
INT. MOYAMENSING PRISON - DAY

Geyer strides down a long corridor, with a steel bar entrance 
at the end of it. He wears a tan suit, carrying a small 
briefcase. As he approaches the door at the far end, a 
uniformed PRISON GUARD (30s) approaches from the other side. 
Geyer holds out his badge. 

GEYER
FBI. Here to interview Holmes.

The guard squints to see the badge better, unlocks the door. 

PRISON GUARD
Right this way, sir.

INT. OUTSIDE INTERROGATION ROOM - DAY

Geyer stands outside the sparsely furnished interrogation room 
along with the PRISON GUARD, looking through the one-way 
glass. 

Holmes is inside, wearing an orange prison uniform, neatly 
pressed. His hair is perfectly combed. Geyer’s eye is drawn to 
his shoes - nice black dress shoes, polished. 

Holmes is handcuffed, ignoring the table and two chairs set up 
in the middle of the room to stand in the one corner where 
natural light is streaming in from a small window, eyes 
closed, enjoying the sunshine. 

GEYER
How is he?

PRISON GUARD
A real model inmate, sir. Friendly 
with the guards and the other 
cons. Can’t imagine he’ll give you 
any trouble at all, he’s been 
cooperating with us all the way.

Geyer looks from the guard back to Holmes, bathing in the 
sunlight like a lizard. Reaches for the door handle, enters. 

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM - DAY

Holmes turns around leisurely to face him, smiling. 

HOLMES
You must be my four o’clock?

Holmes holds out a hand (or rather, both, as he is 
handcuffed). Geyer accepts the handshake, Holmes clasps it 
with both of his, uncomfortably warm and friendly. 

GEYER
Special Agent Frank Geyer of the 
FBI. I work in Missing Persons.
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HOLMES
And I’m Dr. Henry Howard Holmes, 
of course. Please sit!

Holmes finally lets go of the handshake, goes to sit down 
while the detective remains standing. 

HOLMES
Special Agent... How does one 
properly address a man of the 
Bureau?

GEYER
Mr. Geyer will do just fine.

Holmes leans back comfortably while Geyer opens his briefcase 
to get out a notepad. 

HOLMES
So, I imagine you’re here to talk 
about the Pitezel children?

GEYER
Yes, I am.

HOLMES
Terrible business...

Geyer is fishing in his briefcase for a notepad. 

HOLMES
But I have full faith in your 
ability to find them alive and 
well, of course.

Geyer doesn’t look at Holmes. He starts circling around him 
and the desk, beginning with the basic questions. 

GEYER
Your birth name is Herman Webster 
Mudgett, is that correct?

HOLMES
Yes, sir.

GEYER
Born in Gilmanton, New Hampshire?

HOLMES
That’s correct.

Geyer finally makes eye contact. 

GEYER
Did you kill Benjamin Pitezel?

Holmes reacts to the question strangely; for a moment it’s as 
though he smiles, then composes himself into complete 
sincerity. 
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HOLMES
No, sir, I did not.

Geyer finally sits down.  

GEYER
So where are the kids? Alice, 
Nellie, and Howard were placed in 
your custody by their mother in 
St. Louis in September. You told 
her you were taking them to their 
father, but we both know he’s 
dead.

Holmes leans in.

HOLMES
Do we, now? So you got the DNA 
results back?

GEYER
They only confirmed what we 
already knew.

HOLMES
Fine. Yes, Pitezel is dead. We 
were planning to substitute a 
corpse for him, mutilate it, and 
have it identified as his for the 
insurance money, but the idiot had 
been drinking... He killed himself 
shortly before we were going to do 
it. Knowing that would leave his 
family with no insurance money, I 
staged it to look like an 
accident. And I would’ve gotten 
away with it, if it weren’t for 
those...

GEYER
Forensic examiners? Yes, I know. 
Crazy what they can do nowadays. 
They were able to conclusively 
prove that the body was set on 
fire after it was already dead. 
Which is consistent with murder, 
covered up to look like an 
accident.

HOLMES
Or him killing himself and me 
trying to cover that up... Or 
mutilating a corpse to make it 
difficult to identify for 
insurance purposes, for that 
matter.

GEYER
Yes, well, we’re past that story.

(MORE)
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GEYER (CONT’D)
So why tell Mrs. Pitezel her 
husband is still alive?

Holmes gets very solemn and serious suddenly, overemotional. 

HOLMES
She knew about the insurance 
scheme ahead of time, she was 
expecting it to be fake. I just 
didn’t have the heart to tell her 
her husband is really dead. I 
mean, could you, Mr. Geyer?

Holmes stares intently at Geyer.

GEYER
Yes, I believe I could.

Holmes casually relaxes his face into a smile of recognition, 
leans in in an almost conspiratorial way. 

HOLMES
Of course, you must be no stranger 
to delivering bad news, 
considering your line of work. Do 
you ever think what it would be 
like to receive it?

Geyer leans back now, both afraid and desperate to break the 
eye contact. 

GEYER
Let’s get back to the topic. Why 
separate the children from their 
mother?

HOLMES
Well, after we got the insurance 
money, I became aware that the 
insurance company did suspect 
something. Mrs. Pitezel traveling 
with five children would have been 
very easy to spot, so we split up. 
The plan was to reunite them all 
once we were safe.

GEYER
Where are the children now?

Holmes looks exaggeratedly, pleadingly to the sky. 

HOLMES
Lord, if I only knew. I hope 
they’re fine. I couldn’t bare to 
even consider the possibility that 
they may be starving, thirsty, 
abandoned somewhere, or worse 
yet...

(MORE)
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HOLMES (CONT’D)
No, I can’t think such thoughts.

Geyer is visibly disturbed by the possibility, it takes him a 
moment to collect himself. 

GEYER
Where did you last see them?

HOLMES
I put them in the care of a Minnie 
Williams. We met up in Toronto, 
and knowing I’d have to go back to 
the States for a spell, I had her 
watch them... And then I haven’t 
heard from her since!

GEYER
Neither have the authorities. In 
fact there are no records of her 
at all since 2010, when she was in 
Chicago. What is she, some kind of 
a survivalist?

Holmes lets out a hearty laugh. 

HOLMES
Hardly, she’s a socialite. Used to 
be an actress.

Geyer keeps pushing, he’s leaning back in now.  

GEYER
A socialite that doesn’t use 
credit cards?

HOLMES
Well, I can’t account for that.

GEYER
Of course. So you have every 
reason to believe the children are 
still with her?

HOLMES
Indeed.

Holmes appears unruffled by the barrage of questions, he’s 
sitting back comfortably. He licks one of his thumbs and 
cleans a spot on his shoe. He seems to be done with the 
conversation, bored even. 

GEYER
But have no idea how to find her?

HOLMES
I suppose that would make her one 
of your “Missing Persons”.
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Geyer sits back for a beat, visibly frustrated and a little 
angry. 

GEYER
Well, if you happen to recall 
something...

He starts standing up to leave when his eye falls on the 
inmate’s shoes again. 

GEYER
Oh, just one more - those aren’t 
uniform shoes.

Holmes smiles, looks back up to Geyer. 

HOLMES
Ah, yes, the privileges of wealth. 
Can you believe they had us 
wearing Crocs? It’s important to 
have standards.

He looks around exaggeratedly, leans in over the table, and 
whispers conspiratorially. 

HOLMES
They’re also letting me wear my 
own underwear. Do you disapprove, 
Mr. Geyer?

GEYER
So you’re saying you bribed 
someone?

HOLMES
That’s a big accusation! And it’s 
not as though I’m slipping them a 
dime to let me out the back door. 
It’s a victimless crime.

Geyer raises an eyebrow. 

GEYER
Like defrauding insurance 
companies?

HOLMES
Touché. Are you going to tell on 
me?

Geyer seems to consider it, then closes his briefcase and 
begins leaving again. 

GEYER
We both know I have bigger 
concerns.

Holmes sits back, smiling. He is sufficiently intrigued by the 
lawman. 
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HOLMES
I like your enthusiasm. Good 
hunting! In fact, I just thought 
of something.

Geyer stops short of the door, turns around partially. 

HOLMES
I’ve had Ms. Williams stay at one 
of my apartments in Boston before, 
on Union street. It’s a long shot, 
but I don’t think anyone has 
stayed there since, so maybe...

Geyer nods, intrigued. 

GEYER
I’ll look into it.

He opens the door to leave again. 

HOLMES
Have a good day, Mr. Geyer!

Geyer exits. 

INT. OUTSIDE INTERROGATION ROOM - DAY

Geyer goes around to the one-sided window and stares at 
Holmes. He himself stands up, goes back to the corner with 
light streaming in, allows the sunbeams to pour over his face 
again... And looks at the mirror, as if he not only knew that 
Geyer is examining him, but precisely where he is. 

Startled, Geyer breaks the illusory eye contact immediately 
and leaves.


