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I NT. APARTMENT - N GHT

Smal |, dark, silent. A 35-year-old man sits slouched over
hi s desk, his expression bare, nearly catatonic. He's al nost
sickly slender, with a pale conplexion and gray eyes,
slightly curled black hair and a nustache over his thin |ips.
He wears a dark shirt with a Byronic collar and a bl ack
necker chi ef .

Meet EDGAR ALLAN POE. Several drably-manufactured editions
of his story collections, along with a book on
"ratiocination," are stacked on the desk. A bottle of

whi skey and a gl ass sweat onto a fol ded newspaper.

Around the room a clear specinen-jar filled with cloudy
[iquid contains what |ooks like a pig fetus. Newspaper
clippings of murders and di sappearances line the walls and
coat every flat surface. A mcroscope, magnifying gl ass,
rul er, conpass and surveying instrunments conplete the

t abl eau.

At the center of his desk, in a vain attenpt to attract the
witer's attention, is a blank sheet of white paper. He TAPS
a quill onit and chews his |Iip. Nothing cones.

The paper's whiteness, its bl ankness, overtakes the screen as
the canmera closes inonit. An imge slowy fornms, blurry at
first, only the neutral colors com ng through, as we

DI SSOLVE TO
EXT. RI VERBANK - DAY

A femal e CORPSE anong the nuddy reeds of a riverbank. Her
Victorian-era clothes are torn and tattered, her hair is
matted and wet, her face bruised and swollen. A rope circles
her neck.

PULL BACK to reveal that the rope is pulling her onto shore.
PAN UP to two nen at the other end of the rope, the | ooks on
their faces attenpting to conceal their aversion to the scene
bef ore them

They are surrounded by MEN AND WOMEN who have gat hered-- a
scene is brewing. W hear their VO CES expressing horror and
shame; sone of the nen attenpt to shield their fenmale

conpani ons' faces fromthe badly mutil ated corpse before
them Light rain falls; mnor-key string MJSIC pl ays.

SUPERTI TLE: The New Jersey banks of the Hudson River.
Wednesday norning, July 28, 1845.

A BOY of about ten makes his way through the small crowd, and
when he sees what they are | ooking at, he turns and runs off.

( CONTI NUED)
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Byst anders are heard:

BYSTANDER #1
Who do you suppose it is?

BYSTANDER #2
Coul d be that girl gone m ssing from New
York...

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - DAY

Al ong a road stands a house with an animal pen beside it and
a sign identifying it as an inn, "N ck More's House."

The boy fromthe riverbank runs toward it.
INT. NICK MOORE' S HOUSE - MOMENTS LATER

The boy enters a shuttered, enpty pub. Behind the bar a fat
elderly WOMAN is putting away gl asses. Eye contact.

I NT. NICK MOORE' S HOUSE - HALLWAY - MOMENTS LATER

She stands at the bottomof a stairwell with the boy and a
young man, sending the latter upstairs.

He ascends and knocks at a door, then, hearing no response,
enters hesitantly.

I NT. I NN ROOM - CONTI NUOUS

Inside is a sparsely-furnished roomwi th the curtains cl osed.
Asleep on a cot with a strawfilled mattress i s ARTHUR
CROMMVELI N, 32.

The first man nudges hi m awake.
EXT. RI VERBANK - DAY

CLOSE- UP of the young woman's face. Through her bruises we
can see she was very beautiful. A pair of hands enters frane
and renoves the rope fromaround her neck, |eaving red, rash-
like marks on it.

Some POLI CE engage thenselves in directing the small crowd
away; speaking with the nen who brought the body onshore; and
covering it with a blanket. A horse-drawn cart waits nearby.

Crommelin -- tall with dark hair, good-|ooking, bourgeois --
arrives, led by the boy. He interrupts one of the police,
who says a few words and |lifts the blanket so that Crommelin
may see. He doesn't want to | ook but nust. Cronmelin nods
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and the officer replaces the blanket. Sone of the bystanders
have peeked.

The other officers then |ift the body |ike a sack of potatoes
and load it onto the cart. The driver WH PS the horse into
notion. PAN across the river, and CLOSE I N on the slight
skyline of Manhattan in the distance.

I NT. BROADWAY JOURNAL - DAY

A nessy, cranped office is overfilled with desks, typesetting
equi pnent, and papers littering every surface. A few nen of
various ages are working, conversing. A sign on the wall
reads " BROADWAY JOURNAL. "

Poe, sonmewhat di shevelled, slouches over his desk, obviously
not doi ng whatever he is enployed to do here: he is poring
over a newspaper's "DEATH NOTICES," followng the |ines of
mnute type with his (dirty, bitten nails) fingers.

A younger man, the eager and friendly CHAMBERS, approaches
with a sheaf of papers, which he uncerenoni ously deposits on
Poe' s desk.

CHAMBERS
The new Longfel |l ow poens. Briggs wants
2,000 words on them by next week.

POE
Wiy do | waste ny efforts on this
doggerel ?

Chanbers sees what Poe has been readi ng.

CHAMBERS
Br owsi ng hopeful | y?
(furtively)

Listen, it's not my place, but ny hunch
is that Briggs expects sone actua
witing fromyou.

POE
What does he care? He still gets to put
my name on the cover

CHAMBERS
My experience with Briggs is that even
the nost fampus author in the country
can't rely on reputation al one: you need
to produce.

( CONTI NUED)
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POE
VWhat's the bother? For years | wite
Wi th no recognition beyond the accl ai m of
a few snobs...

CHAMBERS
I"'m no snob

POE
.then | produce the nost popular poemin
hi story and ny previous audi ence spurns
ne.

Poe goes back to his reading, effectively dism ssing him

CHAMBERS
In any case, | don't see why you aren't
nore interested in the deeds of the
['iving.

POE

The dead are infinitely nore interesting

than the living, Chanbers; just take a

| ook around.
Chanbers scans the roonful of noribund-|ooking journalists.
INT. DR COOK S EXAM NI NG ROOM - DAY
The corpse lies on an examning table in a gray room

Police introduce Cronmelin to DR COCOK, a rotund, slightly
buf f ooni sh m ddl e-aged nman in a doctor's snock, and depart.

Dr. Cook places a tray of nedical inplenments on the table.
Wth a loud RIP, he tears open the woman's dress, pulling it
off her left arm He proceeds to strip her down to her
underwear, discarding on the floor a |lace collar and cuffs, a
muslin slip and petticoat, garters and stockings.

The woman is splayed awkwardly on the table, her arnms hangi ng
over its sides, |ike she's just suffered another violation.
Dr. Cook replaces her right armover her mdsection. The
hand is covered by a dainty white glove. He renoves it and
tosses it with the rest of the clothes.

ECU. a gloveless left hand, a gold band on its ring finger.
ECU. a large bruise behind the right ear.

ECU. a snmaller bruise behind the left ear.

ECU. rope burn on the neck.

( CONTI NUED)
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ECU. tweezers renoving a snmall piece of torn cloth from
gashes in the right wist...

ECU. ..and the left...

ECU. .sane tweezers, sane cloth, fromone ankle...
ECU. ..and the other.

ECU. scrape marks on the shoul der bl ades and back.
ECU. brui ses and chafing on sharp pelvic bones.
ECU. bl ood on the inside of the thighs.

Dr. Cook peers into her crotch with a prudish look on his
face, not shying from sonething grotesque, but show ng the
disdain for the femal e anatony peculiar to Victorian-era
medi cal practitioners.

His crusty hand reaches for a spotlessly shiny, stee
specul um whi ch FLASHES blindingly on the screen. Wen the
i mge agai n becones discernible, the speculumis a pair of
scissors cutting a lock of hair. W are now

I NT. EXAM NI NG ROOM - LATER

Dr. Cook folds the lock of hair into a piece of paper, then
presents it to Cronmmelin, who places it and an article of the
woman's clothing in a small carpetbag.

They shake hands and Cronmelin exits.

EXT. FERRYBOAT - EVEN NG

As the gray day fades to black, Cromelin stands aboard a
ferryboat with a | ook of sadness and dread on his face.

EXT. 126 NASSAU STREET, MANHATTAN - NI GHT

Crommel i n pauses before knocking on the door of a three-
story, red brick building with a flat roof that identifies
itself as a "BOARDI NG HOUSE. "

A YOUNG WOVAN- - | ate teens, black-- answers and admts him

I NT. BOARDI NG HOUSE - CONTI NUOUS

She leads Crommelin into a roomwhere a white WOVAN sits.
Seeing the | ook on his face, hers turns to horror. Cromelin

renoves fromhis bag the cloth and | ock of hair he took from
the corpse. The two wonen col | apse into each ot her



EXT. BROADWAY - DAY

Early nmorning light, still gray & gloony. Follow Poe meking
his way up the street. His clothes are unpressed, his face
unshaven, and he | ooks nauseous-- he is hungover.

An omi bus-- a large public carriage-- is drawn by a team of
horses. Pigs and prostitutes ali ke walk the street unm nded.
Children with snudged faces and tattered cl othing scavenge
for rags and garbage anong the | ower reaches of the crowd.
One sits on a curb, patting her little hand in a puddle.

Poe passes wonen selling food fromcarts and nen hawki ng
their wares and services. A knife-grinder wheeling a

shar peni ng stone bl ows a bugle to announce hinself; Poe
cringes at the blast as he passes. A clamseller nmakes his
pitch:

CLAM SELLER
Here's clans! Here's clans today! They
| ately canme from Rockaway!

A barefoot girl in layers of calico rags tends a cart,
selling hot corn (the hot dog of her day). She yells:

HOT- CORN d RL
Hot corn! Al hot! Just cane out of the
boi |l i ng pot!

Poe sees two nen argue outside a shop. They are interrupted
when anot her, pushing a wheel barrow full of coal carelessly
pl ows between them

Poe continues up Broadway, passing City Hall and the Police
Station, and wal ks into a shop on the corner of Pearl Street,
"Anderson's Cigar Store.” A four-foot cigar-store Indian
stands sentry.

I NT. Cl GAR STORE - CONTI NUQUS

It's a small roomwith a couple of tables and chairs and a
counter in the rear tended by a pretty young WOVAN. Behi nd
her, cigar boxes fill shelves. Before the counter are racks
hol di ng several daily and weekly newspapers.

A BELL on the door rings as Poe enters. A group of MEN
snokes and drinks coffee wwth the newspapers spread before
them There is:

THOVAS, 46, a short, round, white man with a full beard and a
full voice, wearing a vest and an open shirt.

( CONTI NUED)
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JESSUP, 52, small and frail, his dirty black hair pressed
down across his forehead, in an old and ill-fitting suit.

RALPH, | ate 60s, black, bearded and nearly blind.

CUSTOVERS nove in and out the door and to and fromthe
count er.

THOVAS
She was raped, the coroner said.

JESSUP
That doesn't nean anyt hi ng.

RALPH
Coul d have been one man, could have been
two. Could have been nore.

THOVAS
(reading fromthe paper)
"The coroner stated positively that the
poor girl had been horribly violated, and
that there was not the slightest trace of
pregnancy. "

JESSUP
| don't want to hear that.

RALPH
Ain't gonna learn nothin', you don't hear
details Iike that.

THOVAS
That's right.
(conti nui ng)
"Strangul ati on by hand indicated the
execution had been by a single
assail ant."

Qur man is at the counter, buying snokes and a paper.

JESSUP
Surely the great Edgar A. Poe has a
hypot hesi s?

PCE
VWhat ?

THOVAS

Who killed Mary Rogers? Don't you | ook
at the papers?

( CONTI NUED)
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PCE
No, I ...

THOVAS
(to others)
How do you like that? The great author
who doesn't read!

RALPH
Leave the nman al one, Thonms. He | ooks
ill.

POE
Who is Mary Rogers?

A CUSTOMER who has entered overhears.

CUSTOVER
It's a disgrace, what this city is comng
to.

Al but Poe nod their agreenent, and the custoner exits.

THOVAS
We' d forgive you due to your recent
arrival in our city, M. Poe, but surely
you could not have failed to notice the
young beauty who tends the counter here,
or did until |ast week?

JESSUP
(anxi ously showi ng Poe the

paper)
She's been nurdered.

THOVAS
D sappeared Sunday, not a word of her for
two days, then yesterday, she turns up
floating in the Hudson, just off Elysian
Fi el ds.

JESSUP
Brui sed and battered, beaten and bl oody.

Poe rolls his eyes slightly at the alliteration.

RALPH
Bet it was one of her boyfriends. She
was al ways talking to the young nen in
here, battin' her eyel ashes and | ookin'
pretty, makin' talk with near every one
come in.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: ( 3)

JESSUP
It had to have been a whol e gang of 'em
How coul d one man do such harm as they
descri be?

THOVAS
I think that man it says she was seen
with took her for a prostitute, she said
sonet hing daft, and he killed her in a
nmonment of anger and dunped her in the
river.

POE
(readi ng paper)
It says here she di sappeared sone tine
ago, then turned up unharned.

JESSUP
Several nonths ago, for three days. She
never really expl ai ned what happened.

THOVAS
Anderson said it was sone famly affair,
out of state.

JESSUP
She didn't have any fam |y, besides her
not her.

RALPH
M ght not have been her they pulled from
that river. | bet you she cones in here

tonorrow to go to work |ike nothin'
happened, sanme as before.

POE
A nonment ago you wanted to bet nme it was
a gentl| eman acquai nt ance.

RALPH
I make you that bet, too. Hedge it.
POE
I"'mafraid a man of ny limted neans
woul d be ill-advised to ganble with you

sir, on the fate of a nysterious young
woman. Good day, gentl enen.

They nmunbl e good-byes, Poe wal ks out the door, and it SLANS.

JESSUP
"Limted neans"?



10.

EXT. POE'S FRONT STOCP - DAY

Poe wal ks slowy along a side street's colonial row houses,
readi ng the newspaper. He turns toward one and | ooks up to
find a woman his age, CLAIRE-- plain but pretty with her
brown hair pulled up-- sitting on the stoop with a few
envel opes i n her hand.

CLAI RE

Sonet hi ng from your Boston publisher.
POE

Is it bigor small? If it's big, it's

bad news.
They clinb the steps and enter his house.
I NT. POE' S APARTMENT - CONTI NUOUS

It's tiny, dark and a shanbl es.

CLAI RE
I"'mafraid it's big.
(opening it)

Do you want nme to read it?

PCE
No.

St andi ng before one another there's a nonent of |onging
between them Propriety forbids their succunbing to it.
I nstead, Poe collapses into a chair and drops the newspaper.

Claire reads:

CLAI RE
(skipping to the good bits)
"Dear M. Poe: Enclosed..” and so on.
"Regret to inform.” yes yes yes. "As
your editor and friend of so nmany years,
| presune | may speak with, and that you
are entitled to, a degree of candor..

POE
(sarcastic)
Ch, narvel ous.

CLAI RE
".lt appears you hope with this novel to
reestablish your reputation anong the
educated cl asses after the unprecedented
popul ar success of 'The Raven' caused

( MORE)

( CONTI NUED)
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CONTI NUELD: CLAI RE(cont ' d)

some anong themto deny its artistic
val ue.."

POE
Ha! To say the | east!

He agitatedly gets up now and starts to nervously fiddle with
his scientific devices, peering through the m croscope and
switching its slides, etc.

CLAI RE
"..However, salon society axiomatically
rejects what the nmasses enbrace. Popul ar
tastes run toward the famliar and
capti vating--the engagi ng rhyne and neter
of 'The Raven,' for exanple. | doubt
whet her tales of the wild, inprobable and
terrible can ever be popular in this
country. Dickens has already given the
final death blow to witing of that
description.”

Poe SCOFFS audi bly.

CLAI RE (cont'd)
"Kind regards,” et cetera. "M. J.E
Heat h, Southern Literary Messenger."

They are silent a nonent.

POE
So do you agree with hinf

CLAI RE
| don't know.
(pause)
I will say | think you would be better
served were you to inmagi ne sonething
ot her than decayi ng mansi ons and the
torture of the m nd.

Not hi ng from Poe.

CLAI RE (cont'd)
Edgar, really, I wish | didn't fee
conpelled to call uninvited all the tine
to check on you

POE
So why do you?

CLAI RE
Because you are clearly incapabl e of
caring for yourself, Edgar.
( MORE)
( CONTI NUED)
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CONTI NUED: ( 2) CLAI RE( cont " d)

(1 ooki ng around at the ness)
I mean, |look at this place. Wen we are
wed, | can prom se you, | won't stand for
this. And when was the | ast neal you had
consi sting of sonething other than
whi skey?

POE
"' mnot answering that.

CLAI RE
At least help nme clean up a bit.

POE
| need to wite. WII you | eave ne
al one, pl ease?

CLAI RE
You' re wel cone.
POE
I"'msorry. Very well, I'll clean up
later, | promse. But now | have the
urge to wite.
CLAI RE
Are you going to the magazi ne today?
POE
| haven't decided yet.
CLAI RE
Fine. 1'm/leaving.
POE
Good- bye.
(She starts to | eave.)
Caire?
(She pauses in the doorway.)
Thank you.

Claire smles synpathetically and exits.

Beside him Poe sees the newspaper with the Mary Rogers story
on the front page. He looks at it, then | ooks up, thinking.

EXT. BROADWAY - DAY

Later in the sane m serable day, a 30-ish, m ddle-class WOVAN
wi th a bandage on her ear wal ks into the police station. She
wears a dress of |ight, gauzy printed cotton, a high-necked
cotton collar and cuffs with white enbroidery, a |light piece
of silk taffeta, tan | eather gloves, and carries a snall
purse with a drawstring top hung on her wi st.
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I NT. POLI CE STATI ON - CONTI NUQUS

She wal ks in on a group of four COPS in a bl ocked-of f section
of the large room Except for one who is doing sone
paperwork, they are sitting around with their feet on the
desks, snoking, snacking and chatting.

CoP #1
Coul d' ve been anybody, how am | supposed
to know?

COP #2

Probably an Irishman

COP #3
You know how t hey are.

WOVAN
Excuse me?

They ignore her, and go on chatti ng.

COP #2
Too bad there's no reward, we could have
sonme fun tonight.

COP #1
Aye!

WOVAN
(alittle | ouder)
Excuse ne?

COP #3
Chi ef was sure anxious to bring sone
charges on sonebody.

WOVAN
(much | ouder)
Excuse ne!

The one who has been wor ki ng speaks up.

COP #4
One nonment, ma' am

He puts down his pen and wal ks over; he's young, sl ender,
attractive and arrogant.

COP #4 (cont'd)

My nane is Oficer Hlliker. Wat can |
do for you, ma' anf?

( CONTI NUED)
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WOVAN
Good norning, M. Hlliker. M nane is
Ms. Mrse, and | want you to arrest ny

husband.
HI LLI KER
Your husband?
MRS. MORSE
Yes. He routinely beats ne. He nekes a
sport of it.
HI LLI KER

Do you have any evidence of this?

Ms. Mrse presents her bandaged ear with a "duh" type of
expr essi on.

H LLI KER (cont'd)
Mm hmm  Anyt hi ng el se?

Her gl ance noves fromhimto the others behind him
unconfortable. Noticing this:

H LLI KER (cont'd)
| understand, ma'am Cone with ne.

He |l eads her into a small roomoff the |arger one.

I NT. ANTEROOM - CONTI NUQUS

Once the door has closed, Ms. Mrse turns her back to him
and hesitantly |lowers her dress from her shoulders. She is
absurdly unconfortable with this extrenely nodest display.

Bl ack- and- bl ue brui ses cover her shoul ders and arns.

HI LLI KER
| see. [|'mturning around.

He does. She puts her sl eeves back on her shoul ders and
turns around.

MRS. MORSE
Thank you.

He turns back to face her.
HI LLI KER

And where is your husband now, Ms.
Mor se?

( CONTI NUED)
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CONTI NUED:
MRS. MORSE
At his office. It's not far from here.
HI LLI KER

Lead ne to him
They exit.
EXT. NASSAU STREET - TW LI GHT

Ms. Mrse and Oficer Hilliker arrive at a building on the
sanme street as the boarding house. The sign of the "Broadway
Journal " hangs froma building behind them others identify
"Tammany Hal 1", "New York Heral d' and "New York Tattler".

She knocks at the door, and hearing no answer produces from
her purse a key and opens the door. They go in.

I NT. MORSE' S OFFI CE - CONTI NUQUS

A WDE ANGLE of the enpty and quiet office with Ms. Mrse
and Hilliker in a corner of the frame, himpeering over her
shoul der. The canmera MOVES t hrough the enptiness of her
husband's office and toward them as a perpl exed expression
fornms on her face.

MOVE past themto the street outside
EXT. CITY STREETS - CONTI NUCUS

Twi | i ght approaches. Still noving, camera passes BRAWERS as
they spill out of a bar and fistfight; bystanders gather,
cheering them on.

Conti nui ng, PROSTI TUTES proposition nen on the street. Mve
toward an upscal e 1840s equi val ent of a nightclub-- the

"concert saloon". MJSIC may be heard emanating to the street
outsi de as patrons go through the door. Following theminto

I NT. CONCERT SALOON - CONTI NUQUS

Low light, lush decor, expensive furnishings, a few ganbling
tables. Smaller tables and chairs are arranged in the
direction of a stage. A PIANO PLAYER tinkles the ivories; a
WOMAN acconpani es himin song. Made-up and fancily-dressed
WOMEN nmake their way about the room stopping to talk to the
gent | enen.

Canera settles on a table occupied by two MEN. The elder is
45, Scottish, tall and healthily plunp, with the proud and
di stingui shed bearing and full gray beard of Karl Marx,
Frederi ck Dougl ass and ot her prom nent Victorian-era nal es.
It is JAMES GORDON BENNETT.

( CONTI NUED)
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Beside himis WLLIAM ATTREE, a fairly scruffy-Iooking, black-
hai red and cl ean-shaven reporter of about 35.

Newspapers are stacked on their table under their drinks.
They snoke ci gars.

ATTREE
And what's the front page for tonorrow?

BENNETT
Roger s agai n.

ATTREE
You have an editorial prepared?

BENNETT
Clearly the poor girl was the victimof a
yout h gang.

ATTREE
Clearly? The coroner was certain only
one attacker caused the injuries.

BENNETT
My editorial demands that the Manhattan
coroner conduct his own investigation,
and | amcertain he will disagree.

ATTREE
G ven the sanme facts?

BENNETT
It's not our position to question such an
est eened prof essi onal

ATTREE
Wel |, that depends...

BENNETT
I know, WIlliam for heaven's sake.

ATTREE
But as long as it fits...

BENNETT
Precisely. You can see what these gangs
are doing to the city; it's virtually
unfit for human habitati on.

ATTREE
| can't very well argue with that, though
the other papers mght. You' ve heard the
t heories of her suppl enental incone?

( CONTI NUED)
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BENNETT
I don't know quite what to nmake of that.

ATTREE
It certainly could have been true,
judging from her behavior; she was known
to wal k out at night.

BENNETT
That is interesting. But in light of the
Tattler's predilection for prostitution
and prom scuity stories, | think we
shoul d pursue the inmmgrant |ine.

ATTREE
They' || appeal to the nore prurient
interests of New Yorkers...

BENNETT
| originated prurience anong New Yorkers
after that whore Jewett was killed, don't
you remnenber ?

One of the girls hears the nane and | ooks angry-sad toward
Bennett. But she only dares to for a nonent.

BENNETT (cont' d)

Besi des, this Rogers story will have no
| ack of opportunity in that departnent,
you' Il see.

A di fferent YOUNG WOVAN approaches their table, giving thema
sexy |l ook. She |eans over and whispers in Bennett's ear.

BENNETT (cont' d)
Not at the nonent, thank you.

She | eaves.

ATTREE
So immgrants it is, then.

BENNETT
Irish fromthe east, Negroes fromthe
south, it's Iike an invasion! A woman
ought to be able to wal k out on a Sunday
norning without fear for her life-- do
you di sagree?

ATTREE
Har dl y.

( CONTI NUED)



18.
CONTI NUED: ( 3)

BENNETT
These people arrive in New York with no
civilizing influence what soever, and
carry on as if this were Gonorrah!

ATTREE
Just to play devil's advocate, sir--

BENNETT
|'"ve heard it, Attree. Men can't be
expected to give these people-- these
crude half-nmen-- work as |long as they...

ATTREE
.As long as they resist the civilizing
i nfl uences of our society.

BENNETT
You are too famliar with ny positions on
these matters, Wlliam | wll say that.
ATTREE

Should | head down to the Police Ofice
tonorrow, see if they have anything?

BENNETT
Psshh. They won't. But we'd be rem ss
not to state as nuch. They're as bad as

t he gangs, | daresay.
ATTREE
Sir?
BENNETT
They care no nore for the life of an
i nnocent girl. Police should be

preventing crinmes such as this, not just
respondi ng-- and then only when a reward

is offered.
ATTREE
You nean, like a patrol.
BENNETT
A patrol! Precisely. They should have
officers on patrol-- a force for

protection, in advance of crine.
ATTREE

And you plan to cover this in tonorrow s
editorial?

( CONTI NUED)
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BENNETT
No, not yet. First stepis to get the
public to antagoni ze those who woul d do
ill in our city. Then, if no killer is
found, we start to blane the police.

The curtain onstage opens on a group of underdressed young
wonen. APPLAUSE. MJSIC starts and they begin a dance routine.

Bennett puts his cigar to his |ips as he claps, |ooking
conspiratorially at Attree to signal the conversation is
over.

EXT. 126 NASSAU STREET - DAY

Poe stands at the door to the boarding house. He's

consi derably cl eaned up fromyesterday. He pauses a nonent
to collect hinself and take a deep breath before he KNOCKS.

The black girl seen earlier answers.

PCE
(handi ng her a card)
Good norning. |'mlooking for Ms. Phebe
Rogers.
G RL

Just a nonent, please.

She goes inside and | eaves the door ajar. Through it, Poe's
POV shows the victimls nother seen earlier, PHEBE ROCGERS
sitting in a chair with Ccomelin standing over her.

The girl returns and admts him
I NT. 126 NASSAU STREET - CONTI NUOUS

Phebe is el egant but nopdest, a young 60, once beautiful, now
worn down by a hard |life and the recent tragedy.

PHEBE
To what do we owe this honor, M. Poe? |
can't imagine you're |ooking for a room

POE
| hope to speak with you about the recent
unfortunate events regardi ng your
daught er.

CROWMELI N

(startled and of f ended)
Now | ook here, ny good man...

( CONTI NUED)
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PHEBE
(to Crommelin)
It's all right, Arthur.
(to Poe)
I"'m Mary's not her, Phebe Rogers.
POE
A pl easure, madam |'mvery sorry.
PHEBE
And this is Arthur Crommelin, a famly
friend...
POE
(offering his hand)
Sir.

Crommel in reaches out to shake his hand, but suspiciously.

PHEBE
And this is Samant ha, whom we enpl oy
her e.
SAVANTHA
(slight curtsey)
Sir.
POE
Agai n, ny deepest condol ences to all of
you. |I'msure this is a very hard tine.
PHEBE
What can we do for you, M. Poe?
POE
VWll, I"'msure | don't need to tell you

of the reluctance of the police to

i nvol ve thenselves in the nurder of a
person of nodest neans. Wthout a
reward... And perhaps you are famliar
with ny fictions on the subjects of
crimes and their solvers. | hope to find
t he person or persons who killed your
daughter, Ms. Rogers, with the intention
of meking this horrible crine the subject
of my next novel.

CROWMVELI N
Your intent, if I may say so, is to
invade this famly with your probing
guestions for your own financial benefit.
You'll have to | ook el sewhere to revive
your career, M. Poe.
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PHEBE
M. Poe, you will appreciate my wish to
mourn in peace, and renmenber Mary as she
lived, not as she di ed.

POE
If you please: Unlike the police, Ms.
Rogers, | am an expert in detection. For

i nstance, one probably woul d not expect
me to know that the last person to let a
room here cane from Portsnouth, wore a
beard, and paid in coins.

Phebe and Samant ha are inpressed; Crommelin is not.

It's clear

CROMVELI N
Anyone coul d have | earned that by
interview ng the man...

POE
VWhich is inpossible for me to have done
since he is still upstairs, and | have

only just entered, and there is no w ndow
in his room nor other entrance to the
boar di ng house.

by their reactions this is all true.
PCE (cont'd)
Also unlike the police, | do not require

your remuneration to notivate ne.

PHEBE
|"ve entrusted conmmuni cations with the
police to M. Cromelin.

POE
Ms. Rogers, forgive ne if | be rude, but
what makes M. Crommrelin hinself beyond
suspi cion? Are his whereabouts fully
accounted for in the days M ss Rogers was
m ssi ng?

CROWMVELI N
Are yours?!
(nmoving to | ead hi mout)
| don't think...

PHEBE
Art hur, please!
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POE
My ultimate object is only the truth.
I ndeed, investigation of the truth is the
noti vation behind all ny narratives. And
| speak from experience: ny own nother
and wife were both, like your daughter,
taken before their tinme. | know your
loss. So ny synpathy is born of
famliarity, not conjecture. M work, in
truth, is but a distraction fromtheir

menories, which tornment ne. Yes, | hope
to publish this tale. But for the work
to succeed, by any neasure, | nust find
who did this-- an ending. And to do
that, | need your help.

(to Crommelin)
I ndeed, | need the help of all of you.

PHEBE

What do you require of ne, M. Poe?

POE
I woul d need to know everythi ng about
M ss Rogers. To speak with all who knew
her in the nost candid terns. Unpl easant
though it may be, the sooner | may begin,
the greater the likelihood the crim nal

wi |l be found.

PHEBE
Very well, M. Poe, | wll agree to that.
Mary deserves as nmuch. And | don't think
| can rest until | know the truth. Nor
she, | hasten to add.

Poe's attention is drawn to an oil portrait over the mantle
of a beautiful young bl onde woman.

POE
(wal king toward it)
Is this..?

SLOW ZOOM on the painting during these next three |ines.
PHEBE (O S.)
It is. An acquaintance begged her to sit
for him and gave her the painting.

PCE (O S.)
A beautiful girl.
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PHEBE (O S.)
Thank you. |It's a remarkable |ikeness, |
nmust say.

CROMVELI N

Mary al ways wanted to be phot ographed,
but it was too costly. So the arti st
pai nted her perfectly to scale.

PHEBE
M. Poe, how may we begin?
POE
(as awakened froma trance)
Ah, well, first | should need to know who

| ast saw Mary?

PHEBE
| amtold she | ast spoke with a boarder,
a M. Daniel Payne.
FLASHBACK

I NT. 126 NASSAU STREET - DAY

HAND- HELD ANGLE from behi nd, MARY ROGERS, wearing a bl ue
dress with white cuffs and collar and carrying a white

| eghorn hat, wal ks through the boardi ng house hal |l way toward
a door which is ajar.

Through it we can see the nude back of a man at a wash basi n.
CLOSE-UP of Mary's nouth, smling at her privacy-invasion.

PHEBE (V. Q)
This was early Sunday norni ng.

As the next line is delivered, we see Mary's |ips nove,
sayi ng roughly what Phebe says she is saying.

PHEBE (V.Q ) (cont'd)

She told himthat she was going to visit
my sister, in Jane Street, which she had
also told ne the night previous, and
asked would M. Payne wait for her that
eveni ng at the ommi bus stop at Broadway
and Ann Street, to which he agreed.

END FLASHBACK

I NT. 126 NASSAU STREET - DAY

POE
And where is M. Payne now?
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CROMVELI N
He di sappeared the day before yesterday,
just as | was indentifying Mary's body, |
i magi ne.

PCE
And |l eft no word?

PHEBE
Samant ha went to give himclean sheets in
the norning and all his things were gone.

Samant ha confirne with a nod.

Poe | ooks deep into Phebe's eyes, produces paper and pencil,
and asks:

POE
Ms. Rogers, what kind of girl was Mary?

Phebe takes a | ong pause. She can't neet his gaze. She gets
alittle choked up, then regains her conposure.

PHEBE
The first thing one needs to know to
understand Mary, M. Poe, is that she is
not ny daughter.

Poe is surprised, Crommelin stunned. From Samantha's

reaction, we can tell she was privy to this information.
FLASHBACK

EXT. NEW ENGLAND TOMN - DAY

Title: New London, Connecticut Two years earlier
ESTABLI SHI NG SHOTS of a snmall New England town losing its
charm Like npbst such towns, it features a central square
around a statue of a Revolutionary War hero; a Presbyterian
church; a General Store; a blacksmth; and several col onial-
styl e houses whose bright col ors have faded and chi pped.
PEOPLE dressed in black exit one of these...

I NT. ROGERS HOUSE - DAY

.which is furnished only with the nost basic, Spartan
necessities.

Phebe sits in a chair, also in black, several years younger

GUESTS wal k up to her, say a few conforting words, and nove
on. Phebe is stoic.
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An ol der MAN st ands over Phebe's shoulder. Wen the |ast of
t he guests has noved on, he | eans over and speaks in her ear.
Phebe nods.

He goes toward a door off the nodest |iving roomand knocks.

MAN
Mary?

Heari ng no answer, he slowly opens the door hinself.
I NT. ROGERS HOUSE - BEDROOM - CONTI NUOUS

Sitting on the bed, dressed in black, is Mary. She bows so
we cannot see her face; her hands fold gently in her |ap.

MAN
Mary?

She Iifts her chin. CLOSE IN on her face. This is the first
good, long, direct |ook we've gotten of her: a perfectly
stunni ng, all-Anmerican blond beauty. She has been crying.

MAN (cont' d)
It's time.

Mary takes a deep breath and stands. She's a head taller
than him slender and athletic. Wen she wal ks past him
t hrough the narrow doorway, he takes the opportunity to
gl ance down at her nodest decol |l etage. Mary noti ces.

I NT. ROGERS HOUSE - SALON - CONTI NUQUS

She enters the room where her nother waits and wal ks over to
her. He follows. She takes her nother's hand. Phebe | ooks
up at her and notions Mary to sit.

PHEBE
(i ndi cating man)
Mary, M. Mather has been a friend to our
famly since before you were born.

Mary has no response to this.
MR MATHER
Before a man dies, Mary, if he owns any
property, he | eaves what we call a wll.
Do you know what a "will" is?

This is the stupidest question Mary has ever heard.
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MR, MATHER (cont' d)
Your father's will was very specific.
Al t hough he died in a considerabl e anount
of debt ...

Mary is waiting for himto get to the part she is supposed to
care about.

MR, MATHER (cont' d)
..one detail of the wll relates
particularly to you, and m ght cone as
quite a shock.

PHEBE
Mary, you know how much you nean to ne.
And how rmuch your father cared about you?

Mary begins to look a little worried. HOLD on her while this
next line is delivered, her face going through stages of
shock and anger, to overwhel med bew | der nment.

PHEBE (O S.) (cont'd)
Mary, | am not your nother. | am your
grandnot her. Your nother is ny daughter
by ny first husband. She died during
your birth. Your father-- well, he isn't
your father, but...He took you in and
rai sed you as his own because he | oved
you, and he was a kind and generous nman,
as you wel |l know.

Mary gathers her skirts and runs fromthe room SLAMM NG her
bedroom door. Phebe and Mat her | ook at each other, helpless.

I NT. ROGERS HOUSE - NI GHT

Phebe stands outside Mary's door, hesitating before she
knocks. Her lips quiver. She raps lightly at the door.

PHEBE
Mary?

It is alnpbst a whisper, and she clears her throat.
PHEBE (cont' d)
(1 ouder and nore determ ned)
Mary? Mary, | nust speak with you

The door opens and Phebe enters. Mary has changed into a
ni ght gown.
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PHEBE (cont' d)

It wasn't supposed to happen this way.

had hoped to prepare you sonehow, but
your father died so suddenly...

MARY

I thought you said he's not ny father.

PHEBE
He's still your father, Mary; he'l
al ways be your father.

MARY
Who is ny father?

Phebe takes a deep breath and sits on the bed.

PHEBE

He hasn't been seen in New London since
before you were born. A sailor. Wen

Jane told himyou were com ng...

MARY
He caught the next ship to Engl and.

PHEBE

Sonmething like that. Your nother and |

went to live with relatives in
Massachusetts for a tinme, before she

began to show, and | returned with you.

| buried Jane there; it was... She was

unmarried, so everyone assuned...lt just

seened easi est ...

MARY
And now? What's changed?

PHEBE

Your father apparently felt it right to

tell the truth in the end

MARY
You shouldn't have let this happen.

PHEBE
I know. But the Rogerses are very

protective of their roots and bl oodli ne,

and now your aunts...

MARY
.Can't stand the thought of a bastard
daughter in their famly.

27.
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PHEBE
| imagine they're telling the whole town
ri ght now.
MARY
You shoul d have told ne.
PHEBE
I know. | know. But it's too |late, and

we can't stay here.

MARY
What ?  Way not ?

PHEBE
You don't want to endure the scorn of
this town, Mary, | promse you. And we
have no noney, nor |and, nor prospects.
We take a steanboat for New York in the
nor ni ng.

DI SSOLVE TO
EXT. STEAMBOAT - DAY

The tiny facade of | ower Manhattan-- dones, cupol as, spires,
towers, steeples-- is visible over Mary and Phebe's shoul ders
(they wear black) as they stand on the deck of the steanboat.
It sounds its HORN

EXT. SOQUTH FERRY - DAY

A forest of masts |lines the docks bel ow Mai den Lane. Mary
and Phebe nmake their way through a bustling crowd of sailors,
travel ers, dockworkers unloading barrels and dry goods, etc.
They have enployed a man to carry their trunks in a

wheel barrow. The two of them have never seen such a | oud and
di sparate crowd.

A group of YOUNG MEN | eer at the beautiful young Mary.

MARY
Oh, go back to work.

EXT. 155 DUANE STREET - DAY

A red-brick building two doors west of the Northwest corner
of Duane and what is today called West Broadway.

Mary, Phebe and their consort are looking tired fromthe
wal k. Phebe | ooks at a piece of paper in her hand, then up
at the address. Etched into the glass front are the words
"John Anderson, Esqg." She knocks.
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Atall, late 20s, light-haired man answers the door. This is
JOHN ANDERSON. He | ooks at them quizzically.

PHEBE
John Anderson? M/ nane is Phebe Rogers.

The name doesn't register.

PHEBE (cont' d)
Dani el Rogers was ny husband.

Ander son snaps into recognition

ANDERSON
Conme in, by all neans.

I NT. ANDERSON' S HOVE - CONTI NUOUS

They enter. As Phebe speaks in voice-over, Anderson

bl atantly checks Mary out. At 17, she has noved beyond
enbarrassnent, through annoyance, and is now (already) really
tired of this.

PHEBE (V. Q)
My second husband had aided M. Anderson
in setting up his business sone years
ago, and because of his indebtedness to
Dani el , he agreed to help us gain
enpl oynent .

Anderson's admration of Mary shows that Phebe's explanation
is not his only notivation.

I NT. Cl GAR STORE - DAY

Anderson fam liarizes Mary (still in black) with the store,
showi ng her the different kinds of cigars, how to display the
newspapers, etc. She is a quick and studi ous | earner.

PHEBE (V. Q)
M . Anderson had recently opened his
cigar store on Broadway, and enpl oyed
Mary to tend the counter there.

I NT. 126 NASSAU STREET - DAY

Ander son unl ocks the door and the three of themgo in; he
shows t hem ar ound.

PHEBE (V. Q)
Soon after, he purchased this boarding
house, and in exchange for our operation
( MORE)
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of it, we were allowed to reside here.
That was when we met Samant ha.

I NT. 126 NASSAU STREET - KI TCHEN - DAY

Mary and Samantha-- all dressed up-- cone in as MALE BOARDERS
pass themon their way out. Phebe, in work clothes and with
sweat on her brow, is cleaning up.

MARY
Mot her, Samantha and | are going to take
t he pronenade.

PHEBE

Have you finished the cl eaning?
MARY

Yes, Mot her.
PHEBE

And have you readied all the roons? A
shi p docks from Savannah i n the norning;
I"'msure we'll be at capacity by noon.

SAMANTHA
Yes, ma' am

Mary has one foot out the door, inpatient.

PHEBE
Al right, then.

They bolt. On Phebe:
PHEBE (cont'd)

yelling after then
And be back by dusk! Dusk! Do you hear

me?

MARY (O S.)
Yes, Mbther!

PHEBE

It's not proper for a woman...
She gi ves up when she hears the door SLAM
EXT. NASSAU STREET/ BROADVWAY - DAY
Mary and Samantha make a | eft out the door. They are smling
and | aughi ng, obviously pleased to be free of their chores

and out anong the crowd. Imrediately, Mary sheds her cape to
meke her appearance nore sexually provocative.
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SAVANTHA
You shoul dn't be doing that.

MARY
Ch, hush. Wiy are you such a prude?

SANVANTHA
I"'m not! |'ve seen what nen do.

MARY
Northern nmen aren't |ike that, Sam
you' ve told ne so yourself.

SANVANTHA
Not as nuch |ike that...

MARY
And you're not on the plantation anynore;
you can afford to | oosen up

They arrive at the corner of Broadway and Ann.

Upper -cl ass nen and wonen, dressed their finest, saunter up
and down the street, basically showing off. Besides Mary and
Samant ha, there are no unacconpani ed wonen. The unfini shed
spire of Trinity Church is in the distance.

MARY (cont' d)
Conme on, let's go to the Bowery instead.
It's so boring over here.

DI SSOLVE TO
EXT. THE BOWERY - DAY

Mary folds her veil back over her bonnet and expresses a
clear change in attitude and body | anguage-- instead of
dermurely | ooki ng down, she interacts with people, tosses her
head up, and smiles-- when they turn the corner onto the un-
Br oadway, the anti-Broadway, the Bowery.

It's a much rowdi er scene, and dirtier too. Poorer,
essentially, sinmultaneously nore fun and nore threatening. A
few single MEN stand on the sidewal k, checking out the

chi cks.

They pass a group of YOUNG MEN, working-class, that joins the
pai r, wal king on either side.

YOUNG MAN #1
Look at this! Beauty and the beast!
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YOUNG MAN #2
The princess and the nigger!

Samant ha i s understandably nervous at this. Mary doesn't
bl i nk; they continue wal ki ng.

YOUNG MAN #1
(to Mary)
Are the white Hookers working with the
bl acks now?

Mary abruptly halts her stride and, taking Samantha by the
hand, faces the rube, confronting himeye-to-eye.

MARY
Are you new in town? Because Corlear's
Hook is sone distance fromthe Bowery,
and white and black are free to associate
in New York. \What's nore, unacconpani ed
wonen on the street should be no
i ndication of prostitution. And even if
we were whores, we wouldn't seek our
clientel e anong garbage |ike you. Let's
go, Sanmant ha.

They | eave the nmen too stunned to react.
END FLASHBACK.

I NT. 126 NASSAU STREET - DAY

The scene of Mary and Sanmant ha fades during Phebe's | ast

voi ce-over to a CLOSE-UP of her staring blankly and finishing
the line. She snaps out of it.

POE
She really said that?

Samant ha suppresses a smle at the nenory.

PHEBE
I"msorry, M. Poe, |'ve suddenly grown
quite fatigued. You'll have to excuse

ne.

She stands, and Crommelin and Poe do, too.

POE
O course, Ms. Rogers. I'msorry if
this has been overly exasperating for

you.
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PHEBE
(as she exits)
You may cone back another tinme, if you
W sh.

Crommelin | ooks at Samantha, as if to say, what are you still
doing here? She scurries out behi nd Phebe.

CROMVELI N
You nust take M's. Rogers' description of
Mary's character with sonmething of a
grain of salt, it is ny opinion; her
generation doesn't regard social nores
with the liberal attitude we take today.

This is somewhat ironic, considering.

CROMMVELI N (cont' d)
And she cones froma small town. A
rat her Puritan, New England town, if |
may be frank.

POE
A nother would naturally interpret things
Wi th a sense of protectiveness.

CROMVELI N
Quite. |I'mnot sure she woul d have
descri bed Mary thus just a fortnight ago.

POE
How woul d you descri be her?

Crommelin is being drawn unwittingly into an interview he
didn't want to give.

CROMVELI N
Rat her the opposite, in fact. A girl of
the utnost virtue. You should have seen
t he boori shness she endured at that cigar
store, the sports that hang around there.
An at nosphere with which you have sone
acquai ntance? Journalists and so forth.

POE
Sorme.

CROMVELI N
Mary suffered many taunts from young nen
and was quite a wit at resisting them as
you heard.
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POE
How di d you nake the acquai ntance of this
famly?

CROMVELI N

Oh, | stayed here, briefly, when | first
nmoved down from Boston. Naturally | was
struck by Mary's charm and beauty, as any
young nman woul d be. She had a way about

her-- not Iike any woman |'ve known, |'d
say. Sonme mght-- well, sone did-- take
it as unbecom ng of a woman.

POE
Take what ?

CROMVELI N

As you heard, M. Poe, she woul d speak
her mnd in a way not typical of girls.

| was rather taken with her, and she
resisted ny advances-- entirely
honorable, | assure you. So, and

especi ally considering her |ack of
husband or father to watch out for her, a
young worman of utter gentility and

Vi rtue.

The arrogance of this inplication is not |ost on Poe.

POE
Certainly. One last thing, M.
Crommelin: May | assune Mary never
appeared at her aunt's?

CROMVELI N
You may. She was never even expect ed.

POE
You have no notion where she may have
been headed?

CROMVELI N
Ms. Rogers prefers not to specul ate,
and, | suppose, imgines the nost
i nconsequential. Mary had no enem es,

M . Poe, and no inproper associations,
i ndeed no concerns at all outside this

house and the store. | assure you.
POE

M's. Rogers seened anxi ous about her

attitudes.
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CROWMVELI N
Only in retrospect; she had no reason to
be.

PCE
O course. If | may inpose further, M.
Crommelin-- Wiere mght | find M. Daniel
Payne?

CROWMVELI N

Your guess is as good as mne. Probably
hangi ng around Five Points or the Bowery,
fromwhat | know of him

POE
And M. Crommelin, can you account for
your whereabouts in the days Mary was
m ssi ng?

CROMMVELI N
O course not, as | was sonme of the time
al one. Most of the three days | spent
searching for Mary. If I'd killed her
I'd have known where to | ook, and
t herefore found her sooner, wouldn't [|?

PCE
| ndeed.

CROMVELI N
If I may inquire of you, now, M. Poe:
How di d you know about the boarder?

POE
Qobservation, M. Crommelin, and
t herefrom deduction: A distinct scent of
shel | fish perneated the room It seened
beyond the neans of the boarding house to
serve shellfish, and besides, it's too
early in the day to prepare dinner. A
gl ance at the norning papers would tel
anyone who cared to | ook that the only
ship that m ght have trawl ed the G and
Bank arrived this norning from
Port smout h; none from Boston, New London,
Mystic, Newport, or Portland. Secondly,
no sailor would bother to shave until
after docking, and no ship would return
fromthe G and Bank before such tine
sufficient for its crewto grow a beard.
There was condensation on all the w ndows
upstairs, indicating occupation
overni ght, yet Ms. Rogers had room for

( MORE)
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this fisherman-- hence, no wndow in his
room Famliar with the nei ghborhood, I
amcertain that other buildings abut this
one on all sides, including the rear.

And if the man has just arrived, |'m
certain he's cleaning up i nmedi ately, or
el se sl eeping, so he wouldn't have yet
left.

CROWVELI N
And the coi ns?

POE
Now, M. Crommelin, you must permt ne
one secret of the trade.

He offers his hand to Crommelin, and they shake: Poe's wt
and wi sdom have won hi m over.

EXT. HOBOKEN CORONER S YARD - DAY

Behind the coroner's office is a small, enclosed yard. Dr.
Cook and another man are digging in a soft rain. He is
ASSOCI ATE to a third man standi ng and waiti ng beneath an
unbrella, DR ARCHER, the Manhattan coroner

COX
| hope next time to take your conpany in
nore pl easant circunstances, Dr. Archer

ARCHER
Mayor Purdy only notified ne yesterday.
Seens there's been quite a rowin the
papers over this girl.

COX
So I've seen! Anyway, it's been so hot |
t hought it best to bury her in case the
New York authorities cared to
i nvesti gate.

ASSCOCI ATE
We appreciate it.

COX
| think we're getting close. 1'd cover
up, if I were you.

Each puts a kerchief, tied around the necks, up over his nose
and nout h.

ASSCCI ATE
Yes, here we are.
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Their shovel s poke at a box eighteen inches under.

COX
|'"ve prepared a cart with sone ice for
your trip across the river.

EXT. DR COOX' S OFFI CE FRONT - LATER

In front of the coroner's office, the nen load the dirty pine
box onto a waiting horse-drawn cart. |It's still raining.

Archer and his associate clinb aboard.

COOK
Good day to you both! Let nme know if |
can be of further assistance.

ASSCCI ATE
Yes, of course.

ARCHER
(perfunctorily)
Thank you.

The two | ook at each other dubiously, like this small-town
buf f oon coul d possibly be of any help to them

The cart noves off. Dr. Cook stands in the background,
wavi ng and | ooki ng stupid.

DI SSOLVE TO

EXT. CTY STREETS - DAY
MUSI C OVER:

A few peeks at daily life around the city:
PASSENCGERS get on & off a horse-drawn railway car on 4th Ave.

WORKMEN pave over the dirt on Broadway, working northward
froma few bl ocks above City Hall.

MEN drive cattle through the rain past new tenenents on the
Bowery.

VENDORS and CUSTOVERS haggl e over nerchandi se at Centre
Mar ket .

WEALTHY MEN AND WOVEN cone in & out of their grand,
col onnaded houses on LaGrange Terrace at Lafayette Pl ace.

Young wor ki ng-cl ass MEN enter "The Arena"” on Park Row, the
mar quee advertises "Boxing Tonight".
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MUSI C DOWN.
EXT. RI VERBANK - DAY

The site where Mary's corpse was discovered. On a field
edging the river, YOUNG MEN engage in a sport recogni zable as
an early version of baseball.

Poe wal ks around the area, poking things with a stick and

| ooki ng plaintive, thoughtful. He |ooks up a path toward a
field where couples stroll and children play. He |ooks up
anot her road, the one the boy took to the inn. He gets down
on the ground and scoops up sone noist dirt, letting it fal

t hrough his fingers.

POE' S | MAG NATI ON:

EXT. RIVERBANK - N GHT

Fuzzy borders, black & white photography, grainy film stock
or some ot her neans indicates the unreal ness of these
"i magi nati on" scenes.

Mary stands at the riverbank wth a heretofore unseen young
mal e SU TOR. They ARGUE. He grabs her; she shakes herself
free and starts wal king away. He goes after her, grabs her
and strikes her. She falls in the water and he wal ks of f,

| eaving her there, unconscious.

EXT. RI VERBANK - DAY

Poe, squatting on the ground where we left him brushes the
dirt fromhis hands, stands, and wal ks off.

EXT. DR COK S OFFI CE FRONT - DAY
ESTABLI SH t he New Jersey official's small office building.
INT. DR COXX' S OFFI CE - DAY

The coroner of dubi ous conpetence stands against a wall. Poe
isinthe mddle of the roomfingering the inquest docunents.

POE
Your counterpart in Manhattan seens | ess
certain of some of your concl usions.
I ndeed, he proposes an entirely different
set of events.

COX

Pr of essi onal s can di sagree about this
sort of thing.
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POE
In your estimation, if | understand
correctly, Mss Rogers was tied down,
vi ol ated, then strangled until dead,
wher eupon the assailant transported her
corpse to the river and di sposed of it.

COX
There was evi dence of beating, as well.

POE
Strangul ation to the point of death
rat her obviates the need for beating,
woul dn't you agree?

COOK
VWhat is Dr. Archer's concl usi on?

POE
Dr. Archer cites considerable bruising of
her head sufficient to render her
unconsci ous, and from various angles; the
mar ks on her extremties caused by cloth
used to carry the corpse to the water.

COX
The nobst pronounced bruises | discerned
were on the neck.

POE
(1 ooki ng at one docunent..)
..and none on the head considerably
bl ackened by deconpositi on.
(.then the other)
Archer makes no nention of bruises on the
neck.

COX
That would correlate with his theory of
mul ti pl e assail ants.

PCE
How so?
COX
Well, only one man is needed to strangle

sonmeone by hand. Death by beating is
usual Iy at the hands of a group.

POE
A gang attack?
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Cook shrugs and wrinkles nmouth and forehead to indicate
"could be."

COX
But | don't know how, days later, he
coul d have seen sonething that | didn't.
Coul dn't she have been tied at the ankles
and wrists, then strangl ed?

POE
How coul d one man bi nd a consci ous person
presumably in resistance?

COX
The binding m ght have been for the
pur pose of carrying the body, then.

POE
Wiy woul d a group of nmen need use of
cloth or rope to carry her? Wuldn't the
arnms and | egs be not only sufficient, but
pr ef er abl e?

COX
But then what m ght you surm se woul d be
t he purpose of the cloth in the wounds?

POE
| don't refute that the cloth nmay have
been used to carry her, only that such a
devi ce woul d be superfluous to the needs
of a gang of nen; indeed, such a nethod
woul d only benefit a single assailant.

Cook has no answer to this reasoning.
PCE (cont'd)

You are certain she was viol at ed
i mredi ately prior to her nurder?

COX
O the violation | amquite certain. And
Dr. Archer?

POE

He feels the sane.

COX
At | east we agree on sonet hing.
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EXT. PARK ROW - DAY

ESTABLI SHI NG SHOT of the two-story brick building on street,
di agonal to Broadway, that with it forms City Hall Plaza. A
sign reads, "Broadway Journal —A Literary Magazi ne."

Poe enters.
I NT. BROADWAY JOURNAL - DAY
Poe wal ks over to Chanbers, who keeps worKking.

CHAMBERS
He's not going to be happy to see you
Been going on all week, wondering where
you' ve been
(nmocki ng voi ce)

"He'll never work here again!" That sort
of thing.
From an adj acent office energes CHARLES FREDERI CK BRI GGS, a
smal |, agitated nan dressed nore as an artist, 50-ish.
BRI GGS
Chanber s!

(seei ng Poe)
Poe! \Where the devil have you been?

POE
Uh...

BRI GGS
Chanbers, where is the poetry for next
week!

(not waiting for an answer)
Poe, get in here this instant!

Poe doesn't relish what's to cone as he wal ks into Briggs'
office. As Poe passes himin the doorway, Briggs can barely
contain his anger. He closes the door.
I NT. BRI GGS' OFFI CE - CONTI NUQUS
BRI GGS
Do you think this is any way to carry on,
Poe?

Poe begins to stammer a reply, but Briggs, sitting down
behi nd his desk, continues before he can get a word out.
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BRI GGS (cont' d)
I can't even count the days since you've
graced us with your presence! Sit down,
for heaven's sake.

Poe obeys.
POE
|'ve been working on sonething | think
you'l'l find quite fascinating.
BRI GGS
I find that very hard to believe.
(Pause)
Vel | ?
POE
Been follow ng the Mary Rogers case?
BRI GGS
You can't be serious.
POE
I"'mentirely serious.
BRI GGS
Poe, the scandals of the penny press are
not the concern of our journal. | can't
believe | have to rem nd you of this.
POE
But | think you'll find otherw se, if
you'll permt ne...
BRI GGS

Al right, M. Edgar A Poe, esteened
author and critic, you have two m nutes.

POE
Well, a young beauty turns up dead. A
mystery in life as well as death.
Despite circunstances which caused her to
interact with a wi de range of people,
those close to her seemnot to have truly
known her, and those |less so could only
i mgi ne who she was-- because they’ ve
never known anyone |ike her, anyone who
shared her station in society. They are
attracted to her beauty, yet afraid of
her uni queness. A worki ng woman-- two
words that didn't go together even five
years ago-- untethered by husband or
father, practically alone in this city.

( MORE)
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She was sociable with a nunber of
unnarried nen...

BRI GGS
Your tinme's up. Broadway Journal is not
interested in the daily life of a young
prostitute.

POE
| didn't say she was a prostitute.

BRI GGS
Poe, the drudgery of the common people is
not our concern. You know t he nel odrans,
the hysteria, the false indignation the

newspapers fill their pages with these
days. |It's of no use to anybody! And
certainly not to a literary journal such
as this.

(pause)

In any case, the nurder happened in New
Jersey; we are a New York publication

PCE
How do you know it happened in New
Jersey?

BRI GGS

The body had not deconposed enough at the
time of its discovery to have sunk and
then risen to the surface, where it was
found; it had to have been di sposed of
near the site of its discovery.

POE
| thought you said the details of the
case are of no use...

BRI GGS
I know what | said.

POE
If you'll permt me, sir: |If nurder was
commtted upon the body, it need not have
sunk at all. Only a drowned body takes

in water. The corpse woul d have
mai ntained equilibriumw th the water,
floating-- especially a slightly briny
wat er, such as the Hudson is near its
mouth. It may have been floating for
sone tinme. Besides which, even if it was
di sposed of near where it was found, no
deduction can be therefore made as to the
( MORE)
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| ocati on of the gruesone deed ravaged
upon it.

Briggs contenplates this a nonent, inpressed.

PCE (cont'd)
Rati oci nation, sir. The science of
det ecti on.

BRI GGS

(changing his m nd again)
The point is, if you hope to continue to
draw a salary, | expect you to report to
this office |ike everyone else. | don't
pay you to go creeping about Five Points
digging up dirt. 1Is this understood?

PCE
Yes, sSir.

BRI GGS
And | wouldn't go around educated circles
telling what you've been up to, if | were
you. You have a reputation to protect, |
shoul dn't need to rem nd you.

EXT. FIVE PO NTS STREET - N GHT

A dirty street with garbage and what | ooks |i ke open sewers
runni ng down the gutters. Poe watches as a bucketful of
ashes dropped from above fall on the head of a MAN, as he
coughs and sputters and rubs his eyes, several BOYS appear,
enptying his pockets and relieving himof his satchel. They
run off.

Poe steps in sonething rank and, after w ping his boot, he
starts to turn around when two PROSTI TUTES energe from a
doorway just up the street and proposition him He awkwardly
declines and they I eave him but his mnd is changed: he
approaches the door they exited and goes in.

I NT. FI'VE PO NTS BAR - CONTI NUOUS

Poe is surprised at the liveliness of the snoky and | oud
environment. Misicians play an Irish jig for sone dancers; a
BARTENDER serves beer.

Poe pulls up a stool beside a MAN, rough-1ooking, smallish,
about 19, wearing the uniformof a Bowery Boy: red wool shirt
buttoned on the side, a black cravat in a knot around his
neck, and bl ack broadcl oth trousers tucked into high-heel ed
boots. A hopeful tuft of whiskers grows on his chin; his
hair is conbed straight forward to his brow and gl ued down.
This is FINNEGAN. He's chonping on the butt of a cigar,
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surrounded by three simlarly-dressed, slightly younger and
smaller IRISH TOUGHS. They all speak in thick Irish brogues.

The bartender approaches Poe for his order.

POE
Good day, sir.

The Toughs chortle at his formality.

BARTENDER
(I'i kew se anused)
Sir?

POE
I wonder if you can assist ne.

BARTENDER
| can pour you a gl ass.

POE
Thank you.

The bartender pours.

PCE (cont'd)
Actual ly, | was hoping you could give ne
sonme information; |I'mlooking for a man
nanmed Dani el Payne. | understand he may
be famliar in this neighborhood.

BARTENDER
Don't know any Dani el Payne.

He noves off to the next custoner. The young Toughs, who
have been observing, now turn to Poe. The |eader speaks.

FI NNEGAN
I think I know one nan not famliar in
t hi s nei ghbor hood.

POE
| assunme you refer to nme, sir. Good day,
my name i s Poe.

He offers his hand. Finnegan decli nes.

FI NNEGAN
Finnegan. Can't you see where you're out
of place, pal?
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POE
I ndeed, M. Finnegan, this is one part of
New York into which | have not ventured.
Per haps you know M. Payne?

FI NNEGAN
Never heard of him Have we, boys?
TOUGH #1
Not |I.
TOUGH #2
Nay .
PCE

He was acquainted with the young wonman
recently nurdered, Mary Rogers?

FI NNEGAN
So?

POE
She was quite a beauty...

FI NNEGAN
So |I've heard...

POE
.Worked at the cigar store on Broadway?

FI NNEGAN
Look, you're not wel cone here. And your
guestions aren't maki ng you any nore
popul ar. Wy don't you go back to Perry
Street, stay with your own ki nd?

POE
Well. | can see you have no know edge

wher eof | speak...

FI NNEGAN
And woul dn't tell you anyway.

POE
Good day, young sirs.

He takes a last sip of his beer and departs.

EXT. POE'S FRONT STOCP - DAY

Poe clinbs the steps in the rain. Affixed to his door is a

not e.
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I NSERT: the note reads, "Third Avenue horseraces, tonorrow
noon-- Dani el Payne"

EXT. TH RD AVENUE - DAY

Sat urdays uptown on 3rd are given to hastily organi zed horse
races. Upper-class MEN have their steeds tended by younger
MEN in farmclothes. Ml e and femal e SPECTATORS |ine the
street. Mney changes hands as two horses finish their
sprint northward.

Poe wal ks anong the crowd, | ooking |ike he's just gotten out
of bed, which he has, and not sure what he's |looking for. A
MAN approaches him He has a furtive air about hin they
speak quietly amd the crowd of spectators and ganblers. As
they do so, various people approach fromtine to tine to take
bets, sell themfood, etc.

MAN
M. Poe?

POE
Yes?

MAN

I was fiancé to Mary Rogers. M/ nane is
Dani el Payne.

POE
|'"ve been | ooking all over town for you;
you don't seemto | eave much of a trace.

PAYNE
| heard you were seeking ne. Mary's
deat h was such a shock, |.\Wll, | haven't

been goi ng out nuch these | ast days.

POE
Nobody told nme you and Mary were engaged.

PAYNE
I"'mnot surprised. Ms. Rogers didn't
quite approve of ne.

POE
Is that why you left the boardi ng house?

PAYNE
I don't blanme her. Higher anbitions for
her daughter than a cork-cutter, |
suppose.
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POE
Li ke Arthur Cronmelin nmaybe?

PAYNE
Has he been nmaki ng hinself prom nent at
t he boardi ng house these days?

POE
Quite. AmI correct in assumng there
was sonme conpetition anong you for Mary's
af fections?

PAYNE
| can't say that for certain, though it
woul d seemto be the case.

POE
What do you nean?

PAYNE
Well, Mary is such a nystery. Was. Even
t hose who shoul d have known her best, she
kept things from

POE
Such as?

PAYNE
Such as, | was her fiancé and | never
really knew the nature of her
relationship with Ctomelin. | could

only guess, judging fromhow he treated
me, that there was sonething between them
at one tine.

PCE
You never demanded of her?

PAYNE
Part of what endeared ne to Mary, |
think, was that | let her keep her
secrets.

I NT. 126 NASSAU - N GHT

Payne | eaves his room and wal ks down the darkened hallway to
t he kitchen.

PAYNE (V. Q)
The night | first arrived, | gathered
that the old |l ady's daughter was m ssi ng,
but she reappeared the next eveni ng.
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Entering the kitchen, he sees Mary seated at a table. She
| ooks up at him

PAYNE (cont' d)
You nust be Mary.

MARY
(under her breath)
Must |7?
PAYNE
Par don?
MARY
Not hi ng.
Pause.
PAYNE

My nane is Daniel Payne. Excuse ne, |
was just going to nmake sone tea

Mary says nothing. He |looks around for a kettle.
PAYNE (cont' d)

Your famly was quite worried about you
t hi s norni ng.

MARY
I wish they'd just | eave ne al one.
PAYNE
I"'msure they're entirely devoted to you
MARY
Does that give themthe right to
constantly intrude? |1'ma grown woman
after all.
PAYNE
Are you?
MARY

| Iabor at a job all day, then cone hone
and run this place, isn't that enough?
Yet |"'mdisallowed to live ny life
freely, having to notify everyone | know
of every nove | nake.

PAYNE
You can't blanme them for wondering where
you are if you don't cone hone for two
days and ni ghts.
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MARY
I didn't ask for all of their attentions.

They share a glance. Loud HORSECLOPS.
END FLASHBACK

EXT. THI RD AVENUE - DAY
The HORSECLOPS are fromtwo passing horses in a race.

Payne stares bl ankly, unphased by the cl ose passing of the
horses and the excitenent of the crowd, obviously distraught
at the nmenory of his first neeting with his |ove.

PCE
Your ronmance conmenced soon thereafter?

PAYNE
(snapping out of it)
She never offered to explain Cromelin to
me, but she seened upset when he call ed.

POE
And you never | earned where she had been?

Payne shakes hi s head.

PCE (cont'd)
Forgive ne, M. Payne, but | nust ask
your whereabouts in the days Mary was
m ssing. To dism ss suspicion, you
under st and.

PAYNE
O course. She canme to ne that norning...
FLASHBACK
I NT. 126 NASSAU STREET - DAY

This is Payne's perspective of Mary's intrusion on himin the
bathroom He is standing at a basin, nude, washing.

MARY (O S.)
Dani el ?
PAYNE
In here!
He sees the door is ajar but his hands are full. He gives an
"oh, well" look in the mrror and tries to appear natural,

I i ke gorgeous teenage wonen burst in on himin the nude al
the tine.
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Mary's reflection in the corner of the mrror glances down at
his reflection, which raises the snmle seen on her in the
first recitation of this scene.

MARY
I"'mgoing to ny aunt's in Jane Street for
the day. WII you neet ne at the omi bus
stop, around nightfall?

PAYNE
Br oadway and Ann?

MARY
Ri ght .

EXT. BROADWAY & ANN - NI GHT

Payne stands in the pouring rain. A sign behind himreads,
"P.T. Barnumis Anerican Museuni; w ndow di spl ays of various
oddities line the sidewal k below it. An omibus drives up
and sone PASSENCERS di senbark and scurry off. No Mary.

PAYNE (V. Q)
Finally |I figured she'd stayed at her
aunt's on account of the rain.
END FLASHBACK

EXT. TH RD AVENUE - DAY

POE
And the interimthat day?

PAYNE
I was with ny brother all day, walking
about. When it started to rain | went
back to Nassau Street and renmined there
until | went to neet Mary.

POE
And t he next day?

PAYNE
When | woke up rather |ate and | earned
she had not returned, or been to her
aunt's at all, or even expected there,
well, naturally | found this worrisone
and so comenced a search

POE
What was Ms. Rogers's reaction?
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PAYNE
That's right, she made a comment |
remenber striking ne as rather odd. She
said she feared she'd never see Mary

agai n.
POE
Her exact words?
PAYNE
Yes. | recall feeling that there was

sonet hi ng about the situation she wasn't
telling me. Hardly surprising; she never
shared anything with ne. But still.

POE
And your search | ed you where?

PAYNE
Harlem WIIlianmsburg, Staten |sland,
Hoboken-- all over. No one had seen her.
Mary rather stuck out in a crowd. Wen I
returned hone | thought to place an
advertisenent in the Herald seeking
information on her. | was so exhausted
by then I went to bed.

POE
And Tuesday?

PAYNE
Tuesday | went to the cigar store to see
if she had spoken to Anderson, which of
course she hadn't. Have you?

Poe shakes hi s head.

PAYNE (cont' d)
Then | had to report to work, and | was
nowher e besi des there and the boarding
house that day and the next.

POE

Have the police spoken with you?
PAYNE

No.
POE

Anyone fromthe newspapers?

PAYNE
No.
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POE
Is there anything else | should know?

PAYNE
Not hi ng occurs to ne. But do |let nme know
if you | earn anything.

PCE
Li kew se.

EXT. OUTSI DE Cl GAR STORE - DAY

Leani ng against a wall outside the store is Finnegan,
acconpani ed by his posse.

One of the Boys haltingly reads the New York Post to him

TOUGH #1
(readi ng)

"The body of this unfortunate girl was
yesterday disinterred and brought from
New Jersey and deposited in the Dead
House in the park. And difficult would
it be for the nost inmaginative mnd to
concei ve a spectacle nore horrible or
hum liating to humanity. There |ay what
was a few days back, the image of its
Creator, the loveliest of his works.."

TOUGH #2
Aye!

Fi nnegan punches himand he recoils.

FI NNEGAN
Shut up!
(to Tough #1)
Go on.
TOUGH #1

(an enbarrassed smle creeps

across his face as he reads)
"..Now a bl ackened and de-com posed ness
of pu-tre-fe-ca-tion. Her skin which had
been so fair was now bl ack."

As he reads, Poe wal ks up on his way into the store, hoping
not to be noticed.

TOUGH #1 (cont'd)
"Her eyes so sunk in her swollen face as
to have the appearance of being violently
forced beyond the sockets.."
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Poe overhears and | ooks at them then away, nervous. They
take no notice of himand he noves on into the store.

I NT. Cl GAR STORE - CONTI NUCGUS

Poe approaches the counter for a paper and sone snokes.
Thomas, Jessup and Ral ph are all present and gossi pi ng about
t he usual

JESSUP
It's disgusting! There's no place for
such description in the public prints.
The poor girl cherished her privacy, and
now she can't even have it in death

THOVAS
| rather like the idea of her body-- and
I do nean her body in particular--
described in such detail.

Poe takes a seat apart fromthem and renoves sone papers from
his bag. The words (witten in |onghand), "Report of the
Manhattan Coroner on the death of MARY CECI LI A ROGERS, |ate
of 126 Nassau Street," head the first sheet. He half-Ilistens
to the conversation

JESSUP
Ch, Thomas, sonetinmes | really wonder...

RALPH
I don't nmuch care for this speculation
about her romantic life.

JESSUP
That's exactly what | nean! Wth whom
she consorted was strictly her business,
not mne, and certainly not anyone's who
never even knew her, who can only read

about her.

RALPH
I ain't worried about her so nuch-- the
girl's dead, Jessup, after all-- |I'mjust

sayin' that the newspapers ain't the
pl ace for such talKk.

POE
What do you reckon the newspaper is for,
Ral ph?

RALPH

Aw, you know, presidents, senators,
whaddayacal lit.affairs of state. That
( MORE)
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sort of thing. You didn't used to read
about this stuff, it's all the new papers
that do it.

THOVAS
| say they conbine the two and tell about
the romantic life of presidents and
senators.

They all share a |laugh as Wlliam Attree enters.

ATTREE

M. Poe?
PCE

Yes?
ATTREE

May | have a word with you outside?
PCE

(curious)

Certainly.
They step outside.
EXT. CORNER OF BROADWAY AND PEARL - CONTI NUOUS
Poe and Attree stand in the foreground, the three Irish
gﬁggg}grs behi nd them #1's READI NG ALOUD still slightly

Attree glances in their direction to verify they aren't
payi ng himany attention.

ATTREE
Forgive ne, | didn't want the regulars
there to know who | am
POE
And that is?
ATTREE
WIlliamAttree.
POE
From t he Heral d.
ATTREE
Yes. | saw you cone in to the store. M

publ i sher would like a word with you

PCE
Now?
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ATTREE
M. Bennett enjoys the conpany in the
third tier at the Vauxhall Gardens.

POE
I woul d have figured himnore at ease at
t he Opera House.

ATTREE
M. Bennett surprises us all.
(pause)
The program begins at eight. You wll be
anti ci pat ed.

He wal ks off. Poe remains, |ooking at Attree as he wal ks
away, then back at Finnegan and his posse.

EXT. WEST PRESBYTERI AN CHURCH - DAY

In the yard beside a nodest church at the top of Varick
Street, a coffinis laid to the ground as a PREACHER reads
froma prayer book

Poe watches stealthily fromacross the street, | ooking
synpat heti c.

Only Phebe, Samantha and Aunt Rose are in attendance at
Mary's funeral.

I NT. VAUXHALL GARDENS - NI GHT
A M NSTREL SHOW perforns as Poe enters.

It's a gaudy theatre-- trying to | ook fancy, and failing--
wth three levels of seating. Poe makes his way upstairs.

The third tier is filled with boisterous MEN in small groups,
with WOMEN sitting on their |aps and | eani ng agai nst the
wal | s nearby, waiting to be summoned and occasi onal | y meki ng
forays to proposition soneone.

Poe finds Bennett with a GRL of about 16 on his lap and
Attree seated beside him exceedingly unconfortable. Bennett
gets the girl to stand and | eave when Poe wal ks up to Attree,
who stands and shakes his hand. He introduces Poe to his
boss and Poe is notioned to sit.

BENNETT
M. Poe, let ne first state that when |
started the Herald, not for a nonent did
it occur to ne that it m ght one day
enable nme to neet a man of your
intellectual weight and literary repute.

( CONTI NUED)
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Poe suppresses a smle and blinks at this backward adm ssi on.

POE
Thank you.

BENNETT
Your prose is an inspiration to all who
wite for these pages, including, if I
may say so, M. Attree here.

Attree nods his agreenent.

BENNETT (cont' d)
| believe I've read nost of your fiction;
|"mparticularly an adm rer of Mbnsieur
Dupi n.

POE
| appreciate that, M. Bennett. \Wen I
enbarked on the journey of creating this
type of fiction-- | call it "detective"
fiction-- | was sonmewhat wary of how ny
readers m ght react.

BENNETT
It is with the greatest appreciation, |
assure you.

POE
Thank you agai n.

The minstrel show finishes its act to applause and exits the
stage. A curtain falls.

BENNETT
I wonder if you m ght be researching a
new case for Msr. Dupin; you'll not be
surprised, I'"'msure, to |learn that people
are tal king about your inquiries.

POE
Are they?

BENNETT
Quite. | comrend you for your it, in

fact. This Rogers affair indicates nuch
that is wong in our city, and I'm gl ad

to hear of anyone dedicating thensel ves

to bringing the killers to justice.

PCE
O killer.

( CONTI NUED)
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BENNETT
Certainly you agree with our coroner's
report that this nmust be the work of nore
t han one man-- deducing fromthe ravages
vi sited upon her body.

POE
I haven't had the opportunity to review
the findings nyself.

BENNETT
But you read of his report in ny paper, |
presune?

PCE
Yes, but... Well, | prefer to trust nmy own
i nterpretations.

BENNETT
O course.

ATTREE

My research has indicated in that
direction as well.

POE
(to Attree)
Wth whom have you spoken?

BENNETT
We don't di scuss sources.

The curtain rises on an act of ACROBATS. This is no G rque
du Soleil; their feats are at the |level of street perforners
in the touristed area of a contenporary European city.

ATTREE
It should be no secret to you, M. Poe,
that the youth gangs--

BENNETT
The Irish gangs, in particular...
ATTREE
-- that their crinmes have been getting
nore frequent, and nore brutal, in New
Yor k.
POE

I"ve only recently conme from
Phi | adel phi a, you see...

( CONTI NUED)
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Pause.

BENNETT
In any case, you can see fromthe Rogers
murder that this is so, and that her
mur der represents a natural progression
fromthe crines they' ve already
comm tted.

POE
(skeptical)
I know t hey have that reputation.

BENNETT
I ndeed, public opinionis quite solid on
this. And taking Dr. Archer's report
into account, our position at the Herald
is that there is little doubt as to
t he..el enent of society responsible.

ATTREE
What we're trying to do, of course, is
find out exactly who violated and
mur dered M ss Mary Rogers.

PCE
We share that anmbition, then.

BENNETT
Now, if necessary-- and | don't need to
remnd you how likely that it becone
necessary, given the inconpetence of our
police force and the intransi gence
regarding the case at Gty Hall thus far--
but | intend to prove conclusively, in
the pages of the Herald, who is qguilty.
Once we' ve found them

POE
| see.

BENNETT
| imagi ne you hope to do the sane?

POE
Msr. Dupin is intrigued by the case, yes.

BENNETT
And what does Msr. Dupin think, so far?

PCE
He has no i dea.

( CONTI NUED)
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ATTREE
Well, | have an idea.

POE
So you' ve sai d.

BENNETT
The power of public opinion one nustn't
underestimate, M. Poe. O course the
publication of the Herald' s determ nation
of the Rogers killers will be far in
advance of your own.

ATTREE
The nature of the nmedium you under st and.
BENNETT
And once the killers' identity has been
soundly established, it will be difficult

for contrary points of view to energe.

POE
| can inmagi ne that being so.

BENNETT
VWhat I'mtrying to say, M. Poe, is that
it would be nost unfortunate to propose
in public, that soneone mght be guilty
ot her than the perpetrators we identify
in the Herald.

PCE
Unfortunate for whonf

Bennett sinply smles at him

One of the acrobats falls to the ground froma tightrope 12
feet above the stage. The other perforners don't know

whet her to continue or tend to his obvious injury.
Spectators in the third tier jeer; those on the first rise
fromtheir seats in concern.

PCE (V.O ) (cont'd)
["mstill not sure what he neant. | was
so unconfortable | just stood to | eave,
and they seened to have nmade their point.
DI SSOLVE TO:
INT. POE'S FRONT STOOP - DAY

Poe delivers that last line in conversation with daire,
seat ed together on the stoop

( CONTI NUED)
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CLAI RE
What are you going to do?

POE
I"'mgoing to try and find out what
happened to that girl on Sunday.

CLAI RE
Ch, where could she have been goi ng?

POE
I'"d think a woman woul d have better
insight into such a question than a man.

CLAI RE
Are you asking ne?

He's aski ng her.

CLAI RE (cont'd)
Naturally I'd think an assignation.

Poe's eyes flutter to her awkwardly; this is a subject not
easily broached, even between close and intimate friends.

CLAI RE (cont'd)
(movi ng on, avoi di ng)
O sonme kind. Sunday norning, not a sou
on the street, she's not likely to be
seen by anyone she knows.

POE
You think it's significant that it was
Sunday in particular?

CLAI RE
Well, not if you think what happened to
her was indiscrimnate. Do you?

PCE
| don't know. The Herald seens to
bel i eve so.

CLAI RE
(recounting; a statenent)
She encountered sone group of young nen,
on the way to wherever she was goi ng.

POE
But where was she goi ng?

( CONTI NUED)
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CLAI RE
What does it matter where she was goi ng
if it was just a random encounter?

POE
It doesn't. But you don't seemto think
it was random

CLAI RE
Well, she was an extraordinary girl, from
what | understand. She probably got into
some kind of trouble.

POE
Extraordi nary how? You nean because she
was beauti ful ?

CLAI RE
No. Well, yes. But nore-- | don't know,
she was..unusual ? How many girls operate
a business with their nother? O aren't
married by that age, if without a father?
O work in such a place as that cigar
store? | rather think few wonen possess
the fortitude to go in there at all.

POE
But she worked there.

CLAI RE
Exactly! Wen | was her age | never
could have taken a job like that. It

just wasn't a thing young wonen did.

PCE
You think it was soneone fromthe cigar
store?

CLAI RE

That's not what |'m saying. But
certainly she had an adventurous streak.

POE
How can you say that? She didn't have a
choi ce but to hold jobs.

CLAI RE
I"'mnot saying it was her personality
that led to her working; |'m saying her

wor ki ng shaped her personality.

( CONTI NUED)
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POE
So why m ght a beautiful young woman wth
a-- what was your word?-- an adventurous
personality wait until a quiet Sunday
norning to skip off and di sappear for?

CLAI RE
(agai n unconfort abl e)
Probably a ...a boy.

POE
I don't think so. Daniel Payne seens
quite confident in their engagenent.

CLAI RE
O course he does.

Sexual tension between them here: They're tal king about sex,
and because it's about people other than them doesn't nake it
any easier.

PCE
So, who?

CLAI RE
Well if she planned it for a Sunday, she
probably didn't want to be seen, neani ng
she had to keep it a secret from soneone
besi des Dani el Payne. Could be soneone
wel | - known.

POE
O she could have just net soneone that
day.

CLAI RE

That doesn't explain where she was goi ng;
I mean, why |ie about her aunt's?

PCE
It could have been sone unrel ated secret.

CLAI RE
Not |likely. People don't lie about their
pl ans, then di sappear for sone other
reason. Come on, who's the witer here?

POE
No, you're right. Maybe there was sone
problemw th anot her man she had been
seei ng.
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CLAI RE
Al ways probl ens.
POE
Maybe she was going to break it off with
him and...
CLAI RE
Cromel i n?
POE
I don't know. | think he |lacks certain

capabilities in that regard.

CLAI RE
Love nakes you do crazy things.

PCE
I ndeed it does.

At this nonent, a magnificent carriage drawn by a team of
whi te horses cones toward them down the street.

Inside the carriage, an elegantly dressed woman in her md-
thirties rides alone. She |ooks at the pair on the stoop as
she goes by. Poe and Claire pause at the sight.

The woman inside | ooks at them as she passes.

Poe and Claire regard each other a little unconfortably, a
little know ngly.

Poe suddenly stands.

PCE (cont'd)
I"mgoing inside. | have sone work to do
before | go over to Hoboken tonorrow.

He goes up the stairs and she rises.

CLAI RE
Al right.

POE
"Il see you soon
(turning around to her as he

enters)
The coroners both said.said there was no
chil d due.

Claire looks up at him then away as she purses her |ips.
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EXT. NICK MOORE S HOUSE - DAY

ESTABLI SHI NG SHOT of the inn seen in the opening sequence.
Poe approaches.

I NT. NICK MOORE' S HOUSE - PUB- DAY

Poe stands before OSKAR LCSS-- the man of the inn fromthe
openi ng sequence, 30s, tall and gaunt with I ong hair and
dressed in work-clothes-- and FREDERI KA KALLENBACK LGSS, 50s,
a wdow, and a German imm grant with an accent. Each has a
rat her austere manner. A couple of GUESTS of the inn drink

tea and beer.

POE
I wish to inquire about a young woman of
my acquai ntance. | understand she may

have visited on a recent Sunday.

FREDERI KA
| know what you want. You're from one of
t hose newspapers. You want to know about
the dead girl they found.

POE
I"'mnot fromthe newspapers. | wouldn't
talk to themeither. They're as likely
to print alie as not. I'ma friend of
the girl's famly, and they want to know
what happened to her. They can't afford
a reward. Pl ease.

Frederi ka and OGskar | ook at each other, sonmewhat warily.
Wth a glance she gets rid of him

FREDERI KA
There was a girl here...
FLASHBACK

I NT. NICK MOORE' S HOUSE - DAY

Mary is seated at a |large round table with Fi nnegan & co.
flirting wwth the boi sterous group.

FI NNEGAN
Bar keep! A glass of ale for the |assie.

MARY
Lenonade, M. Finnegan! Do you think ['m
foolish enough to be seen drinking ale
with the Iikes of you?
Frederi ka overhears this and | ooks di sapprovi ng.
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Fi nnegan shoots Mary a gl ance-- nobody talks like this to him
- but sees she is joking (though she really isn't) and
ignores it.

FI NNEGAN
Lenonade, barkeep! And an ale for ne!

FREDERI KA
Aye.

She wal ks to the bar.
END FLASHBACK

I NT. NICK MOORE' S HOUSE - DAY

Frederi ka has taken a seat at Poe's table. Oskar is checking
t hem out from behind the bar.

FREDERI KA
She left with the boys after perhaps an
hour, and that is all | know.

POE

Have you spoken to the police?

FREDERI KA
| trust themno nore than the papers.

EXT. STEAMBOAT - EVEN NG

Poe stands aboard the sane steanboat Crommelin rode in the
openi ng sequence.

Hi s expression is approaching the one Ctomelin wore; the
nmysterious death of Mary Rogers is at |ast having an
enotional effect on him

POE' S | MAG NATI ON:

EXT. RIVERBANK - N GHT

Fi nnegan and his gang wal k along the riverbank with an

i ntoxi cated Mary Rogers as dusk falls. She's not resisting
yet; she | eans on Fi nnegan who supports her with an arm
around her wai st .

The "toughs" ahead di scover a thicket of bushes with a snal
opening. They clinmb through. Finnegan drags Mary into the
clearing wthin.

MARY
Where are we goi ng?
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FI NNEGAN
Never you mind that, mss.

MARY
But | want to go hone.

FI NNEGAN
W'l | take you hone.

He deposits her on the ground as the others renove their
pants. Mary w sens up

MARY
What are you doi ng? No!

FI NNEGAN
Hush now, | ove.

He drops his drawers; one of his friends holds Mary down by
the arnms, the other lifts her skirts. Finnegan nounts her as
she screans in resistance.

DI SSOLVE TO
EXT. RI VERBANK - LATER

Mary Rogers, beaten to within an inch of her |ife, can barely
muster the strength to cry as the Irishnen drag her fromthe
thicket by her feet. They lift her at the arnms and | egs and
carry her to the water. A small skiff is tied to a tree
there. They put her init.

FI NNEGAN
You know what to do.

TOUGH #1
Aye.

Fi nnegan rel eases the line as the others clinb in the snal
boat and begin rowng to the mddle of the river.
END | MAG NATI ON.

FADE TO
EXT. MANHATTAN DOCK - EVEN NG
Poe di senbarks the ferry at the pier at Barclay and West
streets. Rain has begun to fall. He starts southward, then

remenbers sonething and turns east suddenly. He |looks at his
wat ch and qui ckens hi s pace.
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EXT. I RVING PLACE - LYNCH HOUSE - N GHT

Soaked, Poe approaches a town house and knocks on the door.
A servant answers.

POE
(out of breath)
Good eveni ng.

SERVANT #1
Pl ease come in, Mster Poe.

VWhi ch he does...
I NT. LYNCH HOUSE - CONTI NUOUS

.and wal ks tentatively into the drawing room where a group
of very well-dressed MEN AND WOMEN are seated in overstuffed
Louis XVI chairs, nore or less in a circle. Tea and dessert-
W ne trays occupy a couple of tables; one of the nen snokes a
pi pe. Their conposure stands in marked contrast to the
unkenpt Poe, dripping on the Persian rug.

One man reads from a notebook; he stops abruptly upon Poe's
appear ance, displeased at the interruption. A m ddl e-aged
woman, ANN CHARLOTTE LYNCH (a society matron who conducted
literary salons in the period) conmands the fl oor.

MRS. LYNCH
M ster Poe, how gracious of you to accept
our invitation. W took the |iberty of
comrenci ng i n your absence.

POE
| beg you to excuse ny tardi ness, Ms.
Lynch, and to accept ny apol ogy at the
i nterruption.
(to reader)
I"'mterribly sorry, M. Jennings.

The di scontinued reader nods in his direction. The servant
reluctantly noves to renove Poe's coat, to which he accedes,
and she places it atop the others on a rack by the door.

MRS. LYNCH
I was afraid our sal on had begun to bore
you, M. Poe; or perhaps that you no
| onger val ued our discussions.

POE
(faking)
To the contrary, Ms. Lynch; | have been
nost grateful and fortunate to
( MORE)
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i ncorporate the conmments of the group
into my successive drafts.

MRS. LYNCH
Your success flatters us nore than your
remark, or even your presence here now.
Pl ease join us.

POE
Thank you.

Placing his bag on the floor, he takes the seat nearest the
wi ne, and hel ps hinself. The reader resunes.

READER
(haughtily)
On nmounts of Thrace, doth gods gently
tread...
Poe finishes a glass and pours another, not unnoti ced.

READER (cont' d)
.and nortals strive yet in tinme are dead...

FADE QUT.
I NT. LYNCH HOUSE - LATER
Poe has nodded off.

MRS. LYNCH
M st er Poe!

She has evidently been trying to wake him He startles.

POE
Yes! O course! Wwnderful, sir, thank
you!

MRS. LYNCH

We anticipate your reading, now

POE
Yes, of course. Thank you.

Clearly he knows he has nothing to read, since he had
forgotten about the whole thing;, neverthel ess he reaches into
his bag, rummagi ng for sonething. It's stuffed with Mary
Rogers newspaper clippings and the inquest docunments, which
drop on the floor beside him

PCE (cont'd)
My nost recent poemis in here sonewhere...
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The group notices the Mary Rogers headlines on the floor and
| ooks around at one another in snooty disdain and di sbelief.

PCE (cont'd)
(still shuffling)
I"'maquite proud of it and look forward to
your comments...

At | ast he reaches the bottom of the bag.

PCE (cont'd)
| appear to have forgotten it.

Unconf ortabl e pause. Soneone clears his throat. A match
STRIKING i s way too | oud.

MRS. LYNCH
Per haps you could recite us another
pi ece, from nmenory?

POE
Yes!

He pauses. He |ooks at everyone individually. The
i nsupportabl e snobbery of these m ddl ebrows i s unbearabl e.

PCE (cont'd)
Actually, to hell withit. | really
couldn't care | ess what any of you think
about anything, to tell you the truth.

He hastily stuffs the papers back in the bag. They are too
shocked to retort. He rises, walks to the hall, grabs his
coat off the rack, and | eaves w thout bid of good night.

EXT. 1 RVING PLACE - CONTI NUOUS

Poe wal ks out and down the steps, glad to be free of the
oppressive atnosphere. The rain has |let up sonewhat. Once
on the sidewal k, he pauses, thinking of where to go next. He
deci des on a course and sets out in a southerly direction.

EXT. FIVE PO NTS STREET - N GHT

A DRUNK CRI PPLE grovelling on the street alnost trips Poe as
he nears the Five Points bar where he net Finnegan et al.
Startled-- a bit put off and afraid-- Poe ignhores the man's
MUMBLED pl ea for a hand-out and enters the bar
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The raucous atnosphere of before is sonmewhat di m nished, the
crowd sonmewhat thinner. A |one unacconpani ed FEMALE sits at
the bar; a couple of other WOMEN consort with nmen at tables.

Poe gets sone sideways gl ances and becones conscious of his
bourgeois attire-- he can't fit in here either.

BARTENDER
Sir?

POE
Al e, please.

He serves hima glass. Poe |ooks toward a door in the back
he didn't notice before; indeed, he is (as are we) nearly
certain it wasn't there at all. A couple of down-and-out
types go furtively through it.

A trio of shabby, unshaven DRI NKERS occupi es a table behind
him As Poe reads, their voices becone audi bl e.

DRI NKER #1
She often wal ked out with young nen.

DRI NKER #2
Not just young nen.

DRI NKER #1
|'"ve heard that too.

DRI NKER #3
A young woman shoul d be nore careful

DRI NKER #1
Wiy? A wonman ought to be able to wal k
out on a Sunday norning wthout fear for
her life.

At these famliar words, Poe takes notice. He turns his head
slightly to eavesdrop

DRI NKER #2
| heard she was involved with the
engraver that worked on her street.

DRI NKER #3
Nassau, right?
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DRI NKER #2
Aye. And a nmate of mne saw himfighting
wth his wife the day after the girl
di sappear ed.

DRI NKER #1
He's a fine engraver-- a gentl eman;
couldn't see him..

DRI NKER #3
You never know what such a beauty can
drive one to.

DRI NKER #1
Fair enough, but still ...

DRI NKER #2
My friend says they net on the street
Sunday norning, he didn't return hone
that night, and his woman was irate.

DRI NKER #1
Was she violent?

DRI NKER #2
Not vi ol ent enough, apparently; he tore a
ring right out of her ear!

DRI NKER #3
VWhat's his nane?

DRI NKER #2
Morse. Joseph Morse

Poe turns around and regards them thinking of approaching.
They |l ook at himand i nmmedi ately get up and walk to the
nmyst erious door.

Poe waits an appropriate nonent, then follows.
I NT. BACK ROOM - CONTI NUOUS

It's extrenely dark and snoky. The drinkers are strangely
non- apparent, though the first pair that entered Poe can
barely make out seated in a corner, sharing a hookah. This
is an opi um den.

A SMALL MMAN with a filthy face and few teeth holds a snal
drawstring satchel out to Poe. Confused, his hand reaches
for it. The man snatches it away. Now understandi ng, Poe
fishes in his pocket for a few coins, which he offers the
man, who now rel eases the satchel
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Poe takes it to an unoccupi ed hookah. He | ooks around at

ot her users for a clue on how to proceed, then follows their
lead. He gets the thing Iit and takes a few puffs. He waits
a nonent, then takes another huge hit. He |eans back.

FADE OUT.
I NT. BACK ROOM - LATER

He's nodded off again. The roomis nearly enpty now. The
opiumseller | ooks at himand | aughs. Self-conscious and
hi gh as hell, Poe gets up.

He steadies hinself against a wall, blinks a few tines and
takes a deep breath before noving to the door.

Hs POV is blurred, distorted, as he wal ks. He renenbers his
bag in the corner, and turns to retrieve it, but he m sjudges
the di stance and stunbles. Correcting hinself, he picks it
up and turns back toward the door.

I NT. FI'VE PO NTS BAR - CONTI NUOUS

Poe wal ks slowy to the bar. The bartender | ooks at him
know ngly. He sits. Looking up, he can't believe what he
sees: his blurred-distorted POV shows him unm st akably,
unbel i evably, Mary Rogers-- just a flash as she wal ks out the
door to the street. Poe foll ows.

PCE
Mar y!

EXT. FIVE PO NTS STREET - CONTI NUOUS

Poe rushes out the door, |ooks left, then right, where his
POV shows the figure slipping around a corner. He goes.

POE
Mary! Vi t!

Rounding it, he's SMACKED in the face by Finnegan, and drops
i mredi ately. Finnegan's surroundi ng posse continues the
beating as he stands and gloats, rubbing his fist.

FI NNEGAN
This isn't the place for you. Can't you
see that?

Poe gurgl es through bl ood what m ght be "Mary," or mght not.
The young Toughs rifle through his pockets and bag.

TOUGH #1
Let's see what we have herel
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TOUGH #2
Here it is!

He di splays sone bills, and sone coins fall out of his hand
and Poe's pocket onto the wet brick street.

FI NNEGAN
Gve it.

The cohort obeys, and the group flees, |eaving the ragged and
def eated Poe on his hands and knees, vomting in the street.

I NT. POE'S APARTMENT - DAY

Claire tends to Poe's injuries, |eaning over himand gingerly
dabbing a wet conpress to his bruised face.

CLAI RE
What were you doi ng down there? You know
you don't belong in Five Points.

POE
I nvestigati ng.

CLAI RE
This Rogers affair still? Edgar, what
did you expect to learn there? Wy don't
you talk to the police or sonething, go
t hrough the normal channel s?

PCE
There are no normal channels. And--
Quch!

CLAI RE

Sorry! WWat ?

PCE
| saw her. Mary. Mary Rogers.

Cl aire stops what she's doi ng.

CLAI RE
You were drinking, weren't you.
PCE
| wasn't.
CLAI RE
Edgar, the woman is dead. Do you hear
me?

( CONTI NUED)



75.
CONTI NUED:

POE
Not as of |ast night.

CLAI RE
The corpse was identified. There was an
aut opsy, renenber?

PCE
It was soneone el se's corpse.

CLAI RE
WIl you stop and listen to yourself a
monment ?  Way woul d that man-- Crommel in? -
- say it was she? Her own nother said
t he cl ot hi ng was hers.

POE
Crommel in could have acquired the
clothing previously. Mybe they ran off
together. But | know | saw her. |
recogni zed her fromthe portrait.

CLAI RE
Oh, pl ease...

POE
She ran away when | called her. | know
it was she.

CLAI RE

Edgar, you are obsessed with a dead
woman. A dead wonman is consum ng you

PCE
She' s not dead.

CLAI RE
| can't abide this.

She puts down the conpress, collects her things, and starts
to exit.

POE
Claire, don't. Please. |'mgetting so
close, | knowit. | knowthat if I find

this wonman- -

CLAI RE
If you find her killer, you nean.
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POE
O, if I find her killer.if I solve this
I"I'l be alright. Everything wll be
different, | prom se.

CLAI RE

(sof t eni ng)
No it won't, Edgar. Events can't change
you. Only you can change you. You're
destroying yourself trying to save
yoursel f, don't you see that? You
inperil your career trying to revive it.
Solving the nysterious death of Mary
Rogers won't make you happy; you wll
make you happy. O, you won't.

She | eaves.
EXT. STREET OQUTSI DE A WAREHOUSE - DAY

Poe follows an industrial street near the docks, checking
addresses of identical warehouses against a sheet of paper.
Finding his destination, he enters a particularly noisy one.

I NT. WAREHOUSE - CONTI NUOUS

Wal ki ng past rows of nmen cutting cork, he stops to ask a
WORKER sonet hing. The man points, and Poe proceeds until he
finds Dani el Payne.

Seei ng Poe, Payne stops working his nmachine and w pes his
brow with a handkerchief fromhis pocket. The sound of the
primtive machinery all but obscures this conversation; Poe
beconmes nore hostile and confrontational as it progresses.

PAYNE
M. Poe! | hope it's good news you
bri ng.

POE

I think instead you have sone for ne.

PAYNE
What ever do you nean?

PCE
She's alive, isn't she.

PAYNE
VWhat ?

( CONTI NUED)
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CONTI NUED:
POE
Mary. |'ve seen her. She's alive and
you know it.
PAYNE
M. Poe, | don't know where you coul d get

such an idea. No one wants to see Mary
alive nore than ne...

POE
And so you have. You collected her at
t he omi bus on Sunday. You've been
hi di ng her sonewhere.

PAYNE
VWhat are you sayi ng?

Poe produces a torn piece of newspaper.

POE
|'"ve seen the ad you placed. You
descri be her dress on Sunday precisely.

PAYNE
So?

POE
There's no way you coul d know such detai l
in the fleeting nonent you saw her.

Payne scoffs.

PCE (cont'd)
In the mrror? |In the bathroonf? You
cl ai myou only exchanged a few words, so
how coul d you know the col or of her
stockings? O the hat she carried?

PAYNE
(returning to work)
This is absurd.

POE
Why? To get away from Crommelin?
PAYNE
| told you already, | have not seen Mary

since that norning.

POE
Then how coul d you know all this?

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: ( 2)

O her WORKERS begin taking notice and crowd around,
concer ned.

PAYNE
(suddenly agitated)
Because that's what | saw

Poe gets all up in his face.

POE
At the omi bus stop that night!

PAYNE
No! What other color stocking would a
woman wear in sumer? And Mary only had
one hat. Now | eave ne al one.

Poe suddenly grabs himand in so doing inadvertently bangs
Payne's face against the ironwork.

PCE
She's alive, dammt! |'ve seen her! You
can't keep it from ne!

The other workers intervene and pull Poe off him Payne's
forehead is cut and bl eedi ng.

PAYNE
You're insane! Mary is dead! The whole
city knows it! Wuat's wong with you?

POE
(bei ng restrained)
Where are you hiding her? | must find
her!

WORKER
I think you' d best be noving on, mster.

PCE
(resisting)
I won't! Answer ne! \Were are you
hi di ng her?!

Payne's grief-- or maybe his guilt-- is suddenly incensed.

He punches Poe in the stonmach as the other workers hold him

PAYNE
Get the hell out of here.

Poe i s doubl ed over, helpless. The others |et himgo now

78.

that he's no threat. He COUGHS. The workers surround Payne,

who has reconmmenced his work on the cork-cutting nmachine.

( CONTI NUED)
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CONTI NUED: ( 3)

Seeing he's not going to get an answer, Poe dejectedly wal ks
off. The others stare at him half wth disdain for the
bourgeois, half with pity for the crazy fool.

EXT. BROADWAY JOURNAL - DAY

ESTABLI SHI NG SHOT of Poe's pl ace of enpl oynent.

I NT. BROADWAY JOURNAL - BRI GGS' OFFI CE - DAY

Poe sits before Briggs, standing behind his desk and fum ng.

BRI GGS
I don't know why I'mso angry; | should
be glad to be rid of you.

POE
You're firing nme? |'magetting close with

this Rogers story...

BRI GGS
Real ly? First you were | ooking for who
killed this woman, now you're convi nced
she's alive and you're | ooking for her.
(changi ng tone)

Your nane, M. Poe, doesn't carry quite
the eclat it once did. "The Raven" was
nearly a year ago, and you' ve produced

nmerely a few bilious works of criticism
since then.

POE
This Rogers story will change that...

BRI GGS
You don't produce, then what you want to
produce is unprintable. You're finished
her e.

Long pause. Poe rises, opens the door. He turns for one
| ast word, then, realizing it would only be wasted, wal ks
out .

I NT. MASSACHUSETTS | NN - DAY

SUPERTI TLE: AUGUST 14, WEST BOYLSTON, MASS. SEVEN M LES FROM
WORCESTER

In a pub sits a MAN, 35, dressed as sonething of a dandy--

| oud wi de-checked pants, neticul ously grooned si de-whi skers,
and a fashionable coat. A glass of ale waits before him

Over his shoulder, O ficer HIliker approaches.

( CONTI NUED)
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CONTI NUED:

HI LLI KER
Your nane, sir, is Joseph Morse,
bel i eve, and you are under arrest.

MORSE
On what charge?
HI LLI KER
On the conpl aint of your wfe.
MORSE
Oh, is that all?
HI LLI KER
That, and for the nurder of Mss Mary

Rogers.
Morse i s shaken
EXT. NASSAU STREET - EVEN NG

Hilliker and Morse ride in the back of a horse-drawn cart up
Nassau Street.

As they pass the Herald, Dr. Archer can be seen wal ki ng out
the front door. He pauses, |ooks both ways, puts on his hat,
and wal ks of f.

EXT. POLI CE STATI ON - EVEN NG

Hilliker and Morse approach the station on Park Row and
di senbark fromthe cart.

I NT. POLI CE STATI ON - | NTERROGATI ON ROOM - NI GHT

The DI STRICT ATTORNEY and MAYOR PURDY await the duo. As
Hilliker forces Morse into a chair and comences bi nding him
toit with rope, they fire questions:

DI STRI CT ATTORNEY
Is he ready to confess?

MAYOR PURDY
Did he tell you anything?

DI STRI CT ATTORNEY
He admts it, does he not?

HI LLI KER
Al right, Mrse, why don't you tell the
District Attorney and the Acting Myor
your story.

( CONTI NUED)
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CONTI NUED:

MORSE
I was at the Astor Theatre the night of
the riot...
FLASHBACK

EXT. ASTOR PLACE - N GHT

WDE: Qutside the Astor Place Opera House, a Rococo
nonstrosity of recent construction that is the focus of
fashionable culture and | ocated on a snmall plaza at a tangle
of narrow alleys and side streets, an ANGRY MXB shouts and
jeers at a small MLITIA protecting the building. The
rioters throw stones and bricks at the nervous garrison, and
break streetlights in the area, starting several small fires.

CLOSE: Separately, Mrse and Mary Rogers exit the theatre in
haste. Sone of the RIOTERS (poorer types) are anong the
RI CHER PATRONS; the chaos appears to have started within

MEDI UM Fancy theatre patrons anong Mary & Morse di sperse in
fear, going around the mlitia with its back to the entrance,
and running frantically down side streets. Packs of rioters
chase sone of these, waving sticks and YELLI NG obscene
threats.

MEDI UM Mary, at the edge of the madness, SCREAMS a man's
nane. She | ooks around, lost. MIlitianen and rioters bl ock
her escape.

CLOSE: Morse appears by her side just as a 