY 
    (beat) 
   Who the fuck’s left? 
 
Nounes shakes his head dismissively at Musey. 
 
     NOUNES 
   Who do you think, George? 
    (beat) 
   I’ll give the tip to Scharff. 
   Get a gold star for tattling.  
 
Exhausted in their wet clothes, Costa, Amato and the other 
two Gangsters appear in the warehouse doorway.  
 
 
INT. BARN - NIGHT 
 
The three loaded liquor trucks and the Texas Rangers truck 
with the red light are parked side by side. 
 
Using a turpentine rag, a ‘Texas Ranger’ squats and wipes 
the white “TEXAS RANGERS” paint off the truck’s door. 
 
Buster Downey places the folded Texas Rangers uniforms, 
badges and Stetson hats into a trunk and closes the lid. 
An open case of “Havana Club” rum sits on the floor. At a 
table, Quinn and Voight sit having a drink. In the b.g., 
Downey walks over to Attansio and the other five BEACH 
GANGSTERS, who had posed as Rangers; they laugh and drink. 
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     VOIGHT 
   Franko says that Scharff got 

a call from our friend, JJ.  
   He thinks we have it.  
 
     QUINN 
   Ah, Johnny Jack. He getting 

smarter with age? 
 
  VOIGHT 
Nope. Just basic deductive  
reasoning. So simple, even  
he can do it. 

 
 
INT. HOTEL GALVEZ HALLWAY - PENTHOUSE SUITE DOOR - NIGHT 
 
POV from carpet level as the door opens. An empty bottle of 
Dom Perignon and two glasses, one with lipstick, are set on 
the carpet near the door, which closes quietly, but remains 
slightly ajar. Scuffed BROWN WINGTIP SHOES of a MAN step 
into the hallway, and walk (O.S.). 
 
 
EXT. STREET CORNER - DAWN 
 
61st Street and R Street. A poor African American BOY, 10, 
barefoot and in ragged clothes walks along 61st Street. He 
approaches R Street, squinting his eyes halfway closed as 
the morning sun radiates his face. A tree branch CREAKS in 
the breeze. He notices something, stops and opens his eyes 
a bit more; he raises his hand to shield his eyes from the 
blazing sun. His jaw drops open. His POV on the twisting, 
bloody, bullet-riddled and knifed body of African American, 
CHESTER SAWYER, 35, hanging by his neck from the branch of 
an oak tree. The Boy stares at Chester...then begins to 
tremble; he takes off running up 61st Street.   
 
 
EXT. BARN - DAWN  
 
Two Model T Fords drive slowly toward the barn and stop. A 
Corbitt truck is parked in front of the barn door.  
 
INT. MODEL T FORD #1 - DAWN 
 
Grimy gritty Scharff sits in the passenger seat next to 
spiffy clean Customs Agent, TOM ZINN, 30s, in the driver’s 
seat. Scharff stares at the barn. 
 



   
 
  33. 
 

     SCHARFF 
   Let’s go, Tom. 
 
Scharff pulls his pistol from its holster and exits the 
car. Zinn unholsters his pistol and exits. 
 
Scharff nods to the two CUSTOMS AGENTS in the other car.  
They pull their pistols, exit and hurry over to Scharff, 
who motions them with his hand to go around to the rear of 
the barn; they take off trotting quickly and disappear O.S.  
 
Scharff and Zinn cautiously approach the Corbitt truck 
blocking the barn door. They aim their pistols inside the 
truck; it’s empty. Scharff motions Zinn to the left of the 
barn door as he moves quickly to the right of it. Scharff 
grasps the barn door handle with his free hand, makes eye 
contact with Zinn, who raises his pistol. Scharff quickly 
slides the door open and dives to the ground in the doorway 
aiming his pistol at- 
 
INT. BARN - DAWN 
 
-the emptiness inside the barn. Zinn enters behind Scharff 
in a crouch, aiming his pistol. He holsters his pistol. 
 
     SCHARFF 
   Goddammit! 
 
Scharff rises quickly and walks inside scanning the ground. 
 
     ZINN 
   We, apparently, have a snitch. 
 
Scharff stops, crouches down, picks up a small torn piece 
of paper. CLOSE ON the shred of a liquor label with the 
letters: “vana Club.” He shows it to Zinn. 
 
     ZINN 
   Rum. 
 
     SCHARFF 
   Who’s the rat, Tom? 
 
 
EXT. ROSE’S HOUSE - DAWN 
 
The sun rises over the Gulf. Sun rays light the three pigs 
sleeping in the muddy pen next to the clapboard beach house 
raised above the ground by the paneled stilts. 
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A light goes on over the front door. The door opens a 
crack, then further, revealing Rose. 
 
     ROSE 
   Come in. 
 
Quinn, outside the door, takes off his hat and enters: 
 
     QUINN 
   Good morning, Rose.  
 
Door closes.  
 
 
INT. GALVEZ HOTEL - PENTHOUSE FLOOR HALLWAY - DAWN 
 
A maid cart rolls down the hall loaded with room service 
trays, dirty plates and glasses. Near the end of her shift, 
Lucy wearily pushes the cart. She stops in front of the 
Penthouse Suite; the door is slightly ajar. Lucy picks up 
the empty bottle of Dom Perignon and the two glasses. She 
looks up and down the empty hallway, then puts her ear to 
the door, which swings open a few inches. Startled, Lucy 
backs away from the door. She steps toward the cart...then 
back to the door. She looks through the slightly open door 
into the suite.  
 
Lucy’s POV on the suite’s living room. Everything’s neat 
and in its place -- except naked Faustina sleeping half-
covered by a blanket on the sofa. Lucy stares at Faustina. 
She pushes the door open, stands in the doorway, then walks 
toward Faustina lying on the sofa. 
 
 
INT. ROSE’S HOUSE - DAY 
 
Kitchen table. Two half-empty coffee cups. Quinn and Rose 
sit across from each other. 
 
     ROSE 
   Three days. That’s it?  
 
     QUINN 
   Three days. You don’t have to  

do a thing. 
 (laughs) 
Just don’t throw a party! 

 
     ROSE 
   I’ll do it. Thank you. 
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     QUINN 
    (rises) 
   Thank you, Rose. It’s what 
   friends are for.      
 
Rose rises. They walk to the door. Quinn puts out his hand. 
They look each other in the eyes and shake hands. Rose 
opens the door for Quinn: 
 
     QUINN 
   I know this is a big deal for  

you. But it’s the smart move. 
And you’re a very smart guy.  
You help us. We help you. 
 

Rose nods. Quinn exits. Rose’s POV, standing in the 
doorway, as he watches Quinn walk toward his gleaming 1920 
Duesenberg. Quinn signals to the truck parked behind it.  
 
Downey, Attansio and the other five Beach Gangsters exit 
the truck and start unloading the cases.   
 
 
INT. GALVEZ HOTEL - PENTHOUSE SUITE - DAWN 
   
Lucy looks at covered Faustina on the sofa. In the b.g., 
the suite’s bedroom door opens. Bleary-eyed Moody, hair 
messy, wearing a “Galvez Hotel” monogrammed robe and 
slippers walks into the living room, sees Lucy, and stops: 
     
     MOODY 
   What are you doing in here? 
   I did not call for service. 
 
     LUCY 
    (fearful) 
   This girl needs help, Sir. 
 
     MOODY 
    (coldly) 
   She’ll be okay.   
 
Moody turns and walks back into the bedroom: 
 
     MOODY (O.S.) 
   Get her out of here, Mrs.  

Stowe. Not a word to anybody. 
 
The bedroom door closes. Lucy stands near Faustina. Her 
eyes tear. 
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EXT. DIRT ROAD - DAY (LATER) 
 
Edge of town. Weary and sad, Lucy walks along the dusty 
road with her pocketbook slung over her shoulder. She 
stares down at the road. 
 
INTERCUT WITH: 
 
INT. PENTHOUSE SUITE - DAY - FLASHBACK 
 
CLOSE ON heartless Moody’s arrogant face. 
 
DIRT ROAD - PRESENT 
 
Lucy walks along, head down. 
 
     LUCY 
    (whispers) 
   O Lord, these hard-won miles 

Have worn my stumbling feet. 
Oh, soothe me with thy smiles, 
And make my life complete. 
 

PENTHOUSE SUITE - FLASHBACK 
 
CLOSE ON naked Faustina lying on the living room sofa half-
covered with a monogrammed “Galvez Hotel” blanket. 
 
DIRT ROAD - PRESENT 
 
Lucy walks along, head down. 
 
     LUCY 
    (whispers) 

The thorns are thick and keen 
Wherever I trembling trod. 
The way is long between 
My wounded feet and You, O God. 
 

PENTHOUSE SUITE - FLASHBACK 
 
CLOSE ON Faustina’s grayish-white face with dried vomit and 
foam around her mouth; her faded blue milky eyes are open. 
Lucy’s hand closes Faustina’s eyes. 
 
DIRT ROAD - PRESENT 
 
Lucy walks along, head down. 
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     LUCY 
    (whispers) 

Where healing waters flow 
To Thou my footsteps lead. 
My heart is aching so; 
Thy gracious balm I need. 

 
PENTHOUSE SUITE - FLASHBACK 
 
Shiny oak table top. CLOSE ON a small lump of dark brown, 
gooey tar sitting next to a glass syringe and bloody 
hypodermic needle. 
 
DIRT ROAD - PRESENT 
 
Lucy walks along, head down. 
 
     LUCY 
    (whispers) 

I’m holding steady on You.  
You’ve got to see me through. 

 
END INTERCUT SEQUENCE 
 
 
EXT. LUCY’S HOUSE - DAY 
 
Lucy walks to the door of her small, isolated, three-room 
ramshackle house in the woods. She opens the door, enters. 
 
     LUCY (O.S.)  
   Luther, are you up? 
 
INT. LUCY’S HOUSE - DAY 
 
Lucy closes the door and walks to the table. She sets her 
pocketbook on it. Weary, with the weight of the world on 
her shoulders, she sits down in a chair. 
 

LUCY 
Luther! 

 
Luther, enters, sleepy, in the same clothes he was wearing 
at the Penny Arcade. 
 
     LUTHER 
   Hi Mama. 
 
Luther walks to Lucy, kisses her forehead. She stands and 
gives him a big hug. She starts to weep; then sobs. 
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     LUTHER 
    (hugs her) 
   What’s wrong, Mama? 
 
     LUCY 
    (sobbing) 
   I love you, son. So much.  
 
Lucy wipes her tears with her hand.  
 
     LUCY (CONT’D) 
   Tell me you love me, Luther. 
 
     LUTHER 
   I love you, Mama. Yesterday,  

today and forever. You know  
that. It’s you and me, right?   

 
     LUCY 
   I know. I know. You and me.  

(releases him; sits) 
I asked Klexter for the day  
shift. A little less money,  
but I’ll have more time with  
you. 
 

LUTHER 
That sounds great, Mama. 
You and me! 
 

LUCY 
Go get your books, Honey. 

 
Luther kisses her head, and exits. Lucy wipes her eyes. 
 
 
EXT. CENTRAL HIGH SCHOOL - DAY 
 
Forty-eight star American flag flies high on the pole.  
 
Below the flag, carved into a wooden sign -- “Central High 
School.” In the b.g., African American TEACHERS enter the 
front doors of the segregated African American high school. 
 
Luther sits reading a book under a tree near the front of 
the school. Lucy and John talk nearby. 
 
     JOHN 
    (serious) 
   I’ll be there. 
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     LUCY 
    (relieved) 
   Thank you, Mr. Clouser. I  

didn’t know where to turn. 
 
  JOHN 
It’ll be alright, Mrs. Stowe.  

 
John smiles warmly at her. They walk over to Luther. 
 
     LUCY 
   Be good, Luther. Do well. 
 
     JOHN 
    (smiles) 
   He is good. One of my best. 
 
Luther smiles. 
    
 
INT. GALVEZ HOTEL - BARBER SHOP - DAY 
 
The shop is empty, except for Sam sitting in a barber chair 
reading the Galveston Daily News. Rose enters.  
 
     SAM 
   Rose?  
 
     ROSE 
    (beat) 
   Ollie came to my house this  

morning. With a truck. 
 
  SAM 
 (concerned) 
A truck? 
 
  ROSE 
 (closer; whispers) 
He brought a load. 
 
  SAM 
Of what?  
 
  ROSE 
Cuban rum. A lot of Cuban rum.  
 
  SAM 
You’re fucking kidding. 
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  ROSE 
Three, hundred, cases. 
 
  SAM 
Why you?  
 
  ROSE 
He is going to be raided. He  
needed a place.  
 
  SAM 
Where is it? 
 
  ROSE 
Under my house. For three days. 
 
  SAM 
 (stunned) 
Rose. 
  
  ROSE 
He’s going to pay me. You and  
me. 
 
  SAM 
How much? 
 
  ROSE 
Ten dollars. 

 
 SAM 
(stands) 

   That’s good!  
 
     ROSE  

A case.  
 
Sam opens his mouth, no words come out, then: 
 
     SAM 
    (thinking) 
   Rose. That is, bedda matri,  

twelve-thousand haircuts! 
 
Rose cracks a smile. Overwhelmed, Sam smiles broadly. 
 
 
EXT. POSTOFFICE STREET - HOOKER HEAVEN - DAY 
 
The street is vacant; the Victorian bordellos are quiet. 
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EXT. MARY RUSSELL’S HOUSE - DAY 
 
Boss Sealy’s white Mercedes Roadster is parked in front.  
 
All the shades are drawn. The front door is closed. 
 
INT. MARY RUSSELL’S HOUSE - MARY’S BEDROOM SUITE - DAY 
 
Large, bright, decorated with modernist furniture and 
paintings. Mary enters groomed and dressed for the day. 
 
     MARY 
    (concerned) 
   She didn’t come home. 
 
Stirring in bed; Sealy sits up. 
 
     SEALY 
   Did he get them? 
 
     MARY 
   I don’t know.  

(worried) 
You know who she is don’t you? 
Her father? Her family? 

 
Mary walks out the door. 
 
     SEALY 
   No, not really. Where are you  

going?! 
 
  MARY (O.S.) 
I’m taking your car! 
 

 
EXT. MURDOCH’S PIER - DAY 
 
A mob of happy TOURIST FAMILIES with KIDS and ADULT COUPLES 
swarm the pier; they’re lined up for swimsuits; they shop 
at Guyette’s Gift Shop; adult men and women play the slots. 
DING! DING! DING! a slot machine paying off is HEARD.   
 
INT. MURDOCH’S PIER - BARBER SHOP - DAY 
 
Quiet and empty, except for Rose sitting in a barber chair 
reading the morning newspaper. 
 
John Clouser enters, walks in a few steps, then stops, 
facing Rose.  
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Rose lowers the paper and looks inquisitively at John. 
 
John stares with uncertainty at Rose. 
 
     JOHN 
   Mr. Rose? Can we talk? 
 
     ROSE 
   Rose, is my first name. Yes. 
 
    
EXT. GALVEZ HOTEL - REAR SERVICE ENTRANCE - DAY 
 
Rose’s 1915 Model T Ford is parked near the “Service 
Entrance.” Rose stands silently with John by the car. 
 
The Service Entrance doors open. Lucy comes out, looks 
around suspiciously, ducks back inside, then pushes a 
laundry cart with sheets through the doorway to Rose and 
John standing at the rear of the Model T. She looks at Rose 
with a mix of sadness and fear. She points into the cart. 
 
Rose pulls the sheet back revealing Faustina’s bluish face; 
a fly buzzes around her closed eyes. Rose shoos it away 
with his hand and gently covers her face with the sheet.  
 
John looks away, walks away quickly, pukes in the bushes. 
 
Rose bends down and carefully picks up Faustina’s stiff 
body wrapped in the sheet. He carries her to the rear of 
the car. John hustles back to the car. 
 
     ROSE 
   Open it. 
 
John opens the trunk. Rose gently places Faustina inside 
and closes the lid. 
 
     LUCY 
    (sad) 
   What will you do with her? 
 
     ROSE 
   Don’t worry, Ma’am. This is  
   our secret now. It is a very 

valuable secret. Tell nobody.  
 
     LUCY 
    (teary) 
   No, Sir. I would never. 
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Unexpectedly, Rose wraps his big arms around her and hugs 
her warmly. Lucy’s startled. John is startled. Slowly, Lucy 
puts her arms around Rose, and hugs him, and cries... 
 
     ROSE 
    (whispers) 
   I watch out for you now,  

Mrs. Stowe.  
 
Through the window of the Service Entrance door, Night 
Manager Klexter’s face is visible as he slyly watches them. 
 
Rose suddenly glances at the door; his POV as he sees 
Klexter duck away from the window (O.S.).  
 
 
EXT. DELUXE CLUB - DAY  
 
The club is closed. Strand Street is quiet. No cars, music, 
drinking or puking. It’s a hangover morning on The Strand. 
 
INT. DELUXE CLUB - BACK OFFICE - DAY 
 
A closed steel entry door, set of filing cabinets, a large 
“cannonball safe” in the corner, a small window with bars 
across it near a steel-reinforced exit door; two desks face 
each other with Voight sitting at one facing Quinn sitting 
at the other. Attansio sits in the corner napping. Quinn 
and Voight count money, review club receipts, register 
dollar figures into two different ledgers, and update 
current liquor inventory and new liquor orders. 
 
     VOIGHT 
   Another record breaking night. 
 
     QUINN 
    (chuckles) 
   If our business grows any  

larger, we’ll have to buy a  
bigger Island. 
 
  VOIGHT 
Houston’s oilmen are starting 
to roll in regular. Big time  
gamblers. We’ll have to up- 

 
-POUNDING on the office entry door. 
 

QUINN (CONT’D) 
Yeah? 
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DOWNEY (O.S.) 
    (muffled) 
   Someone here to see you. 
 
     VOIGHT 
    (stands; loud) 
   Who’s with you, Buster? 
 
Attansio wakes, sits up and puts his hand on his pistol. 
 
     DOWNEY (O.S.) 
    (muffled; loud) 
   That would be, Mr. Johnny Jack 

himself. The one and only! 
 
  QUINN 
Alone? 

 
INT. DELUXE CLUB - BACK OFFICE - ANTEROOM - DAY 
 
Johnny Jack in a three-piece suit, diamond stickpin, hat 
and gold-headed cane stands next to Downey at the door. 
 
     NOUNES 
    (loud) 
   C’mon Ollie, open the door.  
   We need to talk. 
 
     QUINN (O.S.) 
    (muffled) 
   Pat him down, Buster. 
 
Downey quickly and respectfully pats down Nounes. 
 
     DOWNEY 
   He’s good! 
 
The door opens. Quinn smiles. Nounes smiles, and enters. 
 
     QUINN 
   It’s been too long. 
 
     NOUNES (O.S.) 
   Yeah. I want my trucks back. 
 
     QUINN 
   Sure. It’s the least I can do. 
   Give me a few days, Johnny.  
 
Quinn closes the door, locks it. 
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INT. HOTEL GALVEZ - LAUNDRY ROOM - KLEXTER’S OFFICE - DAY 
 
Cramped space. Papers stuffed into messy open file drawers; 
window faces the interior of the laundry room; a small desk 
sat upon by nervous Klexter dialing his phone, then: 
 
     KLEXTER 
   Operator? Please connect me  

with, Joe Simmons, in Atlanta. 
 (beat) 
Can you try William Joseph  
Simmons? Is that listed?   
 (beat) 
Thank you, Operator, I’ll  
wait. 
 (beat) 
Hello, Mr. Simmons?... My name 
is Klexter, in Galveston, Sir, 
Number 39... “AYAK”? Oh right!  
Yes, “AKIA”... Good, yes Sir.  
“KIGY,” I greet you, too...  
we have a problem here, Sir...  
uh huh, yes... The Goose Creek  
“Wrecking Crew”?  

 
 
EXT. ANICO (AMERICAN NATIONAL INSURANCE CO.) BUILDING - DAY 
 
A sign on the building indicates -- “ANICO.” 
 
Mary Russell parks Boss Healy’s Mercedes Roadster in front 
of the building. She exits the car and enters the building.  
 
INT. ANICO BUILDING - MOODY’S OUTER OFFICE - DAY 
 
Secretary’s desk is unoccupied. Smith Corona typewriter 
with a partially typed document sits in the roller.  
 
Moody’s secretary, MARGIE, 50s, stands listening intently 
with her ear to Moody’s door; she sees Mary entering and 
quickly steps away from the door- 
 
-Mary enters quickly and approaches Margie: 
 
     MARGIE 
    (snidely) 
   Oh. Hello, Miss Russell. 
 
     MARY 
   Margie. Is he in? 



   
 
  46. 
 

Klexter exits Moody’s office and closes the door. 
 
     MARGIE 
    (nasty) 
   He’s too busy to see you. 
 
Mary quickly passes exiting Klexter as she walks around 
Margie’s desk- 
 
     MARGIE (CONT’D) 
   Miss Russell! You can’t go in! 
 
-Mary enters Moody’s office, closes the door, locks it. 
 
 
INT. ANICO BUILDING - MOODY’S OFFICE - DAY 
 
Moody, in a dark three-piece suit, lies on his couch. His 
face is gray and sweaty. He’s very ill. 
 
     MARY 
   Where is she? 
 
     MOODY 
   Who? 
 
     MARY 
   Faustina! 
 
     MOODY 
   Oh. Yes. She left early. Said  

something about, going up to  
Houston.  
 
  MARY 
Houston? No. She would not be  
going to Houston. Not today! 
 
  MOODY 
 (grimacing) 
Someone’s birthday, I think. 
 
  MARY 
You’re lying! Where is she? 

 
Moody leans off the couch and pukes into his waste basket. 
 
     MARY (CONT’D) 
   You’re disgusting. 
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  MOODY 
 (wipes mouth) 
At least I don’t run young  
women. 
 
  MARY 
But you fuck them. Where is  
she?!  
 
  MOODY 
 (moans) 
Mary, go fuck yourself.  

 
Mary slaps him hard across the face. She exits and SLAMS 
the door. 
 
Moody whimpers and covers his face with his arm. 
       
 
EXT. GALVESTON BAY DOCKS - DAY 
 
Striking ILA Union LONGSHOREMEN walk a picket line and hold 
signs demanding higher wages. A half-dozen TEXAS RANGERS on 
horseback patrol the line trying to preserve the peace 
between loud, rowdy and violent STRIKEBREAKERS and the 
vocal picketing Longshoremen. A bloody brawl breaks out 
amongst the two groups. The Rangers move in, cracking 
skulls with their billy-clubs. 
 
 
EXT. GALVESTON WHARF COMPANY - DAY 
 
Sealy’s Mercedes Roadster is parked next to a red 1920 
Stutz Bearcat in front of the office.  
 
INT. WHARF COMPANY - SEALY’S OFFICE - DAY 
 
“President John Sealy” is etched into the frosted glass of 
the open door.  
 
A pair of scuffed BROWN WINGTIP shoes rest on Sealy’s 
unattended desk; the man wearing the wingtips, greasy 
KASPER KAIRO, 40s, sits waiting in a brown suit and tie.  
 
Mary Russell stands near the window looking out at the 
brawling strike crowd visible in the b.g., near the docks. 
 
Boss Sealy enters, closes his door, shoves Kairo’s feet off 
his desk and takes a seat behind his desk. Mary turns to 
face him. Kairo smiles like the cat that ate the canary. 
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     SEALY 
   Let’s see what you got. 
 
     KAIRO 
    (chuckles) 
   Just made it into the closet 
   before they came in. The girl, 
   hoo-boy! She was a real hotsie- 

totsie!  
 
Mary moves closer to Sealy. Kairo leans down to his 
briefcase on the floor and removes a manila envelope.  
He slides it across the desk to Sealy.  
 
Sealy opens it and pulls out a set of ten photographs. 
 
He looks at the top photo -- CLOSE ON the clear shot of 
naked Moody and Faustina having intercourse on the bed.  
 
Sealy shuffles to another photo -- CLOSE ON the clear shot 
of Moody’s face between Faustina’s legs. 
 
Sealy shuffles quickly through the remaining photos, 
suddenly stops on one, pulls it out, places it face up on 
his desk -- CLOSE ON Moody injecting Faustina’s inner arm 
with the glass syringe. 
 
     SEALY 
    (stunned) 
   Heroin, Mary? She’s a junkie?   
 
Mary, aghast, bends down over the photo. 
 
     MARY 
   No! 
 
Sealy shuffles to the last photo, pulls it out -- CLOSE ON 
Faustina’s dead gray face with wet vomit and foam around 
her mouth. Sealy, nervous, drops the photo on the desk. 
 
     MARY  
   Oh my god. 
  
     SEALY 
    (to Kairo) 
   I didn’t ask for those! 
 
     KAIRO 
   You get what I give you. My 
   price now, is double. 
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Sealy gathers the photos and slides them into the envelope. 
He shoves the envelope into his desk drawer. 
 
     MARY 
    (trembling) 
   You could’ve saved her! 
 
     KAIRO 
   Nah. I never get involved.  
 
     SEALY 
    (calm) 
   Jake will take you to my bank. 
   
     KAIRO 
    (smiling) 
   Good. It was a real pleasure. 
 
Kairo puts out his hand to shake; Sealy stares at him. 
 
Mary has tears in her eyes. 
 
     MARY 
   Where is she, Mr. Kairo? 
 
     KAIRO 

(rises; smiles) 
I have no fucking idea. It’s  
another whore; who cares?  
 
  MARY 
I care, goddammit!  

 
 
EXT. U.S. FEDERAL COURTHOUSE - DAY 
 
Parked cars crowd the street in front of the six-story Art 
Deco style building. People run up the steps and enter. 
 
INT. U.S. FEDERAL COURTHOUSE - COURTROOM - DAY 
 
Courtroom gallery is filled with seated and standing 
Islanders. They stare at the flamboyant and bellicose, 
millionaire defense attorney, PERRY WALDMAN, 40, on his 
feet pointing at defendant, Windy Goss seated at the 
defense table.  

  WALDMAN 
Young Mr. Goss, deserves  
justice! 
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Prosecuting Attorney, LOWELL HENRY, 65, seated at the 
Prosecution table scowls at Waldman who points at three 
large men sitting in the front row directly behind the bar: 
Sheriff Frank Kern, Chief Kain, and the calm, take-no-shit 
from anyone Texas Ranger, JOHNNY KLEVENHAGEN, 30. 
 
     WALDMAN 
    (teary-eyed) 
   These men!  
 
Waldman dramatically jabs his finger at Kern, Kain and 
Klevenhagen sitting a few feet away as he shouts their 
names: 
     WALDMAN (CONT’D) 
   Kern! Kain! and Klevenhagen!  

K-K-K! They kukluxxed this  
defendant! They tortured him! 
Who among you can say you  
too, would not have confessed  
to this killing -- innocent  
though you may be -- if these  
pistol-packing, blackjack- 
wearing, handcuff-carrying,  
booted and spurred officers  
of the so-called law, on this  
great Island of Galveston, in  
the great state of Texas, had  
pre-determined you guilty?! 

 
Islanders burst into shouted CALLS of support for Goss. 
 
 
EXT. GALVESTON WHARF COMPANY - DAY 
 
Kairo stands near Sealy’s Mercedes Roadster as burly, JAKE 
MARLETTA, 40s, drives up in a 1920 Studebaker Big Six Sedan 
and stops near Kairo. 
 
     MARLETTA 
    (smiles) 
   Mr. Sealy said to take you to  

his bank. I got a withdrawal  
slip here for two-grand. It’s 
your lucky day, Pal. Get in. 

 
Kairo smiles, walks around the car and gets into the front 
passenger seat. Marletta drives off. 
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A MAN exits the front of The Wharf Company, enters the 
Stutz Bearcat parked next to Sealy’s Roadster, hotwires the 
engine, starts the car, backs up, and drives off. 
 
 
INT. U.S. FEDERAL COURTHOUSE - COURTROOM - DAY (LATER) 
 
No-nonsense JUDGE CHARLES DIBRELL, late-40s, is seated 
behind the bench. 
 
     JUDGE DIBRELL 
   Mr. Foreman, has the jury  

reached a verdict?   
 
The full courtroom is silent as the Jury FOREMAN, stands. 
 
     FOREMAN 
   Yes Judge, we have.  

(beat) 
The jury finds the defendant,  
Orenthal “Windy” Goss, not  
guilty of first degree murder! 

 
Kern, Kain and Klevenhagen immediately leap over the bar 
railing and pummel the shit out of attorney Waldman as he 
sits at the counsel table next to Goss -- who gets up and 
runs away (O.S.). 
 
Judge Dibrell repeatedly HAMMERS his gavel shouting: 
 
     JUDGE DIBRELL 
   Bailiff. Bailiff! Stop this  

nonsense! Now goddammit!    
 
BAILIFF, 60, pauses, then moves slowly from the side of the 
Judge’s bench. He smiles, watching the three Cops pound 
cuts and bruises into the sprawled Waldman on the floor. 
 
     JUDGE DIBRELL 
    (to Jury) 
   Members of the Jury, this  

Court dismisses you and thanks  
you for a job well done. This  
court is adjourned.  
 
  BAILIFF 
All rise! Get off the floor! 

 
The camera finds Rose standing amongst the Islander crowd. 
He smiles, turns and exits.  



   
 
  52. 
 

SUPER:  THREE DAYS LATER 
 
INT. MEL’S BLUEPLATE DINER - DAY 
 
Sam and Rose sit at a front table tearing into stacks of 
pancakes with syrup, plates of bacon, toast and scrambled 
eggs. Sam pours Rose a cup of steaming coffee from the pot. 
Rose smiles at Sam. They eat and drink: 
 
     SAM 
   When can we split the money?  

Whatever you think is fair.  
I didn’t do anything. So... 

 
     ROSE 

We’re not splitting. 
 
  SAM 
What do you mean? 
 
  ROSE 
I told Ollie to reinvest our 
share into the next deal.  
It’s better for us.  
 
  SAM 
I got bills, Rose. I need the 
money. 
 
  ROSE 
No. The three-thousand will 
make us ten-thousand. And so 
forth. You know how it works.  
 
  SAM  

(slams fist on table) 
Goddammit, Rose! You could’ve  
asked me. 

 
DINERS glance over at the brothers. 

 
  ROSE 
My decision. It’s smart. We 
have a capofamiglia. And now 
we’re part of the Beach Gang. 
But, for now, we cut hair. 
 
  SAM 
Yeah. Shit. You’re right. Let 
me know if you need any help. 
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  ROSE 
This is our opportunity, Sam. 
For us. Always partners. We 
are back in the game. 
 
  SAM 
Next time, ask me my opinion. 
 
  ROSE 
I will. I’m sorry.  
 (several beats) 
Moody killed a hooker last  
night. A young woman. He  
is heartless. 
 

Sam is speechless. 
     ROSE (CONT’D) 
   Now we have leverage, Sam,  

against the richest man on  
the Island. 

 
 
EXT. MARY RUSSELL’S BORDELLO - DAY 
 
Lying on chaise lounges on the veranda, two prostitutes in 
silk teddies, NOLA, 21, and CAPRI, 21, sip coffee and smoke 
cigarettes as they bask in the morning sun.  
 
     NOLA 
   She was always nice to me. 
 
     CAPRI 
   Maybe she really did go back  

to Houston. 
 
A Wills Sainte Claire Roadster drives slowly to the front 
of the house and parks. 
 
Nola and Capri look at the car. 
 
The driver of the Roadster, WILSON CLYDE, 40, in a suit and 
hat, exits the car and walks up the steps to the veranda. 
He tips his hat to Nola and Capri: 
 
     CLYDE 
   Good morning, Ladies.  
 
     CAPRI 
   Good morning. We’re not open. 
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     CLYDE 
   That’s not what I’m here for. 
   Is Miss Mary Russell at home? 
 
     NOLA 
   She might be. Who the fuck  

are you? 
 
The front door opens slightly revealing Mary. 
 
     MARY 
   Be nice, Nola. I’m Mary. Can  

I help you? 
 
     CLYDE 
    (tips hat) 
   Good morning, Miss Russell.  

I’m Wilson Clyde, of the  
Pinkerton Detective Agency.  

   My client, Mr. Ewing Lee of 
   Houston, hired me to locate     
   his daughter, Miss Faustina  

Lee. I’m told she worked for 
you? 
 

     MARY 
    (charming)  
   Yes, Faustina. She’s a lovely 

girl. Whip smart and more  
beautiful than Lillian Gish.  
 
  CLYDE 
Are you aware, Miss Russell,  
that Faustina is a minor?  
 
  MARY 

(opens door) 
Please come inside, Mr. Clyde. 
Would you like some coffee? 

 
Clyde enters, door closes. 
 
     NOLA 
   She didn’t go back to Houston. 
 
     CAPRI 
   I thought she was older. 
 
      NOLA 
   Daddy ain’t fucking around. 
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INT. DELUXE CLUB - BACK OFFICE - DAY 
 
Voight and Quinn behind their desks facing each other, 
leaning back in their chairs, feet up on their desks. 
 
     QUINN 
   There is a friend of ours in  

New Orleans. Little Palermo.  
Runs poker games. I asked him  
about Rose and his brother Sam. 
Now that they’re with us.  
 
  VOIGHT 
And? 
 
  QUINN 
They used to do collections  
for him. And other odd jobs. 
 
  VOIGHT 
 (smiles) 
Odd jobs, huh? 
 
  QUINN 

 Let’s say, they are skilled  
in the arts of disposal. 
 
  VOIGHT 
They’re not barbers? 
 
  QUINN 
They moved here, and became  
barbers. They had to go very 
low-profile. After they left  
LP.  
 
  VOIGHT 
Why? 
 
  QUINN 
New York was involved.  
Luciano. They hit a couple  
high-profile friends of his;  
who, luckily for Rose and Sam,  
deserved it. Word got back to  
Luciano. He couldn’t let them  
skate free, so he made them an  
offer. Leave LP. Or die there. 
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  VOIGHT 
They lose a couple hitters,  
we gain a couple barbers.  
Who used to kill people.   
 (rises) 
I’m heading over to Murdoch’s. 
 

QUINN 
Concerning? 

 
VOIGHT 

   My spy in Moody’s office? She 
   heard the “Secret Six” were  

coming down from Goose Creek.  
 
     QUINN 
   That doesn’t make sense. 
   They have no business here.     
 
 
EXT. CENTRAL HIGH SCHOOL - DAY 
 
The wooden sign -- “Central High School.” A few African 
American STUDENTS enter and exit the school’s doors. 
 
INT. CENTRAL HIGH SCHOOL - HALLWAY - JOHN’S CLASSROOM - DAY 
 
The classroom door is open. Rose stands in the hallway, 
watching John through the open door as he stands in front 
of his class speaking to them: 
 
     JOHN 
   June 19, 1865, Major General  

Gordon Granger issued General  
Order #3 in Galveston to  
inform the people of Texas  
that a proclamation from  
President Abraham Lincoln  
deemed that all slaves were  
free! But, because Texas was  
the most remote of the slave  
states this message took more  
than two and a half years to  
reach Galveston. Thank God we  
are patient people! Okay now, 
study the chapter, names and  
dates; there will be a quiz. 

 
The Students file out of the classroom and glance curiously 
at the seriously out-of-place Rose as they pass by him.  
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John collects his books and papers, puts them into his 
briefcase and walks out the door; he stops suddenly when he 
sees Rose. 
     ROSE 
   Hello John. 
 
     JOHN 
   Hello Rose. Can I help you?  

 
 
EXT. LUCY’S HOUSE - REAR - NIGHT 
 
The small house in the woods is dark. An owl HOOTS. 
 
Dark woods behind the house. Horse snorts are HEARD. Seven 
untethered riderless horses huddle together. Twigs CRACK. 
Six men wearing dark robes and hoods -- “THE SECRET SIX” of 
the Goose Creek Klan, nearly invisible in the darkness, 
move quickly toward the rear of Lucy’s house.  
 
Klexter, in a dark robe, pulls his hood over his face and 
picks up two buckets, one in each hand and walks quickly 
toward the other Klansmen at the rear door of the house. 
 
KLANSMAN #1 kicks the door -- BOOM -- off its hinges. The 
KLANSMEN enter the house rapidly. 
 
     LUTHER (O.S.) 
    (fearful; loud) 
   Who are you?! Get out of- 
 
     LUCY (O.S.) 
    (angry; loud) 
   Leave my son- 
 
The Klansmen drag unconscious Luther and Lucy outside 
through the rear doorway. They drop them face down in the 
dirt. They kick and punch prone, helpless Luther lying next 
to Lucy; they tear his clothes off. 
 
Klexter carries the two buckets to Luther; he picks up one 
with steam rising from it and pours hot tar all over 
Luther’s body. Klexter sets the tar bucket down. KLANSMAN 
#2 picks up the other bucket and pours chicken feathers out 
of it that stick to tar-covered Luther. 
 
KLANSMAN #3 pulls a rope with a noose out from under his 
robe. He walks under an oak tree and throws the rope & 
noose up and over a thick, sturdy branch. 



   
 
  58. 
 

Klansman #3 pulls the noose down and loops it around Lucy’s 
neck while KLANSMAN #4 takes the other end of the rope. 
 
All seven Klansmen stand in a semi-circle around Lucy lying 
unconscious on the ground with the noose around her neck.  
 
Klexter bends down, strikes a wooden match -- then 
EXPLODING in FLAMES -- a wooden cross.  
 
Illuminated by the blazing cross, the Klansmen sing a song 
to the tune of “From Greenland’s Icy Mountains,” and the 
chorus, “Home Sweet Home”: 
 
     KLANSMEN 
   A band of faithful Klansmen, 
   Knights of the K.K.K. 
   We all stand together 
   Forever and for aye. 
   Home, home, country and home, 

Klansmen will live and die 
For our country and home. 
Here honor, love and justice 
Must actuate us all; 
Before our sturdy phalanx 
All hate and strife shall fall. 

 
     KLANSMAN #1 
   Remember “Red Summer”!  
 

KLANSMAN #2 
God save our nation! 

 
Lucy becomes conscious- 
 
     LUCY 
    (dazed; reaches for  

 the rope) 
   What is- 
 
Klansman #1 pulls the rope taut around Lucy’s neck; she 
gasps. Klansman #2 assists Klansman #1 in pulling on the 
rope.  
 
Lucy’s hands struggle with the rope around her neck, her 
bare feet slowly rise off the ground- 
 
-Klansman #1 and Klansman #2 are swiftly stabbed with Civil 
War bayonets deeply into their lower backs, they let go of 
the rope; Lucy falls to the ground; Klansmen #1 & #2 fall 
to the ground bleeding profusely.  
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Surprised and panicked, the other five Klansmen are 
quickly, repeatedly stabbed in their chests by Rose, Sam, 
John, and Jack Johnson.  
 
Rose goes quickly to unconscious Lucy, bends down beside 
her and takes the rope off her neck. 
 
John and Jack pull off the Klansmen’s hoods.  
 
Klexter coughs blood. Sam chops Klexter’s throat. 
 
He slashes the other Klansmen’s throats, who choke, bleed 
out soaking their robes red.  
 
Sam wipes his bloody blade on the Klansmen’s bloody robes. 
 
Rose cradles Lucy’s head in his hands; he gently massages 
her chafed, bruised throat:     
 
     ROSE 
   Lucy? Lucy can you hear me? 
   Come back, Lucy. It’s not  

your time. Come back to me,  
Lucy. Luther needs you. 

    
John and Jack bend down next to Luther; with the Klansmen’s 
hoods they wipe the tar and feathers off his body. 
 
     LUTHER 
    (wakes; fear) 
   Where, am...? Where’s Mama?! 
 
Luther looks around and crawls fast over to Lucy and Rose. 
 
     LUCY 
    (wakes; coughs) 
   Luther? Is that you?  

(cries) 
Luther. Oh, thank you God. 

 
Lucy smiles at Luther. Luther hugs her. Rose releases Lucy 
into Luther’s embrace, and stands. 
 
     SAM 
    (to Lucy & Luther) 
   You’re children of God.  

You’ve got purpose. The law  
put it there. And nobody can  
take it away. Nobody. 
      DISSOLVE TO: 
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EXT. THE BUCCANEER HOTEL - WEST BEACH - DAWN 
 
A YOUNG COUPLE, 20s, affectionately joke and giggle 
together as they hold hands and stroll barefoot along the 
beach near the water line.  
 
They come upon a car, the red Stutz Bearcat, parked in the 
sand with tidewater gently lapping at its partially 
submerged wheels.  
 
The Young Couple are puzzled. They look inside- 
 
STUTZ BEARCAT 
 
Kairo slumped over in the seat. His shirt soaked in blood. 
His throat viciously slashed. Dead eyes open. 
 
         DISSOLVE TO: 
 
INT. ANICO BUILDING - MOODY’S OFFICE - DAY 
 
Moody, in a dark three-piece suit, sits behind his desk 
reviewing and signing business documents- 
 
-KNOCK on the door. Moody looks up. 
 
     MARGIE (O.S.) 
   Mr. Moody? Mr. Sealy is here 
   to see you, although he didn’t  

make an appointment. 
 
     MOODY 
   Send him in, Margie. 
 
Door opens, Boss Sealy enters. He holds a manila envelope. 
He sits in the chair in front of Moody’s desk. He holds the 
envelope in his lap as he stares at Moody. 
 
Moody stares at Sealy...waiting. 
 
     SEALY 
   Let’s chat, shall we?  

About Faustina Lee. 
 
         FADE OUT. 
 

 
THE END 

 
 


