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FADE IN: 

 
ON A OLD-TIME THEATER PLAYBILL. 
 
THE CAMERA slowly scrolls down.  It reads: 
 

 

FORD'S THEATRE 
10th Street, Above E 

 

Friday Evening, April 14, 1865 

___________________________ 
 

Benefit and Last Night of 

MISS LAURA KEENE 
in 

Tom Taylor's  
Celebrated Eccentric Comedy 
OUR AMERICAN COUSIN 

___________________________ 
 

This Evening 

The Performance will be honored 
by the presence of 

PRESIDENT LINCOLN! 
___________________________ 

 
 
EXT. FORD'S THEATRE. NIGHT. 
 
All is eerily quiet outside the theater on the gas-lit E Street.  
Suddenly, from the saloon next door, a door crashes open.  JOHN 
WILKES BOOTH strides out, eyes ablaze, and hisses as if to a 
silent audience: 

 
  BOOTH 
It's time. 
 

And he mounts the theater's front steps.  Just then, two drunken 
UNION SOLDIERS lurch down the street and notice him. 
 

  SOLDIER #1 
Hey!  Ain't that John Wilkes Booth? 
 
  SOLDIER #2 
Thought I smelled ham in the air. 
 

  SOLDIER #1 
Haw haw haw!!  Hey Johnny, why don'tcha 
git yerself a real job! 
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  SOLDIER #2 

Yeah, you'll never be the actor your 
pappy was! 
 
  BOOTH 
No ... but when I leave the stage 
tonight, I shall be the most famous man 
in America. 

 
INT. FORD'S THEATER LOBBY. 
 
Booth nods and smiles warmly to a fawning TICKET TAKER, who 
waves the matinee idol inside. 

 
INT. UPPER DRESS CIRCLE. 
 
The packed house guffaws at the frothy drawing-room farce "OUR 
AMERICAN COUSIN" below.  Booth enters from the top and looks 
down upon the President's box; he spies the gaunt, gangly, war-
weary ABRAHAM LINCOLN seated next to his wife, MARY, alongside 
MAJOR HENRY RATHBONE & fiancé CLARA HARRIS. 
 
Booth then looks toward the door to the boxes.  Seeing an empty 
white chair next it, he smiles, pleasantly surprised, and pads 
down the side aisle to the box door. 

 
INT. THE BOX CORRIDOR. 
 
Booth slithers inside and pulls a pine board from behind a 
curtain.  With well-rehearsed precision, he wedges the wood 
between the door and the wall, blocking entry to the boxes. 
 
He then turns to the President's box door and peers through a 
pre-drilled peephole.  He sees THE BACK OF LINCOLN'S HEAD, OVER 
THE TOP OF A HORSEHAIR ROCKER, BOBBING WITH LAUGHTER. Booth 
turns the door handle, pushes inward and slips inside 
 

THE PRESIDENT'S BOX. 
 
No one sees Booth enter.  He extracts a derringer from his coat 
and slowly aims it right behind Lincoln's head.  Trembling, with 
adrenaline blasting through his veins, Booth savors his crowning 
achievement and waits for his cue, the play's biggest laughline 
from actor HARRY HAWK below: 
 

  HAWK (O.C.) 
...you sockdologizing old MANTRAP!! 

 
The theater erupts with laughter as Booth quietly whispers: 
 

  BOOTH 
Now. 

 
BLAM!!! -- and a gunshot rips through the air. 
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Mary jumps with a gasp...Henry and Clara whip around...   

and Lincoln turns, completely unharmed. 
 
Booth, in shock, looks not upon the shattered skull of the 
Union's Commander-in-Chief, but down at his own bloodied pulp of 
a hand, with two fingers torn away and dangling, the derringer 
blown from his grip. 
 
The action onstage stops.  A murmur rolls through the audience.  
All eyes in the theater turn upon the box. 
 
From its shadowy side draperies, a steely VOICE with a slight 
Highland burr growls: 

 
  VOICE 
That's all for you now, friend.  You 
won't be killing anyone tonight. 
 

And a trim, bearded SCOTSMAN with keen, stern eyes steps out 
into the box.  He holds a smoking Colt, raising it to Booth's 
temple.  Right then, Mary lets out a delayed-reaction, 
hysterical scream. 
 

  MARY 
AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA!!!!! 

 
The Scotsman's eyes dart to her for a critical second... 
and Booth backhands his face with the gushing crimson claw.  The 
Scotsman falls backwards, blinded with blood.  And Booth, with 
his good hand, rips a dagger from his waistband and leaps right 
for the President. 
 

  BOOTH 
And now, FREEDOM!!  FOR THE SOUTH!! SIC 
SEMPER -- 
 

BLAM!! BLAM!! BLAM!!  The Scotsman blasts three rounds into 
Booth's back.  The actor twitches and jerks, pitches against the 
box rail, then tumbles over the side.  He plummets to  
 
THE STAGE  
 
and lands with a sickening thud.  The audience screams.  Actors 
recoil in horror.   But Hawk recognizes the pile of broken bones 
before him. 
 

  HAWK 
My God, it's John Booth!! 

 
Hawk squats down to his former co-star, who rasps bitterly: 
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  BOOTH 

He's supposed to die...not me!  He ... 
can't live ... or I'm not ... won't be 
... immortalllll...... 
 

Booth gurgles and dies, his visage frozen in shock upon 
 
THE PRESIDENT'S BOX ABOVE. 
 
Lincoln pulls Mary away from the rail and comforts her. 
 

  LINCOLN 
Quiet down, Mother.  The threat's been 

vanquished.  It's all right. 
 
The Scotsman leans over the rail, looks down sadly. 

 
  SCOTSMAN (V.O.) 
That's how I'd like to re-imagine it...  
That I'd stayed on as Secret Service 
chief... That I was somehow able to 
protect him... 

 
BLAMMM!!!  Another gunshot sounds in echo. 
          CUT TO: 

CLOSE SHOT: NEWSPAPER. 
 
Its headlines scream out: "PRESIDENT LINCOLN MURDERED!" "Famed 
Actor, John Wilkes Booth, the assassin!" 
 
   SCOTSMAN (V.O.) 

...but I wasn't.  Not this time. 
 
INT. MOVING TRAIN. DAY. 
 
The bearded Scotsman now stares out the window at blurred, 
budding trees and verdant plains.  He is lost in thought as THE 

CAMERA SLOWLY ZOOMS IN on his pained face... 
 

  SCOTSMAN (V.O.) 
I guess you can't cheat the Reaper twice.  
Like we did four years back.  On these 
very same roads.  Funny how trains keep 
bringing us together.  In life...and even 
now in death. 
 

...until THE CAMERA stops on an EXTREME CLOSE-UP of the Scot's 
staring eye. 
 

  SCOTSMAN (V.O.) 

...but the Reaper always collects in the 
end, now don't he? 

         DISSOLVE TO: 
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A PAINTING OF THE SAME EYE. 

 
Surrounding the eye is the once-renowned logo:  
 

"PINKERTON'S DETECTIVE AGENCY 
WE NEVER SLEEP." 

 
CAMERA PULLS BACK to reveal the eye and logo painted on an 
opaque glass door.  Before this stands SAMUEL FELTON, 50s, 
holding a satchel with maps poking out at an angle.  He is 
frozen, mortified, as he listens to the sounds of a struggle 
inside and a WOMAN's frantic cries. 

 

  WOMAN (O.C.) 
HELP!  RAPE!  I AM UNDONE!  SOMEONE, 
PLEASE, HELP MEEEE!! 
 

He hears the Scotsman answer her, chuckling: 
 
  SCOTSMAN (O.C.) 
What, you think someone'll save you in 
here?  Better try something else. 
 

Alarmed, Felton bursts through the door.  He sees the Scotsman 
(beardless now and four years younger) pinning a WOMAN to the 

floor, his hands locked around her neck.  She struggles to free 
herself in vain.  The Scotsman looks up, notices the horrified 
Felton, then smiles awkwardly. 
 

  SCOTSMAN 
Oh, er, can I help you? 
 
  FELTON 
M-M-Mr. Pinkerton?? 
 
  PINKERTON 
Aye, that's me. 

 
With the famed detective distracted, the Woman slips a knife 
from her petticoats...and jams it up into Pinkerton's chest! 
 

  WOMAN 
HA!  And thus I subdue my attacker! 
 

Felton gasps...but Pinkerton is strangely unfazed. 
 
  PINKERTON 
Yes, but if this gentleman hadn't come 
in? 
 

  MRS. WARNE 
But he did.  So I win. 
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  PINKERTON 

This time. 
 

Pinkerton rises, nonchalantly pulls the dagger from his chest, 
and turns to the fully bewildered Felton. 
 

  PINKERTON (CONT'D) 
And what can we do for you, sir? 
 
  FELTON 
She--she just stabbed you! 
 
  PINKERTON 

With a stage knife.  See? 
 

Pinkerton holds it up, retracts the blade into its hilt, and 
lets it spring forward again.  He then explains: 

 
  PINKERTON (CONT'D) 
Quick brush-up in self-defense.  Meet 
Mrs. Kate Warne, my most valued female 
operative. 

 
And Pinkerton helps Mrs. Warne to her feet.  She's a tall, 
handsome, unconventional woman for these times; poised, 

articulate yet athletic, she is Pinkerton's own Mrs. Peel. 
 

  FELTON 
She's a detective? 
 
  PINKERTON 
Never suspect her, would you? 
 
  MRS. WARNE 
Which renders me doubly effective. 
 
  PINKERTON 

And you are...? 
 
  FELTON 
Mr. Samuel Felton -- 
 
  PINKERTON 
Of the Philadelphia, Wilmington and 
Baltimore Railroad? 
 
  FELTON 
Yes!  How on earth did you know? 
 
  PINKERTON 

My agency was practically built by the 
railroad industry.  It pays to keep 
abreast of who's who.  So, what brings 
you all the way to Chicago? 
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  FELTON 
Protection.  The need of it.  For my 
business interests. 
 

And with that, Felton pulls out a map from his satchel and 
unfurls it across the table before them.  His finger traces 
criss-crossing rail lines as he speaks. 

 
  FELTON (CONT'D) 
I run these vital rail lines between New 
York and Washington -- which have 
suddenly become vulnerable since Mr. 

Lincoln was elected three months ago.  In 
that time, seven Southern states have 
seceded, with Virginia on the verge and 
Maryland about to follow suit.  If they 
do, the Capitol will be helpless, 
surrounded by enemies. 
 
  MRS. WARNE 
But the North would send down troops to 
protect her-- 
 
  FELTON 

Yes, by rail.  But what if there are no 
roads over which to transport them?  What 
if these Confederates seize and destroy 
my lines, the only lifeline to the 
Capitol? 
 
  PINKERTON 
Then Washington falls. 
 
  FELTON 
And the Union with it.  Before Lincoln's 
even sworn in. 

 
  MRS. WARNE 
Aren’t we being a bit melodramatic?  The 
government could set up shop elsewhere.  
New York, Philadelphia-- 
 
  PINKERTON 
Yes, but it would never recover from such 
a crippling, symbolic blow.  Those things 
can make or break a movement.  I've seen 
it... 
 

And for one brief moment, Pinkerton drifts off into his own sad 

reverie.  Felton brings him back. 
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  FELTON 

Well, this movement's building steam.  My 
lines run right through Baltimore.  Where 
the barroom talk is hot with secesh 
fever.  And it’s only grown more heated 
since the publication of this. 

 
Felton pulls A NEWSPAPER from his satchel and lays it before 
them.  A box on the front page lists cities from Spring-field, 
Illinois to Washington D.C. and corresponding dates. 
 

  PINKERTON 
Lincoln's inaugural itinerary. 

 
  FELTON 
Exactly.  His train departs Illinois at 
the end of this week, passing through 
Baltimore in three.  Unless, before then, 
they destroy my lines.  Now it may be 
just rumor, but I can't afford to take 
the chance. 
 
  PINKERTON 
You won't have to, Mr. Felton.  We're on 
the case. 

 
INT. PINKERTON AGENCY - LATER. 
 
Pinkerton, Felton & Mrs. Warne stride down the main hall; it is 
a virtual rogues' gallery, the walls covered in "WANTED" posters 
with brownish daguerreotypes of black-hearted men. 
 

  FELTON 
So how soon can you start? 
 
  PINKERTON 
We've some pro bono work to complete 

tonight.  But we can start planning right 
now and leave tomorrow morn. 

 
  FELTON 
Good.  How many men will you need? 
 
  MRS. WARNE 
And women? 
 
  PINKERTON 
You're on board, Kate.  And given the 
three week time constraint, I'd like four 
more agents, at least.  Unfortunately, 

all of my operatives are previously 
assigned out of town. 
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  MRS. WARNE 

Harry comes back tonight. 
 
  PINKERTON 
That's two.  Adding me makes three.  Now 
where do I find two more? 
 
  MRS. WARNE 
What about the trainees? 
 
  PINKERTON 
They're untested in the field. 
 

  MRS. WARNE 
Why not test them tonight...? 

 
EXT. THE CHICAGO STOCKYARDS - MIDNIGHT. 
 
The famed packing yards are deathly still -- save for a horse-
drawn ice wagon making its way across rows of train tracks. It 
then passes through a gap in a long row of pens, which hold 
thousands of eerily immobile longhorns and steers, all asleep on 
their feet. The horsecart stops in the shadows beyond, between 
two monstrous slaughterhouses. 
 

Pinkerton clambers down with TIM WEBSTER, a cocky young trainee; 
both are dressed darkly. Pinkerton then turns to the driver, 
HATTIE LAWSON, a petite young woman, dressed in men's clothing, 
her hair hidden up under a bowler. 
 

  PINKERTON 
Tim, you come with me.  Hattie, you stay 
here.  It'll be safer. 
 
  HATTIE 
I'm perfectly capable of handling myself.  
Why can't I come too? 

 
  TIM 
And have a woman muck up the works? 
 
  PINKERTON 
It was a woman who recommended you for 
this job tonight, Webster, so I'd cork 
it. And to answer your question, Hattie: 
because I said so. 
 

Right then, an approaching train whistle sounds off. 
 
  PINKERTON (CONT'D) 

Right on schedule.  Let's go. 
 

Pinkerton and his protegé dart between pens, and crouch down at 

the corner, thirty yards across from the railroad tracks.   


