
CALIFORNIA STATE UNIVERSITY, NORTHRIDGE 
 
 
 
 

WILDING 
 
 

A thesis submitted in partial fulfillment of the requirements 

For the degree of Master of Fine Arts in Screenwriting 

 

By 

Breana Harris 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

August 2017 

 



The thesis of Breana Harris is approved: 

 

 

 

_______________________________ _____________ 

Professor Jared Rappaport Date 

 

 

_______________________________ _____________ 

Professor Dianah Wynter Date 

 

 

_______________________________ _____________ 

Professor Eric Edson, Chair Date 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

California State University, Northridge 

ii 

 



DEDICATION 

To my artist mother for buying me that Pre-Raphaelite wall calendar when I was thirteen 

and inadvertently inspiring a lifelong obsession. 

To the spirit of Dante Gabriel Rossetti. Thanks for haunting me all these years.  

And to Alice “Alexa” Wilding, who lends me the mystery of her brief life entirely against 

her will.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

iii 

 



Table of Contents 

Signature Page ii 

Dedication iii 

Abstract v 

Wilding 1 

Show Bible 65 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

iv 

 



ABSTRACT 

 

 

WILDING: 

A ONE-HOUR TELEVISION PILOT 

 

 

By 

Breana Harris 

Master of Fine Arts in Screenwriting 

London, 1865. A working-class girl named Alice channels the dead loved ones of the 

customers at her aunt’s dress shop when she meets famed Victorian painter Dante Gabriel 

Rossetti. Rossetti recruits her to be his new model, and she discovers his personal interest 

in the occult. She enters his eccentric world armed with both her beauty and powerful 

psychic gifts, determined to make her own fortune.  
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WILDING

FADE IN

INT. DRESS SHOP - DAY

London, 1865. 

A robust-sized dress shop in a busy part of the city, overflowing with silk and organza 
garments on Victorian mannequins.

Roughly a dozen young women sit in rows of three, working away on sewing machines. 
They are clearly not the type of women who will wear the beautiful beige, maroon, and 
wine-colored dresses they stitch and hem. 

The machines WHIR, CLICK, CREAK in rhythm. Occasionally someone rises to search 
for a ribbon spool or pin cushion.

Two of the workers, ELLIE and NORA (a weathered and plump matched set of hens, 
both early 20s) raise their voices to hear each other.

ELLIE
But who was the father?

NORA
That banker! The one whose wife had the enormous 
jowls.

Nora makes a claw and references her own imaginary jowls.

ELLIE
And nobody has seen her?

NORA
Not since the birth. Poor brat ended up at the 
children’s asylum on account of the screaming. Day 
and night, like it were being murdered!

ELLIE
Babies scream.
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NORA
This was different. The creature was touched.

Their conversation is overheard by the third member of their row, ALICE WILDING (20, 
a strange and self-contained beauty). 

The girls catch her staring at them.

ELLIE
Did you need something, your royal highness?

Alice shakes her head and goes back to her work. She loads a spool of thread into her 
machine.

The shop door opens to the CHIME of a shopkeeper’s bell and MRS. AMELIA VELVE 
(30s, dressed in fine velvet) comes inside. She stares at the shop girls and they stare back, 
like they’re two alien species.

NORA
Can we help you, madam?

ELLIE
Have you come to fetch an order?

Just then, BESSIE WILDING (mid 40s, Alice’s aunt and boss, reformed romantic, 
current tyrant) comes out of the back room.

BESSIE
Mrs. Velve! You’re right on time.

The shop girls hurry to look busy as Bessie surveys them. She beckons to Alice, never 
losing her cheery front.

BESSIE (CONT’D)
Alice, come along dear. I need you to help me with 
Mrs. Velve’s order in the back room.

Alice reluctantly stands up and gathers some supplies - a MEASURING TAPE and a 
NOTEBOOK. 

She follows Bessie and Mrs. Velve to a SMALL WOODEN DOOR that leads to the 
back of the shop.

The other girls roll their eyes at each other when the three women disappear. 
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NORA
She can barely even stitch.

ELLIE
But she’s a Wilding. Heiress to the empire.

Ellie waves her hand to indicate the (nonexistent) grandeur of the dress shop. Nora and 
the other girls giggle. 

INT. DRESS SHOP - BACK ROOM

The three women march through rows of elaborate hanging dresses in the back room and 
past a few spare mannequins, their satin-lined busts empty.

Alice passes an empty shelf, where she sets down her meaningless props - the measuring 
tape and notebook. She won’t use them. 

They arrive at a small enclave that serves as Bessie’s office. Her desk is strewn with 
paperwork but there’s a small card table with opposing chairs that she gestures to.

BESSIE
Don’t be nervous, Amelia. My niece’s talents are 
quite extraordinary.

Mrs. Velve nods, looks Alice up and down, slightly nervous anyway.

BESSIE (CONT’D)
Alice, get your pocket watch.

Alice goes to a drawer in her aunt’s desk and pulls out a large silver POCKET WATCH 
and a deck of TAROT CARDS, both of which she takes with her to the table. 

She sits and lays her tools in front of her. 

Mrs. Velve slowly lowers herself into the chair across.

ALICE
Please clear your mind, ma’am. Focus on why 
you’ve come here today.
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Mrs. Velve nodes slightly. She looks ready to bolt from her chair at any moment.

Alice takes the cards, closes her eyes and sighs. She flips over the first one and lays it 
down. THE SUN.

ALICE (CONT’D)
There was a child.

MRS. VELVE
Yes. My son, Frederick.

Alice lays out three more cards. TEN OF CUPS, THE MAGICIAN, DEATH. She looks 
from the cards to Mrs. Velve for a moment.

ALICE
He was sick. He’s gone now.

MRS. VELVE
The fever took him last Wednesday. The doctors 
did all they could, but...he was just five years old. 
He died at seven past four.

ALICE
Are you absolutely sure?

MRS. VELVE
That’s what they noted in the little book. Seven 
past four.

Alice sets down the rest of the cards. She picks up her watch and opens the face. 
Carefully, she winds it.

INSERT: The pocket watch face, clearly reading 4:07.

The card table and Bessie’s desk RATTLE, just enough for Mrs. Velve to notice and get 
spooked.

Bessie rushes to catch some falling papers from her desk piles.

Alice tilts her head back and closes her eyes. When she looks back at Mrs. Velve, she is 
noticeably changed.

She speaks with the voice of five-year old FREDERICK VELVE.
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ALICE 
(voice of Frederick)
Mumma? Is that you?

MRS. VELVE
Freddy, it’s me, it’s Mumma. Are you alright, 
darling?

ALICE 
(voice of Frederick)
It’s dark in here. I can’t see you.

Mrs. Velve grows frantic and grabs the edge of the table. She turns to Bessie for guidance, 
but Bessie’s face is blank.

MRS. VELVE
Come toward my voice, darling. Mumma misses 
you so much. Mumma loves you. Mumma wanted 
to see you become a man...

ALICE 
(voice of Frederick)
I’ll never be a man!

MRS. VELVE
Freddy, is it really you? Are you in pain?

ALICE 
(voice of Frederick)
No pain. Just a whistle now. Just a whistle on the 
air.

Alice gives a faint, slow whistle.

Bessie digs a GOLD CROSS out from under her own collar, clutches it.

MRS. VELVE
I don’t understand.

ALICE
(voice of Frederick)
Beware of my rocking horse. It hates you.
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MRS. VELVE
Freddy, come back to me.

ALICE 
(voice of Frederick)
Fare thee well, Mumma. There’s boats on the river. 
Ahoy!

MRS. VELVE
Freddy please!

Alice doubles over like the wind has been knocked out of her. She doesn’t lift her head 
up, instead folds her arms on the table and softly cries.

Mrs. Velve, too, has tears streaming down her cheeks.

Bessie and Mrs. Velve exchange a look as Bessie comes to rest her hand on the other 
woman’s velvet-clad shoulder. They watch Alice cry.

MRS. VELVE (CONT’D)
We bought him that little toy sailboat. He loved 
that. It was all he ever wanted to play with.

Bessie withdraws her hand just as quickly, cold as ice.

BESSIE
Five shillings.

Mrs. Velve opens her DRAWSTRING PURSE and pulls out rusted COINS.

EXT. STREET - EVENING

London’s bustling Strand, where men and women avoid horse-drawn carriages as they 
hurry their way home from work. 

A true Victorian postcard. Skirts are lifted to step onto sidewalks, gentlemen in top hats 
beg pardon. Chimney sweeps carry brushes over their shoulders. 

The Thames river runs along this part of the street. In the distance, the 1865 construction 
of the Victoria Embankment remains half completed, glowing in the sunset. A small ferry 
boat drifts by.
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The scene is observed by NED ABERNATHY (22, an affable, working-class youth). He 
hears the CLICK CLICK of Alice’s heels on the pavement behind him.

Alice, in her shawl, on her way home for the evening. She stops and smiles.

ALICE
Good evening, Ned.

NED
Good evening, Miss Wilding. So you’ve made it 
through the cackling hens today, I see.

ALICE
All pecked up but accounted for. How’s the 
construction?

NED
They’re clearing out for sundown. I get a bit sad 
when they go home for their supper.

ALICE
I know you do. Aunt Bessie says that it’s most 
fulfilling to work alongside your equals.

NED
And yet she’s the one in charge.

A pause. They exchange wry smiles.

ALICE
Do you need any help? Tidying up the dock?

NED
You’re mad, you are! Go home and get some rest so 
you can wake up and stick pins in important gowns 
tomorrow.

ALICE
Goodnight then, Ned.

Ned tips his cap at her.

As she walks further down the street, Alice is spotted by DANTE GABRIEL 
ROSSETTI (37, Byronic charm and swagger, an Italian who has never been to Italy) from 
the opposite side of the pavement. He is richly dressed, handsome but sloppy.
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Alice notices Gabriel noticing her. 

Ned heads off to the embankment. She pauses, considers calling him back for a moment. 
Instead, she rushes away in the other direction. 

Gabriel’s eyes follow Alice as she goes.

GABRIEL
Excuse me, miss! A moment of your time!

Alice pauses, unsure whether to stop. She thinks better of it, then moves faster to vanish 
in the crowd. 

She nearly collides with an OLD COUPLE who give her dirty looks.

GABRIEL (CONT’D)
I promise I can make it worth your while.

To escape him, Alice ducks into--

EXT. ALLEYWAY

She pulls her shawl tighter and sighs in relief as she hurries down the cobblestones. He’s 
nowhere to be seen.

Suddenly, Gabriel appears. He walks toward her until he is in front of her, having cut 
around the building and entered the alley from the opposite direction. 

ALICE
I swear, sir, I was just on my way home--

GABRIEL
What are you talking about? Yes, of course you 
were. I have a proposition for you.

ALICE
(not a hooker)
I’m no fancy woman, sir.

GABRIEL
What? Oh no, nothing like that. I’m an artist. 
Rossetti. Dante Gabriel. I’m looking for a model, 
and you are, may I say, a fantastic stunner.
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ALICE
A what?

GABRIEL
A stunner. That is to say, you have the face of a 
princess.

She thinks.

ALICE
I’ve heard your name before. You did the painting 
of St. George and Princess Sabra.

Gabriel beams, surprised but pleased.

ALICE (CONT’D)
Mr. Thomas Plint’s wife ordered a dress from my 
aunt’s shop. While she waited, she told me the 
story of how her husband purchased your painting, 
and of Princess Sabra’s extraordinary red hair.

GABRIEL
This is destiny, then. Plint has the earlier version. 

ALICE
I don’t have extraordinary red hair.

GABRIEL
No, but you are extraordinary. What’s your name?

ALICE
Alice Wilding.

GABRIEL
Well, Miss Wilding. I’m working on a new piece 
called Aspecta Medusa, and I need the right face.

ALICE
Medusa? The lady with the snakes as hair, is that 
the one?
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GABRIEL
It’s not a painting of her. It’s Princess Andromeda. 
You see, as the story goes, Andromeda’s beloved 
hero Perseus beheads Medusa by gazing at her 
reflection, because you couldn’t look directly at her. 
In my painting, Andromeda begs him to see it.

ALICE
The head?

GABRIEL
Yes.

ALICE
Why?

GABRIEL
Because why shouldn’t she? Why shouldn’t a 
woman have the right to peer into the darkness... 
the horror... as men do? 

Alice stares at him, affected by this sentiment. Finally, she gives a slight nod.

ALICE
I just have to... sit there? And you pay me for that?

GABRIEL
 I insist, you must take my card. Think it over.

No one has ever given her their card before. Alice plays it cool as she takes it. 

EXT. AUNT BESSIE’S HOME - ESTABLISHING

A shabby brick dwelling indistinguishable from the others squished along the narrow 
street.

By the light of the street lamps, TWO YOUNG BOYS aimlessly kick a ball back and 
forth.

INT. AUNT BESSIE’S SITTING ROOM

Alice and Aunt Bessie sit in twin armchairs by a modest fire. 
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A small wooden table between them holds Bessie’s sewing supplies. She works diligently 
hemming the long white glove in her lap.

Alice reads slowly and awkwardly from a copy of Origin of the Species.

ALICE
“In the preservation of favoured indivi...dulls and 
races, during the constantly-recur...rent Struggle for 
Existence, we see the most powerful and ever-acting 
means of selection. More individuals are born than 
can possibly survive.”

AUNT BESSIE
I dunno what all the fuss is. He’s not saying nothing 
we didn’t know already.

Bessie’s dead husband, Alice’s UNCLE THOMAS (50s) steps out of the shadows 
behind them. He wears the cap and suit he wore when he died eight years earlier.

Thomas throws up his hands in exasperation.

THOMAS
He says we’re apes! Apes! Do I look like a great big 
hairy beast to you? Don’t you smart me, Alice.

Alice snickers and covers her mouth.

Bessie notices and tries to look behind her - he’s visible only to Alice.

BESSIE
Is that oaf of a husband of mine here? What’s he 
saying?

ALICE
He says that he isn’t an ape.

Bessie shouts to the air so that Thomas can hear her.

BESSIE
Well I wouldn’t bet my last farthing!

Charlie puts the book on the table. She rises from her chair.
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ALICE
I’ll make the tea, Aunt. 

THOMAS
Oh clever, Alice, warm her icicle heart with tea and 
then tell her about that calling card you hid under 
your pillow. 

Uncle Thomas follows Alice into -

INT. BESSIE’S KITCHEN

A modest and shabby Victorian kitchen with a wooden table covered in old dishes and 
crumbs, across from a large black stove. 

Alice takes the black KETTLE from the stove and goes to fill it up at the basin sink. She 
whispers harshly to Thomas.

ALICE
You saw that?

THOMAS
I see everything, my dear. It’s the only hobby I 
have. Death is fine for ornithology and skilamalink 
goings-on.

Alice puts the kettle on the stove and lights it.

ALICE
There’s no skilamalink goings-on. Merely an 
employment offer.

THOMAS
Really now?

Alice huffs.

INT. BESSIE’S SITTING ROOM - A BIT LATER

Alice comes back in carrying a bronze tray with two steaming cups of tea. Thomas 
follows. 

Alice sets the tray down on the table. She moves to retake her chair, but Thomas sits 
down before she can.
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She makes an exasperated face at him. She remains standing in front of the fire, wringing 
her hands at Aunt Bessie.

Aunt Bessie takes a slow slurp of tea.

BESSIE
What on earth is the matter, girl? Sit down so we 
can formulate a plan for next Tuesday. Mrs. 
Kellog’s husband owns three banks and wants her 
petticoat lined with fur. And she has a dead twin 
sister. They were very close.

Alice sighs. 

ALICE
I met a man today.

BESSIE
A suitor?

ALICE
A painter.

Bessie sets her cup down hard. She makes a noise in her throat.

BESSIE
You want to do a reading for a painter? That type 
never has the funds.

ALICE
No. He asked me to model for him.

Bessie gives a small shriek.

BESSIE
Alice! Are you completely mad?

Uncle Thomas chuckles heartily. 

ALICE
He’s well-known. Mr. Dante Gabriel Rossetti. 
He’s... older. A gentleman.
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THOMAS
Ra-zetti? What sort of name is that?

BESSIE
I don’t care if he paints portraits for the queen, do 
you know what this would do to your reputation?

CHARLIE
Worse than talking to the dead?

BESSIE
Yes!

Bessie stands up and clasps both of Alice’s hands.

BESSIE (CONT’D)
We’re able to keep knowledge of your... peculiarity 
to a very select social circle. None of the rich folk 
you’ve helped would speak a word against you. 
There is still a chance... however slim... that you 
could make a good marriage. 

Alice rolls her eyes dramatically.

ALICE
This is my life, Aunt Bessie. I can’t keep doing this 
forever.

BESSIE
But if you turn your sights to being this sort of 
woman, you might as well be an actress. Or worse.

THOMAS
Let her make her own choices!

ALICE
Thank you, Uncle Thomas.

BESSIE
What did that ogre say?

ALICE
He said to let me make my own choices.
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Bessie drops Alice’s hands, looks hurt.

BESSIE
I’d not deny you that right. But remember who 
took you in when your parents died. The money 
from your readings is all that keeps us afloat. I’d 
have lost the shop many a time without your help. I 
am but one woman, Alice. I could be begging on the 
corner tomorrow. 

This tactic works on Alice. Her face falls.

BESSIE (CONT’D)
I worry for you. Don’t tie your fate to a man who’s 
not your husband. Painting or none, he’s asking for 
your body to do with as he pleases. And when he 
tires of it, you could have nothing.

Alice’s eyes widen at the frankness. She puts a hand on Bessie’s shoulder.

ALICE
I’m sorry, Aunt. I won’t take the job. 

Uncle Thomas throws up his arms in exasperation for the second time.

THOMAS
Get out of this house, Alice! You’re going to end up 
just like me! Roaming the halls forever, dressed in 
your Sunday best with nowhere to go!

He gets up from Alice’s chair and walks away in frustration.

Alice slumps down in his place.

ALICE
I know.

EXT. DRESS SHOP - MORNING

Alice approaches the shop door, on her way to work.

She is stopped on the street just a few feet away by Mrs. Velve, her face red from crying. 
Her gloved hand grips Alice’s wrist desperately. 
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MRS. VELVE
I need you to do another reading.

Alice looks around, alarmed at the volume of her voice.

ALICE
Mrs. Velve, please don’t use that word too loudly.

MRS. VELVE
Miss Wilding, I haven’t slept in two days. 
Freddie’s in my waking dreams. I’m sick with 
worry.

ALICE
Freddie’s at peace. If he weren’t, I could see him 
standing here, clear as day. But I can’t. He’s gone 
along, I promise.

MRS. VELVE
But he didn’t sound happy. He didn’t want to go.

Mrs. Velve’s face contorts and she starts to cry again. 

Alice is at a loss for what else to say.

ALICE
I know. I know he didn’t. I’m sorry.

Bessie opens the shop door forcefully and heads straight for them.

BESSIE
Mrs. Velve, is this scene quite necessary?

MRS. VELVE
If you don’t help me talk to Freddie, I’ll tell all of 
your customers what goes on here. That you serve 
the devil here.

BESSIE
The hysterical ravings of a grieving mother. We’ll 
help you. When you come back with more money.

16



Bessie forcefully separates Mrs. Velve’s hand from Alice’s wrist. She leads Alice toward 
the door.

Alice looks behind her at Mrs. Velve, wide-eyed, wondering what she’s done.

Not finished, Bessie turns back to Mrs. Velve at the last moment.

BESSIE (CONT’D)
And in the meantime, maybe you should read Mr. 
Darwin before you start carrying on about devils!

Alice and Bessie enter the shop, leaving Mrs. Velve standing there, shocked and 
distraught.

EXT. ROYAL ACADEMY OF ART - DAY - ESTABLISHING

The home of the RA is called Burlington House, in Piccadilly, around the corner from 
Trafalgar Square. It’s the heart of the city, a hub for Victorian artists and intellectuals.

The towering structure forms a box around the paved courtyard and a statue of the RA’s 
first president, eighteenth-century painter Joshua Reynolds, holding his brush aloft.

Alice steps out of a black carriage at the front archway. She makes her way across the 
courtyard, hesitatingly.

She passes several disheveled young men--laughing RA students. A couple of them carry 
paint kits or canvases under their arms.

One of them turns 180 degrees an/d watches her, walking backwards with his fellows. 
When Alice looks at him, he flicks his tongue at her and lightly grabs his crotch. 

She blushes but doesn’t respond.

INT. ROYAL ACADEMY GALLERY - DAY

Alice walks slowly along a hallway filled with paintings. The gallery seems devoid of 
people, so she lingers at each one. 

She sees depictions of women in romantic, medieval costumes, along with portraits of 
lovers, shepherds, and even a mermaid.

She pauses in front of the portrait of a very sad-looking red-haired woman holding a 
wilted violet. She wears a string of red beads with a heart charm.

17



INSERT: The gold plate on the frame reads “Regina Cordium” (the 1860 version with 
Elizabeth Siddal modeling).

The signature in the corner, integrated into the patterned background, says DGR.

A CURATOR (60s), with round spectacles, stares at her for a moment before 
approaching. He follows her gaze to the painting. Alice doesn’t notice him until he 
speaks.

CURATOR
Ah, yes. Mr. Rossetti. He’s a bit flamboyant for 
my tastes. I much prefer Millais Of course so did 
their teachers. Have you seen his work?

Wide-eyed, Alice shakes her head. She’s out of her depth here. 

ALICE
I haven’t seen anything before. I was just curious.

The curator immediately understands that she is not of the social class that has opinions 
about art. It fascinates him.

CURATOR
They were students here. Rossetti, Millais. William 
Holman Hunt. The Pre-Raphaelite Brotherhood, as 
they called themselves. Millais was the best. Hunt 
was a bit of a barbarian. Rossetti... he was merely 
lazy.

Alice frowns and gestures to Regina Cordium.

ALICE
But is it good?

The curator smiles.

CURATOR
What do you think, Miss?

ALICE
It is certainly beautiful to me. Though she seems 
very sad.
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CURATOR
That... is the late Mrs. Rossetti. And I imagine she 
was.

INSERT: The details of Gabriel’s wife’s face.

Alice stays quiet. The wheels turn in her head.

CURATOR (CONT’D)
They say he hasn’t so much as lifted a brush since 
she died.

ALICE
The poor man. 

CURATOR
It’s strange, isn’t it? Preserving the faces of the 
dead. And of course now we have photography. 
Your image can survive your physical body. In 
Australia, the savage men believe that pictures 
tether a soul to the earth.

ALICE
There are many ways to tether a soul to the earth. 
The savage men might be surprised.

CURATOR
Well... I suppose a young lady such as yourself 
wouldn’t be interested in the obnoxious 
philosophical banter that goes on at this school.

ALICE
I think I would be. Very much.

The curator looks at her curiously for a moment.

CURATOR
Ask me about any of these paintings if you like, 
Miss. I’ve been here for 30 years. I know all the tall 
tales. 

Suddenly, Alice lifts her head in alarm. She looks hard at the curator. She extends her hand 
to be shook.
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The curator, with mild surprise, offers his handshake.

Alice sighs with relief. She has been talking to a living person after all.

EXT. STREET - DAY

A few days have passed. Alice exits the dress shop, once again on her way home. The 
street is bustling and crowded as always.

She only makes it a few feet down the pavement when she spots a black carriage across 
the road.

A man in a long coat exits quickly and puts on his top hat. It’s Gabriel. Alice sees him 
and he looks right back at her. 

A moment. Then he springs in her direction as she walks quickly away from him.

GABRIEL
Miss Wilding, please!

He’s behind her on the pavement. She turns, more confrontational than she meant to be.

ALICE
You know where I work, Mr. Rossetti?

GABRIEL
You’re not terribly difficult to find. 

ALICE
I’m sorry for not coming to your home. I wanted to. 
But you see, my aunt--

GABRIEL
Fears you will never make a good marriage when 
modeling ruins your good standing.

Alice pauses. She nods, somehow surprised he knew.

GABRIEL (CONT’D)
Please. Walk with me.

Fully aware that she is doing exactly what her aunt fears, Alice goes with him anyway.

20



GABRIEL (CONT’D)
(he sleeps with a lot of pretty girls)
Miss Wilding, I have seen many, many exquisitely 
beautiful women since I was a student at the 
academy. I have enjoyed a... convivial society with 
many. Not all, though not for lack of trying.

Alice’s jaw drops at his impropriety.

ALICE
Mr. Rossetti!

GABRIEL
Why should I lie? The point is, I have never seen a 
face like yours before. There is something behind 
those eyes, something I simply must paint.

ALICE
You would risk ruining my life for it?

He laughs--a deep, musical sound that makes her smile at her own hyperbole.

GABRIEL
Ruin your life! This could revolutionize your life. 
Do you want to work at a dress shop forever, 
hoping some sad-eyed dock worker with a hundred 
pounds per year will marry you? Not you. That’s 
not you.

ALICE
Begging your pardon sir, but you don’t even know 
me.

Gabriel grins and doesn’t refute her. 

GABRIEL
Then why don’t you tell me who you are--

The moment is interrupted by high-pitched WAILING. 

They pass a factory where several FACTORY WOMEN stand outside the doors, crying 
hysterically. A MANAGER WOMAN (50s) and her ASSISTANT(16) exit the building.
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ASSISTANT
Shouldn’t someone fetch a doctor?

MANAGER
It’s too late for that, you idiot creature.

One of the factory women overhears her and sobs louder.

FACTORY WOMAN
Oh Milly! Oh God save her!

Gabriel and Alice observe this scene. 

Gabriel, alarmed, moves like he might go to help. Alice puts her hand out to stop him.

ALICE
There’s nothing to be done Mr. Rossetti!

GABRIEL
What? Clearly there’s been an accident.

ALICE
(firmer)
There’s nothing to be done. 

Alice’s POV: The ghost of MILLY (20s) walks among her coworkers. She’s MISSING 
AN ARM, and she has a deep bloody wound in her side. Her face is splattered with her 
own blood.

Milly looks around, confused. She spots Alice. 

Alice pretends not to see her, badly.

GABRIEL
How do you know?

ALICE
Please trust me.

The pair continue to move down the street, with Alice averting Milly’s gaze until she is 
no longer near. 

ALICE (CONT’D)
I’d like to come and sit for you. I mean it this time.
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Gabriel, in true fashion, instantly forgets the crying women and looks pleased.

GABRIEL
What convinced you?

Alice is visibly shaken.

ALICE
I feel that I would benefit. Immensely. From a new 
environment. 

She takes her pocket watch from her pocket, opens it, and checks the time. 

GABRIEL
That’s a fine watch you carry.

ALICE
Thank you. It was my father’s.

Trying not to appear frazzled, she puts it away.

INT. ALICE’S ROOM - NIGHT

Alice lies awake in bed, in her nightgown. She can’t sleep. The moon is bright outside her 
window.

She listens to Uncle Thomas singing “Down Among the Dead Men” (Victorian drinking 
song) from some unknown spot in the house.

THOMAS (O.S.)
Come, let us drink it while we have breath,
For there's no drinking after death,
And he that will this health deny,
Down among the dead men, down among the dead 
men,
Down, down, down, down,
Down among the dead men let him lie!

Alice takes out Rossetti’s calling card from under her pillow. She has to sit up and hold it 
by the window to read it.

INSERT: The card reads:

23



DGR, 16 Cheyne Walk, Chelsea. 

Ars longa vita brevis

She hears a RATTLE and the SLAM of a door.

THOMAS (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Whisky! I will level this house for some whisky!

Alice lies back on the bed and sighs.

INT. DRESS SHOP - MORNING

Alice threads her sewing machine, preparing to start work.

Next to her, Ellie and Nora whisper and giggle. After a moment, Alice notices.

ALICE
Is something the matter?

ELLIE
Saw you with a gentleman yesterday.

NORA
You were smiling and gaping at him like my Uncle 
Albert’s boot boy after he got kicked in the head.

Alice closes her eyes and flames red - this is the last thing she needs today.

ELLIE
Is he taking you in to be his fancy woman?

Before Alice can come up with a response, the shop door opens. ELLEN MARIE 
WAVERLY (18, a beautiful guilded bird in a feather bonnet) and CHARLES 
AUGUSTUS HOWELL (25, Casanova and con man, compulsive liar, half Portuguese) 
enter together.

ELLEN
Is this Mrs. Wilding’s shop?

On cue, Bessie emerges from the back room, all smiles.

24



BESSIE
Miss Waverly, Mr. Howell! What a delight.

HOWELL
We’ve been looking forward to meeting you.

BESSIE
How charming!

She turns quickly to address Alice.

BESSIE (CONT’D)
Alice, accompany me to the back room please! 
Miss Waverly is interested in discussing the matter 
of her wedding dress.

Alice rises dutifully. Ellie and Nora watch suspiciously as the four of them disappear 
through the back room door.

ELLIE
Do you think Alice does the measurements? I’d like 
to stick that tart with a few pins.

NORA
Alice?

ELLIE
No. The one with the feather bonnet. She thinks 
she’s a princess.

They do impressions of Ellen Waverly’s grandeur for each other and make themselves 
and the other workers laugh.

INT. DRESS SHOP - BACK ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Bessie offers Ellen and Howell chairs at the small wooden table where Alice does her 
readings. They sit and remove their hats. Ellen sets down her small purse.

BESSIE
I hope that young Alice here can give you what 
you’re looking for. A father’s blessing is so 
important for a marriage.
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ELLEN
Papa said I was his favorite. He said, don’t you go 
and tell your sisters, Lolly, but you’re the one I’m 
loathe to part with. He called me Lolly.

BESSIE
He must have been a lovely man.

Alice removes her tarot cards and pocket watch from Bessie’s desk. She lifts her eyes to 
see Howell watching her.

HOWELL
I would be honored to know that Mr. Waverly saw 
me as fit to marry his most treasured child.

ELLEN
You see Hyacinth and Anne, those are my sisters, 
they think... well, they think I am being foolish.

Alice interrupts sharply.

ALICE
How did your father make his fortune, Miss 
Waverly?

The question is pointed. Bessie and Howell both know it, and they shoot her sharp 
looks.

ELLEN
In trade. Something or other. He sent ships to India. 

Alice sits opposite the couple and lays the cards and watch in front of her.

ALICE
Please clear your mind, Miss Waverly. Think only 
of your papa. 

Ellen shifts away from Howell, shuts her eyes, and does as told.

Alice pulls the first card. THE LOVERS. She sets it down.

ALICE (CONT’D)
You want very much to be a bride.
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Ellen opens her eyes, smiles agreement.

Alice pulls three more cards. THE FOOL, JUDGMENT, THE HIEROPHANT. She lays 
them in succession until they make a square.

INSERT: The four very telling Tarot cards.

ALICE (CONT’D)
What was the time of your father’s death? 
Precisely?

ELLEN
Six minutes before two in the morning. 

Alice lifts her pocket watch and winds to that time. 

For a moment, nothing happens. Howell looks skeptical.

Then the desk shakes. Alice jerks back in her chair.

Ellen gives a little squeak.

Alice speaks with the voice of Mr. Waverly, her father.

ALICE 
(voice of Waverly)
Lolly, my Lolly.

ELLEN
Papa? Is that you?

ALICE 
(voice of Waverly)
Such a snake you’ve caught. Such a poisonous 
snake.

HOWELL
You vile old bastard--

ELLEN
Charles!

Ellen turns to him in horror, then back to Alice.
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ELLEN (CONT’D)
Papa, don’t you think he loves me?

ALICE 
(voice of Waverly)
Can a flea love a dog? Can a glass love the wine? 
Can a man love anything but the lifestyle that suits 
him?

Howell grows more and more angry. 

ELLEN
You think he wants your money?

ALICE
(voice of Waverly)
Save yourself, my Lolly! Do not end in the 
darkness, do not end where no one can find you.

Alice lets out a WRENCHING SCREAM. Her eyes widen.

Bessie rushes to the door as if she can block the sound.

BESSIE
Shhh, shh shh, for the love of Peter, girl!

Alice’s POV: Ellen is soaked in blood, a SLUMPED CORPSE, her blank eyes staring 
ahead. Howell, next to her, calmly holds a bloody knife.

Alice covers her face in her hands. When she takes them away, the couple has gone back 
to normal. 

She speaks in her own voice now. She puts a hand on the table.

ALICE
He is after your inheritance. And he might hurt you 
to get it.

Alice looks at Howell, unafraid. Howell scowls.

HOWELL
This girl is a disgusting fraud. Ellen, you’ve let us be 
swindled by street rabble in a dress shop.
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Ellen is white as a ghost. Finally, she gets up from the table.

ELLEN
I can no longer marry you, Charles. Please go. 

Howell, enraged, stands up and sweeps the Tarot cards off the table.

Alice grabs her watch. She and Ellen back into the far wall.

BESSIE
Mr. Howell, please! 

HOWELL
Ellen, this is idiocy! Pathetic female parlor games!

Ellen says nothing.

Howell turns his eyes back to Alice.

HOWELL (CONT’D)
I won’t forget this, you swindling witch.

ELLEN
You heard Papa’s voice from her mouth.

HOWELL
I don’t care. A skilled fraud is still a fraud.

ALICE
A philosophy you’re clearly quite familiar with, sir.

He storms out of the back room, past the rows of dresses and into the--

DRESS SHOP

The working girls stop their sewing machines and look up as Howell angrily walks past 
them and out the door.

NORA
Blimey.

ELLIE
It’s that Chinese silk. I told you she overcharges.
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RETURN TO THE BACK ROOM--

Bessie, Alice, and Ellen are silent for a moment. Ellen tries not to cry.

ELLEN
I will pay you your fee, Mrs. Wilding. 

Bessie, though disturbed, immediately smiles at this.

Ellen goes to pick up her purse and fetch her money. She passes it to Bessie and sees 
herself out, leaving Bessie and Alice by the wall. 

ALICE
I’m going to sit for Mr. Rossetti.

BESSIE
You’ll do no such thing.

Alice moves away from the wall, wiping her eyes.

ALICE
I must, Aunt. I can’t do this anymore. I can make 
my own money, build something for myself.

BESSIE
You’re touched, girl. You think you can just turn it 
off? Like a lamp? 

ALICE
Maybe not. But I don’t need to wind that watch.

BESSIE
That watch is your fortune.

Alice goes to the table and picks up the pocket watch. She looks blankly at the face, then 
snaps it shut.

ALICE
No. Mr. Rossetti only stopped me because he 
thought I was beautiful.

BESSIE
And that’s all you’re content to be?
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Alice laughs.

ALICE
If I can make a living from it!

Bessie comes toward her conspiratorially and keeps her voice low.

BESSIE
I’ve heard about Rossetti from Mrs. Plint. 
Apparently he’s a widower. They say his wife died 
by her own hand after birthing a stillborn baby. 
This is what you ought to keep in mind if you’re 
set on business with him. Think of what he’d pay... 
for a proper goodbye.

Alice frowns, disgusted but also intrigued. 

ALICE
No. I’m a stunner. 

She walks away from Bessie and back into the shop.

EXT. TUDOR HOUSE - DAY - ESTABLISHING

Alice reaches Rossetti’s idyllic Chelsea manor house. The plaque by the rod-iron gate 
reads “16 Cheyne Walk.”

There are two immense lilac trees in the yard. She slips in the gate and continues up the 
walkway. 

EXT. TUDOR HOUSE - DOORSTEP

The double doors have two large golden gargoyle knockers. Alice reaches for one 
doubtfully. KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK.

A moment passes. The door opens.

HENRY TREFFRY DUNN (30, a quiet thinker, reliable, prematurely gray) appears. He 
wears a modest brown suit with no jacket. He looks Alice up and down but doesn’t 
smile.
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HENRY
Miss Wilding, I presume.

Alice beams in spite of his coldness.

ALICE
Yes! How did you know?

Henry frowns at her, scornful but studious.

HENRY
I could tell by the way he described you. Your eyes. 
Though the maestro is prone to flowery language.

Alice makes a huffing sound and looks away.

HENRY (CONT’D)
I suppose you should come in. One more female 
come to stoke the fires of genius.

He steps aside and she enters past him. He watches her with suspicion.

INT. TUDOR HOUSE - DAY - CONTINUOUS

Alice follows Henry inside the glorious, eccentric Victorian mansion. She takes in all the 
details. 

The walls are covered in paintings, sketches, ornate mirrors, and a few early photographs. 
The bookshelves overflow with tattered volumes. There’s a battered China cabinet 
containing Rossetti’s blue china collection next to a huge grandfather clock in the hall. The 
place is cluttered and magical, and Alice has never been inside a house like this.

Henry sees her awed expression and softens a bit.

HENRY
Excuse the mess. It’s been a bit wild around here 
lately.

ALICE
It’s beautiful.

An archway in the hall opens up to a...

SITTING ROOM AREA
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Two glass doors lead into the yard. 

Alice walks toward them to see the view and there’s a YIP YIP YIP at her heels when a 
puffball POMERANIAN PUPPY notices her arrival.

HENRY
Punch, be quiet! 

Both Alice and Henry bend down to ruffle the dandelion-like dog. They lock eyes for a 
moment.

The slow creak of the glass doors makes Alice look up. An enormous PEACOCK with 
blue and green plumage steps slowly inside.

Alice gasps and takes several steps backwards.

After the bird comes the plump, pretty FANNY CORNFORTH (30), shooing chickens 
away from the doors. Gabriel’s housekeeper and mistress, a former prostitute and current 
model, charmingly illiterate with a Cockney accent.

FANNY
This bloody creature! Eatin’ all the chicken feed!

Fanny opens the doors wider and tries to herd the peacock back outside. 

The sitting area suddenly fills with a number of strange ANIMAL NOISES from the 
yard. Alice looks at Henry, puzzled.

HENRY
The maestro never spoke to you about his pets, I 
take it.

ALICE
No...

HENRY
Don’t be nervous, Fanny here keeps a good eye on 
them. Fanny Cornforth, meet Alice Wilding.

Henry gestures from one woman to the other. Fanny extends her hand, gentlemanly.
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FANNY
The new stunner! Aye, you are somethin’ to look 
at. Mister R always had a gift for findin’ a duchess 
in a dung pile.

Alice shakes her hand, bewildered.

ALICE
Thank you?

HENRY
I’ll go and see if Mr. Rossetti is ready for you.

Henry backs through the archway and heads down the hall to the studio.

Alice and Fanny eye each other warily.

ALICE
So you’re the housekeeper, Mrs. Cornforth?

Fanny smiles wryly.

FANNY
You might say that.

Behind her, the peacock wanders back out the doors.

ALICE
I think you can shut him out now!

Fanny turns around and notices. She immediately closes one of the glass doors. 

Alice rushes to help her with the other. When the peacock notices he can’t get back in, he 
ruffles his feathers and angrily SCREAMS from the outside. Several chickens scatter.

Backing away quickly, Alice SHRIEKS. Fanny laughs at her.

FANNY
Donna worry, Alice Wilding. Ye get accustomed 
ta’it. 

Alice turns to her and laughs slightly. She notices Punch shaking in the corner, emitting a 
slight growl.
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ALICE
Oh the poor pup.

FANNY
(to the dog)
Punch, you ninny.

While Fanny goes to pet Punch, Alice looks at the wall behind them. 

INSERT: A framed sketch of Fanny, red-cheeked and sensual.

ALICE
That’s you!

Alice points. Fanny follows her gaze.

FANNY
At me best, aye. 

Alice approaches the sketch with a critical frown. She studies it, looks at the DGR 
signature. 

FANNY (CONT’D)
Are ye thinkin’ about what yers might look like?

Before Alice can answer, Henry reappears in the archway.

HENRY
Miss Wilding, you can go in. I’ll show you the way. 

INT. GABRIEL’S STUDIO 

Gabriel’s studio space takes up a big chunk of the already-large house. 

Most of the windows have been covered or blocked by enormous canvases, many half-
finished. But one large, central picture window lends Gabriel enough light for his work. 

He sits on a stool in front of a mostly blank white canvas, looking at a spot where he 
faintly sketched a pool of water.

The table behind him holds brushes, pencils, a palette of rough dabs of paint, and jars of 
linseed oil.

Henry slowly opens the door and lets Alice slip inside, alone. She tries to take it all in 
without looking like she’s taking it all in. 
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GABRIEL
Finally, I’ve lured you here, into my trap.

Alice looks at him suspiciously, wanting to make sure it’s a joke. 

GABRIEL (CONT’D)
Please, absolutely take a look around.

With obvious hesitation, Alice proceeds to do so. She goes from canvas to canvas, 
examining. 

She pauses at a table full of sketches. One bears a strong resemblance to the red-headed 
woman she saw in “Regina Cordium” - clearly another representation of Elizabeth Siddal, 
but this time she’s looking very ordinary, wrapped in a shawl on a rocking chair. 

Alice moves on from this to a large, mostly-finished painting of Fanny in velvet and fur, 
with an elaborate blue and white background resembling his blue China collection - 
Rossetti’s “The Blue Bower” (1865).

In the painting, Fanny plays a strange musical instrument. Alice leans forward to look 
closer and inhales deeply - the canvas is still wet, and it has a distinct smell.

She turns to Gabriel in surprise.

ALICE
Is it finished?

GABRIEL
Not really. Well, yes... sort of. I still tinker with it 
every day. This Belgian fellow Gambart, he’s 
fantastic. He’s paying 120 pounds for it.

Alice’s eyes widen considerably.

ALICE
I’ve never seen that much money in one place 
before.

Gabriel laughs but nervously. He comes to stand beside her and look at the painting.

GABRIEL
I know, this is why I don’t want him to regret it. 
Do you like it?
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He gestures to the art. Alice watches his face, realizes how much he wants approval.

ALICE
I do, it’s wonderful. It’s Fanny?

GABRIEL
Yes, good old Elephant. She’s been a true friend to 
me when I’m lonely. She’ll try anything I suggest.

Alice’s eyes widen again - is he talking about modeling?

GABRIEL (CONT’D)
 But her face is nothing quite like yours.

He wipes his hands together and then takes Alice’s chin, with no hesitation. He holds her 
face tipped upwards and sweeps two fingers of his other hand along her jaw.

Then he cups her face with both hands and sweeps his thumbs across her cheekbones. He 
stays holding her like that for a moment, looking relentlessly into her eyes, like he’s 
deciding something.

GABRIEL (CONT’D)
200 pounds. I guarantee it. 

Alice scoffs incredulously and backs away from him.

GABRIEL (CONT’D)
I’m prepared to offer you a pound a week if you’ll 
sit for Aspecta Medusa.

ALICE
A pound a week? Will this painting take you a 
hundred weeks to complete?

GABRIEL
Very funny. Have you ever had a pound a week for 
doing anything, Miss Wilding?

Alice considers. Of course she hasn’t. 
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GABRIEL (CONT’D)
Think about it. No dress shop. No bleary-eyed 
workmen panting after you like dogs, trying to shut 
you away in their dingy little kitchens where the 
world cannot see your beauty--

At this, Alice genuinely cackles.

ALICE
Alright, alright! I accept your most generous offer. 

Gabriel nods - a professional acknowledgement. He gestures to “The Blue Bower” again. 

GABRIEL
It’s called a koto. The instrument. It comes from 
Japan.

Alice can’t hide her amazement.

ALICE
She can play that?

GABRIEL
No, no. I don’t have one. I saw a drawing of it in 
one of my father’s books when I was a boy. I 
always wanted to put one in a painting. I wondered 
what the sound is actually like. I wished I could 
hear it someday. 

ALICE
It’s probably nothing as beautiful as you imagine.

Gabriel considers, then smiles.

GABRIEL
Yes. I’m certain you’re right. 

Aware of his gaze, Alice brushes strands of hair from her face and tries to stand up 
straight.

INT. TUDOR HOUSE - HALLWAY

Henry leads Alice back through Tudor House.
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HENRY
You’ll become accustomed to this house. I did. That 
is, if you decide to come back.

ALICE
I’ve agreed to come back. 

Henry stops and looks her up and down.

HENRY
Yes, you find him rather marvelous don’t you? 
They all do. At first.

Alice ignores this, distracted by an open window. A FAWN sticks her head through the 
glass shutters and chews on a pot of flowers.

She breaks into a wide smile, transfixed. She walks closer to it.

HENRY (CONT’D)
We’re all in a constant state of lunacy. New 
paintings, new animals, new visitors... Last week 
alone we had the assistant to the Archduke of 
Bulgaria on Monday and then a widow from 
Bexleyheath on Tuesday who invests in stained 
glass for churches. She’s extremely devout--

Henry’s rambling, which Alice wasn’t really listening to anyway, gets cut off by the 
voice of a parrot.

PARROT
Extremely devout! Squawk! Dammit Dunn!

The bright blue and yellow bird rests on a gold perch in the corner next to an umbrella 
stand. 

As if on cue, the doors to the east wing open and an angry and worse-for-wear 
ALGERNON SWINBURNE (38, tiny and ginger, a peculiar and rebellious alcoholic 
poet) pokes his head out and growls. 

ALGERNON
Dammit Dunn! Stuff that bloody bird in some other 
room for God’s sake, my head is like an anvil.
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PARROT
Dammit Dunn! Dammit Dunn!

Clearly this is a phrase the parrot hears a lot. 

Henry sighs deeply and takes Alice’s arm, trying to usher her past.

HENRY
I’ll have Ichabod moved presently, Mr. Swinburne.

He makes no move to introduce Alice and Algernon. But Alice and Algernon look each 
other full in the face as she passes his door.

Algernon, hung over, doesn’t smile or look remotely friendly. 

Henry and Alice arrive again in the--

FRONT HALL

HENRY (CONT’D)
(to Alice)
Should we expect you at the seance on Friday?

Alice freezes. 

ALICE
The what?

HENRY
The seance. The maestro didn’t tell you much, did 
he? He’s got a wild interest in the occult. He knows 
a man with a shop in Blackfriars called Mr. 
Copernicus who comes to entertain--

ALICE
Is it because of his wife?

Henry stops speaking and looks alarmed.

HENRY
I thought he didn’t tell you much.

ALICE
He didn’t, I just--
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HENRY
Miss Wilding. To be frank, Gabriel has not lived at 
this house very long and you are far from the first 
potential muse to knock on the door. But you may 
be the best. You could be the face of his greatest 
work.

This assessment, though positive, still sounds cold.

ALICE
Thank you, Mr. Dunn.

HENRY
In that spirit, I feel it is my duty to tell you that the 
maestro is not...keen on certain topics. And Miss 
Siddal...Mrs. Rossetti... she’s perhaps the 
most...forbidden. 

Alice is a bit mystified by how gravely he tells her this.

ALICE
Alright.

HENRY
We don’t speak of her. 

Alice waits a moment, then nods. 

INT. GABRIEL’S STUDIO - DAY

A few days have passed. 

Alice models with her hair loose and streaming over her shoulders. There are flowers 
pinned on either side of her head. She stands very still, both hands on the hilt of a sword.

Gabriel, sketching madly, tells her the story of Andromeda.

GABRIEL
Her kingdom was being ravaged by the sea monster, 
Cetus, and Apollo told the king that the destruction 
would never stop until he sacrificed Princess 
Andromeda to the creature. 

(MORE)
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An enormous dragon with gills and the body of a 
whale. So the king had his men take off all her 
clothes and chain her to a rock.

With his pencil in one hand, he approaches Alice and smooths back her hair more, his 
hand lingering on her neck.

GABRIEL (CONT’D)
She was naked. Freezing. About to be devoured.

He clearly loves telling this story.

AICE
So what happened?

Gabriel shrugs and goes back sketching.

GABRIEL
Perseus saved her. He had just slain Medusa and 
carried around her head.

ALICE
So he used it to turn the monster to stone?

GABRIEL
Strangely enough, no. He just killed it like any 
normal hero. But do you know whom he did in fact 
turn to stone?

ALICE
Who?

GABRIEL
Andromeda’s uncle Phineus. He insisted that his 
niece had been promised to him and that he had first 
claim on her maidenhead. He arrived at Perseus and 
Andromeda’s wedding, started a quarrel, and 
Perseus produced the head. No more Phineus.

ALICE
And that was when she asked to see it too? In the 
reflection of the water?

GABRIEL (CONT'D)
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GABRIEL
Yes, on their wedding night.

She blushes, giving him the validation he needs.

ALICE
It’s the most romantic story I’ve ever heard.

Gabriel laughs appreciatively.

GABRIEL
I agree. See, we’re recreating greatness here. 

Henry knocks on the door, then slightly sticks his head in.

GABRIEL (CONT’D)
What is it?

HENRY (0.S.)
Mr. Howell is here to see you.

GABRIEL
Oh Charles, send him in.

Alice squeezes her eyes shut tight for a moment before she looks, but it is what she 
thought - Charles Augustus Howell walks in the studio, decked out in a fine suit, a rose 
pinned to his collar.

She isn’t sure what to do. Howell narrows his eyes at her as he passes but says nothing. 
He goes right to Gabriel.

GABRIEL (CONT’D)
Charlie! I’d shake your hand but I’m afraid I’ll 
stain.

Gabriel holds up his paint-spotted fingers.

GABRIEL (CONT’D)
If you’ve come for your cut on The Blue Bower, 
Dunn should have no trouble with the cheque. 

HOWELL
Dunn says you’ve given that... housekeeper ten 
pounds extra.
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GABRIEL
Fanny wants to take apartments around the corner. 
I thought it was a fine idea. And she was, after all, 
vital to the success of the painting. And the 
chickens!

Howell shakes his head dramatically.

HOWELL
You are much too generous, Gabriel.

Gabriel seems aware of his disapproval but artfully ignoring it.

HOWELL (CONT’D)
What sort of madness have you been up to in here? 
Dunn says you’ve been working from sunrise to 
sunset all week.

GABRIEL
Well I found my Andromeda.

Alice, still as a statue, shows no alarm when Howell goes over to her. He’s clearly trying 
to intimidate her with his stare.

Boldly, he grasps Alice’s chin - a rougher version of when Gabriel did it. She tenses. 
Frowns. Finally, she jerks away.

HOWELL
You should use this one for the Gorgon head.

GABRIEL
Very funny, Charlie. Maybe stunners like this 
populate every corner of Portugal, but Miss 
Wilding is a rare discovery for me.

Gabriel speaks to Alice at last.

GABRIEL (CONT’D)
Mr. Howell is my agent and a descendant of the 
Portuguese aristocracy, no less. He’s charmed my 
way into many a great commission. 

Howell still looks straight at Alice but doesn’t address her.

44



HOWELL
And how much of your fortune do you intend on 
giving this one?

Gabriel can’t hide his offense anymore.

GABRIEL
Charlie. Don’t be unkind to a lady.

Howell speaks in a sinister low voice, close enough for only Alice to hear clearly.

HOWELL
Ladies are in short supply at this house.

GABRIEL
What was that, old fellow?

Howell turns back to Gabriel, raises his voice again.

HOWELL
I said, you’re producing your best work in this 
house! That’s what matters. It was a fine 
investment.

A bit pleased with himself, Gabriel nods in agreement. 

INT. TUDOR HOUSE - HALLWAY

Howell and Gabriel move toward the front doors together. Gabriel wipes his hands on his 
smock.

Alice trails behind them, observant. 

HOWELL
Until the seance then?

GABRIEL
Don’t be late. Copernicus has a witching board, 
from Iceland.

HOWELL
What on green earth is a witching board?
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GABRIEL
It’s a grid with letters. The spirits of the next 
dimension are meant to spell out words with it. 

Howell gives Gabriel a skeptical sideways smile and claps him on the shoulder.

HOWELL
Your employ is never dull, I must say.

Ichabod, the parrot, chimes in from an unseen location.

PARROT
Never dull! Never dull!

They all look around for the bird. A RUSTLE OF FEATHERS is heard.

Swinburne sticks his head out of the east wing again. He looks slightly less terrible but 
still grumpy, wearing an open shirt.

SWINBURNE
I’ll make a soup out of you, you bastard.

HOWELL
Algernon! How’s the opus coming?

SWINBURNE
Like you with your cock in a Greek donkey, 
Howell.

Alice can’t help but gasp. Gabriel laughs.

GABRIEL
I think that means well?

Swinburne disappears quickly into his rooms again.

HOWELL
I suppose I can discuss it with him later.

GABRIEL
My poor Northumbrian friend. He’s under so much 
duress. 

Gabriel opens Swinburne’s doors and lets himself through.
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GABRIEL (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Algernon! Algernon, where are your notebooks?

Howell and Alice are alone for a moment, looking at each other. His demeanor softens.

HOWELL
Are you coming to the seance?

ALICE
I believe so. I was invited.

Howell chuckles at the irony.

HOWELL
Be careful, Miss Wilding. 

ALICE
Careful of what?

HOWELL
The ghosts. They’re more than a shake of a table, or 
the throwing of your voice. Rossetti’s ghosts are 
very real. 

She sets her jaw and glares at him.

ALICE
How exactly would you know?

Howell smiles and doesn’t answer.

INT. ALICE’S ROOM - NIGHT

Bessie helps Alice get ready for the seance. Alice wears a lovely but shabby white dress. 
Bessie ties ribbons in her hair like she is going to a ball.

BESSIE
Remember, you can’t let this charlatan take away 
good business.

Uncle Thomas meanders into the doorway. Alice exchanges an exasperated look with him.
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ALICE
Aunt Bessie, I’ve told you. Mr. Rossetti has hired 
this man to put on a good show for his guests.

BESSIE
But they’re all frauds! You’re the only one, Alice. 
The only one with the gift. Since you were a tiny 
thing, your poor departed mama and me knew you 
were one of a rare kind.

ALICE
You can’t be certain, Aunt. This Copernicus 
fellow... maybe he is like me, after all.

Bessie tut tuts and shakes her head.

BESSIE
Even if that were true, who’d you reckon those rich 
men would rather have commune with the spirits? 
Some geezer or you, with the way you look in this 
dress?

Alice sighs despondently. Thomas chuckles.

THOMAS
Make the Wildings proud, ye mighty sorceress of a 
two-shilling petticoat!

ALICE
Uncle Thomas, please.

BESSIE
And don’t you go listening to him!

Alice rolls her eyes but after a moment, she goes to her desk and fetches her pocket 
watch. She hooks it to the ORNAMENTAL BELT around her waist.

EXT. TUDOR HOUSE

The house is lit up at night. Guests arrive through the gates and make their way up to the 
front porch, where the doors are open. 

Alice arrives, in her ribbons and a short shawl. She sees men outside smoking cigars and 
laughing. It’s a rich, bohemian crowd.
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INT. TUDOR HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Alice walks into the front hall. There are several more guests scattered inside. Henry 
quickly spots her.

HENRY
Miss Wilding!

She turns at the sound of his voice and smiles. He takes the shawl off her shoulders. 

HENRY (CONT’D)
Everything’s arranged in the sitting room. We’ll 
begin shortly. 

ALICE
Have there been... many of these?

HENRY
Not really. He invited a hypnotist over two weeks 
after he purchased the house that made everyone 
bark like dogs.

ALICE
That’s awful.

Henry snickers.

HENRY
Not for the maestro. He enjoyed it. 

As Henry departs, Alice runs into Fanny, who has a coat and hat - she’s leaving the way 
Alice just entered.

FANNY
Alice! Tis alright to call ye that, isn’t it? Us girls 
must stick together.

ALICE
Of course, Fanny. You’re not staying?

FANNY
It’s not fer me. Disturbin’ the dead. Just can’t 
square it, I’m afraid.
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Alice nods gravely. Oddly enough, she understands.

ALICE
(off Fanny preparing to leave)
Good evening, then.

FANNY
Can I beg a favor? Don’t let Mr. Razzetti get too 
carried away, alright Alice? He’s not always in his 
right mind about these things. Poor Rhino. 

ALICE
I suppose I could do my best, of course.

She watches Fanny speed out the door.

INT. TUDOR HOUSE - SITTING ROOM - LATER

MORGAN COPERNICUS (60, a bumbling toad of a showman) sets up his table with a 
“witching board” (essentially an early ouija board), several candles, sticks of incense, and 
what looks like a large ham hock. 

10-12 guests sit in a circle of chairs surrounding him, along with Alice, Gabriel, Henry, 
and Howell. Alice is between Gabriel and Henry.

COPERNICUS
I will now light the candles. The flames flicker in the 
spirit world, calling the dead to this house.

He solemnly strikes a MATCH and lights each candle. The guests watch in wide-eyed 
silence. 

COPERNICUS (CONT’D)
Our gateway to the realm of those who have gone 
beyond is always fragile. I need you to join hands. 
Strengthen the circle. Make them welcome.

Alice sighs, already sure this is fake. She takes Gabriel and Henry’s hands, awkwardly, 
trying not to look directly at either.

Copernicus comes toward the middle of the circle and jumps as if he’s heard a noise.
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COPERNICUS (CONT’D)
What’s that? Have the spirits entered this house?

Alice sighs again and looks beyond the heads of the guests. She can’t see any spirits, not 
in front of her or behind her. 

COPERNICUS (CONT’D)
Spirits! Spirits we entreat you! Come forth from 
the shadows! Come into this circle!

After a moment, the candles start to flicker steadily. Alice glances at Howell and sees him 
roll his eyes.

The table JOSTLES. Then shakes unmistakably. Copernicus looks back at it, trying not 
to show his surprise. He raises his voice.

COPERNICUS (CONT’D)
That’s right! We are not afraid!

Several of the guests murmur and gasp.

ALICE
Maybe he isn’t a charlatan.

Gabriel bristles at her.

GABRIEL
He’s the most renowned medium in London!

Alice’s POV: The ghosts arrive. First comes a MAN and WOMAN dressed in Victorian 
clothes like everyone else, who would fit in except the others don’t see them. Including 
Mr. Copernicus. 

Alice eyes them warily as they walk around the outside of the circle. She turns her head 
and sees a NOBLEWOMAN and a MEDIEVAL PEASANT walk in from the front hall. 
This makes her widen her eyes. 

Group POV: Mr. Copernicus is still oblivious, and so are the others.

MR. COPERNICUS
I see a young woman. A young woman who died in 
this house!
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Alice’s POV: An ANGRY VIKING, SHOUTING AND GRUMBLING in a gibberish 
Alice doesn’t understand, walks through the linked arms of the guests and approaches 
Mr. Copernicus.

He shakes a SPEAR at the medium and GROWLS.

The ghosts increase in number very rapidly. They come from a variety of time periods in 
British history. They CHATTER in different forms of English and other languages. Alice 
struggles to tune them out. 

We switch from her POV, where the room is uncomfortably crowded, to the POV of 
everyone else, where it’s still only the circle of guests. 

Group POV: The wind in the sitting room picks up considerably. Some of the female 
guests SQUEAL.

MR. COPERNICUS (CONT’D)
Not to worry ladies, the spirit world can be very 
forceful. But they’re not here to hurt us. 

Alice’s POV: In the back of the room, coming out of the shadows, she sees the hesitant 
ghost of LIZZIE SIDDAL (33, a stately ginger beauty gone mad, peculiar in both life and 
death). 

Alice is transfixed by Lizzie and how terrified she looks. It prompts her to speak up to 
Mr. Copernicus.

ALICE
You have to stop this!

She releases Gabriel’s and Henry’s hands and stands up.

GABRIEL
Don’t break the circle Alice, please.

The ghosts notice her looking at them. One of the more contemporary female ghosts 
speaks.

DEAD WOMAN
Can she see us?

Her male companion nods vigorously.
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DEAD MAN
She’s touched. It’s her.

ALICE
Please, blow out the candles!

COPERNICUS
Now my dear, don’t get hysterical.

But it’s hard for Alice not to be. 

The angry Viking cuts through the crowd of ghosts and speaks English. 

VIKING
You! Girl! I take you!

The dead woman pushes him aside authoritatively.

DEAD WOMAN
No, I saw her first! I get to go inside! I want to feel 
linen again. Silk. 

Alice realizes they are arguing over who gets to possess her body. The DIN OF VOICES 
grows, with all of the ghosts making a case.

NOBLEWOMAN
Stand down, commoners!

Meanwhile, from the guests POV, Alice looks completely insane. She puts her hands 
over her ears and SCREAMS, then runs into the--

FRONT HALL

Alice’s POV: Alice unhooks her pocket watch and opens it. She looks at the giant 
grandfather clock to find the time - 8:12. She starts to wind her watch to that exact 
minute.

Back in the--

SITTING ROOM

Group POV: Mr. Copernicus tries to calm the guests.
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COPERNICUS
It’s not unusual for young ladies to be frightened by 
my work. They’re very sensitive to the vibrations.

While the guests listen to Mr. Copernicus as if he’s a fascinating authority, Gabriel, 
Henry, and Howell go after Alice.

Back to the--

FRONT HALL

The three men approach Alice, who holds her watch up to them like it’s a weapon.

Alice’s POV: The ghosts surround them. She sees Lizzie just over Gabriel’s shoulder, 
looking confused.

ALICE
I’m sorry. I didn’t know this would-

INSERT: The watch clicks firmly onto 8:13.

The ghosts all vanish at once - no need to switch POVs anymore.

A spirit animates Alice’s body. She nearly falls, but Henry catches her. 

The voice of a young man named Walter Deverell comes from her mouth.

ALICE (CONT’D)
(voice of Deverell)
I say. Gabriel, are you having a party?

Gabriel, who has wanted so badly to believe in mediums, turns white and needs a moment 
to speak.

GABRIEL
Dev? Is that you?

ALICE 
(voice of Deverell)
Aye, the Dev and the Sid, lovers at last.

GABRIEL
Lizzie’s with you?
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Henry and Howell exchange worried glances. 

Alice breaks away from Henry’s hold and stands on her own.

ALICE 
(voice of Deverell)
We’re in the dark where none can find us. Shoulda 
stayed at the milliner’s, she says. 

GABRIEL
That can’t...that can’t be true.

ALICE 
(voice of Deverell)
Little secret, Dante Gabriel. You feel like a monster 
because you are one.

GABRIEL
I never meant for it to be this way.

There is a despairing sadness in his face and voice.

ALICE 
(voice of Deverell)
You should have let me love her as she deserved.

GABRIEL
Probably. 

Alice GASPS LOUDLY as Deverell leaves her body. 

She collapses again, and again Henry catches her from behind. She looks around and sees 
the ghosts have dispersed, leaving only Gabriel and Howell looking at her. 

Alice has tears in her eyes. She sees how wounded Gabriel looks. 

ALICE
I’m sorry. I’m sorry.

HOWELL
I should have told him what you were from the 
beginning.

Gabriel wipes a hand over his face and sighs. He no longer looks upset.

55



GABRIEL
Is there anywhere in this world as extraordinary a 
creature as you, my Alice?

This was not the response Alice was expecting. 

INT. TUDOR HOUSE - DAY

Alice walks down the hallway toward the studio, her pocket watch hooked at her waist. 
She knows the way on her own now.

Swinburne sticks his head out of the east wing doors. He doesn’t look hungover at all this 
time - he’s almost normal.

SWINBURNE
Alice Wilding.

ALICE
Is the parrot bothering you? Because Fanny said 
she moved him to the kitchen.

SWINBURNE
Come in for a moment, I’d like to show you 
something. 

Alice hesitates and looks around, as if he could be talking to someone else.

ALICE
Really?

SWINBURNE
Yes, of course.

He steps aside and lets Alice pass through into a smaller, more shadowy hallway. They 
head into--

INT. SWINBURNE’S ROOMS

The clutter has more of a touch of madness than the rest of the house, and that’s saying a 
lot. His bed is unmade. His shelves are home to empty liquor bottles, crumpled sheets of 
paper, jars of nondescript liquids, and dead flowers. 
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A shoe missing its mate sits in an open window. A large orange butterfly makes a home 
on it. 

The tiny wooden desk holds stacks of leather-bound notebooks - the whole of 
Swinburne’s famous 1865 opus Atalanta in Calydon. 

Swinburne goes to a drawer in the desk and pulls out a large parchment. 

SWINBURNE (CONT’D)
They’re whispering about you. Gabriel said you 
fainted.

ALICE
I’ve never been to a seance before. Fanny’s right, 
they are...upsetting.

Swinburne gives no acknowledgement of her words, only hands the parchment over to 
her. Alice looks at it.

INSERT: Lizzie Siddal’s plain, almost creepy, heavy-lidded self-portrait. 

ALICE (CONT’D)
This doesn’t look like one of Mr. Rossetti’s 
drawings.

SWINBURNE
No. This was Lizzie’s self-portrait.

Alice raises her head in interest.

ALICE
She was an artist was well?

SWINBURNE
She tried to be. This was how she saw herself. 

Alice examines it again. The image is certainly a stark contrast from Gabriel’s romantic 
depictions. 

ALICE
Why do you have it?

SWINBURNE
Because she was my friend.

57



He takes a moment, sniffs, sets his jaw. 

SWINBURNE (CONT’D)
A proper ginger devil like me. Whatever he says to 
you, whatever you hear about how she lived or how 
she died, I want you to know she was once 
wonderful. Not Viola or Ophelia, or Beatrice. Just 
Lizzie. She deserved much better.

ALICE
Mr. Swinburne, what happened to her?

Swinburne shrugs, almost comically. He takes the sketch back from her.

SWINBURNE
You better run along, fainting Andromeda. Gabriel 
will think you’re keeping secrets.

Alice takes a moment to study his face, then nods. 

INT. GABRIEL’S STUDIO - DAY

Alice wears the full Andromeda costume - flowing white robes, flowers in her hair, a gold 
shawl hooked on her shoulders, and the sword. There’s a mountain of pillows and fabrics 
on the ground surrounding her and a basin of water at her feet. 

The canvas is more complete now, with Gabriel sketching her image above a pool of 
water.

GABRIEL
Tilt your head to the side. You can let go of the 
sword.

Awkwardly, Alice sets the blade down on the ground and then proceeds to do what she 
thinks he wants - leans dramatically sideways and looks in the water.

Gabriel laughs a little.

GABRIEL (CONT’D)
Yes, let your hair hang down. But don’t fall over.

With greater hesitation than he had before, he goes over to her and tries to position her 
body like he imagines it. 
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Alice purses her lips as his hands grasp her forearms. Finally, she can’t stay silent.

ALICE
I’m not certain I can stay like this, Mr. Rossetti.

GABRIEL
Call me Gabriel. You know enough about me, you 
ought to.

ALICE
I don’t know what you mean.

GABRIEL
Where is your pocket watch?

Alice looks up sharply, alarmed. Are they not going to ignore this?

ALICE
It’s with my dress and other things.

GABRIEL
It must be frightening for you. Trusting people.

ALICE
Yes. Always.

Gabriel nods, goes back to his art. He begins to sketch her hair. 

After a moment, he puts down his pencil, conflicted.

GABRIEL
You can stand up straight.

Nervously, Alice obeys.

GABRIEL (CONT’D)
I need you to know that you’re safe here, Alice. 
Whatever you are, whatever the truth is, I just want 
to understand. 

Alice takes this in for a moment, debating. Finally, she decides.

ALICE
I was six.
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GABRIEL
What?

ALICE
I was six years old. I had a sister, Minnie, she was 
nine. One morning she woke me before dawn and 
said she wanted to  look into the window of the toy 
shop down the street from our house. We did that 
sometimes. We stared at the tea sets and the wind-
up soldiers.

Alice covers her mouth with her hand. She’s never told this story to anyone before.

ALICE (CONT’D)
Our parents could never afford to buy us these toys 
so we just visited them. And imagined. But that 
morning, Minnie said, “Goodbye Alice, I think I’ll 
be off now.” And she left me at the window. She 
left me for hours.

GABRIEL
What happened?

EXT. TOY SHOP - FLASHBACK

The reflections of two small, ragged figures, Minnie (9) and Young Alice (6) in the glass 
of the toy shop window, superimposed over the toys.

REVEAL: Minnie isn’t visible to anyone else. Only Alice stares into the window. 

The shopkeeper (40s) arrives with his jangling KEYS and grabs Alice by the arm.

ALICE (V.O.)
The shopkeeper arrived, so angry. He dragged me 
home to my mama. She’d been waiting to tell me. 
Minnie climbed under the postman’s carriage the 
night before. So stupid. A horse stepped on her, 
crushed her insides. She just lingered to say 
goodbye to me.
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EXT. STREET

A brief glimpse of Minnie’s body crushed on the side of the road.

END FLASHBACK

INT. STUDIO

Gabriel frowns. Then reaches out to adjust her hair.

GABRIEL
And the pocket watch?

ALICE
It was my granny’s. 

Satisfied, Gabriel picks up his pencil again and keeps drawing.

INT. GABRIEL’S STUDIO - LATER

Alice has nodded off on the mountain of pillows, still in her costume. Gabriel watches her 
sleep for a moment.

He goes over to the FOLDING SCREEN in the corner, behind which Alice changed 
clothes. He finds her discarded dress.

Quickly, he searches through the fabrics, feeling along the belt, looking for pockets. 

There’s no pocket watch to be found. He frowns and looks back at her.

EXT. STREET - STRAND BY THE THAMES - EVENING

In her regular clothes, Alice walks home by the river, not far from Bessie’s dress shop 
and where she first met Gabriel.

She spots Ned Abernathy, in his usual spot by the water, watching the Victorian 
Embankment workers leave for the day.

ALICE
Hello, Ned.

Ned turns and smiles, happy to see her.
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NED
Miss Wilding! I haven’t seen you at all this week. I 
was worried those hens at the dress shop had you 
locked in the cellar.

Alice laughs and shakes her head.

ALICE
No, I’ve got a new employer. I won’t be coming by 
this way much anymore. I thought I should tell you.

Ned looks a bit crestfallen, takes off his hat.

NED
Oh dear, that’s terrible for your old mate Ned. But 
good news for you, I imagine!

Alice considers for a moment.

ALICE
Good news. I think so, yes.

NED
Miss Wilding, might I ask you something?

ALICE
Of course, Ned.

NED
Since you’ll be moving on and such, do you think it 
might be possible... do you think I might move on, 
too?

Alice falls silent. She almost reaches out to take his hand but pulls back when she 
remembers she can’t.

ALICE
I think you always could have. You just might like 
watching the construction a bit too much. But the 
embankment will be finished soon.
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NED
That’s true enough. There’s nothing else to hold me 
here.

ALICE
I’ll really miss you. You’re the first friend I ever 
had.

NED
Nonsense! You’ll have plenty now. Don’t forget 
me. 

ALICE
Never.

Ned still clutches his hat to his chest, nods solemnly.

NED
Do you know? What comes next?

Alice shakes her head.

ALICE
No earthly clue.

They stand together, looking out over the water, silent for a moment. 

Ned’s face transforms from solemn to cheerful again. He looks at Alice and smiles.

NED
Well, I’ll see you tomorrow then?

Alice nods. They’ve had this conversation a hundred times.

ALICE
Tomorrow. Goodnight, Ned.

As the sun sets over the river, she quietly departs.
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Show Bible 

 

A one-hour supernatural period drama 

by Breana Harris 

Show Bible 

 

Overview 

       Wilding blends romance with gothic horror and historical fact with supernatural 

imagining. It’s the story of real-life Pre-Raphaelite artist’s model Alice “Alexa” Wilding, 

who met painter and poet Dante Gabriel Rossetti in 1865, three years after his wife’s 

suicide. But this tale doesn’t exactly adhere to history. 

      Art historians know very little about Wilding other than she was a poor 20-year-old 

girl living with her aunt and working at a dress shop when Rossetti cornered her on the 

street and convinced her to sit for him as a model. She went on to be the face of his most 

successful and famous paintings. In Wilding, young Alice is a clairvoyant. She works at 

her Aunt Bessie’s dress shop, which Bessie inherited from her late husband, Thomas 

Wilding. In the back room, Alice performs side work for her aunt by helping Bessie’s 

clients contact the dead. For the right price. 

        Alice uses tarot cards to size up the situation, then she winds her pocket watch back 

to the moment of someone’s death so that she can channel them and let them speak  

through her. In her daily life, she sees plenty of ghosts--some who move on to the 

afterlife and some who don’t, like her kindly but stir-crazy Uncle Thomas. Unless the  

person died violently, Alice sometimes cannot tell the difference between the living and 
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 the dead. Understandably, this proves a challenge for her as she tries to survive her  

working-class lot in life. She envisions breaking away from her aunt’s control and 

somehow surviving on her own. Rossetti provides the perfect opportunity for financial 

independence.  

       This supernatural bent to her life story gives an extra dimension to her meeting with 

Rossetti, known to his friends and family as simply Gabriel. In real life, Gabriel spent 

years holding seances at his famed Tudor House in an attempt to contact the spirit of his 

late wife, Elizabeth Siddal, his original favorite model and a ginger enigma in her own 

right. Though he initially sees Alice as a very pretty muse, she knows that she offers 

something the other “stunners” do not--a means to achieve his greatest wish and find 

closure with Lizzie. The complicated friendship between Gabriel and Alice forms the 

cornerstone of the first ten episodes. Just like the villain, Charles Augustus Howell, she is 

after Gabriel’s money. But unlike Howell, Alice actually cares about him.  

       The show is also littered with historical Victorian figures from Gabriel’s circle. 

Algernon Charles Swinburne, Fanny Cornforth, and Henry Treffry Dunn, along with 

Alice and the ghost of Lizzie Siddal herself, form the Tudor House motley crew. Howell, 

Gabriel’s swindling agent who wants to discredit Alice, was destined to be the villain in 

any piece involving him.  There are appearances from Tennyson, Lewis Carroll, John 

 Ruskin, Christina Rossetti and many more Victorian artists and thinkers. Indeed, 

virtually every major character in Wilding is a person who actually existed. Even the 

exotic pets that populated Tudor House are real. 

        Thematically, the show meditates on the realities of being a woman in Victorian  

times--what does it mean to be a muse? What does it mean to be in the shadow of a great  
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man? Alice’s relationship with the ghost of Gabriel’s other major muse, Lizzie, and their  

contrasting relationships with Gabriel and their place in his world highlights the various 

complex struggles of women who were both victims of a puritanical era and, 

paradoxically, pioneers of an era where women could see beyond marriage for the first 

time (his third major muse, chronologically, was Jane Morris, and she’s the basis of a 

second season). Victorian England opened doors for women, but these doors led the poor 

down dangerous paths. They were often punished for the freedom the acquired. 

       Wilding is also meant to reflect the changing times and social issues prevalent in 

Victorian England. In a post-Darwin world, more and more people began to question 

religion and seek proof of life after death. This led to a rise in seances and heightened 

interest in the occult. Dante Gabriel Rossetti was typical of his historical period in this 

way. There’s also a question of time and technology, how the 1860s blended the old 

world and the new in an unprecedented meeting of ancient myths and new ideas.  

       The following includes character bios and brief episode breakdowns for the 

ten-series arc of the first season of the show. 
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Characters 

Alice “Alexa” Wilding:  

      Alice Wilding is a 20-year-old orphan who works in her Aunt Bessie’s dress shop. 

She’s at an age where she needs to think about what she will do with the rest of her life, 

and the first essential step is breaking free from her aunt’s control. She is aware that her 

cold and pragmatic aunt is using her clairvoyant gifts for financial gain but doesn’t 

exactly hold it against her. Trying to stay off the streets without help from a man is hard. 

Still, Alice knows that she must make her own way in life, and her options are either 

marriage, prostitution, or finding her own fortune. Rossetti provides her a perfect 

opportunity.  

       Since childhood, she has used her father’s pocket watch to channel the dead and 

frequently communicates with ghosts. Alice is self-possessed, peculiar, and more than a 

little lonely, all things considered. She has remarkably little trace of a chip on her 

shoulder, but she is able to stand up for herself some of the time. Her strength and 

confidence increase over the course of the season. She struggles with the definition of 

self-sacrifice and often gets taken advantage of by Aunt Bessie, Gabriel, and others. She 

is only comfortable with her own supernatural powers when she truly feels like she is 

helping other people. But is it true? Or does she sometimes cause more damage than she 

imagined? 

 

Dante Gabriel Rossetti: 

           Gabriel is something of a real-life Byronic hero. He’s a good man but more than a  

little capable of being selfish, monstrous, and destructive. His treatment of Lizzie during  
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her life is a source of great shame for him. At this point in his life, he has become a true 

eccentric, collecting blue china and exotic animals, and defying social conventions of the 

time. He is capable of being genuinely warm, charismatic, inspiring, and romantic. But he 

is also unreliable and puts himself first always. Once a teetolar, he has begun to drink and 

abuse chloral more and more. Those around him respond to his wonderful qualities but 

often dance around his tendency to be a petulant and half-mad little boy. 

 

Elizabeth “Lizzie” Siddal: 

       Lizzie first appears in the second episode of the series, and generally speaking, 

nobody but Alice can see her. She is a ghost who overdosed on laudanum not long after 

the birth of her stillborn daughter. Friends who visited before her death saw her rocking a 

cradle and speaking as if the baby was still alive. Lizzie begins the series almost 

completely mad, with no idea what happened to her. Slowly, Alice helps her unravel her 

tangled thoughts and become something closer to the woman she was in life. Before her 

death, Lizzie was once eccentric and difficult, much like her husband.  She is willful, 

aggressive, and remarkably intelligent - someone Alice can’t help but like very much. 

She was also close friends with Swinburne, who used to call her a duchess. 

 

Algernon Charles Swinburne: 

Famed diminutive poet Swinburne was Gabriel’s roommate during his early years at 

Tudor House. A sexually ambiguous alcoholic, he was known to slide naked down the 

bannisters. But he is also deeply reclusive and mysterious. He becomes a friend and ally  
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to Alice, though it takes time for her to decipher his Jekyll and Hyde personality and gain 

his trust.  

 

Fanny Cornforth: 

      Warm, motherly, and somewhat enormous, Fanny serves as the “housekeeper” at 

Tudor House. In fact she is a former prostitute and sometimes model who has a 

long-standing friendship with Gabriel and probably took his virginity. She scandalizes the 

neighbors with her presence but is a genuinely lovely person who spends her time caring 

for the Tudor House animals. Gabriel calls her Elephant and she calls him Rhinoceros.  

 

Charles Augustus Howell: 

       Once described by Swinburne as “the vilest wretch I ever knew,” Howell was a 

real-life con artist who weaseled his way into Gabriel’s life around this time in history. 

Half-Portuguese, he often pretends his family was royal in order to meet wealthy young 

women. He wants revenge on Alice for sabotaging one of his matrimonial schemes in the 

pilot but soon discovers she isn’t easy to discredit. In real life, he was the one to organize 

the exhumation of Lizzie’s body to retrieve Gabriel’s poems (which he buried with her in  

his grief). In the show, his motives are much more sinister - Howell and Mr. Copernicus 

uncover an ancient ritual to stop time at the moment of Lizzie’s death and create a 

London that only he can control. 

 

Henry Treffry Dunn: 

       A stuffy but reasonable young man, Henry serves as Gabriel’s trusted assistant. He  
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idolizes Gabriel and calls him “The Maestro.” He is cautiously taken with Alice and 

serves as a love interest, though he is at times too stable and normal for her, and she fears 

corrupting him with her dark world. Henry has trouble fitting in with the complicated 

artistic crowd at Tudor House, though he wants to very badly. 

 

Cornelius Copernicus: 

          One of the sole truly fictional characters, Mr. Copernicus is meant to represent 

Victorian mysticism with his fervent devotion to the spirit world and understanding of 

powers he does not possess. Gabriel hires him to lead seances at Tudor House, and he 

becomes a fascinated believer in Alice’s gifts. He befriends her at first but his jealousy 

and scorn for her as a young woman leads him to conspire with Howell to manipulate her 

abilities for their own gain. 

 

Ned Abernathy: 

       Another fictional character, Ned is Alice’s trusted friend. He’s a 22-year-old  

working-class ghost who drowned during the construction of the Victorian Embankment  

and provides Alice with a trusted outlet for her problems and secrets. Ned wants to move 

on, but he can never quite manage to figure out how.  

 

Elizabeth “Bessie” Wilding: 

        Alice’s aunt and benefactor. She owns a dress shop and constantly pressures Alice 

for additional financial help by any means. She represents the plight of the Victorian 

woman struggling in the new working class. 
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Thomas Wilding: 

Bessie’s late husband. He is confined to their home in death. Much kinder than his wife, 

the afterlife is causing him to lose his marbles a little, and he is prone to nonsensical 

behavior.  

 

Ellie & Bertha: 

Recurring dress shop girls, a Greek chorus. 
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Setting 

     The show is set throughout bustling Victorian London and its many dark and shady 

city streets. But the majority of the action centers around Tudor House, Gabriel’s home in 

Chelsea by the Thames River. This beautiful house has two lilac trees and a rod-iron gate, 

an attic, and a yard that he filled with deer, kangaroos, armadillos, chickens, a 

Pomeranian puppy, and even a Brahman bull. It has a vast studio space, and Swinburne’s 

rooms are set apart where he can’t be easily bothered while writing his poetic opus. 

 

Episodes 

1-1 “The Painting and the Pocket Watch” 

       Working-class clairvoyant Alice Wilding meets famous Pre-Raphaelite painter Dante 

Gabriel Rossetti, who wants her to be his muse. She is introduced to the world of Tudor 

House and being an artist’s model. After a seance goes awry, Gabriel discovers her 

powers. 

 

1-2 “Fair as the Moon” 

       Alice discovers the ghost of Gabriel’s wife, Lizzie Siddal, hiding out in the Tudor 

House attic. She tries to form a relationship with Lizzie, but the woman is almost 

completely insane. She tries to get clues about Lizzie’s life from the reclusive Algernon 

Swinburne, who was her close friend.  

 

1-3 “Mr. Dodgson in the Garden, Weeping” 

      Concerns Lewis Carroll’s famous visit to Tudor House to photograph the Rossetti  
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family. Alice meets Gabriel’s highly religious mother and his siblings, the pragmatic 

William, pious Maria, and peculiar poetess Christina. He begs her to hide her powers 

from them. 

 

1-4 “The Head of Medusa” 

       Howell’s role in Gabriel’s household increases, and he convinces Gabriel that 

Aspecta Medusa is cursed. Gabriel abandons the painting, which leads to Alice working 

at the dress shop again. Lizzie makes her unhappiness at Alice’s absence known by 

haunting the house. 

 

1-5 “The Girl in the Bathtub” 

      Henry and Alice pay a visit to the Millais household to try and learn about Lizzie’s 

life. They meet Johnny and Effie Millais, who are basically outcast from their circle for 

“selling out” to feed their gaggle of children. 

 

1-6 “The Poet Laureate” 

Swinburne’s erratic behavior at a poetry reading makes everyone concerned for him. 

Howell learns more about Alice’s friendship with Lizzie and decides to pay a visit to Mr. 

Copernicus. They discover an ancient ritual to stop time. 

 

1-7 “Venus Verticordia” 

       Gabriel receives a visit from his former patron and champion of the Pre-Raphaelites,  
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John Ruskin. Ruskin is deeply scandalized at Gabriel’s plan to paint a nude Venus. The 

encounter brings Gabriel and Alice closer together. 

 

1-8 “The Terrible Sid” 

        Both Lizzie and Henry grow jealous of Alice and Gabriel’s close relationship, 

causing complications in Alice’s plan to reunite Gabriel with his wife. Henry tries to 

propose marriage to Alice and she rejects him. Howell and Copernicus formulate their 

plan, and Howell tries to talk Gabriel into exhuming Lizzie. 

 

1-9 “Graveyard of Stunners” 

       Henry returns to his hometown. Alice follows Gabriel and Howell on a seedy night 

out where she learns terrible truths about Gabriel’s mental state. Howell successfully 

convinces Gabriel to go through with exhuming his wife’s body to retrieve his lost 

poems.  

 

1-10 “As She Fills His Dream” 

        Howell carries out his plan to exhume Lizzie’s body. Meanwhile, Alice learns that 

she doesn’t really need her pocket watch to channel a ghost. She reunites Lizzie and 

Gabriel and thwarts Howell’s plan, but Lizzie’s spirit then moves on.  
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Second Season Proposal 

         The arc of season 2 of Wilding revolves around Gabriel’s relationship with William 

and Jane Morris. Historically, Gabriel was a close friend and mentor of William Morris 

but went on to have an affair with his wife, Jane. Jane was a traveling gypsy who married 

William to secure her place in society but never really loved him. In Wilding, Jane has 

dabbled in dark magic and is also a witch. She enchants and manipulates the severely 

substance-riddled and depressed Gabriel in order to get him to save her from a loveless 

marriage.  

          The season would also see Alice develop her powers separate from the traditional 

pocket watch readings and become much more comfortable with herself. She models for 

famous Rossetti works like Veronica Veronese and Lady Lilith. As with Howell (who is 

still around but recurring), she must fight against Jane’s unnatural influence over Gabriel. 

She must also deal with his increasing instability and darkness. The season would feature 

Gabriel’s time at Kelmscott Manor, where historically he attempted suicide and claimed 

he saw a vision of Lizzie trying to save him. It would also feature Pre-Raphaelite painter 

Edward Burne-Jones and his wife Georgiana, who had some interesting dealings with the 

Morrises and Howell. 
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