THE LADI ES OF THE SACRED SOUTH
by

Ral ei gh Mar cel

ral ei ghmarcel | @mail.com
912- 660- 7616



NARRATOR (V. Q)

(1t mportantly)
This is a story about the past.

FADE | N
EXT. A SAVANNAH. DAY. THE PAST.

Flickering and fleeting silent novie of CAVEMEN fighting
di nosaurs.

NARRATOR (V. Q.)
No. Not quite that past ---

| NT. LI BRARY. DAY

An inpressive and stuffy array of shelf after shelf of
wei ghty tones.

NARRATOR (V. Q)
--- and not the past of history
books ---

| NT. KITCHEN. DAY. THE PAST.
Moving in on a FAMLY at table.

NARRATOR (V. Q.)
--- or of yesterday norning' s
br eakf ast .

EXT. CREEK. DUSK. THE PAST.

An anbling creek with nuddy banks enclosed by a tall, still
forest. Alight rain falls.

TITLE: "GEORG A, APRIL 1863"

NARRATOR (V. Q.)
That's better.
(starting over)
This is a story about the past.

A smal|l contingent of CONFEDERATE CALVARY patrol the bank of
the creek with no particul ar urgency.

NARRATOR (V. Q.)
How this one particul ar nonent and
one obscure Captain of Calvary
reverberated through the years.

The patrol is led by a young CAPTAIN SWAIN. H s face and
posture betray the ravages of a |ong canpaign. Not a
handsonme nman, he wears a goatee and nustache. He is short



and sonewhat rotund.
Hi s ADJUTANT rides up

ADJUTANT
Captain swain! Here's the map, sir.

The Captain brushes it aside.

CAPTAI N SWAI N
My famly owns this |land. The
ford' s over there.

Unseen by the patrol are YANKEES hi di ng across the creek.

Captain Swain pulls a ragged stunp of a cigar fromhis
pocket, clenching it between his yellowed teeth. He notions
for his nen to spread out and proceed, guns drawn and ready.

The Captain draws his saber, brilliant despite the gl oom

A dull thud in the distance. A shell explodes in the air
over the creek. Captain Swain's horse rears, throwing him
into the creek.

Cgar still clenched between his teeth, he rallies his nen,
who unl eash a wwthering fire, met by an equally vicious fire
fromthe opposite woods.

A general retreat.

It is still and silent. The snoke hangs then di ssi pates.
There have been no casualties. Silence.

EXT. DEEP WOODS. DUSK. THE PAST.
The patrol slowy re-forns.

ADJUTANT
A brilliant victory, Captain Swain!

Captain Swain smles wearily.

| NSERT: A phot ograph fromthe 1950's in the "Style" section
of the "Gazette" under the heading "Civil War Battle
Commenor at ed" depicting the usual array of small-town
dignitaries at the dedication of a historical roadside
marker. Prom nent are three m ddl e-aged | adies w el di ng
shovels we wll later know as Rosabelle Periw nkle, Aivia
Wsteria, and MIdred Pierce.



NARRATOR (V. O.)
This is also the past. Alittle out
of focus and perhaps a tad too
anbi ti ous, marking the spot, or not
very far fromit, where occurred
"The Battle of Consanguinity
Creek".

EXT. FM ROAD 2341. DAY. THE PRESENT.

The phot ograph di ssolves into the current state of the road

and marker. A ditch aside the road has caused the marker to

| ean precariously. The words are faded and buck-shot aerated
but a small area at the base has been cleared where a single
fl ower rests.

A battered red pick-up clatters by. W followit for a
nmoment until it passes an equally faded and battered sign:
"Wl come To [too faded to read] POP 12, 345"

EXT. JEFF DAVI S BLVD. DAY

An historic nei ghborhood lined with over-arching |ive oaks.
EXT. HENRY CLAY STREET. DAY

A nei ghbor hood of well-kept wood houses.

On the I awn of one, a m ddl e-aged BLACK MAN paints his white
| awn j ockey black. On the | awn of the house opposite, a
m ddl e-aged WHI TE MAN pai nts his black | awn jockey white.

They pause to admre their work and acknow edge each ot her
with tips of the brush.

The red pick-up shudders past.
EXT. ROBERT E. LEE AVENUE. DAY

Two sets of feet treading a cracked and uneven sidewal k, one
set advancing with the help of a netal-tipped cane. The feet
st op.

NARRATOR (V. Q.)
This --- is what is known around
here as "the present”. Let's cal
it "today" and, | mght add, a day
on the cusp of spring.

We see ROSABELLE PERI W NKLE, tiny and frail, yet vigorous,
and OLIVIA WSTERI A, wearing | avender. They carry
casserol es. They have stopped to admre a tree in the wld



and overgrown yard of a decayi ng wooden house.

PERI W NKLE
It nust surely be spring! Pal ner
Mot |l ey's redbud is bl oom ng.

WYSTERI A
M ss Periwinkle, this tree has
bl ooned at Christnmas. And there
Pal mer Mdtl ey woul d be, planting
hi s precious tonatoes.

PERI W NKLE
Pal mer Mbtley has faith in this
tree, Mss Wsteria, and when it
correctly heralds spring, his
t omat oes are the nost splendid---
and the first!

Coi nci dental deep breaths and they resune their journey.

And who shoul d appear behind the screen door of the house
but PALMER MOTLEY. He steps onto the porch, a shabby and
wi | d-l1ooking man in a dark suit with a green vest with

gl eam ng brass buttons.

He holds a flat of tomato plants. Wth his free hand he
whi ps out a shining trowel. A curious smle conmes over his
stubbl ed face as he heads with determ nati on down the
street.

A tall, gangly youth of 12 or so, PALMER MOTLEY, JUN OR
appears, skateboard in hand, surveys, then dashes off.

The battered red pick-up pulls up. A vigorously handsone and
di shevel ed man in his 20's drives.

NARRATOR (V. Q.)
In case you' ve been wondering about
the body that goes with this
magni fi cent voice ---

The man, JACK, bursts out of the truck.

JACK
Here it isl!

Jack leaps into the back of the truck.



JACK
In ny mnd I|'"'ma mghty oak in a
vast field of ragweed. To the
peopl e of Pop, Georgia, |I'ma big
purple thistle in the mddle of a
perfect |awn.

EXT. MAGNOLI A WAY. DAY.

Periw nkl e and Wsteria pause at a peeling white picket
fence through which azal eas have grown. Periw nkle is drawn
to a lone branch with bl ossons.

PERI W NKLE
| think this sane branch bl ooned
first |last year.

G ving Wsteria her casserole, she renoves a piece of ribbon
fromher hat, tying it to the branch

PERI W NKLE ( CONT' D)
Next year | will be certain of it.

As they step through the rickety gate, Pal ner, Junior
cl ackety-cl acks by on his skateboard.

They quickly step in and shut the gate.

A SIG\, faded, nade with stick-on letters peers through sone
azal eas: "The Magnolias Plantation Museum Omed & Operated
by The O fspring of The Ladies of The Sacred South/ Open
Sonme Weekends & Every O her Thursday".

On the other side of the azaleas, is a different world:

| onering branches of ancient oaks, dripping noss framng a
once-grand white-columed nmansi on, now decayi ng,

i vy-covered, evocative.

Periw nkl e and Wsteria approach the house on a gravel path.

NARRATOR (V. Q.)
The Magnolias has existed for
83, 220 days.

EXT. THE MAGNOLI AS. PARKI NG AREA. DAY.

A | arge maroon Continental screeches to a dusty stop. The
door swings open. It is MRS. LAURENCE WORTH NGTON- BROMN |1 |
a well-preserved 55, with a natural air of authority, in a
hi gh state of excitenent.



BROMN [ 11
This is the nost inportant day in
the long history of The Magnoli as!

Despite the gravity and excitenment of her pronouncenent, she
is distracted by a stray cigarette butt on the ground.

EXT. WOODS. NI GHT. THE PAST.

A snoldering fire sputters in the rain. The nmen of the
patrol eat, sleep, |ounge.

Captain Swain | eans against a tree, the pitiful stunp of a
cigar also snolders. He renoves and opens a | ocket fromhis
coat .

| NSERT:

Inside the locket is a finely detailed M N ATURE of a
beauti ful YOUNG LADY.

I NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. UPPER BEDCHAMBER. DAY.

We see, hangi ng above the mantel, the full painting of the
portrait in the |ocket. The dress lays on the bed.

NARRATOR (V. Q.)
In case you haven't gotten it, this
is the lady in the | ocket, Mss
Hom ny Ann Hanpton. Confused? Just
be patient. Renmenber. In the south
the past is always present.

The pendul um of the clock on the mantel is still. Through
t he wavy w ndow gl ass we glinpse Brown 1l striding toward
t he house.

I NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. PARLOR. DAY.

BUCK, a gentle black man of indeterm nate age, sings a Cole
Porter tune while setting out a tea service.

Periw nkle and Wsteria are seated on fol ding wooden chairs,
casseroles on their |aps. Five or six nore unoccupied chairs
face a small wooden table.

As with all roonms in the house, the Parlor is cramed wth

at | east ten generations of STUFF, fromthe subline to the

garish, the esoteric to the practical, the worthless to the
pricel ess.



NARRATOR (V. Q.)
Anot her reason the past is always
present in the south: no one's ever
t hrown anyt hi ng away.

Above the hearth is a PORTRAIT of a SCOALI NG WOVAN | N BLACK

NARRATOR ( CONT' D)
This is Rachel Hanpton, M stress of
The Magnolias and not her of M ss
Homi ny Ann. Still keeping an eye on
t he hel p.

And i ndeed, Buck does seemto peek over his shoul der now and
t hen.

Brown Il breezes in. Pauses to catch her breath.

BROVWN | |

Buck! Get ne a drink. Buck --- a

dri nk.
BUCK

(under his breath)

Yes ma' am

BROVWN | |

Oh Buck! There's a cigarette butt
in the parking |ot.

Buck exits. Brown |1l takes her place at the table, pulls a
gavel from her purse and raps.
BROWN | |
( CONT' D)

| call the bi-nonthly dessert
nmeeting of The O fspring of The
Ladi es of The Sacred South to
order. ..

WYSTERI A
Dessert neeting? Isn't this the
covered-di sh neeting?

PERI W NKLE
Yes, isn't this Second Wednesday?

BROWN | |
No, it's First Tuesday.

Buck returns with a small glass of Port, insinuating hinself
into the affair in his kindly and easy way.



BUCK
Oh no ma'am Today is the Third
Thur sday. O a five Sunday nonth.
In an odd year.

This casts a consi derabl e doubt over the proceedi ngs.

BROWN |1 |
And what is that?

WYSTERI A & PERI W NKLE
(remenberi ng)
Hard Tack and Chicory Coffee!

PERI W NKLE
In honor of Mss Rachel's
"Mortification at the hands of the
Yankee i nvaders".

The Ladi es rise, nmaking obeisance to the glowering Portrait.

BROM || 1
God bl ess M ss Rachel ..

WYSTERI A
---and her daughter, Hom ny Ann
Hanpt on.

PERI W NKLE

Damm t he Yankees!

BUCK
(carried away)
G ory Hallelujah! So to speak

BROWN [ 11
(bangs gavel)
Ladi es!
PERI W NKLE
Must you bang that thing?
BROWN [ 11
| was not banging. | was rapping.

Brown's courage dw ndl es upon seeing the enpty chairs.

BROWN |11 ( CONT' D)
Buck --- take away those chairs.
W're not a neeting. W're not even
a commttee. What we are is a
seance.



Seeing Periw nkle staring to nod off reinforces the

observation but Brown |1l rallies and raps again.
BROWN |11 ( CONT' D)
Neverthel ess --- today we are to be

visited by a man fromthe Ceorgia
Preservati on Federati on!

EXT. MAIN STREET. DAY

Qutside the BOLL WEEVI L CAFE, a QUARTET OF MEN are

wai st-deep in the engine of a nud-splattered pick-up. A hand
energes now and then for one of the four stout nugs atop the
cab.

A waitress, MSTY, as the Bulldog red enbroidery near her
anpl e cl eavage decl ares, energes to warmthe coffee in the
mugs, now eagerly in all hands.

A sandw ch sign on the sidewal k proclains "Todays Speci al "
as the "2 + 2 + 2".

A dark sedan pulls up. Its occupants are HENRY BAXTER, a
m ddl e-aged m d-| evel bureaucrat, who dons his jacket,

| oosens his tie, and rolls up his sleeves, and CARCLI NE
HUGHES, his protege, md-20's, |ovely but weighty.

Baxter imedi ately peels off the magnetic sign, "Ceorgia
H story Federation", tossing it into the back seat.

NARRATOR (V. Q.)
Too late, ny friend! You can be
sure word's already gotten around
that two strangers are in town --
but -- there's sonething about a
big gal in black who thinks she's a
98- pound super nodel

A long gl eam ng BUS | unbers down the Main Street. Sparkling
letters identify that it belongs to "El Dorado Tours".

BAXTER
VWhen the azal eas bl oom can the
tourists be far behi nd?

| NT. BOLL WEEVI L CAFE. DAY
In a booth, Hughes consults papers. Msty brings water.
M STY

(not aski ng)
Coffee ---



10.

BAXTER
Bl ack.

M SS HUGHES
---tea.

M sty departs.

M SS HUGHES ( CONT' D)
(not excited)
How exciting. The Federation's
first "Pilgrimge". Bus |oads of
tourists seeking "noonlight and
magnol i as".

BAXTER
And our m ssion, Mss Hughes, is to
find the nost romantic noonli ght
and the sweetest magnoli as.

M sty returns with coffee for Baxter and a great big glass
of iced tea for Mss Hughes.

M SS HUGHES
| meant hot tea.
M STY
You want ne to take the ice out,

honey?
M ss Hughes is open-nout hed.

BAXTER
Anot her coffee----

M sty departs.

BAXTER
( CONT' D)
Haven't been out of Atlanta for a
whi | e, have you?

M ss Hughes pushes the tea aside.

M SS HUGHES
| was once in a "Pilgrimge".
Mot her vol unteered ne to be a
"Suthern Belle" at a sort of
hi stori cal com ng-out party. Wen
first heard "Pilgrimge" | thought:
peopl e i n bat hrobes and beards,
possi bly involving a crucifixion.



11.

BAXTER
Not far fromthe truth. Its al nost
a religious experience out here.
Li ke going to church. O com ng
home. | grew up in a town |ike
t his.

M sty returns with coffee.

M STY
Ya'll ready to order?

M SS HUGHES
VWat's the "2 + 2 + 2"?

M STY
Why six honey. You want one?

| NT. THE MAGNCLI AS. PARLOR. DAY.
Brown Il raps the gavel

BROWN | | |
Three-fifths of us are here. That's
a quorum Now- - -

WYSTERI A
But what's happened to thenf?

BROMN | |
Knowi ng Roberta Lee and MIldred it
coul d be anyt hi ng.

| NT. HOSPI TAL. DAY
Frantic fingers punching in a nunber on a cell phone.

The fingers belong to ROBERTA LEE TOANSEND, a sonmewhat

wei ghty and extravagant 65, in a wheelchair, in a

sem -private room A small travel-bag sits in her lap. She
wears a hat.

ROBERTA LEE
Dr. Donaldson this is... Confound
t hose answeri ng machi nes!
(clears throat)
This is Roberta Lee Townsend. |
have just checked nyself into the
hospital. Cone take out ny

gal | bl adder!
( MORE)



ROBERTA LEE (cont'd)
(ends call)
Ther e!
(di al s anot her)
Buck---7?

| NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. PARLOR. DAY.
Brown Il enters fromthe Hall

BROM | |
Roberta Lee thinks she's having her
gal | bl adder renpved.

WYSTERI A
Didn't she have it out |ast year?

BROVWN | |
O course she did.

PERI W NKLE
Wiy is she having it out again?

BROWN | |
Because Roberta Lee shoul d have
retired fromthe school system at
her first chance. Now she's quite
mad!

WYSTERI A
VWhat about M| dred?

BROWN | |
She's at Bitsy Farmer's funeral.
They' re having a canasta wake.

WYSTERI A
Bitsy? |I thought she died years
ago.
BROWN | |
Apparently not.
PERI W NKLE
Can they grow back?
BROWN | |
What ?
PERI W NKLE

Gal | bl adder s- - - -



13.
EXT. THE MAGNOLI AS. PARKI NG LOT. DAY.

A car carrying a famly on vacation has pulled up. The
FATHER consults brochures. The MOTHER remains in the car
brushing her hair. A SEVEN YEAR OLD G RL wanders.

I NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. PARLOR. DAY.

Buck offers up a tray of "hard tack” to Periw nkle, who is
reluctant.

BUCK
It's not really hard tack and
chicory coffee. It's tea cakes and
spi ce tea.

BROM | |
Now, this man fromAtlanta is
comng to determne our suitability
for a Pilgrimge of historical
hones.

WYSTERI A
Lucille, you know who al ways get
chosen for these things: Pinehill.

BROVWN | |
VWhat does Pinehill have that we
haven't?

WYSTERI A

Yout h, hundreds of volunteers, a
roof that doesn't |eak, a

bill board, and a four-col or

br ochur e.

BROVWN | |
We, however, are authentic.

PERI W NKLE
You nean ol d.

BROWN | | |
| mean, Mss Periwinkle, that if we
i npress this man..

PERI W NKLE
VWhat you nean is: Let's hope | keep
my nouth shut and don't fal
asl eep.

Periw nkle stri kes her cane upon the floor.



BROWN [ 11
Must you bang---7?

PERI W NKLE
(deliberately rolling her
"r's)
| was rapping, gently tapping at
our chanber fl oor.

Pl eased with this, Periw nkle sips her tea audaciously.
EXT. THE MAGNOLI AS. PORCH. DAY.

The Seven Year A d Grl has discovered the front steps of
t he house.

SEVEN YEAR OLD G RL
| found it!

| NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. PARLOR. DAY.
Brown Il rallies herself against all odds.

BROWN [ 11
Whet her there are three of us
present or five makes no
difference. Mere quantity will not
inpress this man from Atl ant a.

WYSTERI A
Don't we need the Pilgrinmge so
nore people will see The Magnolias?

BROM || 1
But they nust be the right sort of
people. Not Iike Pinehill. They get
t housands upon thousands of, well,
you know. famlies: Still dripping
fromthe beach: people wearing
sandal s.

PERI W NKLE

(pause)

Jesus wore sandal s.

BROM I |1
What ?

PERI W NKLE

You nean | couldn't give Jesus a
t our because he wears sandal s?

14.



15.

BROWN |1 |
M ss Periw nkle, Jesus is not
com ng here.

PERI W NKLE
He's going to Pinehill?

BROM I |1
Jesus is not going anywhere!

PERI W NKLE
Then why's it called a Pilgrinmage?

| NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. ENTRANCE HALL. DAY.

The fam |y stand at the desk. A piano with various sheet
nmusi c. A staircase with |landing. A huge portrait of a tall,
full -bearded Confederate Oficer.

The Father dings a bell on the desk.

In no particular hurry, Periwinkle enters fromthe Parl or,
and slowy settles behind the desk. Then with great cerenony
| eans over to carefully inspect the feet of the Famly.

PERI W NKLE
Good. No sandal s.

The Fat her gives brief thought to grabbing his famly and
runni ng but relents.

FATHER
Two adul ts pl ease.

Periw nkl e takes his noney, carefully eyeing the Grl.

PERI W NKLE
What a dear. How old are you?

The girl hesitates then turns to her Father.
SEVEN YEAR OLD G RL
Daddy, | forgot what you told nme to
The Fat her hands over several nore doll ars.
PERI W NKLE
Thank you. The tour will start at
the front of the house.

Periw nkl e unhurriedly busies herself with the noney.



16.

FATHER
(checki ng his watch)
Wen will it start?
PERI W NKLE
Has it stopped?
FATHER
What ?
MOTHER
No. The tour. When will---?
PERI W NKLE

(of f handedl y)
Oh, injust alittle while.
(sharply)
Go on. CGo out and enjoy the
gar den.

Periw nkl e escorts/herds the famly out of the door. She
closes it tight, |eaning back against it, |istening.

She is drawn to the piano where she replaces the sheet nusic
for "Goober Peas”™ with "I Wsh | was In D xie's Land".

She |istens again. She is drawn to the upper floor and
begins to clinb the stairway.

I NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. PARLOR. DAY.

Brown Il closes the door to the Hall. She takes a seat very
cl ose to Wsteri a.

BROM || 1
M ss Wsteria, the Fire Marshal
and the Building Inspector have
been here... again.

WYSTERI A
Onh them This place has al ways been
falling apart. That's its charm

BROWN [ 11
Ti me has caught up with The
Magnolias. And we're falling apart.
Unfortunately, there is no charmin
t hat .

WYSTERI A
Well, what did they say? How nuch
noney do we need to fix it?



17.

BROM | |
The famly jewels.

WYSTERI A
But there aren't any.

I NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. UPPER BEDCHAMBER. DAY.

Into the enpty room Periw nkle enters, quietly closing the
door. She takes note of the portrait of Hom ny and the dress
on the bed.

| NT. THE MAGNCLI AS. PARLOR. DAY.
Brown |11 stands resol utely.

BROMWN | |
So we sinply nust convince this man
to chose us for the Pilgrimge or
we w il be forced to cl ose.

WYSTERI A
Cl ose? The Magnol i as has st ood
since 1769---

I NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. UPPER BEDCHAMBER. DAY.

Periwnkle is the picture of perfect contentnent sitting
still and silent near the w ndow.

WYSTERI A (V. Q)
---it has withstood the British,
the blight, the British again, the
Yankees, car petbaggers, the
bol |l -weevil, Mss Rachel's idiot
son, the railroad, the
super - market. ..

| NT. THE MAGNCLI AS. PARLOR. DAY.
Now Wsteria stands resol ute beneath Rachel's portrait.

WYSTERI A
...the interstate, and every mayor
and city council of this town!

BROMW | |
But what will happen to us?

WYSTERI A
s the issue us? O The Magnolias?



18.

BROMN | 11
We ARE The Magnoli as.

A pause between the issue and them

WYSTERI A
This place was here | ong before us.
And it is our goal to assure it
remains |long after we have gone.

EXT. THE MAGNOLI AS. FRONT LAWN. DAY.

Havi ng explored all they can, the famly |ounge on and
around the Front Porch.

Periw nkl e cones out the house, past them and out onto the
m ddl e of the front lawm. They follow dutifully and when
assenbl ed, Periwi nkle retrieves her breath, directing
herself directly to the Grl.

PERI W NKLE
Do you know what history is?

Transfixed and frightened, the Grl can only shake her head
"no".

And Periwi nkle turns this captivity agai nst her.

PERI W NKLE ( CONT' D)
Then you are doonmed to repeat it!

The overture done, the Grl safely behind her Mt her,
Periw nkl e | aunches into her tour.

PERI W NKLE ( CONT' D)
My nane is Rosabelle Periw nkle and
| am 83 years old. | wll be your
gui de today.

EXT. THE MAGNOLI AS. PARKI NG LOT. DAY.
Baxt er and Hughes arrive.
| NT. THE MAGNCLI AS. PARLOR. DAY.

Brown Il and Wsteria enjoy their "hard tack and chicory".
Brown 111 checks the tine.

BROMWN | |
The plan is for me to take the next
tour. The last thing we want is for
( MORE)



19.

BROMW 111 (cont'd)
this man fromAtlanta to | earn
about The Magnolias from M ss
Peri wi nkl e.

EXT. THE MAGNOLI AS. SI DE YARD. DAY.

Periw nkl e points out the house in a grand manner using her
cane.

PERI W NKLE
The Magnolias was built in 1773..

She interrupts herself at the appearance of Baxter and
Hughes.

BAXTER
Ms. Brown---?

PERI W NKLE
No. She's inside. Just go..

BAXTER
May we join the tour?

PERI W NKLE
Oh, certainly.
(fixing upon Hughes)
Do you know what history is?

As M ss Hughes is fram ng her answer/retort, she is
restrained by Baxter, which is not the last time this wll
happen.

EXT. MAGNOLI A WAY. DAY.

Jack clatters by in his pick-up singing "I Could Have Danced
Al'l Night" acconpanied by his tape player.

EXT. THE MAGNOLI AS. SI DE YARD. DAY.

As Periw nkl e speaks, Baxter glances at his watch. Taps it.
It has stopped. Though perturbed then perpl exed, he shrugs
it off, refocusing on the tour.

PERI W NKLE
This house was built in the year
1773 and is constructed of sundry
and various materials. Anmong them
Wod... Now let us go into the
house.
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M ss Hughes is frothing to utter sonething in response.

BAXTER
Ah-ah, M ss Hughes. Tact and
pati ence.

M SS HUGHES
But - - -

BAXTER
Yes, | realize the place may

crunbl e to dust before our eyes..

M SS HUGHES
You're not seriously going to
consider this for the Pilgrimage.

BAXTER
(smles)
| have taught you too well.

M SS HUGHES
"The Magnolias" shouldn't be on a
Pilgrimage. It ought to be on a
safari .

Even Baxter cannot hel p but snicker.

Cane at the ready, Periwinkle inpatiently waits for Baxter
and M ss Hughes to catch up with the tour.

They swall ow their smles. Baxter cannot help a |ast
coment .

BAXTER
Lead on, great Wite Lady of The
Sacred Sout h--- -

| NT. PI NEHI LL. BEDCHAMBER. NI GHT. THE PAST.

In a Spartan room Captain Swain, in uniform is spraw ed on
the bed. Wne bottles and a glass on the nightstand. Hi s
sleep is fitful. He wakes wth a start.

CAPTAI N SWAI N
Hom ny Ann!

Silver moonlight floods the room

The Captain's saber hangs on the bedpost.



21.

He goes to the washstand, splashing water fromthe bow on
his face, examning his reflection in the mrror then at the
portrait in the ever-present | ocket.

CAPTAI N SWAI N ( CONT' D)
Hom ny, tonmorrow we wed. But if
this war takes nme---! If we |ose
this war--- How wi Il you survive?

EXT. THE MAGNOLI AS. CABI N. DAY.

In a corner of the back yard is a detached brick Cabin being
used for storage. Buck leisurely rakes |eaves, hunmng a
Col e Porter song, as Jack drives up.

JACK
Buck ny man---!

Jack junps out of the cab, retrieves boxes fromthe bed.

JACK (CONT' D)
CGotta delivery for the Ladies of
t he SS.

Buck nmotions for Jack to put the boxes in the Cabin. He
noti ces a playbook sticking out of Jack's back pocket. He
pulls it out as Jack passes.

BUCK
Shakespear e? Jack, you in another
pl ay?

JACK
No way. The town still hasn't
forgiven nme for "The Sound of
Musi c".

BUCK

Producer? Director? Star? It wz
too nuch, ny man.

JACK
Well, maybe this town just wasn't
ready for my Maria. Anyway, sign

her e.
Buck refuses the clipboard.

BUCK
"Neither a signer nor a signee be."

Buck offers Jack a cigar.
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JACK
Me snmoke? Wth nmy allergies? But |
tell you what. I'll take it.

(strikes a pose)
Makes a great prop, eh?

es into a confortable node, chew ng on his cigar.

BUCK
Jack, why you ever left California?

ways ready for an opportunity to perform
JACK

| was on a bus. Broadway bound!
Wien it stopped here | stepped out

for sone coffee -- a cup 'o joe --
a mug of java -- and when | found
it -- it was so deep, so rich
so... satisfying, that | becane

lost in it and, becom ng | ost,
found nyself. Here.

EXT. THE MAGNOLI AS. UPPER GALLERY. DAY.

Periw nkle's Tour bal ances itself on the narrow and rickety

Upper @Gall

ery which, nevertheless, has a grand view of the

front yard

She summons up a grand i mage with a dangerous sweep of her

cane ---

PERI W NKLE
And so ---

EXT. THE MAGNOLI AS. FRONT YARD. DAY. THE SEPI A PAST

We see a tinted view of the front yard which slowy resol ves
itself into a swarm ng battlefiel d.

JACK (V.Q)
This is not the past we have
al ready seen and will see again.
No. This is the collective
consci ousness of the Past as
created by books, novies, |ectures,
bel i efs, and hopes, and dreans.
This is the Past as it exists in
"The M nd of Mss Rosabelle
Periwi nkl e".

Yankee soldiers battle, |oot, ranpage, pillage---
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JACK (V.Q. ) (CONT D)
Yes, you're right. These are scenes
fromD.W Giffith's nonunental
silent classic---

PERI W NKLE ( Q. S.)
... Yankee troops, brutal degrading
Yankee sol diers, had invaded the
state, overrun the county, and were
ranpagi ng the town, deflowering the
pride of all Southern Wmanhood. .

EXT. THE MAGNOLI AS. UPPER GALLERY. DAY.

The Grl clutches her Father's pants |leg. Mss Hughes is
open- nout hed. Baxter's hand covers his nouth.

PERI W NKLE
---and yet life went on ---

EXT. THE MAGNCLI AS. FRONT YARD. DAY. SEPI A/ TECHNI COLOR PAST

The present view of the front yard dissolves into that of an
idyllic landscape. The trees are mainly Magnolias, with the
present - day oaks nere saplings.

We are swept Cinenmascopically fromthe Gallery down to the
yard acconpani ed by an equally sweepi ng nusi cal score.

The scene is magically peopled wth FI NE SOUTHERN GENTLEMEN
both civilian and M LI TARY, with their SOUTHERN BELLES,

t heir hoops so outlandishly full they require the hel p of
several nmen to get through the front door

Sheep and cows graze peacefully. Carriages arrive and
di scharge their VI SI TORS.

SLAVES, in natty attire serve and set up, others perform
nmusi c, still others wander about in choirs singing.

A decorated ARBOR for a cerenony under the Magnoli as.

PERI W NKLE ( Q. S.)
M ss Hom ny Ann Hanpton is to wed
this day the handsone and dashi ng
Capt ai n Roger Swai n.

| NT. PI NEHI LL. BEDCHAMBER. DAY. SEPI A PAST.
Candl el i ght. A bed surrounded by nosquito netting. Lying in

bed, tossing and turning in a fever, is Captain Swain, only
this one resenbl es the handsone man in the portrait.
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PERI W NKLE (O S.)
Little did Hom ny Ann know that her
bel oved Captain Swain lay withing
in nortal agony in a pool of his
own perspiration. The victimof a
sudden fever from wounds received
in the Battle of Chancelorsville.

Captain Swain screans in nortal agony.

CAPTAI N SVAI N
Oh ---1'  The nortal agony!

| NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. UPPER HALL. DAY.

Periwi nkle's tour now stand in the Hall at the top of the
stairs.

As she speaks, she and the G oup becone immersed in and a
part of THE SEPI A PAST of her m nd. The Hall and Landi ng
beconme covered with a gaudy wal | paper and a huge Confederate
Battl e Flag hangs in the Landi ng.

HOM NY ANN HAMPTON steps out of the Bedchanber into the
Hall. She is exactly as she appears in the portrait and
| ocket .

PERI W NKLE
Hom ny Ann Hanpton stepped out of
her bedchanber resplendent in her
splendid bridal gown, the very same
one you just saw on her bed.

I NT. PINEH LL. HALL/ STAI RS. DAY. SEPI A PAST.

The Hall is enpty. W hear a thud. The door to the
bedchanber is thrown open and Captain Swain, now splendidly
dressed and seem ngly conpletely cured, steps out.

PERI W NKLE ( Q. S.)
As Hom ny Ann slowly descended the
stairs, Captain Roger Swain dragged
hi msel f out of bed and into his
spl endid uniform

Captain Swain strides to the stairs.

PERI W NKLE (O.S.) (CONT' D)
Suddenly he felt a lightness in his
head. He gripped the banister! But
to no avail! He tunbled, tunbled,

( MORE)
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PERIW NKLE (O.S.) (CONT'D) (cont'd)
tunbl ed down to the foot of the
stairs.

As this is a splendid spiral staircase, Captain Swain's
tunbling is quite spectacular and in slow notion,

Periw nkle's "tunbl ed, tunbled, tunbled" echoing slowy wth
Captain Swain's downfall.

I NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. STAIRS. DAY. SEPI A PAST

Periwi nkle and the tour remain in the scene. Homny slowy
descends the stairs.

PERI W NKLE
Roger Swain was undeterred. He
staggered to the stable, saddled
his horse, and set off towards The
Magnol i as. When Hom ny Ann reached
the precise spot wherein I am now
st andi ng. ..

Periw nkl e seens to becone one with the inmage of Hom ny.

PERI W NKLE ( CONT' D)
The front door opened!

There is Captain Roger Swain, standing on the threshold, as
fine a specinmen of Southern manhood as ever existed. He
glows. Is that a hal 0?

PERI W NKLE ( CONT' D)
There was a pause.

She pauses. And pauses.
| NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. ENTRANCE HALL. DAY. SEPI A PAST.

Periw nkl e and group now out of scene. Captain Swain stands
in the doorway. Hom ny on the | anding. A pause.

A gunshot !

CAPTAI N SWAI N
HOM NY!

He col | apses face down, as vivid and bl oody novi e version of
a gunshot wound as the Rating all ows:
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PERI W NKLE ( Q. S.)
He col | apsed insensible. Lifeless.
Bl ood spurting out like a fountain
froma dastardly Yankee bullet in
Capt ai n Roger Swain's brave
Sout hern back.

EXT. THE MAGNOLI AS. FRONT YARD. DAY. SEPI A PAST

On a stone bench beneath two Magnolia Trees, Homny, in ful
nmorning, sits quietly, erect, proud.

PERI W NKLE ( Q. S.)
M ss Hom ny Ann Hanpton. A w dow
before she was ever a bride. And
fromthat day, until they were cut
down in 1941...

EXT. THE MAGNOLI AS. FRONT YARD. DAY.

Periw nkl e and the group stand at two rotting and decayed
st unps.

PERI W NKLE
...those two splendid Magnolia
Trees never --- blooned --- again.

A pause. The Grl, recovered fromthe bl ood and vi ol ence,
and captured by the romance, bursts into appl ause and
cheeri ng.

Baxter has seen this before and delights watching M ss
Hughes.

M ss Hughes wonders what planet they are on.

I NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. PARLOR. DAY.

Brown Il signs for the delivery. Wsteria partakes of the
tea and cake.
JACK
Thanks, Ms. B. Ah, spice tea and

cakes?

(salutes the portrait)
Happy Mumm fication Day, M ss
Rachel !

BROVWN | |
It's nortification.



27.

WYSTERI A
Thank goodness you aren't giving
tours here anynore, Jack.

JACK
Gotta work for alivin'.

He salutes the Ladies and goes into the---
| NT. THE MAGNCLI AS. ENTRANCE HALL. DAY.

---where Periw nkle's tour has concluded with the group
corralled into an area adjacent to the well of the stairs
whi ch, through the facility of a Mirphy-bed-1ike closet,
Periwi nkl e instantly transforns into a gift shop with an
array of plastic alligators, coffee nugs, dancing wooden
doll's, and Confederate Flags, to the delight of the Grl and
t he Mot her.

Jack fondly recalls his days in such a role and nmanages to
get an eyeful of M ss Hughes as he | eaves.

BAXTER
(over the ruckus)
Ms. Brown---7?

PERI W NKLE
(i ndi cating)
In the Parl or.

Baxter and M ss Hughes go into the Parlor.
| NT. THE MAGNCLI AS. PARLOR. DAY.

Upon entering the calmof the Parlor, Mss Hughes casts her
calculating eye with disdain at the room filled to
overflow ng with generations of stuff.

M SS HUGHES
(whi speri ng)
"Il see if there's anything here
renmotely appropriate.

She begins with the | arger pieces of furniture.

Baxter's attention is drawn to the Portrait of the Scow ing
Wman (M ss Rachel) and then to Brown |1l and Wsteri a,
seated calmMy upon the ornate Victorian Sof a.

The roomtransforns itself fromBaxter's POV into a
canvas-like quality: a painting: but only briefly.
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Brown suddenly realizes who Baxter m ght be. She rises.
BROM | |

(flustered)
Gh ny! Are you---?

BAXTER
| ndeed | am
Yet Brown |11 deftly recovers, extending her hand.
BROMN | 11

M's. Laurence Wrt hi ngt on- Brown,
the Third. President of The

O fspring, and Chairman of the
Sel ect Committee for the
Procurenment of the Pil grimge.

BAXTER
Henry Baxter, and...

M ss Hughes renoves her head frominside a cabinet.

M SS HUGHES
(curtseying)
Caroline Hughes. The First.

Baxter casts not his |ast understandi ng but di sapproving eye
at M ss Hughes. He gentl emanly approaches Wsteria, who has
remai ned seated. He accepts her proffered hand.

WYSTERI A
Are you any kin to the Atlanta
Baxters?

BAXTER
Ch, noma"am |I'mfroma snmall town
in Kentucky. Mss Hughes works with
me at the..
(I owering his voice)
Feder ati on.

M SS HUGHES
| couldn't help but notice that
there are no Magnolia trees. Here.
At "The" Magnoli as.

BROMW | |
No. Not a single one.

lce fornms around this pause.
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Coffee? Or perhaps tea---7?

M SS HUGHES
---coffee!

BAXTER
Yes, coffee.

BROWN [ 11

Ch, Buck
Buck appears. O was he there all al ong?

BROWN |11 ( CONT' D)
Cof f ee.

Buck acknow edges with a short bow.

WYSTERI A
Buck was born here.
BUCK
Well, practically so, sir.

He goes into the Kitchen.

BROMN |11
Hi s nother worked for M ss Hom ny
Ann Hanmpton. Hominy Ann |ived here
until her death in 1940 at age 95.

WYSTERI A
She never narried. Never recovered
fromthe Captain's... untinely

dem se.
Periw nkl e enters triunphant and tired.
PERI W NKLE

What a splendid famly! Bought
twenty-six dollars' worth.

29.

Buck enters with coffee. Everyone settles down except M ss

Hughes, who continues to roamin her exam nation,
time with the Sideboard and the silver eating utensils.

M SS HUGHES
What a "spl endi d' service.
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Famly tradition maintains it was
originally made for the King of
Engl and.

M SS HUGHES
| ndeed? Whi ch one?

PERI W NKLE
Wiy, there's only one Englan. .

BROMN | I 1
---George! King George. Here, you
can see the initials.

M SS HUGHES
"KG"?

WYSTERI A
Yes. King George. O England.

BROWN | |
Well! After coffee, it wll be ny
pl easure to personally conduct you
t hrough the house.

M SS HUGHES
We've just had the tour.
BROWN | |
Oh ny!
M SS HUGHES

And let me tell you it was...

BAXTER
---interesting, unique,
entertaining, and informative.

(bow ng)
Thank you.

WYSTERI A
Mss Periwinkle is a descendent of
the famly.

BAXTER
We are doubly honored. But of
course, we knew a little bit about
The Magnolias before we arrived.

M SS HUGHES
O we thought we did.

30.



31.
Baxter takes the plate of cakes to M ss Hughes.

BAXTER
(under his breath)
Way not put sonething else in your
nmout h, pl ease.

EXT. ROAD. DAY. THE PAST.
The bend in a dusty road.

A Yankee RECONNO TERI NG PARTY is breaking up, one of the
Party, a SHARPSHOOTER, remai ni ng.

He takes up a position in bushes but with a clear view of
the turn in the road.

A bit down the Road, Captain Swain, resplendid in his
uniform but w thout his Saber, on his jet-black horse,
rides at an easy pace.

EXT. THE MAGNOLI AS. FRONT LAWN. DAY. THE PAST

The House, gleam ng and fresh, is the backdrop for an
antici pated weddi ng cerenony.

GQUESTS and SERVANTS are going to and fro into and out of the
House.

Beneath two Magnolia Trees the M N STER speaks with a wonan,
who is unm stakably RACHEL.

St andi ng al one, watching the road, in her Bridal Dress, is
M ss Hom ny.

I NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. PARLOR. DAY.

M ss Hughes nmunches on a piece of cake. The bell dings from
the Hall.

PERI W NKLE
(to Brown 111)
You can stop worrying, Lucille.
"1l get it. Please excuse ne, M.

Baxt er .
Wth sone cerenony, nmuch to Brown II1's exasperation
Periw nkle goes into the Hall, Brown I1l closing the door.
Before Brown |11 can sumon up the proper tone, Wsteria

junps right in---
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WYSTERI A
What do we have to do to get on the
Pi |l grimage?

| NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. ENTRANCE HALL. DAY.

A MAN exam nes the construction of the stairs while a WOVAN
stands by the desk as Periw nkle enters.

WOVAN
W're trying to find Pinehil
Pl ant ati on.
PERI W NKLE
(craftily)
It's very difficult to find.

The Woman i s di sappointed. The Man starts out.

PERI W NKLE
( CONT' D)
But you've found us. And we're

ri ght here.
| NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. PARLOR. DAY.
Baxter and M ss Hughes have been consulting sone papers.

BROMN | I 1
Pinehill!? You' re going to
Pinehill? First off,
they're...they're hard to find..

WYSTERI A
---and they don't even have a
ghost!

M SS HUGHES
And you do?

Brown Il nervously clears her throat. She is clearly
unconf ortabl e about this kind of talk but she nust play al
her cards.

M SS HUGHES ( CONT' D)
Way doesn't that surprise ne?

BROMWN | |
Actually, he's nore of a spirit. A
presence.
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WYSTERI A
No. He's a ghost.

M SS HUGHES
And who is "he"?

WYSTERI A
Why, Captain Roger Swain, of
course. The Captain expired barely
twenty feet fromwhere | sit. Mss
P, Mss Periwinkle sees himall the
tinme. Has conversations with him

M SS HUGHES
That, | believe.
BROMWN | |
But |I'msure you'll understand

that's our little secret.

BAXTER
Certainly. O course.

BROM | |

(al nost desperately)
They're going to say terrible
t hi ngs about us. Those Pinehill
peopl e. They'll say that we're not
professionals . That we haven't
pai nted the place in years. That
t he wal | paper is peeling. That
we're old. But we have sonething

they' Il never have. US!
res Wsteria with an overpowering idea which she
n a whisper to Brown Il who seizes the idea.

BROM |11 (CONT' D)
M. Baxter! Wuld you and... her,
join us for supper? After your
visit to Pinehill...

WYSTERI A
--if you can find it!

BROM | |
---and experience first-hand what
we'd offer visitors on the
Pi | grimage.

Baxter bows to the Ladi es.
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BAXTER
Ladies --- thank you. W | ook
forward to it.

M ss Hughes is speechless. Finally.
EXT. BASEBALL FI ELD. DAY

On the non-playing side of the chain-link backstop, Pal ner
Motley, muttering to hinself, plants seedlings.

Pal mer, Jr. whizzes past on the nearby street on his
skat eboar d.

PALMER MOTLEY
Juni or!

Junior reluctantly stops, goes to the backst op.

JUNI OR
Yah?

PALMER MOTLEY
Ware yu goin'?

JUNI OR
Nopl ace.

Pal mer | aughs approvingly, stabbing deeply into the earth
with the trowel.

EXT. MAGNOLI A WAY. DAY.

Juni or clacks by as the "El Dorado" Bus crawl s by, each
w ndow splattered with elderly faces gawki ng.

The Bus stops. The door swi shes open. Junior stops and peeks
in.

BUS DRI VER
Pi nehill---7?

Juni or shrugs his shoulders then points themin the opposite
di rection.

EXT. THE MAGNOLI AS. SI DE YARD. DAY.

Baxter and M ss Hughes wal k away fromthe House.
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BAXTER
(trying to be firm
Real |y, M ss Hughes, they're nice
old | adies and we needn't insult
t hem

A pause. She bursts into |aughter.

M SS HUGHES
"...never bloonmed again..."!

BAXTER
(alittle lighter)
Tact and patience and a bit of
respect. There's work yet to be
done.

She is distracted by the sight of the Cabin just as Baxter
sees Buck, who wal ks toward themcarrying a | eaf rake.

BUCK
Af t ernoon, again.
BAXTER
(to Buck)

Must be quite a chore keeping up a
pl ace like this.

M SS HUGHES
| f by "chore" you nean "work" and
if by "work" you mean keeping the
pl ace cl ean, then by the | ook of it
in there it's been nore than a
"chore".

BUCK
(cal my)
Now, M ss Hughes. ..

BAXTER
---the first.

If |1 ooks could kill.

BUCK
Better than bein' the last, | say.
Now, sonetinmes a bit of dust is
exactly what's needed. It's what
peopl e expect. A spider web or two,
peelin' paint. It's |ike these here
| eaves. Sonme people |ike seein' 'em

( MORE)
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BUCK (cont'd)
scattered about and sone fol ks
don't. But what can | do? Leave
"enf? Rake 'enf? Pick 'em up?

M SS HUGHES
Burn 'em
(she pivots smartly to
Henry)

Surely, we can spare a few m nutes?
l"d like to get a better | ook at
t hat cabi n.

Baxter starts to ook at his watch but checks hinsel f.

BAXTER
Go ahead.

She splits off towards the Cabin, nearly slipping on a neat
pile of |eaves. Baxter renoves and pockets his watch.

BUCK
| npest uous- -

BAXTER
She' s happi er sticking her head
down a privy than in the big house.
She' Il have ny job one day.

(smling)
That' Il show 'er.
BUCK

Well, M. Baxter, it's folks that
ti ptoe aroun' what they think are
ny feelin's who | can't abide.

Rel i eved, Baxter relaxes, taking out a pack of cigarettes.

BAXTER
She certainly doesn't tip-toe. Mnd
if | snoke?

BUCK
What did | jus' say---7?

Buck stops, fishing out a cigar.

BAXTER
Ha. "M nd" indeed. |'ve been living
anong people who seemto m nd
everyt hi ng.
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BUCK
Jes' do what | do. Take it out. Say
"Pardon ne if | snoke". And snoke.

Buck cracks a match for Baxter and they enjoy a satisfying
nonment of reflection and snoki ng.

EXT. THE MAGNCLI AS. CABI N. DAY.
M ss Hughes stands in amazenent before the Cabin.

M SS HUGHES
| can't believe it.

She opens a latch on the door several tines in succession
with a religious awe.

M SS HUGHES ( CONT' D)
This cabin hasn't changed in 150
years.

EXT. THE MAGNOLI AS. SI DE YARD. DAY.

Baxter and Buck are still enjoying their snoke.
BAXTER
You enj oy working here?
BUCK
(pause)
| don't think of nyself as working

her e.
Buck brushes off sone dirt fromhis pants.

BUCK ( CONT' D)
Now, M. Baxter, | think what
you're really asking ne is, \Wat do
| think of the | adies?

BAXTER
That's exactly what | neant. |
shoul d have asked it.

BUCK
[l it's not a question of what |
think of "emis it? It's what you
think that's inportant.

BAXTER
Ri ght you are, Buck. R ght you
are.
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In the distance we can see that Periw nkle has begun anot her
Tour of the House. In addition to the Man and Wnman, a
GRANDMOTHER and her teen-aged GRAND- DAUGHTER have joi ned the
Tour. Periw nkle gestures dangerously wi th her cane.

BUCK
Where's your hone?

BAXTER
At | ant a.

BUCK

No. Your hone.

Baxter smles, increasingly inpressed with Buck's easy ways
and ability to read his m nd.

BAXTER
Broweri dge, Kentucky.
BUCK
Been there lately?
BAXTER
Coupl a nonths ago. Modther's

funeral .
EXT/I NT. CABIN. DAY

M ss Hughes, still in a reverential awe, |eans her head
agai nst the dusky red bricks, pressing her pudgy fingers
into the face of the brick

M SS HUGHES
Hand- made.

She noves a finger along one of the nortar joints. Sand
hour gl asses down.

M SS HUGHES ( CONT' D)
...and untouched for generations.

There is sonmething touching and sincere in her idolatry.

She slowy pushes the door open a crack. It is very dark
i nside so she nust open the door wi der, enough to squeeze
in.

In the darkness, it takes a nonent for her eyes to adjust.
Though there are | awnnowers and garden tools, the interior
is an intact slave cabin. Alarge hearth, dirt floor.
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Exposed beans above. Several shafts of light fromnail holes
in the roof pierce the darkness.

As she steps in and closes the door, a fine rain of dust is
caught up in the beans. She allows sonme of the dust to
settle in the pal mof hand. She closes her hand, pressing it
to her heart.

EXT. ROAD. DAY. THE PAST.

Captain Swain rides into view of the Sharpshooter, who takes
careful aimand fires.

The Captain is hit in the heart. Hs body falls lifeless on
the Road, into the deep dust.

EXT. THE MAGNOLI AS. SI DE YARD. DAY.

Still enjoying their snoke Baxter and Buck break a
reflective nonent.
BAXTER
Your mother -- she worked for "M ss

Hom ny Ann Hanpton"?

BUCK
The "w dow before she was ever a
bride"? I ndeed she did. M ss Hom ny
was the last to live here. After
she died, the place went to seed.
House and garden. "Eyesore", the
city said. Brought in the
bul | dozers. Sone of the ladies in
town got real worked-up. Lay down
right in front of 'em

BAXTER
(1 aughi ng)
| can see the whole thing right
now. Did you?

BUCK
Oh, no sir. But ny nother seen it
and that's how | know. They saved
t he house but not those two old
Magnol i as. Every year | ask "emif
| could plant sonme Magnolias but
they won't never |et ne.

A nonent of reflection and recollection is broken by a shout
of "Henry! Henry" from an excited and approaching M ss
Hughes, who, despite her exuberance, is imediately put off
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by the clouds of snoke.

M SS HUGHES
Do you m nd?

BUCK
(offering cigar)
Hel p yoursel f.

Despite all this, she manages to bubbl e up again.

M SS HUGHES
That cabin is magnificent!
(simplistically to Buck)
Do you know who lived in that

cabi n?
BUCK
(drawing it out)
Sl aves.
M SS HUGHES

And you're using it a tool shed?

BUCK
Tool s i s val uabl e.

Baxter makes a point of remaining silent until M ss Hughes
can no | onger. ..

M SS HUGHES
But . ..

BAXTER
(to Buck)
---WIIl we see you at supper?

BUCK
Supper ?

M SS HUGHES
The | adi es made us an offer we
apparently couldn't refuse.

BUCK
Then it will be nmy pleasure to
serve you. Both

| NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. UPPER HALL. DAY. THE PAST

Hom ny, in her Weddi ng Gown, cones out into the Hall from
her Bedchanber. She carries Magnolia flowers. She stops at
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the top of the Stairs, then descends to the Landing. W note
the Portrait of an ol der bearded man.

Down bel ow, the Mnister and Rachel enter the House. He
| ooks up at Hom ny

M NI STER
Captain Roger Swain is dead.

Hom ny sinks to her knees. She nmanages to support herself on
t he bani ster. Rachel rushes up to help Homny to her feet.

HOM NY
Mot her - - - !

M NI STER
There are Yankee sol diers near. You
must | eave.

RACHEL
Never !

| NT. BAXTER S CAR. DAY
M ss Hughes babbl es on.

M SS HUGHES
...asking ne, "Do you know what
history is?" And the way she was
t ouchi ng everything---

BAXTER
M ss Hughes---7?

She stops her babbli ng.

BAXTER ( CONT' D)
---open the wi ndow and stick your

head out.
M SS HUGHES
What ?
BAXTER
Pardon ne. | amgoing to snoke a
cigarette.

M ss Hughes has no choice. The breeze and sky and cl ouds
nmerge... as hard rock nusic is advanced.
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EXT. MAGNOLI A WAY. DAY.

The nmusic conmes froma boombox. It rests on a skateboard on
Roberta Lee's | ap.

She is energy personified. She wears a bathrobe over a
hospital gown and sits in a wheel chair being pushed by
Pal mer Mdtley, Jr.

Roberta Lee is exhilarated by the ride, the wind threatening
her hat .

ROBERTA LEE
Faster, Palnmer Motley, Junior!
Fast er!

Trying to keep up, balancing the many pl astic hospital
appliances is MLDRED PIERCE, a tiny woman with a bird face.

ROBERTA LEE ( CONT' D)
MIldred, ny dear, | hope we are not
|ate for the neeting!

M LDRED PI ERCE
| hope we get there alive, Roberta
Lee!

| NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. MASTER BEDCHAMBER. DAY.

The Tour has reached the ornate and inpressive Master
Bedchanber .

WOVAN
Wiy is the bed so short?

PERI W NKLE
Back in olden tinmes, people did not
live as long as they do today. Now.
During the War of Northern
Aggression, this very bedroom or
bed- chanber, was used by the
dastardly Yankee Ceneral Rufus B
Sl ocum

There i s onm nous thunder.

MAN
VWhat kind of sofa is this?



PERI W NKLE
This -- is a Canenbert Sofa of the
French Second Enpire which is noted
for its extrene confort.

EXT. MAGNOLI A WAY. DAY.

The rock nusic arrives with the wheel chair brigade at the
front gate to The Magnolias. Roberta Lee shuts off the
nmusi c.

ROBERTA LEE
Thank you, young man.

Juni or takes up the boom box and skat eboard.

JUNI OR
That wz kewl . Gotta go.
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He skates off and away. Roberta Lee directs as in battle.

ROBERTA LEE
M I dred: 'Round the back, dear.

| NT. THE MAGNCLI AS. PARLOR. DAY.
The Tour continues. Buck busily dusts and straightens.

PERI W NKLE
This -- is the Parlor.

Wthout [osing a beat, Periw nkle nmanages to tell Buck..

PERI W NKLE
( CONT' D)
Bef ore super. Sherry. Dry. At room
t enper at ure.

WOVAN
What kind of chair is that?
PERI W NKLE
This -- is an authentic Wensl eydal e

Si dechair please refrain from
touching it as it is an antique.

GCRANDMOTHER
Wo is the lady in the painting?



PERI W NKLE
This -- is Rachel Hanpton. Hom ny
Ann' s not her.
(to Buck)
| medi ately after the neal. Port.
(to Tour)

There was fought two mles from
this spot the Battle of
Consangui nity Creek.

EXT. THE MAGNOLI AS. FRONT YARD. DAY. SEPI A PAST
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Beneath the two Magnolia trees a defiant and partially
di srobed Rachel stands in heavy chains before a distinctly
siman-1ike GENERAL SLOCUM who is flanked by his distinctly

Praetorian CGuard-like and | eering Al DES.

JACK (V.Q)
Now, | am convi nced that M ss
Periwi nkle's favorite novies are
"Gone Wth the Wnd", "Ben-Hur"
and "The Ten Commandnents", all of
whi ch she has sonehow nerged with
the history of The Magnoli as.

PERI W NKLE ( Q. S.)
The Yankee general Rufus M Sl ocum
t ook over The Magnolias and
comm tted that |Infanmous Act of
Suprene Di srespect to Southern
Wbmanhood agai nst Rachel .

GENERAL SOLCUM
In the Most Holy Nane of President
Abraham Lincol n | hereby confiscate
this land, this house, and all its
contents for the use by the
G orious and conquering G and Arny
of the Republi c!

RACHEL
This is MY house---!

GENERAL SOLCUM
Si | ence, rebel!

Rachel is pushed to the ground by one of the A des.

rises defiantly to her feet.

She



GENERAL SOLCUM ( CONT' D)
(pharaoh-1ike)

| decree that you shal
hencef orward be deprived of
cucunber sandw ches and jul eps and
in their place shall ye eat only of
the weevil -infested hard tack and
drink only of the chicory coffee.

RACHEL
| -- am-- nortified.

She sinks to her knees.

I NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. PARLOR. DAY.

The G and-daughter is nmesnerized by the crystal

circling beneath it.

GRAND- DAUGHTER
VWowl How nmuch is that worth?

PERI W NKLE
Two-t housand two-hundred thirty-one
dollars and thirteen cents and
si nce ni net een- hundred and
forty-one we, The O fspring of The
Ladi es of The Sacred Sout h,
comrenorate the Mortification of
Rachel Hanpton by partaking of the
Hard Tack and Chicory coffee
oursel ves which we have done this
very day today.

EXT. THE MAGNOLI AS. FRONT YARD. DAY. SEPI A PAST

Rachel ,

in chains, weeps on a Stone Bench beneath the

Magnolia Trees. At the appropriate tinme, she expires.

The girl

PERI W NKLE ( Q. S.)
The strain upon Rachel was too
great and she succunbed wthin a
fortnight of the occupation.

GRAND- DAUGHTER
"Su...su-cunbed"---7?

PERI W NKLE
Dr opped dead.

fights back tears.
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chandel i er,
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| NT. THE MAGNCLI AS. KI TCHEN. DAY.
Tiny Mldred manages to get Roberta Lee into the room

M LDRED PI ERCE
| hope this is inportant, Roberta

Lee. | gave up a Canasta Wake to
rescue you. | was ten dollars
ahead.

| NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. DI NI NG ROOM DAY.
The Tour continues...

PERI W NKLE
Pl ease note the splendid Gorgonzol a
Got hi ¢ Si deboard and the matching
Stilton Bow s.

The Man can restrain hinself no longer and is resolved to
chal l enge Periwi nkle but a tug and a "please don't" fromthe
Wnman deters him He nearly bites his tongue off in
restraint.

Periw nkl e shepherds the Tour to the Mantel above which
hangs a Saber in its scabbard.

PERI W NKLE ( CONT' D)
This sword, which belonged to
Captain Roger Swain, is the "G eat
Mystery of The Magnolias". | wll
now read to you from Hom ny Ann
Hanpton's nenoirs which she titled,
"My Life in the Sacred South".

She lifts a slimvolune fromthe Mantel and reads:

PERI W NKLE ( CONT' D)

"It was not until Roger's funeral
when | saw himall laid out in his
uniform that | realized that his
sword was m ssing. |Indeed, he was
not wearing it that fateful day of
his death. It was not until weeks
afterward that one of the servants
found the sword. It was beneath ny
bed. "

GRAND- DAUGHTER
But how did it get there?



PERI W NKLE
No one knows.

A pause. Periw nkle swi shes her cane, pointing.

PERI W NKLE ( CONT' D)
Now go that way.

And they dutifully obey.

Buck enters with a vel veted box of silverware which he
starts to lay out for the evening's neal. He humms, as
usual , a nedley of Gershw n and hyms.

M I dred bursts Roberta Lee into the room

ROBERTA LEE
W' ve m ssed the neeting?

BUCK
"Fraid so, ma'am But not supper.

ROBERTA LEE
Supper? Ah, for the Pilgrinmge man?
Good! How many?

BUCK
Hmm seven, now.

ROBERTA LEE
Oh dear! Seven. Odd nunber. Mist do
sonet hi ng about that. Set an extra
pace at the table.

Roberta Lee plucks the candl esticks off the table handing

themto M dred.

ROBERTA LEE ( CONT' D)
Use t he candel abr a. Buck!

BUCK
Yes ma' anf?

ROBERTA LEE
This morning | woke up in
gal | bl adder pain. | check nyself
into the hospital, call mny doctor
and tell himhe had better cone
take out ny gall bl adder.

(rearranges utensils)

Buck? Have you ever been in the
hospi tal ?
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BUCK
Once or twce.

ROBERTA LEE
| f you want anything you' ve got to
keep asking for it or you won't get
it. AmI| right, MIdred?

M LDRED PI ERCE
When | got ny gal | bl adder renoved
t hey kept bringing ne jell o when
had checked tapi oca on the nenu.
They did it every tine. | was too
meek.

ROBERTA LEE
Oh, you can't be neek. So | keep
insisting that someone renove ny
gal | bl adder. To the right of plate,
bow up, tablespoon. Like this.

For bearing as always, Buck makes the adjustnents.

ROBERTA LEE ( CONT' D)
Finally I had to call MIdred. They
were going to put nme in... THE
ANNEX! That's where they put the
CRAZY PECPLE! People |ike Pal mer
Mot | ey.

M LDRED PI ERCE
Oh yes. Palner Mtley. You know
what they call himbehind his back,
don't you?
(nmysteriously)
"The Man Who Pl ants Tomat oes".

Roberta Lee regains the stage.

ROBERTA LEE
Never-the-less. They were NOT goi ng
to renmove ny gal |l bl adder. The only
thing they were after was ny "Life
Force". Buck! Do you have a "Life
Force"?

BUCK
| sup' ose so.

ROBERTA LEE
Don't let themtake it!
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M LDRED PI ERCE
What about bread-and-butter plates?

ROBERTA LEE
Oh MIdred! Never for a form
di nner.

I NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. STAI RS. DAY.

The Tour huddl es on the Landing of the stairs as Periw nkle
sweeps the air with her cane.

PERI W NKLE

...he uttered but one word: HOM NY
Then col | apsed in a heap.
I nsensi bl e. Lifeless. Blood gushing
out like a fountain froma
dastardly Yankee bullet in Captain
Swai n's proud and nobl e Sout hern
back ... Hom ny Ann Hanpton. A
wi dow before she was ever a bride

And fromthat day, until they
were cut down in 1941, those two
spl endid Magnolia Trees, "never --
bl ooned -- again".

| NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. KI TCHEN. DAY.

Brown Il and Wsteria enter fromoutside with provisions
and flowers.

Wsteria puts aside her ever-present handbag and puts on an
apron decorated with the facade of The Magnoli as.

I NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. ENTRANCE HALL. DAY.

As the last of the Tour trickles away, Periw nkle closes up
the "G ft Shop" then settles down at the desk for a
much- needed rest.

| NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. DI NI NG ROOM DAY.
Brown Il enters with the flowers, which Buck takes.

BROWN | |
Roberta Lee! Thank goodness!
(stops short)

on ny---!

ROBERTA LEE
They were going to Annex ne!
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BROM [ 11
Onh, dear. MIldred? Wiy don't you
help Aivia in the kitchen?

M | dred, hel pful and obedi ent as al ways, goes.

ROBERTA LEE
Well? Are we going to be on the
Pilgrimge? O not?

BROWN | |
It all rests upon the inpression we
make this evening.

There is om nous thundering.
Roberta Lee's gaze is drawn to the Sword above the Mantel.

From the Kitchen we hear arguing, followed by the appearance
of Wsteria and MIdred Pierce.

WYSTERI A
Turtl el

M LDRED Pl ERCE
French oni on!

WYSTERI A
Turtle!l It's the obvi ous choi ce.

M LDRED PI ERCE
That's why it should be French
Oni on.

Wsteria reasonably frames the question for Roberta Lee.
WYSTERI A

For the soup course: turtle or
French oni on.

ROBERTA LEE
Cor n.
This is exactly what Brown |1l fears wll be the normfor
t he eveni ng.
WYSTERI A

Hunph! Let's ask...

Thr ough the opened door we, and the | adies, can see into the
Hal | that Periwi nkle is notionless, her head prostrate on
t he desk.
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BROWN | |
Ch ny God!

They rush into the---
| NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. ENTRANCE HALL. DAY.

Brown 111, MIldred Pierce, Roberta Lee and Wsteria crowd
the desk. Brown Il inmediately dialing the phone.
Periw nkl e awakens, unpert urbed.

PERI W NKLE
It is a good thing that I amnot a
sound sl eeper or | would keep
waking up in the funeral hone.

The sense of relief quickly gives way to the dilemua at
hand.

WYSTERI A
M ss P, the soup course. Wat
should it be?

PERI W NKLE
Why, soup, of course.

A car horn sounds from outsi de.
EXT. MAGNOLI A VWAY. DAY.

Jack's truck is parked on the street at the Front Gate. He
bounds out of the cab grasping a |l arge cluster of sonething
vegetative

He shouts in a Shakespearean manner as he traipses through
the Gate and down the wal k.

JACK
The | egunes have arrived! Sone of
not her earth still...

| NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. ENTRANCE HALL. DAY.
Jack bursts into the Hall.
JACK
---clinging to their delicate
tendrilly roots. Behold! A bunch 'o
beets---!

From Roberta Lee's POV the scene is a painterly frozen
nmoment: Wsteria, Periwnkle, Brown I[Il around the Desk,
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M | dred exam ning the sheet nusic on the piano, Buck at the
foot of the stairs and Jack holding the beets in triunph.

JACK (V.Q.) (CONT' D)
| amfirmy convinced that this was
t he monment of inspiration. The
nmoment when everything seened to
change. Because suddenly a schene
sprang full-blown into Roberta
Lee's fertile brain. Maybe it was
the threatening storm Maybe it was
the sight of the dangling beets. O
ny handsone self. O maybe it was
sonething irretrievable, even
unknowabl e, working its way through
t he house, through -- us. Through
-- e,

The nmonent is shattered.

ROBERTA LEE
Buck! Ladi es- - !

Wth the assurance of a General indicating an objective.

ROBERTA LEE ( CONT' D)
The front porch!

EXT. SKY. DAY

Storm cl ouds darken the horizon. Thunder. The air is yellow
Leaves are kicked up and circle.

EXT. THE MAGNOLI AS. LONER GALLERY. DAY.

Al'l, except MIldred Pierce, assenble on the Gallery. MIdred
sits at the piano.

ROBERTA LEE
Ladies! | have a feeling that
sonet hing good wi ||l happen this
eveni ng. Buck! Don't forget that
extra setting.

BROMN 11 |
For whont?

ROBERTA LEE
For all those who have gone before.
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PERI W NKLE

(softly, as though to

hersel f)
Just now, | dreanmed: | was on tour
On the stairway. Pointing to the
door. As always. And the door swung
open and standi ng there was.
Captai n Roger Swain. He stepped in.
Utered HOM NY! ... Then bounded up
the stairs. Swept Hominy Ann up in
his arnms and carried her out. They
were married under the Magnoli as.

M|l dred plays "The Soldier's Return".

PERI W NKLE ( CONT' D)
Captain Swain returned to the war
where he rallied his nmen at
Gettysburg. Returned to a
vi ctorious Southern Nation... Roger
and Hom ny had many children whose
children Iived here and we all. ..
suddenl y di sappeared off the face
of the earth. Except Buck.

An appropriate punctuation of thunder.
| NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. UPPER BEDCHAMBER. DAY.

We see, through the wavy gl ass wi ndow, Jack pushing Roberta
Lee down the path towards the Front Gate.

M| dred' s playing continues.

EXT. THE MAGNCLI AS. LOVNER GALLERY. DAY.

M| dred stops playing and cones out onto the Gallery. No one
wants to break the noment as the day has turned into | ate
afternoon. But Brown Il finally does---

BROM || 1
Ladies --- we'd better get cooking.

EXT. THE MAGNOLI AS. DAY. THE PAST

We are | ooking into the Upper Bedchanber through the wavy
gl ass. We see the face of Hom ny. She is very, very old.

I NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. UPPER BEDCHAMBER. DAY. THE PAST

The room | ooks nuch as it does in the present with the
exception of sone florid wall paper and the portrait of



54.
Rachel above the mantel.
A PAI NTER, easel, paints, and brushes all laid out in
readi ness, is having tea with Hom ny, who seens in a
reverie.
Soft, big-band nusic plays froma radio.

PAI NTER
He was a Cal vary officer?

Hom ny doesn't seemto have heard.
PAI NTER ( CONT' D)

M ss Hanpton? Hom ny Ann---? Was he
a Calvary officer?

HOM NY
That is correct.
PAI NTER
Do you renenber what rank?
HOM NY
Rank? Rank--?
PAI NTER
Was he a Captain?
HOM NY
Roger Swain... Captain? Yes. Yes.

Capt ai n Roger Swai n.

She | eans back in her chair, savoring the nmenory, summoning
an i mage.

HOM NY ( CONT' D)

He was a handsone man. And with a
full beard.

The Pai nter scribbl es notes.

HOM NY ( CONT' D)
And | want a large portrait.

EXT. PINEH LL. DUSK
Baxter and M ss Hughes wal k away fromthe plantation house.
Pinehill is grand and i mmacul ate, its huge white col ums

perfection itself. The | andscape is crowded with bl oom ng
azal eas. A shaft of sunlight breaks through the dark clouds



bat hi ng the house in Biblical glow

JACK (V.Q)
Ah, there it is! Pinehill. Even the
azal eas seemto bl oom on cue.
Pinehill is an institution. The

Magnolias is a house.
Baxter and M ss Hughes stop to view the house.

M SS HUGHES
Well? Can there be any doubt?

BAXTER
(eni gmatical ly)
None what ever.

M SS HUGHES
Yet --- sonehow | thought you were
goi ng to choose The Magnol i as.

BAXTER
(surprised)
Wy ?

M SS HUGHES
We shoul d be on our way back to
Atlanta. But instead? Supper.

BAXTER
Aren't you hungry?

M SS HUGHES
Not that hungry.

BAXTER
Wuld it inprove your appetite to
know that the Georgia Preservation
Federation is going to buy The
Magnolias and turn it into a..
real museunf?

M SS HUGHES
No! Wonderful! But are they going
to sell?
BAXTER
(1 aughs)

Not in a mllion years.

M SS HUGHES
Then. ..



56.

BAXTER
Before they put ne behind a desk,
this is what | did. And | was
darned good at it.

M SS HUGHES
But the Pilgrinmge---7?

BAXTER
Pinehill fromthe outset. But
needed to get a sense of...of---

M SS HUGHES
---the opposition?

BAXTER
Very good! Now, |'ve got three
pi eces of paper ---
(takes them out)
A report fromthe Fire Marshall.
The State Buil dings Inspector. And
this---

He holds it out as though for Mss Hughes but withdraws it
t easi ngly.

BAXTER ( CONT' D)
Now now, M ss Hughes. | woul dn't
want you to becone bor ed.

EXT. THE MAGNOLI AS. LOANER GALLERY. N GHT.

Buck, in a white serving jacket, black pants, and tie, sets
up a table for drinks. As usual, he humms a tune, gospel
this tine.

Pal mer Mbtl ey, Junior, slouches up. He wears cl othes vaguely
simlar to Buck's but the pants are too short and the shirt
too |l arge and he wears outl andi sh sneakers.

Juni or stows his skateboard behind a bush and presents
hi msel f for inspection, which Buck takes seriously.

BUCK
Stand tall, Palnmer Mtley, Junior.
Make your father proud of you.

JUNI OR
My father's been in The Annex! He
pl ants tomat oes!
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BUCK
Doesn't excuse bad posture. Take
sonme pride in yourself. Didn't
ask you to wear your Sunday shoes?

JUNI OR
Man, these are---

Buck, remarkably forbearing, does his best to tug and pul
Junior's clothes into shape.

BUCK
Now -- don't do anything to cal
attention to yourself -- and only
speak if spoken to.

JUNI OR
Yeah... sir. Un---

BUCK
Yes?

JUNI OR

What tinme do | get off?
Buck can only sigh at today's youth.
| NT. THE MAGNCLI AS. KI TCHEN. NI GHT.
The Kitchen is a nel ange of sounds and steam and bustle as
Brown 111, Wsteria, and MIldred work. Al now wear "The
Magnol i as" aprons over their evening cl ot hes.
| NT. THE MAGNCLI AS. PARLOR. NI GHT.
Periw nkl e gazes at the Portrait of Rachel

I NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. DI NI NG ROOM NI GHT.

Junior sits in a corner out of the way as Buck pl aces
napki ns.

Brown Il sweeps in for inspection, glass of Port handy.
BROM | |
This will not do at all. These

napki ns are sinply fol ded! And
what's keepi ng Roberta Lee?

She catches sight of Junior.
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BROM |11 (CONT' D)
Oh, Buck. Not him
JUNI OR
(rising)
I"mfine, thank you
This confirms to Brown II1 inpending disaster as Wsteria
pops i n.
WYSTERI A
Lucill el  Your venison is calling!
Brown 111 rushes out. Buck goes out in the opposite
direction.

Juni or remai ns standing. He eyes the napkins on the table.
He goes to the table, picking up one of the napkins.

EXT. THE MAGNOLI AS. FRONT YARD. NI GHT.

Baxter and M ss Hughes stand on the path eyeing the House,
so decrepit by day, so transfornmed by night. Kerosene |anps
light the Gallery. The wi ndows bl aze cheerily. The white
colums are blue. Al is stillness and peace except for sone
l ow runmbling in the distance.

M SS HUGHES
Are you going to tell them before
or after supper?

BAXTER
After. No reason to ruin what
prom ses to be a good neal .

M SS HUGHES
| nust say that those ladies didn't
gi ve the inpression they' re about
to be cl osed down.

BAXTER
They woul dn't. You don't keep a
place like this alive for so |ong
wi t hout being able to deal with
di sasters on a regul ar basis.

M SS HUGHES
| wouldn't call becom ng property
of the Federation a disaster.

BAXTER
No, you wouldn't....
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M ss Hughes starts towards the House. Baxter renains.

M SS HUGHES
Henry---?

BAXTER
| ' ve bought a thousand years of
history. And yet -- sonetines |
feel like I'"'mstealing fromny
not her.

I NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. ENTRANCE HALL. NI GHT.

Brown Il rushes into the Hall, renoving her apron. She
peeks out of the wi ndow. She's working on another glass of
Port.

EXT. THE MAGNOLI AS. FRONT GALLERY. N GHT.

Just as Baxter and M ss Hughes step onto the Gallery, Brown
1l lurches out of the door to greet them

BROWN | |
Ah, M. Baxter! Wn't you pl ease
have a seat out here and enjoy a
dri nk. Buck!

M ss Hughes sits. Baxter, ever the gentleman, renains
standi ng. Thunder. A puff of wind. The lanps flicker.

BROWN |11 ( CONT' D)
Quite a storm brew ng. Perhaps the
lamplight will be nore than
decorative this evening.

Buck appears.

BROWN |11 ( CONT' D)
Buck. Drinks for our guests. |If you
wi |l excuse ne, please.
She goes in, |eaving the door open to the Hall. W can see

her retrieve and down the remai nder of her Port as she
di sappears into---

| NT. THE MAGNCLI AS. PARLOR. NI GHT.
Periw nkl e has fallen asleep in one of the Antique Chairs,

t he protective ribbon across her chest as though a seat
bel t .



Brown Il enters. Tries to extract a |ast drop from her
gl ass. Wakes up Periw nkl e.
PERI W NKLE
D nner---7?
BROWN | |
You' re not supposed to sit in that
chair.
PERI W NKLE

Peopl e have been sitting in this
chair since before the Revol ution

BROWN | |
Listen, I want you to go out and
keep M. Baxter and that girl
entert ai ned.

Periwi nkl e extricates herself fromthe chair, not
particularly notivated.

BROMN 111 (CONT' D)
M ss Periwi nkle: entertain them

Brown 111 |eaves. Periw nkle contenplates her task.

EXT. THE MAGNOLI AS. LOANER GALLERY. N GHT.
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Periw nkl e appears in the doorway. Baxter rises. She stands

there a nonent |onger in silence then bursts into song---

PERI W NKLE
"There's a land that is fairer than
day, And by faith we can see it
afar/ For the Father waits over the
way/ To prepare us a dwelling place
there. In the sweet by and by ---"

BUCK
"...by and by..."

PERI W NKLE
“In the sweet by and by.."

BUCK
"“...by and by..."

PERI W NKLE
"We shall neet on that beautiful
shore. In the sweet by and by..."
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BUCK
"“...by and by..."

PERI W NKLE & BUCK
"We shall neet on that beauti ful
shore ---"

Baxter and M ss Hughes appl aud.

BAXTER
| haven't heard that one since..
well, it remnds ne of hone.
PERI W NKLE
It's a good old tune. Thank you,
Buck.
BUCK
My pl easure.
PERI W NKLE
It is a hym that binds us al

t oget her.
Baxt er noves one of the rockers for Periw nkle.

PERI W NKLE ( CONT' D)
No-no! M. Baxter, if you please,
you will help nme to sit upon the
steps. | sinply cannot abide
rocking furniture

She is now safely and confortably on the steps.

PERI W NKLE ( CONT' D)
Thank you. Buck, | will have ny
sherry now, if you please. M.
Baxt er ?

Baxter indicates he will take a glass. Buck serves them just
as there is a roll of thunder and flash of |ightning.

BUCK
When it comes, t's gonna day-| uge.

Buck goes into the House.

M SS HUGHES
Maybe we ought to... do what we
have to do and go.
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BAXTER
Afraid we'll be trapped here,
overnight? Wth Captain Swain?

M SS HUGHES
| nmeant |'mnot prepared to spend
t he ni ght.

BAXTER
Strangely, | am There's a packed

suitcase in my trunk

Baxter takes a place on the steps beside Periw nkle. He
begins his story straightforwardly, ends nystified, somewhat
at sea.

BAXTER ( CONT' D)
Wen | was hone for ny nother's

funeral, before | left, ny Aunt
Tilly washed, folded, and packed
all ny clothes. | forgot to take
out one suitcase. Wen | finally
noticed it therel... | didn't take
it out. I don't know why. Just left
it there.

PERI W NKLE
Your nother is telling you
sonet hi ng.

BAXTER
You mean ny aunt.

PERI W NKLE
No. | mean your nother. M. Baxter!

(raising her glass)
Anot her, if you pl ease.

As Baxter conplies, Mss Hughes uses the nonment to get sone
t hi ngs straight.

M SS HUGHES
The sideboard you pointed out in
your "tour": you called it
Gorgonzola Gothic: there's no such
t hi ng.

M ss Hughes has greatly underesti mated her adversary and
Periw nkl e takes full advantage. Baxter has already deduced
as much and rather enjoys the little scene.
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PERI W NKLE
The sideboard you said?

M SS HUGHES
Yes.

PERI W NKLE

Well. What is it after all? Only a
pi ece of furniture. What is
inmportant is that it is where it
is. And has been for nearly two
centuries. That the buil ders of
this house were served fromit.
That M ss Hom ny Ann was nost
likely courted inits presence and
upon it rested her fan or the tips
of her splendid fingers.

M SS HUGHES
But you didn't say that.

Baxt er hands periw nkl e her Sherry.

PERI W NKLE
Thank you. M. Baxter, what is the
time?

Baxter pulls back his sleeve forgetting his watch is in his
pocket and stopped.

M SS HUGHES
Si x-twel ve.

PERI W NKLE
M ss Hughes, you have thirty
m nutes, the length of a "tour":
kindly tell nme everything you know
about sonething you have spent your
l'ife studying.

Baxter lifts his glass in tribute.

BAXTER
Touche.

PERI W NKLE
Sherry, M. Baxter. Dry sherry.

I NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. DI NI NG ROOM NI GHT.

Brown Il closely watches Junior as he noves vases of
fl owers.
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Mldred fiddles with pace-settings. She "discovers"” and is
amazed by the napkins, which are now folded into the nost
amazi ngly conpl ex and beautiful shapes.

M LDRED PI ERCE

Wiy, | haven't seen a fold Iike
this since. Wll, |'ve never seen a
fold like this.
Brown Il joins in the exam nation of the napkins.
BROMN | I1

Did you do this?
Juni or nods "yes".

BROWN |11 ( CONT' D)
M| dred, he's one of those idiot
savants. W have got ourselves our
own little rain boy here.

Wsteria throws open the door for Roberta Lee, now using a
wal ker .

BROM |11 ( CONT' D)
Roberta Lee! Wy, you're |ovely.
We're all |ovely.

Roberta Lee has no tine for conplinents.

ROBERTA LEE
Candl es! Candl es everywhere!

Wsteria and MIdred quickly conply.

ROBERTA LEE ( CONT' D)
Lucill e, open the w ndows there
just a bit and close the curtains.
There! Don't you see?

The lacy curtains flutter in the breeze.

BROWN | |
Oh yes! Wonderful effect.

Buck enters fromthe Kitchen.

BROWN |11 ( CONT' D)
(grandly)
The future of The O fspring of The
Ladi es of The Sacred South is in
t he bal ance.
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Mldred, nystified, |ooks up at the w ndows.

M LDRED PI ERCE
What's it doing up there?

Brown 111 desperately trying to sal vage the nonent.
BROWN |1 |
Not val ence! Bal ance! Qur future is
in the bal ance.

Roberta Lee takes center stage.

ROBERTA LEE
Ladi es! | have taken steps to
i nsure our success this evening.
But... | cannot tell you what, or

el se your knowi ng of it m ght spoi
the entire effect.

She notions for Buck to turn off the |ights.

The roomis transfornmed into a painting, a portrait of a
nmoment capt ur ed.

BROMWN |1

(softly)
Buck. Qur guests.

EXT. THE MAGNOLI AS. GALLERY. NI GHT.
Buck steps out on the Gallery.

BUCK
Shall we retire to di nner?

The party disappears into the house, M ss Hughes sneaking a
qui ck snort to brace herself for the foolishness to cone.

Buck remains on the Gallery, enpty and silent.

A wnd kicks up and it starts to rain. He blows out the
| anps. He is distracted by a sound, a novenent in the
darkness. It is likely just the w nd.

| NT. THE MAGNCLI AS. DI NI NG ROOM NI GHT.

The room gl ows goldenly. Al are seated. There is one
setting unattended.
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PERI W NKLE
M| dred, would you say the bl essing
pl ease.

Ml dred is caught off guard. She is never singled out for
this honor.

M LDRED PI ERCE
Me? Oh! |I'mnot prepared. Oh dear,
my m nd has gone quite bl ank--!
(gat hering herself,
Si ngi ng)
"Ni ght and day, you are the one
Only you beneath the..

BROMN |11
- - AVEN!
M SS HUGHES
Wonder bar .
M LDRED PI ERCE
l|"msorry, I....
BAXTER
(rising)

May | propose a toast: The
Magnolias: may it forever stand.

EXT. THE MAGNOLI AS. NI GHT.

The House, blue in the evening, w ndows gl ow ng gold, stands
agai nst the wind and rain.

ALL (O S.)
To The Magnol i as!

Into this idyll we notice a DARK FIGURE in a greatcoat,
carrying a lantern com ng across the |awn.

I NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. DI NI NG ROOM NI GHT.

Buck | adl es soup froma huge tureen barely being held onto
by Junior, Brown IIl certain of its certain crash.

Roberta Lee is attentive to the sounds of the storm
EXT. THE MAGNCLI AS. NI GHT.

The Figure, inpressively outlined against the House, adjusts
his hat, which is mlitary, and approaches the House.
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H's gait is indeed mlitary as he steps onto the Gallery,
stopping for a nonent to adjust his coat, we can see fl ashes
of gold and gray.

As he ascends the steps he pronptly trips knocki ng over the
table with the drinks.

| NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. DI NI NG ROOM NI GHT.
Roberta Lee starts out of her chair.

ROBERTA LEE
(fairly convincingly)
My goodness!

WYSTERI A
VWhat was t hat?

PERI W NKLE
(matter-of -factly)
Sounded | i ke soneone falling down
on the gallery.

There is an om nous knocking at the front door: three
resoundi ng raps.

ROBERTA LEE
(not quite as convincing)
| wonder who that could be?
M ss Hughes, tasting her soup, rolls her eyes.
Buck starts for the door.

ROBERTA LEE ( CONT' D)
No-no! M ldred, would you--7?

Again, Mldred is overcone by the attention. She takes
especial care to do her task properly.

Baxter rises. Al eyes follow MIdred out. W follow her
through the Parlor and into the Entrance Hall. The three
raps are repeated, MIldred halting at each one.

EXT. THE MAGNCLI AS. LOWER GALLERY. NI GHT.

The door opens. MIdred can only stand there with the door
and her nout h open.
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I NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. ENTRANCE HALL. NI GHT.

The Figure is Jack, well-bearded and dripping wet. As he
steps in, MI|dred backs away. He renoves the greatcoat. He
is dressed in a Confederate Captain's uniform

Relishing his role, he tosses the coat with a flourish
toward the banister. M ssing.

H's attention is caught by the Portrait of the Captain on
the Landing. He's done quite a good j ob.

I NT. THE MAGNCLI AS. DI NI NG ROOM NI GHT.

Al wait in silent anticipation for Mldred' s return. Except
M ss Hughes, still on the soup, pausing only to replenish
her w ne.

Jack appears at the doorway. Periw nkle slowy comes to her
feet, pointing.

PERI W NKLE
Captain -- Roger -- Swain! But
you're a ghost.

JACK
My dear lady! | can assure you | am
not --- a ghost.

Wth a flourish, he pulls off his gauntlets.

JACK (CONT' D)
Such a di sagreeabl e eveni ng.
(snaps his fingers)
W ne!

Buck brings wi ne and takes the gauntlets. M ss Hughes,
polishing off her wine, junps to her feet.

M SS HUGHES
VWat a farce!l This is...

She is stopped m d-sentence as Jack takes her into his arns.

JACK
---Homny Ann! How I've m ssed
you!

Jack plants a big, dipping wet kiss on Mss Hughes. Upon
rel ease, she plops into her chair, too stunned to do or say
anyt hi ng.



69.

We see the expectant roomfrom Jack's POV, ending with
Roberta Lee, a little anxious: is he going to freeze?

Until further notice, Jack continues in the grand tradition
of small-town community theater

JACK ( CONT' D)
General Stonewall Jackson is dead.
Chancel lorsville. ..

He delivers the following partially singing, partially
reciting: stonping around the room

JACK (CONT' D)
"The nmuffled drumis beating/
There's a sad and solemm tread/ Qur
banner's draped in nourning/As it

shrouds the illustrious dead." But
we whi pped 'em W whi pped 'em
good!

He hol ds out his glass, which Buck promptly refills.

JACK (CONT' D)
|'ve just seven days before | nust

return. To the war. |'ve been il
with a fever, you see. | need.
Rest .

Jack is suddenly attuned to unheard sounds from outsi de.

JACK ( CONT' D)
Ladi es! You nust keep the curtains
cl osed. There are Yankee scouts in
t he area.

ROBERTA LEE
Isn't this exciting?

M LDRED PI ERCE
And danger ous!

Jack quickly and gracefully closes the heavier curtains over
the |l acy ones. Just as he turns back: a FLASH M I dred has
snapped a picture.

Not m ssing a beat, Jack continues.

JACK
That |ightning was too cl ose!
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PERI W NKLE
Capt ai n?

Jack fails to nake the connecti on.

ROBERTA LEE
Captain---?
JACK
On! Yes?
PERI W NKLE
WIIl you join us for dinner?
JACK
(wi th dash)

Wth pleasure---

Bef ore he can take his place, a lightness and disorientation
conmes over Jack, just nonentarily.

ROBERTA LEE
| s anything the matter?

M LDRED PI ERCE
(bel i eving, alnost)
It nmust be the fever.

JACK
Yes. The fever? Yes---!|

Jack | eaps back into character. Though now he cones

perilously close to falling over the edge, even for Little
Theat er .

JACK (CONT' D)
W were patrolling the south bank
of the creek at dusk when we were
anbushed. Sonet hi ng expl oded over
me! | was knocked off ny horse..

He sonersaults, landing flat on his back. Gasps fromthe
Ladies. Periwinkle a bit skeptical.

JACK (CONT' D)
Al'l around ne lay the bl oodi ed and
rotting corpses of ny fallen
conr ades! Vultures circled
over head! There was not a living
soul wthin sight! Then [|---!

Roberta Lee stands over Jack, still flat on his back.
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ROBERTA LEE
Jack- - -

JACK
---1 | was...!

ROBERTA LEE
---thank you. Thank you so nuch.

Vaguely aware that he m ght have gone too far, Jack pulls

hi nsel f up, Buck handing hima wel cone gl ass of w ne.
Roberta Lee | eads Wsteria and MIdred in appl ause, joined
by Baxter. Brown II1 quickly cal culating how the evening can
be saved.

Periw nkl e stands, pointing accusationally at Jack.

PERI W NKLE

| was wong. That is NOT Captain

Swai n.

(a beat)
The Captain is nmuch taller than
this man.
Brown Il tries to disappear into her chair.

ROBERTA LEE

M ss Periwi nkle, this is Jack.

Jack.

M ss Hughes takes this chance to pour another glass of w ne,
only her manner has a swagger to it as she playfully swirls
the wi ne around the glass before dowing it, then closes her
eyes in an inexpressible | ong-del ayed satisfaction in the

Wi ne.

Roberta Lee's speech is advanced.

ROBERTA LEE ( CONT' D)
M. Baxter, we hope you enjoyed our
little surprise. This is what we
can offer for the Pilgrimge. A
fine dinner. A charmng setting. An
unexpected visitor fromour Past.

BAXTER
Yes. Unexpected. Thank you.

M ss Hughes suddenly seens to becone aware of the w ne gl ass
in her hand. She | ooks around as though to see if she is in
any way the object of attention, which she is not. She sets
t he gl ass down.
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About the sanme nonent, the swagger of M ss Hughes takes
itself up in Jack, who retreats to a niche near the Mantel
a bottle of wne and gl ass to keep hi m conpany.

M ss Hughes, now recovered from her short "spell"™ enough to
keep her nouth shut no | onger.
M SS HUGHES
Tell us -- wll the part where he

"spurts blood |ike a fountain" cone
before or after the desert?

The Ladies are too kind to even recogni ze this inpertinence
but Baxter rises fromhis chair

BAXTER

(angrily)
Haven't you any manners? Can you
ever think of anything than you and
your opinion?

(lightly)
Frankly, mnmy dear, no one gives a
damm!

An enbarrassed sil ence ensues.
PERI W NKLE
...and Captain Swain carries a
sword. That sword.

Everyone turns to the Mantel but there is no Sword.

BROVWN | |
It's gone!

ROBERTA LEE
So it is.

BROVWN | |

But where has it gone?

PERI W NKLE
(not | ooking at or
meani ng Jack)
Wiy, Captain Swain, of course.

But everyone el se thinks of Jack.
JACK

Me? | don't have it. Never had
it.
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Seeing that the evening has reached a portage,
hi s pl ace,

Jack has di scovered his reflection in the w ne.
i ncredul ously,

A pause.

PERI W NKLE

It was there for ny last tour. | am

certain of it.
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is tenmpted to cover her head with her napkin.

ROBERTA LEE
well---!
(spi nni ng)
A visitor fromthe past and a
nystery!

M LDRED PI ERCE
Per haps we ought to proceed to the
fish course?

taking a spot near the Mantel.
BAXTER

Ladies --- if you will indulge ne.

Pl ease. | rather feel like a thief,

steal ing your hospitality.

WYSTERI A
Nonsense, M. Baxter.

ROBERTA LEE
You underestimate our tol erance for
youth -- and Yankees.

BAXTER

| am from Kent ucky.

PERI W NKLE
Never | eft the union!

BROMN |11
| take it that you have sonething
to say, M. Baxter?

BAXTER
Yes, | do.... The Georgia
Preservati on Federati on wi shes to
pur chase The Magnol i as.

Baxt er

| eaves

He stares

surprised and perpl exed by the beard.
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ROBERTA LEE
What about the Pil grimage?
M SS HUGHES
(del i ght edly)
Pine-hill.
ROBERTA LEE

Oh, the disgrace.

WYSTERI A
Purchase The Magnol i as?

Wsteria's words crystallize the matter.

BROMWN | |
Never! It is sinply not for sale.
PERI W NKLE
(firmy/calmy)
Lucille.
Brown Il reluctantly resunes her seat.

PERI W NKLE ( CONT' D)
Buck. The fish course, if you
pl ease.

M| dred enjoys a nonment of surprise and then satisfaction in
Periw nkl e's deci sion.

Buck and Junior clear the soup dishes to make way for the
next course.

PERI W NKLE ( CONT' D)
M. Baxter, we will discuss this
matter over a glass of Port, after
supper, follow ng coffee.

The earlier transference of swagger, for |ack of a better
nanme at this point, occurs again, this tinme fromJack back
to Mss Hughes.

It happens just as Jack drains a glass of wine, nearly
causing himto fall over.

The swagger, well, let's call it for what it is, the spirit
of the Captain, takes great delight now in inpersonating,
t hrough M ss Hughes, a Southern Belle.

M ss Hughes rises, face flushed, fashioning a fan from her
napki n.
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She sashays to the sideboard, |ying aside the napkin and
taking up a folding fan. She gently rests her hand on the
si deboard then flips open the fan.

JACK (V.Q)
| should have realized at this
poi nt that sonmething was goi ng on
beyond ny riveting performance and
t he euphoria of too nuch good w ne.

M SS HUGHES
(softly, alnost sultrily)
| do believe I shall suffocate in
here. Wul d one of you gentl enen
pl ease acconpany ne to the veranda.

Jack is at her side in a flash, playing al ong.

JACK
It will be ny pleasure, Mss.
(V.0)
| should have realized it. But
didn't. Not yet.

She clunsily takes his arm and they | eave.
| NT. THE MAGNCLI AS. KI TCHEN. NI GHT.

As Buck prepares the next course to go out, Junior sits on a
hi gh stool watching.

BUCK
Ti e those shoel aces.

M I dred breezes in, |ooks into the oven.

M LDRED Pl ERCE
Three m nutes, Buck.

She breezes out.

JUNI OR
They gonna buy this place?

BUCK
Do you care?

Not certain if he does and not inclined to delve, Junior
surveys the room

JUNI OR
But it's always been here.
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BUCK
(1 aughs)
That man wants to buy it. Not to
take it.
JUNI OR

ldn't that the sane thing?
EXT. THE MAGNOLI AS. LONER GALLERY. NI GHT.
Though the rain has ended, distant thundering remains.

Jack breathes deeply of the spring freshness. M ss Hughes,
still fanning herself, |ooks Jack up and down.

Jack, flattered at first, senses there m ght be nore than
flirting going on, so his defenses are up, but not too.

M SS HUGHES
(circling him
"Not bad. Not bad. But this has got
to go."

She yanks the beard off, nost of it conmes off, but not all.
Jack in sone pain.

M SS HUGHES ( CONT' D)
"That's better. Yet there's
sonet hing m ssing. But what---?"

JACK
Yes! My face! To make a pai nful
story short: | couldn't find any

spirit-gum They don't call it
super-glue for nothing! Ow-!

M SS HUGHES
"Let's wal k----"

They wal k away fromthe House toward the side yard, Jack
gesticulating and informal, M ss Hughes erect, her hands
| ocked behi nd her back.

JACK
| know you think this is all a
bunch of foolishness. Maybe it is.
But Captain Swain really did exist.
Li ved just down the road. That way.

They stop. Enjoy the sight of the House. The Cabin is
near.



7.

JACK (CONT' D)
And surely he nust have stood right
here. Where | stand. Saw what | am
seei ng- - -

M SS HUGHES
"Wait here."

Wthout waiting for a reply, Mss Hughes pivots,
di sappeari ng.

JACK
Yeah --- sure.

At a loss for a nonent, he renmenbers his facial pain and
di sordered face, |ooking around.

JACK ( CONT' D)
Wt er - - - -

I NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. DI NI NG ROOM NI GHT.

Buck, assisted by Junior, renove the remains of the fish
course just as Brown Il enters with a silver platter

BROMN 11 |
The veni son---!

BAXTER
Mar vel ous!

Wsteria rises to the occasion as the portions are
di stri but ed.

WYSTERI A
Now this fell ow conmes to us
courtesy M. Beezer and the country
cl ub.

BAXTER
Real | y?

WYSTERI A
Oh yes. This tasty norsel nmet his
dem se on the fairway of the
seventh hole, a challenging par
five wwth a slight dog-leg to
t he. ..

PERI W NKLE
Aivia---
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WYSTERI A
It was in season ---

BAXTER
(t horoughly enjoyi ng)
But on the fairway--?

WYSTERI A
Fortunate for us Jerrod Beezer
carries arifle instead of a
one-iron.

BAXTER
"' mnot certain how his playing
partners feel about that but I
certainly approve. Delicious!

| NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. UPPER HALL/ BEDCHAMBER. NI GHT.

M ss Hughes wanders into the Hall. She pauses for a nonent
bef ore opening the door and entering Hom ny Ann's
Bedchanber .

It is nearly entirely in darkness, only a bit of |ight
com ng through the w ndow until a candle on the Secretary
suddenly cones to |ight.

M ss Hughes surveys the room in particular the portrait of
Hom ny and the dress on the bed.

M SS HUGHES
"Some things are as they should
be. "

I NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. STAIR LANDI NG NI GHT.

Slow y descending the stairs, Mss Hughes lightly touches
the wal | paper. She is brought to a stop by the huge painting
of the tall bearded Captain Swain.

M SS HUGHES
"---and others are horribly wong!"

EXT. THE MAGNOLI AS. SIDE YARD. NI GHT.

Near the Cabin, Jack splashes water on his face froma pail
trying to feel his way to an orderly face but remants of
t he beard remain.

He notices the figure of Mss Hughes slowly wal ki ng through
a lowlying evening mst toward him She carries the Sword
in its scabbard outstretched before her.
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She reaches Jack. She |lowers the Saber, pulling it a snal
way from the scabbard | ovingly.

JACK
So there it is. Were did you get
it? Wiere was it? How did you know
where it was?

Jack takes it fromher, making certain it is the Saber in
guesti on.

M SS HUGHES
"I put it there."

JACK
What ?  But why?

M SS HUGHES
"To be playful. We can be playful.
Mostly we're frightful but
sonetinmes we're playful."
(swaggeri ng)
"Nearly caused an apopl exy to the
old girls back in there, didn't I?"

She takes the Saber back, skillfully wthdrawi ng it
conpletely fromthe scabbard.

JACK
Are you playing with ny mnd or
sonet hi ng?

M SS HUGHES
What are you tal ki ng about? And
what am | doing with this?

JACK
Now wai tam nute. | asked you
first.

She awkwardly and rat her dangerously handl es the Saber.

M SS HUGHES
Asked me what first?

Si nce Jack has made a nove towards her, she does nanage to
get the point of the Saber in his direction. He halts but
sonething is dawning in him

JACK
Ch ... nmy---
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M SS HUGHES
Way are you staring at nme |ike
t hat ?

JACK
Hom ny Ann?

M SS HUGHES
What ?

JACK
No- no.

(sl ow y)

M ss Rachel ---?

M SS HUGHES
Really now. This is pathetic. Keep
your distance! It's not even good
acting.

JACK
Did you or did you not wal k out
here with that sword?

M SS HUGHES
Me? Certainly not!
(snapping to attention)
"Indeed | did!"

JACK
(wonder nent)
Then indeed it is you. Captain
Roger Swai n!

M ss Hughes practically bearhugs Jack.

M SS HUGHES
“Final | y!"

She reaches into Jack's pocket for the cigar and pops it
i nto her nouth.

JACK
...l can't believe it.
Captain---?

M ss Hughes suddenly di scovers herself with her arm around
Jack, whips herself away, spits out the cigar, and sl aps
Jack full across the face.
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M SS HUGHES
Are you crazy? Just save your
little charade. |I'mnot the one

you' ve got to wi n over

She turns and speeds away toward the Cabin, going around the
corner to the opposite side.

The slap has di sl odged nore of the remaining beard, |eaving
the facial hair very nmuch like the Captain's.

Jack rubs his face, smling. Picks up the cigar, sticking it
between his teeth. Laughs. He sees the Saber on the ground.
Seriousness conmes over him He gently picks it up, slowy
renoving the Saber fromits scabbard, holding it aloft in

t he suddenly appearing noonli ght.

He takes in the House in its msty splendor then starts
toward the Lower Gallery.

EXT. THE MAGNOLI AS. CABIN. NI GHT.

M ss Hughes, recovering her conmposure, |eans wth her back
agai nst the brick wall of the Cabin, arns outspread, hands
touchi ng the bricks.

M SS HUGHES
I diots! History is too inportant to
be left to amateurs. Soon you wi ||
be m ne.

I NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. PARLOR. NI GHT.

The dinner party are settling into the Parlor. Buck pours
coffee froma silver service. Periwinkle is at the w ndow.
Baxter exam nes a piece of glassware.

Wsteria delivers Baxter his coffee.
BAXTER
Thank you. Is this, by any chance,
an ashtray?
WYSTERI A
(1 aughi ng)
Not by chance but by design.
This is a mnor revelation to Baxter.

Wsteria lays a gentle hand on his arm
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WYSTERI A ( CONT' D)
And you may even use it.

Once nore, Baxter goes to look at his watch, this tine,
t hough renenbering before he raises his cuff.

Buck presents himwith a cigar. Wsteria uses a table
lighter to light the cigar.

WYSTERI A ( CONT' D)
The smel |l brings back nmenories of
nmy | ate husband. He so enjoyed a
snmoke in the evenings...

Baxter settles back, snoking, Wsteria takes a place on the
sofa adm ringly watching.

I NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. ENTRANCE HALL. NI GHT.

Buck cones into the Hall. He notices the sheet nusic on the
pi ano, stopping to |leaf through several pieces, finally
settling on "Goober Peas". Humm ng it, he goes to the w ndow
and | ooks out.

EXT. THE MAGNOLI AS. LOANER GALLERY. N GHT.

Jack, relaxed and confident, paces, puffing away on the
cigar. Hs attire, now, seens to have been ever so subtly
transfornmed into genui neness. The Saber rests on the
railing.

Buck conmes out fromthe House.

BUCK
Jack! What do you think yore
doin'?

Jack stops in his tracks. Blows a great cloud of snoke. He
goes into a coughing and choking fit ending on the floor
eye-to-butt wth the cigar.

JACK
Was | snokin' --- that?!
Buck slowly reaches down, taking up the still burning cigar,
bringing it to his lips.
BUCK
(draw i ng)

"I ndeed you were ----"



Buck grips the cigar in his teeth. He takes a big draw,
suddenly noticing his hand when he takes it out of his

mout h. He

Juni or conmes out with a big glass of

stares at both hands now.

BUCK ( CONT' D)
(still drawing)
"I do believe |I have gone too far
this tinme."

intends to sip as |long as he can.

Buck seens to be the only one who is al nost
been, however fleetingly, the Captain.

of havi ng

Jack expertly attaches the scabbard to his belt.

Buck is a
gl ass.

JACK
"There! Now | am conplete.”
BUCK
Are you? Conplete?
JACK
"What do you nean by that, boy?"
JUNI OR
Hay, | didn't say nothin'.
BUCK
He nmeans ne, Pal ner.
JACK
"That's right, | nmean you. Now get

me some W ne and explain yourself."

little unsteady but he pours and hands Jack a

BUCK
Pal mer, you best go in the kitchen.
JUNI OR
(under his breath, as he
goes)

Man, this is a weird pl ace.

Jack drinks deeply.

BUCK
Wiy have you returned?

| enbnade whi ch he

83.

instantly aware
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JACK
(unhesitating)
"I never left."

BUCK
How nmuch do you know?

JACK
(uncertain & hesitant)
“I...1 know only what was."

BUCK
Can you know what is?

JACK
"No. | cannot know. "
(angrily whips out the
Saber)
"Yes! | cannot know.
(resheat hes the Saber)
I am.. powerless."

Jack turns to go. Stops.

JACK ( CONT' D)
"Did we wi n?"

Buck is silent.

Jack descends the steps and di sappears into the dark. Very
di stant thunder.

| NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. KI TCHEN. NI GHT.

Junior sits on a high stool nursing his | enonade. M ss
Hughes enters fromthe outside.

She is already plotting the changes to be nade. She opens
cabi nets, one being filled with nothing but bottles of Port.

M SS HUGHES
Fi gures. ...

I NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. PARLOR. NI GHT.

The group have settled down with coffee, Wsteria still
enj oyi ng Baxter enjoying his cigar.

Periwinkle initiates the conversation with a firmreturn of
her cup to its saucer



PERI W NKLE
Shal |l we get down to business?

BROM | |1
M ss Periw nkle! There are five of
us O fspring of the Ladies of the
Sacred South and I, for one, wll
not entertain the idea of our
selling The Magnoli as.

WYSTERI A
Qui t e unt hi nkabl e!
PERI W NKLE
Indeed it is. But howw !l we

survive?

M ss Hughes enters fromthe Kitchen as Baxter renpbves an
envel ope from hi s pocket.

BAXTER
By accepting this.

M SS HUGHES
Ah!  The third envel ope---

BROMN 11 |
The third---7?

M SS HUGHES
Yes. The other two, which | have
here, contain the results of the
i nspections of this place by the
Fire Marshal and Buil di ng

| nspect or.

PERI W NKLE
Have we been inspected?

BROWN | |
Unfortunately, yes, and we have
been found --- wanting.

PERI W NKLE

Wanti ng what ?

WYSTERI A
Everyt hi ng.

85.
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M SS HUGHES
But this place will want no nore
with this...
(takes the envel ope &
peeks in)
- - - check.

WYSTERI A
You can't buy history.

M SS HUGHES

(proudly)
It's M. Baxter's specialty.

BROWN | |
Specialty? Sir, you are here under
fal se pretenses.

Thi s accusation wei ghs heavily on Baxter but he rallies,
taking the envel ope from M ss Hughes, placing it on the
table as no one wll accept it.

BAXTER
For that | do apol ogi ze. But | have
here a fair and generous offer.

A pause. None of the Ladies w |l budge.

M LDRED Pl ERCE
Shoul dn't we at least look at it?

Jack enters, followed by Buck

ROBERTA LEE
Jack---7?

M LDRED PI ERCE
(cl aspi ng her hands)
The Captain has returned!

PERI W NKLE
(under her breath)
| ndeed he has----

As all attention has turned upon him Jack sumons hi nsel f
up to the nmonent, surveying the room his hand upon the
Saber. He whips it fromthe scabbard.

A sudden w nd extingui shes nost of the candles, which subtly
re-1ight thenmselves in advance of Mldred' s increasingly
shaki ng hand.
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JACK (V.Q)
Now | 've been known to do sone
pretty crazy things to attract

attention and, believe ne, I'd like
to take conplete credit for a great
performance --- but....

Jack places the Saber on the table on top of the envel ope.

JACK ( CONT' D)
"The ni ght before ny wedding with
Hom ny Ann | had a prenmonition. A
dream | was dead. Dead! Killed on
the field of battle."

I NT. PINEH LL. BEDCHAMBER. NI GHT. THE PAST.

The Captain splashes water on his face, | ooking at his
reflection in the mrror above the washstand.

CAPTAI N SVAI N
| nmust do sonething for Hom ny Ann
just in case....

EXT. THE MAGNOLI AS. FRONT LAWN. NI GHT. THE PAST

The Captain, lantern in hand, stands gazing at the house,
the white colums blue in the noonlight.

JACK (V.Q)
"No matter who wins this war, times
will be hard."

The Captain renoves a bandanna from his pocket and pl aces it
on the ground. He unfolds it, rings and jewels sparkling in
the | anplight.

CAPTAI N SWAI N
These are to preserve your future
confort and happi ness agai nst al
trials which you may encounter

| NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. UPPER BEDCHAMBER. NI GHT. THE PAST.
Moonl i ght bathes the room and the bed where Hom ny sl eeps
peaceful Iy radi ant and unaware behi nd nosquito netting
surroundi ng the bed.

The Captain parts the netting and ever so gently kisses
Hom ny Ann.
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CAPTAI N SVAI N
(whi speri ng)
My dear wife. How strange it
sounds! And yet in nmere hours you
wll be so.

| NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. UPPER BEDCHAMBER. NI GHT.

The roomis still and silent. A candle on the secretary has
nearly burned down to not hing.

A candle on the Secretary has It sputters.
| NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. PARLOR NI GHT.

Al are in rapt attention to Jack, excepting M ss Hughes,
who is curiously attentive to the others' rapt attention.

JACK
"I never got the chance to tell her
about the jewels. Had | only told

her--! Had | only shouted out where
they were! Had | only...! Told her!
Before I...died."

Toward the end, it is a struggle between Jack and the
Captain, Jack finally collapsing onto the floor, exhausted.

The Ladi es surround Jack, still flat on his back.

WYSTERI A
Were are they?

BROWN | |
(ki cking him
Where did you hide then?

ROBERTA LEE
Tel | us!

Jack tries to sit up

JACK
Tell you... tell you what?

BROM | |
Where did you hide the jewel s?

JACK
Me? Hide jewel s? Wat jewel s?
VWhat are you tal ki ng about ?



BROVWN | | |
Show us where they are and we'll
use themto save the house!

M SS HUGHES
Were's a drama critic when you
really need one?

Buck brings Jack a glass of w ne.

BUCK
(to Jack)
| zzat what they call nmethod acting?

JACK
| don't know. But | was great.
Wasn't |? There was a nmadness to
it. Wasn't there?
(struggles to his feet)
Sonet hi ng happened out there.
think it was --- the Captain.

M SS HUGHES
He made a grab at nme and | sl apped
him That's what happened out
t here.

M LDRED Pl ERCE
W' re saved!

BROWN |1 |
VWhat ?

M LDRED PI ERCE
The jewels! In the sword.
M SS HUGHES
Actually, it's a saber

BROM || 1
Yes! Oh, Mldred, you're right!
Captain Swain hid the jewels in the
sword. . .

WYSTERI A
---and left it under Homny's
bed. ..

M LDRED Pl ERCE
---but was killed before he could
tell her.

89.
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BROMN | I 1
But why didn't she nention it in
her menoirs?

ROBERTA LEE
She coul dn't have known they were
in there---

M LDRED PI ERCE
....then they nust still be in
there. ...

Periwnkle lifts the Saber fromthe table, handing it to
Baxt er.

He unsheathes it. Discovers that the handl e can be
unscrewed. There is a chamber within fromwhich he extracts
a bandana which he lays on the table. He carefully opens the
bandana, which encl oses jewels.

Juni or pushes his way through to the table.
JUNI OR

Man!  Rad! Themthings really
real ? Awesone.

BROVWN | |
These are our sal vati on!
ROBERTA LEE
This is what they were intended
for.
WYSTERI A

Yes. To ensure the conti nued
survival of The Magnoli as.

CGeneral Huzzahs all around, the Ladies congratul ating Jack.
Periw nkl e and Baxter seemto share a nonent as M ss Hughes
eagerly approaches Baxter.

BAXTER
Ladi es! My congratul ati ons!

M SS HUGHES
(whi spers to Baxter)
Wai t am nute! Those jewels don't
even bel ong- - -

Baxter stops M ss Hughes.
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M LDRED PI ERCE
A toast---!

Buck has al ready wheel ed the Port Cart in preparation for
the evening after-coffee round and all quickly secure
gl asses.

BROM |11
To The O fspring of The Ladies of
The Sacred Sout h---

WYSTERI A
To The Magnoli as- - -

M LDRED PI ERCE
To...to---

JACK
---Captai n Roger Swain!

ROBERTA LEE
To M ss Hom ny Ann Hanpton: "A
wi dow before she was ever a bride."

As the Port is enjoyed, MIldred conmes to a realization which
she seenms to confirmby a careful exam nation of the jewels.

M ss Hughes, neanwhile, is nystified at Baxter's seem ng
acqui escence in the proceedings.

M LDRED PI ERCE
OHM! Oh--- ny....

At this, Periwinkle relaxes into a knowi ng smle.

BROWN [ 11
(alittle annoyed)
VWhat is it, MIdred?

M LDRED Pl ERCE
(tentatively)
"...a wdow before she was ever a

bride----"?
ROBERTA LEE
(unwi I'l1'i ngly)
Oh ny. ...
BROMN [ 11

VWhat ? What is it? What are you
tal ki ng about ?



M LDRED PI ERCE
Hom ny Ann never married the
Capt ai n.

WYSTERI A
Oh ny. Then these belong with the
Captain's Plantation---

PERI W NKLE
--- Pinehill.
A silence of depression engulfs the Ladies as they return
the jewels, with a fond farewell, to the bandana.
JACK

Then there's no happy endi ng?
That's why | prefer the stage.

BROWN | |
We'l|l have a neeting to elect a
commttee to forma delegation to
go to -- Pinehill. To return these.

The Ladi es help thenselves to nore Port to drown their
SOrrow.

PERI W NKLE
(to Baxter)
Way didn't you speak up? Certainly
you knew.

M ss Hughes junps into Baxter's hesitation.

M SS HUGHES
| woul d have but he stopped ne.

PERI W NKLE
| am not surprised you find us to
be stubborn, even obstinate,
per haps naive; but that you'd think
us di shonest is disappointing to
me, M. Baxter.

M ss Hughes snatches up the envel ope.

M SS HUGHES
Per haps the nunbers on this check
wi || ease your disappointnent.
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PERI W NKLE
That woul d be inpossible, ny dear.
Buck! Push the Port to the Gallery
for our guests. Ladies! Shall we
consi der this?

Meani ng the envel ope whi ch she hol ds.
EXT. THE MAGNOLI AS. LONER GALLERY. NI GHT.

Baxter sits on the Rocking Chair, snoking and drinking Port.
M ss Hughes paces just out of range of his snoke.

M SS HUGHES
Way did you stop ne fromtelling
t hent?

BAXTER
They knew.

M SS HUGHES

Were they going to speak up?

BAXTER
(regretfully)
But they did. And gave up their
| ast chance to hold onto this
pl ace.

M SS HUGHES
You' re not going native are you?

Baxter | aughs, grinding out his cigarette in yet another
ashtray.

BAXTER
Hardly.

I NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. PARLOR. NI GHT.

The Ladies, with Buck's help have created a sem -circle of
seating for their inpronptu neeting.

EXT. THE MAGNCLI AS. LOVWER GALLERY. NI GHT.
Jack comes out opening a bottle of beer.

BAXTER
Quite a perfornmance.

Jack takes an exaggerated bow.
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M SS HUGHES
It was poorly conceived,
historically marginal, and
t heatrical ly unconvi nci ng.

JACK
A m xed revi ew

| NT. THE MAGNCOLI AS. PARLOR NI GHT.
M | dred peruses the check.

M LDRED PI ERCE
Oh ny goodness graci ous!

She passes the check to Wsteria, who gasps.

ROBERTA LEE
---speechl ess?

Wsteria nods her head "yes", handing the check to Roberta
Lee, who counts the figures. Her nouth opens. She hands it

to Brown |11, whose knees weaken but she recovers, going for
sone Port.
BROWN | |
But what's to becone of us?
Brown 111 hands the check to Periw nkle.
PERI W NKLE

Per haps we have served our purpose.
Periw nkl e shows the check to Buck

BUCK
"Amazi ng grace...."

PERI W NKLE
| wll see M. Baxter in Hom ny
Ann' s bedchanber.

EXT. THE MAGNOLI AS. LONER GALLERY. NI GHT.
Baxter holds the ashtray in his hand, smling.

BAXTER
(al most to hinsel f)
| f such things happened as appeared
to happen this evening... | think
this would be the sort of place
t hey' d happen.
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Buck cones out, indicating Baxter should follow him They go
into the House.

Jack quickly finishes his beer.
M ss Hughes fini shes checki ng her phone nessages.
M SS HUGHES
That saber's been hanging in there

probably since the Gvil War. How
did you know about the jewels?

JACK
| didn't.
M SS HUGHES
That' s i npossi bl e.
JACK
Yes! Isn't that wonderful! Now if
you'll excuse ne.

He vaults over the railing perfectly.

JACK (CONT' D)
|'ve got a date with Richard the
Thi rd.

Jack | eaps and tunbl es across the | awn.

JACK ( CONT' D)
"Now is the winter of our
di scontent made gl orious sunmer..."
(singing)
"The hills are alive with the sound
of music---1"

As Jack fades visually and vocally, Mss Hughes entertains a
nonment of contenpl ation...

M SS HUGHES
"...the sort of a place they'd
happen. "

EXT. THE MAGNOLI AS. LONER GALLERY. DAY. THE PAST

Large potted plants crowd the Gallery. Banboo shades screen
out the sun

Nestled in the greenery, sitting at a small wooden table on
which sits a typewiter, is ancient Hom ny Ann. She is
pecking at the keys with a couple of fingers.
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A m ddl e- aged bl ack woman, BUELA, pours coffee. Hom ny stops
t ypi ng.

HOM NY
Buela, is it worthwhile?

BUELA
What ?

HOM NY
---yesterday.

BUELA

(1 aughi ng)

M ss Hom ny, | had the biggest
headache | done evah had yes' erday.

HOM NY
No. | nean |ong ago.
BUELA
Long ago don't be no nore.
HOM NY
It's in our menory.
BUELA
Well, times is always betta in ya
head.
HOM NY

As long as its not aching.
They | augh. Buel a takes away the coffee service.
| NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. PARLOR DAY. THE PAST.

As Buel a passes through the roomw th the service, there is
a crash.

BUELA
Lor dy!

She | ooks around and spies a hole where a nail once held up
t he Saber, which has fallen to the fl oor.

BUELA ( CONT' D)
Anot her thing to do---

She plops the Saber on a chair and hurries off.
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EXT. THE MAGNOLI AS. LOWER GALLERY. DAY. THE PAST.
Hom ny throws herself into a last flurry of tapping.

A ten year old boy, YOUNG BUCK, peeks through the pal mand
fern fronds, fascinated by the old lady at the typewiter.

Seei ng Buck, Hom ny stops typing.

HOM NY
It's called a type-witer

She notions for Young Buck to cone out fromthe plants.
She gathers hi m between herself and the typewiter. She
pl aces his finger on a key and helps himto tap out three
letters, a space, and three letters.

| NSERT: THE PAGE

Following the |ast paragraph is the title: "My Life In The
Sacred South". Young Buck has typed "THE ENF".

The carriage is backed up and the "F" is x'ed out and the
"D' added.

HOM NY ( CONT' D)
There! Not a perfect ending but |
never expected it would be.
| NT. THE MAGNCOLI AS. UPSTAI RS BEDCHAMBER. NI GHT.

Buck escorts Baxter into the room Periwinkle is seated near
t he wi ndow. Buck | eaves.

Periw nkl e sutmons her hard, inpenetrable self.

PERI W NKLE
M . Baxter.

BAXTER
Yes ma' anf?

This sinple courtesy conpletely nelts her.
PERI W NKLE
(under her breath)
"Yes ma'am ... "

She manages to pull herself up.
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PERI W NKLE ( CONT' D)

The Magnol i as cannot exist w thout
The Ladies. W are it's spirit. And
| am now convi nced that The
Magnol i as cannot continue w t hout
-- you.

Baxter starts to protest but she silences himwith a wave of
her hand.

PERI W NKLE ( CONT' D)
And the question before us is: Wat
are we going to do about it?

BAXTER
|"mnot certain | accept your
prem se.

PERI W NKLE
Wul d you at | east accept a gl ass
of Port?

She produces a bottle froma knitting basket beside the
chair and notions for Baxter to procure glasses fromthe
bur eau.

Baxt er pours.

PERI W NKLE ( CONT' D)

To the brim M. Baxter.... To a
pl easant glass of Port.... | owned
this place once. Inherited it. |
was young. Uninterested. | never
saw the place. | sold it to a group

of wonen calling thensel ves The

O fspring of The Ladies of The

Sacred South, every "T" of each

"The" capitalized, by the way.
(tasting deeply of Port)

Many years |ater | got an

invitation to Mrtification Day and

| cane. |'ve been here ever since.

Periw nkle finishes her wine, Baxter re-fills it.
PERI W NKLE ( CONT' D)
| am not certain what was | acking
inm life that this place has
suppl i ed.

She reaches out to open the w ndow, Baxter hel ping her.
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PERI W NKLE ( CONT' D)
There is a peaceful ness here.
Security. A feeling that if the
lives of those who are | ong dead
are renenbered, sonehow there's
hope that our own lives wll not be
forgotten.

BAXTER
I mortality---7?

PERI W NKLE
No. Just a lone flower on a sinple
grave at regular intervals. No. Not
immortality. Remenbrance.

Baxter is drawmn to Hom ny Ann's portrait.

BAXTER
| can't help but observe that so
many houses |ike this have becone
nmuseuns because the famlies which
built themdied out. Had she only
married.. ..

PERI W NKLE
(to herself)
Married--? M. Baxter!
She rises fromthe chair, offering Baxter her arm

PERI W NKLE ( CONT' D)
Downstairs, if you please.

Baxter reaches for the Port.

PERI W NKLE ( CONT' D)
No- no! Chanpagne will be in order.

| NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. KI TCHEN. NI GHT.

Junior is up to his elbows in dirty dishes. Buck enters with
nor e.

BUCK
You did well, Palnmer Mdtley,
Juni or.

JUNI OR

Kin | go then?

Junior pulls his arnms fromthe soapy water of the sink
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BUCK
(resigned but
di sappoi nt ed)
You can go if you want.

Junior is ecstatic. He starts rolling dowm his sleeves but
as suddenly stops, seeing Buck holding still nore dishes. He
pushes his sl eeves back up.

JUNI OR
Maybe a few nore---

Nearly bursting a the major event in Junior's |ife, Buck
deposits the dishes in the sink and joins Junior in the
t ask.

I NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. PARLOR. NI GHT.

The Ladi es are huddled in conference while Baxter snpokes a
cigarette, |ooking out of the w ndow.

ROBERTA LEE
VWhat ?

BROWN |1 |
You can't be serious!

M LDRED PI ERCE
Are you insane?

PERI W NKLE
Yes! I'mas crazy as Pal mer Mtl ey
and his tomatoes.

WYSTERI A
It goes against the very nature of
The O fspring.

PERI W NKLE
Nevert hel ess. Wat do you say?

Roberta Lee | ooks over in Baxter's direction at the opposite
side of the room He turns and sm | es.

ROBERTA LEE
| say we have nothing to | ose.

BROM || 1
We have everything to | ose!

M ss Hughes, tired of waiting, enters.
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Buck and Junior enter, with desert -- and nore Port.

The Ladi es put their heads together for a final tally. Brown
1l finding herself the sole dissenter, gives way.

Brown Il defers to Periwi nkle, who insists that Brown 11
be their representative. They forminto a form dabl e phal anx
of deci si on.

Buck and Juni or head back into the kitchen

PERI W NKLE
On Buck! Please stay. This
involves us all. Now Lucille, if
you pl ease- - -

BROMN | I 1

As President of The O fspring of
The Ladi es of The Sacred South, |
of fer you our proposal.

A pause. Understandable, as Brown Il is expecting a reply
from Baxter, who is blissfully unaware but gradually feels
t hat sonmehow his is expected to say sonething.

BAXTER
Yes? Then what is it?
BROMN | I 1
(1t mportantly)
Qur Proposal.
BAXTER
Ah! Which is---?
PERI W NKLE
M ster Baxter. W are proposing:
Marri age.
BAXTER
....\Wat?
PERI W NKLE
To you.
BAXTER
You nean...? What? What do you
mean?
ROBERTA LEE

A marriage between The O fspring.
And you
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BAXTER
Let me see if |I...

ROBERTA LEE
We don't want your Georgia
Preservati on Federation---

WYSTERI A
---0r its noney.

Brown |11 places the envel ope on the table.

M LDRED PI ERCE
It's you we want, M. Baxter.

M SS HUGHES
Now | know why they keep asking for
the Port.

M ss Hughes snatches up the envel ope.

PERI W NKLE
As our dowy, we offer the |and,
t he house, and everything init...

M LDRED Pl ERCE
---and us!

M SS HUGHES
(to Baxter)
| think they nean it.

(to Ladies)
You expect he's going to send ne
back to Atlanta and just... stay
her e?
THE LADI ES
II\M dol n
PERI W NKLE

In fact, we insist.
A pause.

M SS HUGHES
Henry---?

Henry and Buck exchange | ooks. Buck breaks into a big smle,
t hen | aughter.
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BUCK
Ladi es! You done it! You gone and
done it!

BAXTER

Ri ght you are, Buck. Ladies! Your
proposal is sonething I won't take
l[iterally of course. But | wll
take it back to Atlanta with ne.

PERI W NKLE
Wy do you intentionally
m sunder st and us?

BAXTER
Because |I'mnot ready to give up
all of what |'ve conme to know as
t he proper and prof essional
approach to history because of an
evening's entertai nnent, splendid
as it was.

I NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. ENTRANCE HALL. NI GHT.

M | dred sneaks out of the Parlor into the enpty Hall and up
the stairs.

Baxter and M ss Hughes are escorted out by the Ladies.

BAXTER
Thank you, Ladies. And Buck. | am
certain sonething can be worked
out. I'll be back.

Baxter and M ss Hughes | eave.
After a nonent, Wsteria sits at the piano.

WYSTERI A
How about a song?

The nmonent is too solemm. Buck finally steps in.

BUCK
How ' bout " Goober Peas" -- if you
pl ease.

Buck singing, the Ladies joining in

Wsteria begins playing,
littl e enthusiasm

individually, with it
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EXT. THE MAGNOLI AS. FRONT LAWN. NI GHT.

M ss Hughes | eads as they work their way to the parking |ot.
Baxter is nonentarily stopped by the singing.

M SS HUGHES
Do | need to stop your ears with
wax?
BAXTER
(1 aughi ng)

I NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. ENTRANCE HALL. NI GHT.

Their first chorus of "Goober Peas" finishes, Buck
encouragi ng a second but stops suddenly by the sight of a
FI GURE on the stairs.

The singing comes to a stop.

The Figure is wearing the Weddi ng Gown of Hi ss Hom ny.
Whoever it is, certainly makes a grand and evocative
statenent, except for the pillow case over its head.

FI GURE
| can't see.

BROMN 11 |
MIdred---7?

The Figure pulls off the pillow case.

M LDRED Pl ERCE
There wasn't a veil

PERI W NKLE
Too |late, M dred. He's left.

M LDRED PI ERCE
Too bad.
(rmeani ng nore than
“liked")
| liked him

EXT. THE MAGNOLI AS. PARKI NG LOT. NI GHT.

Baxter stands at the passenger side of the car with the key
ready to unlock it for Mss Hughes.
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BAXTER
You know how you feel when you find
yourself in church when you haven't
been in years -- and you're sitting
there and the snell is so soothing
and you hear the nusic and it
sounds just |ike you renenber it
bei ng and then you wal k out into
t he sunshi ne and you vow to
yoursel f from now on you're going
to start going to church again---7?

M SS HUGHES
| never go to church

Baxt er unl ocks and opens the passenger door.
M SS HUGHES ( CONT' D)
Oh, | need ny purse out of the
trunk.

They go around to the rear of the car.

BAXTER
You know, | was this close to
taking themup on their -- offer.
M SS HUGHES

What stopped you?

BAXTER
| needed a sign. Not a spirit. O
evi dence of a spirit. Sonething..
real . Sonething... actual

EXT. THE MAGNOLI AS. LOANER GALLERY. N GHT.

The Ladi es have come out on the Gallery to take the night
air, but still hoping that Baxter will not | eave.

Buck picks up and strai ghtens.

M LDRED PI ERCE
| really did like him...

She folds the pillow case and goes into the House.

WYSTERI A
He had manners, he did...

She sighs and al so goes into the House.
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BROMN 11|
Once he sees the Atlanta skyline
all this will seema dream He'l
doubt we ever exi sted.

ROBERTA LEE
Wel |, Ladies, good evening. Another
day in the history of The
Magnol i as. . ..

Brown 111 and Roberta take each others' armand go into the
House.

Periw nkl e bids them good evening and sits on the steps.
EXT. THE MAGNOLI AS. PARKI NG LOT. NI GHT.
Baxt er stands over the unopened trunk.

M SS HUGHES
Henry---? Sonetime tonight--?

He snaps out of his reverie and opens the trunk. M ss Hughes
retrieves her purse. She goes around and into the car.

Baxter remains with his hand on the lip, then | ooks down
into the trunk

We see the Suitcase he is staring at.
EXT. THE MAGNOLI AS. LONER GALLEY. NI GHT.

From Periw nkle's point of view we see hear the car start,
lights cone on, and drive out of the |lot, and away.

PERI W NKLE
Have a glass of Port with ne, Buck.

BUCK
Ch, no ma' am

PERI W NKLE
| insist.

Buck pours for both, they touch gl asses, and enjoy a quiet
noment .

A night M st creeps along the | awn.

Appearing out of the mst is a FIGURE, wal king toward the
House. As it breaks into the light fromthe Gallery, we see
that it is Baxter, carrying the suitcase. He wal ks directly
up to the stops and sets the Suitcase down.
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BAXTER
It seemed you knew about everything
fromthe nonment | set foot on the
pl ace.

PERI W NKLE
Pure luck and blind faith.

BAXTER
Faith in what?

PERI W NKLE
That's what you' ve returned for
isn'"t 1t? To answer that question.

BAXTER
Yes.

PERI W NKLE
And that's why you'll stay.

Periwi nkle rises with Buck's hel p.

PERI W NKLE ( CONT' D)
Buck, I will rest for half an hour,
then you may drive ne hone.

She starts into the House.

BAXTER
But - --!

She stops and turns sweetly to Baxter.

PERI W NKLE
Yes---7?

BAXTER
VWhat have | done? W' ve got
not hi ng. Thi s pl ace needs

everyt hi ng.

PERI W NKLE
You need a glass of Port, M.
Baxt er.

She di sappears into the House.

BAXTER
| need a barrel of Port. Buck, can
you put me up for a few days?
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Buck picks up the Suitcase.

BUCK
It wll be ny pleasure.

Buck and Baxter wal k away into the rising mst, gradually
di sappeari ng, hunm ng " Goober Peas".

| NT. THE MAGNOLI AS. UPPER BEDCHAMBER. NI GHT.

The roomis still and silent, only lit froma single candle
nearly burned out.

The door slowy opens. Jack enters and stands erect, facing
the Portrait of Hom ny Ann. He raises a glass of Port,
silently toasting her.

Hi s shoul ders slunp as the flanme of the candle dies, the
room nearly conpletely dark except for a shaft of noonli ght
which illum nates a snake of snoke rising to the ceiling.
EXT. MAI N STREET. DAY

TI TLE: " THREE WEEKS LATER"

Loungi ng, standing on his skateboard, [arge placard in hand,
on a streetcorner, is Junior, on the | ook-out.

H's quarry lunbers into town. It is a Tour Bus, a green and
flowery "Spring Pilgrimage" artfully enblazoned on its sides
stops at the corner.

Juni or flashes the placard to the Bus. It reads
"Pilgrimge".

The door opens. Palner gestures and then junps in.

EXT. BASEBALL FI ELD. DAY

A pick-up gane of softball is underway as Pal ner Mtl ey
waters his tomatoes, which have grown considerably,

intertw ning thenselves into the backst op.

The Bus rounds a corner and passes the field.

EXT. MAGNOLI A VWAY. DAY.

As the Bus turns onto Magnolia Way, we see Jack, in costune,

standing in the bed of his truck. He smartly doffs his cap
and gestures grandly, indicating the Bus's direction.
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JACK (V.Q)
| think that the very first words
spoke were a lie. This is not a
story about the past. This is a
story about the future. And it is
j ust begi nni ng.

| NT. OFFI CE HALL. DAY

A Hall of many frosted-glass office doors. A SIGN PAINTER is
busily scraping "Henry Baxter Historic Acquisitions" off one
of the doors.

The door opens and M ss Hughes hands the Sign Painter a
paper.

M SS HUGHES
Al block letters, please.

She returns into the office, closing the door.
EXT. THE MAGNOLI AS. FRONT GATE. DAY.

Baxter stands at the Front Gate. The azal eas are in ful
bl oom

The Bus pulls up. Junior pops out, inmediately skateboardi ng
away. Baxter enters the Bus.

I NT. TOUR BUS. DAY

Taki ng the m crophone fromthe driver, Baxter goes instantly
into "tour node".

BAXTER
Do you know what history is? ..
Good! Because this evening you're
going to find out. The sane way |
di d.

EXT. THE MAGNOLI AS. FRONT LAWN. DAY.

Baxter leads a long |line of the GUESTS down the path towards
t he House.

To one side of the path we see a new y-pl anted Magnoli a
Tree. To the other side Buck digs the hole for its
conpani on.

Standing on the Lower Gallery are The Ladies. They are
si ngi ng "Goober Peas" as the CGuests file past and into the
House.
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