
TEASER

EXT. PULLMAN TOWN, 1894 - DAY

Horses NEIGH as they pull a carriage through streets of 
picketers with signs: “I AM A MAN!” “STUCK BETWEEN PULLMAN 
AND THE POOR HOUSE.”

The carriage turns a corner and we see THEO SMITHTON (24, 
African American) on a SOAPBOX. His speech is a magnetic  
call to action for the growing CROWD of African Americans.

THEO
We must work together if we want to 
work at all!

The carriage passes a BUST of railroad magnate, George 
Pullman. The word “TYRANT” is painted across its base.

INT. CARRIAGE - CONTINUOUS

GEORGE PULLMAN (60s, Caucasian) peers through a window. His 
distinguished good looks are usually matched by his charisma, 
but at this moment, his eyes are stone-cold.

He is accompanied by his WIFE (50s) and children, TWIN BOYS 
(19) and a GIRL (22). He pulls a curtain over the window. 

Suddenly, a GUNSHOT.

EXT. TRAIN STATION  - CONTINUOUS

A shaky HAND clutches the smart end of a smoking GUN. The MAN 
(45, Caucasian) attached wears a PORK-PIE HAT and a look of 
surprise. He takes off running.

Across the platform, JEREMIAH RHODES (30s, Caucasian) fingers 
a bullet hole in his coat’s shoulder and stalks the gunman.

We spot the BODY (27, Caucasian) of a man in a 3-piece suit 
on the ground, blood and dirt caked from hat to jaw.

The gruesome sight almost distracts us from the softness of 
his features - or more accurately, HER features. 

Suddenly, a GASP restores her to consciousness. THOMAS HOWE 
(24, Caucasian) yanks her to her feet. The RINGING in her 
ears makes his shouts inaudible.

DISGUISED WOMAN
Tom?



He pulls her toward a staircase at the end of the platform. 
They pass by a train with “PRINCIPIA” written on its side.

INT. PRINCIPIA, MOTOR CAR - CONTINUOUS

An ENGINEER opens a pocketwatch to check the time. The car 
SHAKES. He looks out the window and crosses himself.

EXT. TRAIN STATION - CONTINUOUS

A large group of WHITE MEN ram themselves against the train 
car, attempting to up-end it. They struggle and try again. 

INT. CARRIAGE - CONTINUOUS

Pullman speaks forebodingly as they approach the station.

PULLMAN
If ever you were to heed me, let it 
be now. When we arrive, the police 
will escort us to the platform. 
Keep your heads down until we’re 
aboard the train. Understood? 

His family nods. The carriage comes to a stop.

EXT. TRAIN STATION - CONTINUOUS

The disguised woman and Thomas hurry down the steps, but halt 
as the Pullman’s exit their carriage, surrounded by police. 

They turn around and run back up to the platform. The 
disguised woman stops suddenly. 

DISGUISED WOMAN
Wait! Where’s Bert?

THOMAS
Suddenly you care?

She slaps him with all the force she can muster. Then, the 
EAR-SPLITTING CRASH of twisting metal resounds as the train 
car FLIPS onto the TRACKS. 

PLUMES of black smoke rise from the engine into the air.
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ACT I

EXT. UNION PACIFIC TRAINLINE - DAY

The SMOKE emanating from the Principia becomes the steam 
coming from a locomotive as its cars barrel into a tunnel. 

CHYRON: 2 Months Earlier. 

INT. TRAIN, DINING CAR - CONTINUOUS

Passengers enjoy polite conversation or read the paper. 

Alone at a table sits ANGELICA TYLER, smart and ambitious 
enough to confound the politics of the men who devised the 
corset she wears. She writes observations in a notebook.

A PORTER (40s, African American), delivers a cup of tea.

PORTER
Anything else I can get for you?

Angelica shakes her head with a smile. Without her suit and 
hat, we hardly recognize her as the disguised woman from the 
platform, but there’s no denying this is her.

She takes a long sip of tea and closes her eyes for a moment. 

PULLMAN (O.C.)
Perfect day on the rails, isn’t it? 

She opens her eyes to find GEORGE PULLMAN staring at her from 
a table across the aisle. 

She smiles and nods in the affirmative, then goes back to her 
writing. Pullman makes his way to Angelica’s table.

PULLMAN (CONT’D)
First time aboard?

ANGELICA
I am on a return trip, actually.

Pullman slides into the seat across from Angelica without an 
invitation. She bristles slightly at the intrusion.

The Porter returns with a coffee for Pullman. Angelica 
continues writing.

PULLMAN
And have you enjoyed your travels 
thus far?

(MORE)
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(to the Porter)
Thank you Jacob.

PORTER
Course, sir.

The Porter continues his work.

ANGELICA
The trip has been lovely, thank 
you. I have a beautiful compartment 
and the Porters are remarkably 
attentive. 

PULLMAN
They do add to the experience, 
don’t they? Makes you understand 
why the South was so upset with 
Lincoln’s proclamation.

He laughs, amused with himself. 

PULLMAN (CONT’D)
You see, the Southern Negro is 
perfectly suited to this work.

(no response)
By that I mean he is more adapted 
to wait on people with a smile than 
we are and can live on lower wages.

This catches Angelica’s attention.

ANGELICA
Is that right? 

PULLMAN
Quite. Though I do suggest that if 
you are happy with the service, you 
offer a tip.

ANGELICA
A tip?

PULLMAN
A small sum of money to show your 
appreciation and keep them honest.

ANGELICA
How fascinating.

She scribbles in her notebook. He doesn’t like being ignored.

PULLMAN (CONT'D)
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PULLMAN
(sternly)

If not for your gender, I’d think I 
were speaking with a journalist.

She catches the severity in his tone and puts her notebook 
and pen in a pocket.

ANGELICA
I wonder, might I speak candidly?

PULLMAN
Please do.

ANGELICA
You said the Negroes can live on 
less, but what about the White men 
who build these cars?

PULLMAN
I’ve heard the factory workers make 
honest wages.

ANGELICA
They do, however, those of us whose 
husbands work in the factory are 
required to live in Pullman Town.

PULLMAN
A lovely place to live!

ANGELICA
Yes. Lovely and expensive.

PULLMAN
Your husband works in the factory 
then, Mrs...

ANGELICA
Tyler. Angelica Tyler.

PULLMAN
George Pullman.

Beat. She takes a sip of her tea.

ANGELICA
Yes, I know.

A thin smile makes its way across Pullman’s face.

PULLMAN
Very cheeky, Mrs. Tyler.
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ANGELICA
I hope you don’t mind, Mr. Pullman.

He considers a moment, then lets out a congenial chuckle.

PULLMAN
You would get along with my 
daughter. Always pushing buttons.

ANGELICA
I hope we’ll have occasion to meet. 

PULLMAN
Join us this evening at the 
dedication for the new train.

The train’s SQUEALING BREAKS signal the end of their trip. 

ANGELICA
I should gather my things. 

As they stand, the train LURCHES and Angelica loses her 
balance. She GRABS onto Pullman to keep from falling.

PULLMAN
Careful, dear. These trains can be 
dangerous.

ANGELICA
I’d better find my way back to 
solid ground before I wind up in 
trouble then, hadn’t I?

She walks away and discreetly retrieves her notebook and pen 
from her pocket. She scribbles as she walks. 

EXT. TRAIN STATION - DAY

Pullman exits the train car and is assisted onto the platform 
by QUINCY SMITHTON (50s, African American), a people-pleaser 
who humbly carries his pride in his stature.

QUINCY
Welcome home, Mr. Pullman.

PULLMAN
Thank you, Quincy. How are things 
coming along for the ceremony?

QUINCY
Looking good, Mr. Pullman.
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