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FADE IN: 

 

EXT. SAN JUAN HILL, PUERTO RICO (7/1/1898) 

 

A CAVALRY SOLDIER grips the American flag on his hip as he 

trots up a dusty incline.  Beside him ride the legendary ROUGH 

RIDERS. Seventy-men strong, each sports a new McClellan 

saddle, a Krag-Jorgensen carbine and holstered machete. 

 

LORENA “HICK” HICKOK (V.O.) 

Dead women don’t age well.  

 

Watching his boys pass, COL. TEDDY ROOSEVELT, 40, sits astride 

a sleek Cayuse horse with adorable mule ears. Teddy boasts a 

stout physique topped by his signature tan slouch hat, gold-

rimmed specs and powder-puff whiskers. 

 

HICK (V.O.) 

Unlike some other people we know. 

 

Awaiting the onslaught, TWO HUNDRED SPANISH SOLDIERS aim long 

rifles over the top of a high rock-and-branch barricade. The 

task proves challenging, given the downhill angle required. 

  

Teddy’s regiment stops and waits. He gives the enemy a cursory 

look.  Brandishes a double-action Colt revolver.  Checks the 

trigger and re-holsters the gun. Now Teddy breaks into a 

gallop.  His men fall in behind. As they close on the summit, 

Roosevelt takes out three Spaniards with three dead-on shots.  

 

The enemy responds with a barrage of bullets.  Three Rough 

Riders go down.  However, most of the lead sails overhead. The 

Americans press on, fan out and overrun the barricade. Mounds 

of dirt erupt skyward, obscuring the battlefield.  We’re left 

with the sound GUNSHOTS, COLLISIONS, and HORSES YELPING to 

fill in the details of that fateful day.   

 

HICK (V.O.) 

I used to write for the Associated 

Press, so I’m sort of an expert on 

the subject.   

 

From the dust emerges a series of front-page headlines hailing 

the victory: “SPANIARDS NO MATCH FOR ROOSEVELT’S ROUGH 

RIDERS”; “TREMENDOUS LOSSES IN TWO DAYS’ FIGHTING”; 

“ROOSEVELT’S REGIMENT TAKES SAN JUAN HILL,” etc. etc. etc. 
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INT. CHRISTIAN HEURICH MANSION, DUPONT CIRCLE - 6/2/1919 NIGHT 

 

A reception for WILSON ADMINISTRATION OFFICIALS AND THEIR 

WIVES percolates inside the Gilded Age home of the acclaimed 

brew master. A hand-painted ceiling canvass in the front 

parlor overlooks hardwood floors covered by oriental rugs. 

Combo gas and electric lighting. German-crafted woodwork. 

 

ELEANOR ROOSEVELT, 30, meanders alone around the parlor in a 

comfortable blue Edwardian tea dress that hints at a nice 

figure beneath. She stops to admire an exquisite display of 

hand-painted MEISSEN BEER STEINS. 

 

LORENA “HICK” HICKOK (V.O.) 

Take this gal, for instance.  Her 

I knew very well. Hell, Eleanor 

Roosevelt was my best friend. But 

not in those early days. 

 

Near the display, several elderly women roost on two sofas 

enclosing a coffee table loaded with chocolate-covered 

confections and punch.  The treats appear to be enhancing a 

lively stream of chitchat about the balmy weather in D.C.  

   

LORENA “HICK” HICKOK (V.O.) 

That business about her being the 

do-gooder in frumpy dresses who 

blathered in a shrill voice. This 

was just bad press cooked up by 

her detractors after the fact.   

 

Coming into Eleanor’s view, Secretary of Interior FRANKLIN 

LANE (54, bald, drab gray suit) enters the room with host 

HEURICH (77, white mustache, bright red vest and black tux). 

 

HICK (V.O.) 

You don’t compile the biggest FBI 

file in history over crap like 

that. You get it because you turned 

the pecking order on its head.  

 

Eleanor locks on Lane.  She tracks him across the floor until 

Heurich at last moves on to other guests.  Eleanor seizes the 

moment, sweeps over to Lane like a gazelle.  She just beats 

out a COMMERCE OFFICIAL, 80, vying for the privilege.   
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ELEANOR 

Secretary Lane. I’m Mrs. 

Roosevelt.  The wife of that 

gentleman over there. 

 

Eleanor points across the room at - 

 

A FIREPLACE, 

 

where the Assistant Secretary of the Navy leans against the 

mantle. FRANKLIN DELANO ROOSEVELT (34, slick blonde hair and 

spectacles) looks dapper in a pinstripe suit with a pink silk 

hankie nicely folded in his upper pocket.  He and an old 

Harvard chum, LATHROP BROWN, gulp beer from frothing Pilsner 

glasses. 

 

FRONT PARLOR 

 

SECRETARY LANE 

Roosevelt?  Oh, you mean you’re 

Teddy’s niece? 

 

ELEANOR 

Well, yes.  That, too. 

 

SECRETARY LANE 

Don’t be bashful, miss. It’s a 

pleasure to have you on our team.  

I remember Ted and his Rough 

Riders charging up San Juan Hill 

back in the day. Epic battle.   

 

ELEANOR 

Yes, it was.  Although if you 

recall, our Fifth Army Corps was 

terribly impacted by the Spanish 

War. I wonder if I might have a 

word with you on a related matter. 

 

SECRETARY LANE 

What’s on your mind, young lady? 

 

ELEANOR 

I’m afraid it’s the hospital for 

veterans here in Washington. 
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SECRETARY LANE 

Saint Elizabeth’s? You’ll have to 

talk to the hospital director 

about that.   

 

ELEANOR 

Yes, I visited with him just 

yesterday. It was dumbfounding to 

see what a shocking state that 

facility is in. And all due, 

apparently, to inadequate funding. 

 

SECRETARY LANE 

Then maybe you should write your 

congressman. 

 

ELEANOR 

Well, I suppose I could do that. 

But as Secretary of the Interior, 

you control St. Elizabeth’s budget.  

Wouldn’t it be more expedient to 

simply raise the allocation?  

Surely, you’re not indifferent to 

what I’ve just described? 

 

Lane is blindsided by Eleanor’s rancor. Attempting to place 

his empty beer glass on a bookcase, it CRASHES to the floor. 

The noise silences the ladies on the sofa for a few moments. 

Their candies and punch hang motionless in midair. 

 

FIREPLACE 

 

Franklin turns at the noise himself and immediately discerns 

that his wife is its cause.  He wipes beer foam from his lips, 

brooding, as his college chum rambles on. 

 

BROWN 

Too bad about the President, eh?  

I heard that second stroke put a 

period at the end of his sentence.   

 

FRANKLIN 

What? 
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BROWN 

Or so they say.  Of course, the 

public knows nothing as usual. 

 

FRANKLIN 

Don’t be spreading rumors.  He’ll 

be up and around in a few weeks. 

 

BROWN 

Is it true the so-called sleeping 

prophet is tending to him?  What’s 

his name – Cayce?  I hear they’ve 

put him up in Lincoln’s bedroom, 

alongside the supposed ghost.  

(No response.) 

So, how’s the Navy treating you?  

 

FRANKLIN 

You mean Secretary Daniels? I doubt the 

man’s ever raised a sail in his life. 

 

BROWN 

And he runs the operation? Surely, 

he can’t be that ignorant.   

 

FRANKLIN 

How would you know, Brownie?  You 

don’t work for him.  

 

BROWN 

Just saying.  Something bothering 

you, old man? 

 

FRANKLIN 

I work for a dunce.  

 

BROWN 

Sorry to hear that. Think I’ll go 

load up on more caviar. Want some? 

 

Franklin waves him off, resumes his surveilling his wife.  

 

FRANKLIN’S POV 

 

Lane has deployed a hankie to sop up sweat trickling down his 

neck. Yet Eleanor persists in making her case. 
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FIREPLACE 

 

Finally resolving to intervene, Franklin sets off across the 

room. But two steps into his trek, a woman in an alluring 

gown, LUCY MERCER, 28, enters his path. Her sparkling eyes 

gleam at the dashing husband like a dreamy college co-ed. 

 

LUCY 

Good evening, Mr. Roosevelt.  

 

FRANKLIN 

And you are? 

 

LUCY 

Your wife’s new social secretary. 

 

FRANKLIN 

Think I heard something about that 

appointment. If you’ll be so kind 

to remind me of your name. 

 

LUCY 

Lucy. Lucy Mercer. 

 

FRANKLIN 

That’s it.  Here, let’s get you 

something to lift your spirits. 

 

Forgetting all about Eleanor, Franklin snags two fresh 

Pilsners from the tray of a passing waiter. Hands one to Lucy.  

 

LUCY 

Oh, goodness, thank you.  It’s an 

honor to meet you. I’ve been 

nervous about this all afternoon. 

 

FRANKLIN 

Well, that was time misspent. Rest 

assured, Miss Mercer, I’m as 

benign as this Persian rug we’re 

standing on.  

  

LUCY 

That’s not what I’ve been told. 

 

FRANKLIN 

Who’ve you been talking to? 
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LUCY 

Your wife.  

 

FRANKLIN 

Eleanor? Her opinion doesn’t 

count. I suppose I should brief 

you on how to manage her.  Let’s 

see.  Why don’t we go find a quiet 

place to talk?   

 

Lucy smiles gamely. Franklin clasps her arm, escorts her out 

the French doors and onto a dark patio.   

 

FRONT PARLOR 

 

Still taking fire from Eleanor, Secretary Lane searches for 

someone to rescue him. A waiter is busy clearing the broken 

glass. Franklin is gone. And Heurich is stepping out onto the 

patio.  Lane turns to the wives on the sofa.  But they 

sheepishly avert their gaze.  

 

ELEANOR 

I’ve got an idea.  Why don’t we  

tour the hospital together? Then 

you can see for yourself. I’m sure 

your schedule must be full this 

week.  Perhaps next Monday? 

Secretary Lane?   

 

 

EXT. DUPONT CIRCLE, NIGHT 

 

Upscale brick town houses and Japanese magnolia trees bask in 

the balmy warmth of a summer evening. Eleanor and Franklin 

stroll home from the party.  Franklin is inebriated. 

  

FRANKLIN 

Picture yourself adrift on a 

moonless night. Trying to find 

your way home. And only those 

stars to guide you. 

 

ELEANOR 

Please don’t change the subject. 

There must be something we can do 

to help St. Elizabeth’s. 
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FRANKLIN 

See the three in a row there?  

That’s the belt of Orion, the 

hunter. And that’s his loyal dog 

to the left there. Seems Orion was 

banished to that spot after 

bragging about all the animals 

he’d killed. 

 

ELEANOR 

That’s not what happened. His 

lover Artemis shot him with his 

own bow and arrow. 

 

FRANKLIN 

Well, that’s disturbing news. 

 

ELEANOR 

What’s disturbing is how our 

government keeps a veterans’  

hospital in such depravity. 

 

FRANKLIN 

Maybe he’s better off up there 

than down here. 

 

ELEANOR 

Franklin!  You’re not listening. 

 

He stops, turns to scold her. But when he sees the conviction 

on her face, he demurs. They resume walking.  

 

FRANKLIN 

You know, Artie, you shouldn’t 

have cornered Lane like that.  

 

ELEANOR 

But he’s evading his 

responsibility.  

 

FRANKLIN 

It was a festive gathering. Not 

the time to lecture a cabinet 

chief on inmates in an asylum. 
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ELEANOR 

An asylum of his own making. 

Someone needed to wrap it around 

his neck, like an albatross. 

 

FRANKLIN 

In that case, why not use my bow and 

arrow?  Take him down like an elk. 

 

As Eleanor steps off the curb, a racing automobile barrels 

into the intersection and turns.  Franklin reels her back onto 

the sidewalk with time to spare.  

  

FRANKLIN (CONT’D) 

Idiots!  

 

The car SKIDS around the corner, accelerates down the street. 

They turn and walk now in the same direction as the vehicle.  

 

ELEANOR 

Those inmates, as you call them, 

aren't insane.  They're shell-

shocked.  

 

FRANKLIN 

Whatever that is.  In any case, I 

can’t have my wife playing the 

Edgar Allen Poe of dinner parties.   

 

ELEANOR 

Don’t you think he could at least 

order some sort of investigation? 

 

FRANKLIN 

You mean a commission of inquiry? 

You know, Eleanor, that might 

actually work.    

 

Suddenly, an EXPLOSION rocks the neighborhood.  The Roosevelts 

see smoke rising a few blocks away. 

 

FRANKLIN 

What the devil was that? 

 

ELEANOR 

(rushing ahead:) 

Our house! 
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“R” STREET  

 

Eleanor and Franklin reach their three-story townhouse. The 

first-floor windows have been blown out.  Otherwise, the home 

is intact. It’s the house across the street that’s in 

shambles. ATTORNEY GENERAL MITCHELL PALMER, 47, in pajamas and 

a bathrobe, stares in shock at his demolished front wall.  

   

ELEANOR 

Franklin, look!  It’s the Attorney 

General. 

 

FRANKLIN 

Go check on the chicks. I’ll see 

about Palmer. 

 

 

INT. ROOSEVELTS’ TOWNHOUSE 

 

Eleanor finds her maid, SALLY, pacing back and forth in the 

living room.  Shards of glass litter the floor by the drapes.   

 

SALLY 

It’s the end of the world! 

It’s the end of the world! 

 

ELEANOR 

Sally! Calm down.  Where is 

everyone? 

 

Sally points her forefinger up to the heavens. 

 

THIRD FLOOR HALLWAY 

 

Eleanor hurries up the stairs.  She bobs her head in and out 

four bedrooms along the corridor. At the second doorway, we 

hear a small voice in the room: 

 

ANNA AT SEVEN (O.S.) 

Mother, what’s going on?  Where’s 

papa? 

 

ELEANOR (O.S.) 

He’s outside.  Everything’s 

alright now. Stay here. I’ll be 

back in a few moments. 
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ANNA AT SEVEN (O.S.) 

But I want papa. 

 

Eleanor moves onto the next bedroom.  Goes inside.  Then 

emerges with a baby in her arms, one-year-old JOHNNY. She 

carries him down to the end of the hall. 

 

BEDROOM OVER STREET 

 

Eleanor enters to find her oldest son, JIMMY, 10, standing on 

his bed.  He’s peering out his bay window. 

 

ELEANOR 

Jimmy. Did you see what happened? 

(He shakes his head.) 

Alright. Go into your sister’s 

room. Here, put on your slippers. 

 

ELEANOR’S POV FROM WINDOW 

 

Franklin steadies Palmer on his feet. Around them, a debris 

field stretches into two streets.   

 

 

EXT. PALMER’S TOWNHOUSE - NIGHT 

 

Palmer is babbling incoherently as bits of lumber smolder at 

his feet.  Franklin marvels at the glass shards dropping out 

of what’s left of the windows. A SIREN squeals from far off.  

 

PALMER 

Merciful god. The time will come 

for thee and thine to bear witness 

to thy wrath.  

 

FRANKLIN 

Easy there, Mitchell. Help is on 

the way.  Boy, something sure 

smells like the dickens.   

 

Franklin grabs a stick, pokes through the rubble.  He uncovers 

a scorched chunk of human flesh stuck to part of a red shirt. 

It’s horrifying.  He looks at Palmer babbling.  Then turns to 

look up at the window his wife is staring down from. 

 

FRANKLIN (CONT’D) 

“Shell-shocked. 


