55.

FADE IN: 

EXT. VICTORIAN STREET, BALTIMORE, MARYLAND. 

People walking, carriages, etc.  

TITLE OVER:  

Democratic Convention,

Baltimore, Maryland,

June 1860.

INT. CONVENTION BUILDING.   DAY

Crowded depressed interior -- mostly men -- great deal of LOUD CHATTER. 

Back lit by the sunlight, JOSEPH MAYNARD and MR. MAYNARD watch.  Mr. Maynard sits with hands outstretched atop an elegant cane. 

Joseph is much the same without cane, and a beard of the time closely groomed to his jaw line.  

JOSEPH scratches his face with irritation. 

Silence is finally reached.  REVEREND enters to deliver prayer.

REVEREND

(add Lib.)

Enter DELEGATE.  Administers a recess.

DELEGATE

(add Lib.)

Joseph shakes his head.  Mr. Maynard

JOSEPH 

(southern accent)

It doesn' surprise me.

Mr. Maynard stands and checks his seat for lost items, followed by his son, who had been looking to him.

MR. MAYNARD

Tis a privilege a the politician.

The men exit the room together.

EXT.  FRONT OF THE CONVENTION BUILDING.   DAY

Joseph and Mr. Maynard emerge from the building.  The wind is blowing.  They place their hats on their heads and walk east up the street. Mr. Maynard smiles at his son.

MR. MAYNARD

Yur mother'll be upset we won' be returnin' for another day. We've only the summer before yu'll be back t' school.

JOSEPH

(smiling.) 

It's long enough.

MR. MAYNARD

(somberly.)   

Not for her.

Mr. Maynard gives a feeble smile and laughs. Joseph smiles.  

MR.OATES (O.S.)

(calling.)

Mr. Maynard?

The men hear the voice from a space ahead, and focus there. 

MR.OATES greets them with a sunny air on a sickly façade. 

Joseph and Mr. Maynard look at him warily as he approaches.   

Oates grins, moves his cane into his left hand, and reaches for Mr. Maynard's hand, intending a cordial handshake. 

MR. OATES

Mr. Maynard. Have ya come for

the convention? Aren't ya 

Republicans by practice-or am

I mistaken? 

Dismisses his own questions with a wave of his hand

MR. OATES (CONT’D)

No matter. It’s a wondrous thing. Isn’t it? 

Oates nods to the building to exemplify his meaning.

MR. MAYNARD

 (warily smiling.)

Mr. Oates I recall. It's been a

long time. I see ya don' forget a face either.  

Joseph studies the Oates, then returns attention to his father.

MR. MAYNARD

It's good t'see ya again. How's the firm since I left?

The three stand together.  Oates adjusts his cane under his arm and fixes his loose glove.  

MR. OATES

Good-very good. How’s your own

firm been faring?

(pause.)

Have ya decided to join us in politics  yet, my friend?

MR. MAYNARD

(merrily.)  

No. Indeed. I’m still practicing as I wish. I’ve just come t’see the beginnings of war.

MR. OATES

Ya don’ know how prophetic yur words are. I fear it’s the end of our good nation. Us law men’ll have quite a bit t’do, won' we?

Joseph and Mr. Maynard look concerned.  The mood gets dark. 

People of all ages mill about. A Lady rushes to pull a child from the street before he’s run down; she yells as they exit.  

Joseph's eyes turn from the present to a line OF AFRICAN SLAVES coming their way. 

A SMALL BOY among them labors under a large basket. As they turn into crossroad, the basket falls, and he tumbles to the ground. 

The SLAVE OWNER guiding them jumps on him with his walking stick. The boy curls up to protect himself. 

Joseph's face reflects great anger. 

Joseph, Oates, and Mr. Maynard observe the drama.  Maynards with disgust, and Oates smiling with unabashed mirth. 

Joseph moves between his father Oates intending to intervene, but Oates catches his arm forcing their eyes to meet and stopping him. They hold the daring look for a few tense seconds.

MR. OATES

("gently" pulls 

him back.)

Isn’t yur fight, boy. He belongs t’ tha’ man, an’ to interfere’d bring a suit on you.

Mr. Maynard sadly watches on with the gathered crowd.

JOSEPH

He can't jus'-

MR. MAYNARD

(gravely, cuts 

off his son.)

He can.

The young boy stands from the beating; tears stream down his face and the basket is forced back into his possession.  

The Slave Owner strikes him again to move him. 

The African slaves disappear, and the crowd disperses.  

Joseph breaks free of Mr. Oates hold with extra effort.  

JOSEPH

Let’s go somewhere more 

suitable to gentleman.

Joseph roughly straightens his coat, and brushes his sleeves.

Mr. Oates smiles with anger in his eyes.  

OATES

Y’are old’nuff t’go t’the 

University. Aren't ya, Joseph?

MR. MAYNARD

He’ll be going back t’West Point in the fall. Second year.

All three men regard one another tensely.

OATES

Then yu’ll follow your father's steps an’ be a lawyer. 

(chuckling.)  

When y’ave yur own Negroes, 

you'll see my point.

Mr. Maynard's features turn from annoyed to angry.

MR. MAYNARD

(warningly.)

We don’ own Negroes. Have ya forgotten? Pr’aps your memory isn’ so good.

Mr. Maynard exchanges disgusted looks with Oates. Then, looks to his son.

MR. MAYNARD (CONT’D)

Let’s go to our rooms an’ rest before lunch, Joseph. I mean t’send a telegram t’your mother.

Mr. Maynard steps around Oates. 

Joseph offers him a smirk, and joins his father. 

Mr. Maynard and Joseph walk up the street arm in arm.

Mr. Oates regards them with shock.  

MR. MAYNARD

(softly.)

Joseph, y’are a good boy with a good heart, and yu’ll do well. I’ve no doubt, but I fear it may hurt ya if’na Controlled.

Mr. Maynard steps with determination to the hotel, placing his cane just so. 

MR. MAYNARD (CONT’D)

Let’s leave this place for home. I’ve no care t’ be in the same city with these men. I've seen enough a what’s happenin’.

EXT. VERMONT DAIRY FARM, GREEN HILLS.   SUNSET

A three story home w/verandas and cupola in the center of farm fields and out buildings.

OVER TITLE: 

Vermont, late June 1860.

INT. CONRAD FARMHOUSE PARLOR.   EVENING 

The Conrad family’s gathered in their usual places:  MARGARET and EMILY on the couch sewing. STUART, with his white mutton chop beard and round middle, reads his evening paper. MICHAEL laments in his usual chair beside Stuart. 

STUART CONRAD

(reading.)

Paper says the convention’s elected Stephen Douglas, as their nominee. The Party’s still split on the issue, an’the southern democrats’ll elect their own nominee not wishing t’be a party t’ black republicanism. 

Stuart pauses lowers the paper a bit, and turns the page, offering a smirking expression to Micheal.

STUART

(dryly.)

At least some ‘ave come t’their senses. Shoulda their senses. Shoulda stopped caterin’ t’the southern need long ago.

Margaret and Emily keep their eye on her work. 

Michael moves forward in his chair w/a concerned expression. His head lowers and his eyes role, then he draws and releases an exasperated breath.   

Margaret looks over her nose at him before he speaks.  

MARGARET

(motherly.)

Are ya feeling all right, Michael?

Michael grips the chair arms tight.

MICHAEL

(w/energy.)

We can't just sit here an talk bout it like it's not appenin'. For Chris'sakes it's the end a' the world! 

Stuart remains relaxed in his chair, but gives his son an admonishing look. He adjusts his spectacles, and returns to his newspaper as if not to care.

STUART

Watch your tongue round the ladies.

MARGARET

(upset.)

Don't take the Lord's name in vain!

Emily looks to him w/a sly playful smile.

Michael stands, and walks around agitated.
MICHAEL

(stopping.)

I'm sorry mother, I'm just-Ya know as well as I do what’s happening here.

The room falls silent followed by the sound of porcelain rattling on a tray getting closer. Michael's turns to see HENRIETTA BENSON, "HETTIE".  Hettie smiles warmly as their eyes met. Michael moves to take her burden. Tries to pull the tray away without success.

MICHAEL

(softly.)

Let me.

STUART

Michael. Let Hettie do her job.

Hettie smiles, pulls back the tray and steps around him. 

HETTIE

(whispers.)

Thank you.

Hettie sets the tea things on a table and pours for Michael first. 

Michael resumes his seat with an uncomfortable expression. 

HETTIE (O.S.)

(soft voice.)

Ya needn’t make up for what they done.

Micheal's eyes focus on a frail porcelain cup before him, He follows her hand and arm up to Hettie’s eyes.   

Hettie returns the gaze with a kind small smile on her lips.  

HETTIE (CONT’D)

Nothin’ ya can do could do that.

MICHAEL

I'm sorry, Hettie.

HETTIE

You'll jus' make it worse.

Hettie turns away, pours the next cup for Margaret and presents it with her glowing smile. 

MARGARET

Thank you, Henrietta.  

Margaret takes the cup with a gracious smile and sips.

MARGARET (CONT’D)

Perfect as usual. Have ya heard any news?

Wipes her hands on her apron to keep them from shaking.

HETTIE

(dejectedly.)

No Mam.

Hettie takes on a wistful expression. 

MARGARET

(smiling.)

Ya will soon—I believe. God doesn’t desert his flock.

HETTIE

Thank you, Mam.  

Hettie goes to the tray, prepares a cup, serves Emily, and then her father in silence.

                           HETTIE

(faces her.)

If that is all, Mrs. Conrad?

MARGARET

(warmly.) 

 Yes, dear. Thank you.

Hettie exits watched by Michael. Her head hangs low.

INT. FARMHOUSE HALLWAY.   EVENING

Hettie pauses in the shadows to disguise her tears.  

ROSE BENSON, a fellow maid, halts her in the doorway of the yellow colonial style kitchen. Hettie will not look back at her. 

ROSE BENSON

Did ya bring them tea?

HETTIE
Yes

ROSE

Supper is ready for us.

HETTIE

I'm not hungry.

ROSE

(happy to concern.)  

After all the work we did t’day? I bet yur famished--what's wrong?

HETTIE

(quickly.) 

 I just need some fresh air.

Hettie dashes out.

INT. FARMHOUSE PARLOR.   LATER EVENING 

Emily finishes her tea, sets her cup and saucer on a side table, and puts her sewing aside.  

EMILY

(standing.) 

Excuse me, Mama.

Emily leaves virtually unnoticed.

INT. HALL AND KITCHEN.   LATER EVENING

Emily finds Rose eating at the kitchen worktable. She gives a questioning glance, replied to with a point of Rose's finger to the back door. 

EMILY

(soft.)

  Thank you

EXT. BACK PORCH.   LATER EVENING

Emily steps out onto the porch in the midst of the HANDS.

HANDS

Evenin’, Em 

(add lib.) 

 Emily bobs her head, touches her skirt.  

EMILY

Evenin’, gentleman. 

JACK BENSON, eldest hand, lounges in a rocker smoking a pipe and observing Emily. He points her toward the garden.

EMILY

(brightly.)

Thank ya, Jack. 

Emily hurries off the porch in the direction of the garden.

He swings his hand as if to strike her bottom, missing.

JACK

(laughing.) 

G’on wit ya now, b'fore yur pa' yells fur gettin' ya in trouble.

EXT. CONRAD FARM OUT-BUILDINGS/BACK YARD/PATH.   LATE EVENING 

Emily walks a path behind the farm buildings, pauses hearing the sound of CRYING. Emily moves at a quicker pace.

EXT. ROSE GARDEN.   LATER EVENING

Emily steps under a natural arch into the garden walled in by holly and lilacs.  Rose bushes line the inner circle, and a huge oak in a stone circle at the center.  A white marble bench rests beneath. 

Seated with her head buried in her arms on her lap, Hettie is crying. Her body shakes. 

Emily slowly approaches, holding her skirt w/one hand.

EMILY

(whispers.)

Hettie.  Hettie. 

Hettie crys hopelessly and will not look at Emily. 

HETTIE 

Oh Emily-when’ll it end?

Emily sits beside her on the bench.

EMILY

I wish there’s a power t’take it all away. I'm sorry Hettie. I know there’s no comfort in my apology, but I am just the same.

Hettie continues to cry folding Emily in her arms. 

Emily bites her upper lip hugging her back. 

The very tips of scars show over the back of her dress.

EMILY

Tell me bout your son. I ain’ heard bout em yet.

Emily lets her go and pulls her legs up under her skirt to rest on the bench, as she waits.

Hettie's mood lifts slightly and she is steadier. There is a pause before she speaks. The sound of a CHILD'S LAUGHTER flows around them. 

DISSOLVE TO: 

EXT. SOUTHERN UNITED STATES.   DAY.

Hettie's past. From marriage, to her son EZEKIEL, and his Birth.

HETTIE (V.O.)

When I’s married it weren’ for love, it was the master's pick. They done the ceremony just like they do for ya white folks. I’s

never so scared in all my life. He’s the largest man I’d ever seen. Over time I learned he’s the most gentle too. A year later my boy Ezekiel was born. He’s my pride an’ only joy. 

An infant looks up with his face supported by a loving female hand, perhaps Hettie's.

HETTIE (V.O.)(CONT’D)

I’ll ne'er forget his black eyes or his little round face so long’s I live.

EXT.  ROSE GARDEN.   NIGHT

As Hettie falls into silence.

Emily moves closer, tucking her arms around Hettie's arm, resting her head on her shoulder. She looks worried.

Hettie smiles, and lowers her head till they touch. The pair sits still. Hettie lifts a hand to touch Emily's hair. 

HETTIE

I'm sorry, Em. Sometimes I forget y'all still so young. I didn't mean t'frighten ya.

Grasping Hettie's hand, her eyes fill with tears, she studies Hettie’s fingers. 

EMILY

(closed eyes.)

Much less endure Emily, I know. Why do they do these things? How can it be all right? 

(heavy sigh)

I fear I shall never understand.

Emily looks up to see the face of her friend. Hettie turns her own gaze back to Emily. Hettie strokes Emily's hair with a loving smile, like a sister

HETTIE

(rueful.) 

I hope you never have to see such things that I have seen.  I don’ wish that on any man. I jus' wan' m’family back. I wan' what y'all have.

EMILY

(gleefully.)

You’ll have as much as I can give you.

Emily sits back on the bench beside Hettie, and rests her head on her shoulder. Placing her arm around her, she rubs Hettie’s back. 

EMILY

(sadly.)

When your family comes, will you stay with us?

HETTIE

(thoughtfully.)

I don' know. I’d like t’ stay near ya—I don' care for many a your kind, but I care for you Em.

Emily

I don' care for many of us either. Not after what happened t'you.

(smiles.) 

Tell me more about your husband.

HETTIE

(beams.)

Now there’s a long tall story I ought t’be careful t’share with ya, or your Mama’ll be after me for sure.

EXT. BACKYARD OF CONRADS' HOUSE.   NIGHT

The women return arm in arm like sisters, laughing and whispering. 

EXT. BACK PORCH.   NIGHT

Emily and Hettie traverse the stairs.  The sounds of an argument end their happy moment.  The Farm Hands are pressed to the door listening. Tearing free of Hettie, Emily pushes the men aside.

EMILY
(breathy.)

Get ya t’your homes. This is no business a yours.

Hettie shoos the men away, and follows Emily through the back door.  

The hands gathers again.  

INT. FARMHOUSE HALLWAY.   NIGHT

Emily races down the hall to the parlor with Hettie in pursuit.

INT. FARMHOUSE PARLOR.   NIGHT

Rose stands over Mrs. Conrad fanning her face as she lay half consciously on the couch.  

Standing in the middle of the room, Stuart and Michael face off. Stuart's face is red with rage, and his son's is desperate with need.

MICHAEL

(doggedly.)

I've made my choice. There’s nothing ya can say.

STUART

(strongly.) 

Think of your mother, boy!

Hettie stands just outside of the door with her head hung. She shakes her head ruefully.

Father and son continue to face off. Michael begins his speech with energy, but ends much softer.

MICHAEL

I am-and Emily too. I can’stand here an’ watch as the world falls around my ears. I’ll do something, an’ it won’ be running away anymore. If it helps us an’ it helps Hettie,  I’ll do it. You can’ stop me. I’ll see Mr. Howell and he'll get Evan t’ speak for me. Maybe they’ll let me back in without recourse. My leave of absence is over--so good night.

Michael stuffs his hands in his trouser pockets, and hangs his head. A short silence follows before he turns to leave.

As he goes, he sees Emily's shattered face, she is fearful.

EMILY

(breathy.)

Michael, you just came back.

MICHAEL

Forgive me. I do this for Hettie an’ you.

Hettie walks in shaking her head and wringing her hands. 

HETTIE

(very upset.)

Don'.  Don’ ya blame it on me!

EMILY

(near tears.)

Michael—don’t.

Michael holds his chin up with great pride.

MICHAEL

(determined.)

It’ll be my honor t’make ‘em pay for what they do. State rights or no, they fight for an institution that n’one can abide.

STUART

(gruffly.)

They abide.

MICHAEL

(snap.)

Not after what I’ve seen—goodnight.

Michael turns to leave, hesitates at the door, turns back.

MICHAEL (CONT'D)

The Union’ll remain. Great Grandfather didn’t fight t’make this country what it is for nothin’, an’ he wouldn’t wish me t’remain behind when his work’s being ruined.

STUART

Your grandfather wasn’t all that you think of him.

MICHAEL

I know that.  

Michael pauses looking at his father sadly.

MICHAEL (CONT’D)

(morose.)

I wanna be like you.

Michael turns away for good leaving the room.  

Emily stares at the floor. Stuart watches the empty archway with disbelief. Rose ceases her fanning, and Hettie runs from the room covering her face. Margaret still lies on the couch.

INT. UPSTAIRS IN THE SAME HOUSE.   NIGHT

Michael stands before his mirror in his plain room. 

MICHAEL
(to himself.)

I ain’ gonna stand here an’ watch it all fall down. I’m a soldier. This is my duty.

EXT. BUSY CITY STREET SOMEWHERE IN AMERICA.   DAY

PAPER BOY hocks his wares, more papers are unloaded from a cart, and a man stops to buy one. Headline reads: Lincoln Elected South Declares Secession. 

PAPER BOY

(loudly.)

Daily Chronicle. Lincoln elected! South to secede!

EXT. ARMORY SOMEWHERE IN NORHTERN U.S.   DAY

Northern unionists and their allies prepare for war. Soldiers are being mobilized.

INT. CONVENTION HALL SOMEWHERE IN U.S.   NIGHT

Rallies are being given. 

EXT.  SOUTH U.S.   DAY

Secessionists prepare for war.  

INT.  EMILY CONRAD'S BEDROOM.   EARLY MORNING

Emily, two years older, sits on her window seat, watching the outdoors and the sunrise, and is sad.  

Ext. Outbuildings of Conrad Farm.  Early morning.

Farm Hands filter into the workhouses and barns. 

EXT. EMILY CONRAD'S WINDOW.   EARLY MORNING  

Emily's eyes go to the sky. Her expression is dreamy, then becomes pained and worrisome. Touching her heart, she closes her eyes and begins to pray in a whispery inaudible voice. 

INT. EMILY CONRAD'S BEDROOM.   MORNING

The sound of someone moving about outside startles her from her prayers.  She looks to her door over her shoulder.

MARGARET (O.S.)

(calling.)

Emily--ya up yet dear?

Emily stands, looks around her room still upset. She turns to a vanity mirror and picks up her hairbrush. Smoothing her skirts, she tries to relax.  Emily sits and begins brushing her hair. Her mother enters smiling.

MARGARET

Good morning dear.

Emily continues with her hair looking at Margaret in the mirror.

EMILY

Good morning mama.

MARGARET

(admonitory.)

Hurry yourself. We've a lot to do today.

Emily runs the brush through her hair a few more times, before attempting to do it up.  Then follows her mother from the room.  The door closes on an empty room

Ext.  Backyard Conrad Farm.  Day

Dressed in a bonnet and cloak over her dress, Emily crosses the yard to the chicken coop by the cattle barn.

EMILY

(mumbling.) 

Like it er not we've all got 

work t’ do now—for the blessed Union.

Emily collects the eggs from the coup as chickens and the rooster attack her. When she is through, she emerges with a full basket, and covered in feathers.  She puts up her chin and throws her shoulders back walking proudly back to the farmhouse.  

EXT. BACK PORCH CONRAD FARM.   DAY

The hands, gnashing their gums loiter about, laughing amongst themselves at the egg collecting.  They excuse themselves when Emily stops glaring at them, and hurry off back to work. Emily goes inside the farmhouse. 

INT. KITCHEN CONRAD FARM HOUSE.   DAY

Emily softens at the sight of her mother by the kitchen worktable. 

EMILY

Good mornin' Mamma

Emily kisses her mother's cheek, then places the eggs into the sink for cleaning. Stepping to the other side of the table, she takes up the work her mother has yet to do. 

INT. DINING ROOM CONRAD FARM HOUSE.   DAY

The Conrad family sits at the table having breakfast. An empty chair rests at the end of the table nearest the door. 

Hettie makes the rounds of the table smiling, and receiving many in return. She makes sure her family is satisfied with what they have. Then, she excuses herself exiting.  

Emily stares at the chair her brother had once filled.  Her expression is sad.  The sounds of the meal go on all around her. 

Margaret speaks wakening her.

MARGARET
How was your morning, Stuart?
STUART

(reading.) 

 Fine-jus' fine.

EMILY

Michael has sent me a letter. 

All action stops at her words.  Then Her father lowers his paper and looks to her expectantly. 

Margaret lets her fork fall back to the plate and she also waits.  The need is strong in her eyes. 

Emily smiles slightly and swallows as she lifts the letter to read.

EMILY (CONT’D)

He writes—Emily, how are you?

INT. WEST POINT ARMY ACADEMY.   DAY

Micheal's Academy life in montage. He goes about his daily routine, writes his letters, studies, etc.

Michael (V.O.)

How are you faring all by yourself at home? Has mother been keeping you busy? I know that she must since I do not hear from you all that often. Life here is very structured, as you know, so I have no time to worry about much for very long. I am glad for it. Evan

will be coming home soon I have

heard he graduated and joined the Army as a 2 Lt. of the Cavalry in the army of the Potomac last year this time. I haven't gotten my assignment yet, but wherever it is will be grand. If you see Ev', send my thanks for what he has done for me here'.

INT. DINING ROOM CONRAD FARM HOUSE.   DAY

The Conrad’s at the table still.

MARGARET
(excitedly.)

Oh-the Howell boy’s coming home.

Raises his hand slightly from the table to quiet her, eyes on his daughter.

STUART
Quiet Marge. 

(to Emily w/a smile) 

Go on.

EMILY

Michael says: 'ask father if it would be all right for you to come and visit. There are many young men here and we have balls at least once a month. It would do you good to come and brighten one of their days'.
MARGARET

(scared.) 

I don't think that is a very good idea.

Margaret shovels food into her mouth as not to explain herself.

STUART

(laughingly.)

It's a wonderful idea. 

Stuart smiles ignoring what his wife said.

STUART (CONT’D)

(smiling.)

We'll all go when the spring's older.

EMILY

(looks up.)

Michael’ll be done with school then.

Stuart

I was under the impression he would be staying at the point after graduation and seek a position there.

Stuart's eyes turn down to his plate, filled with worry.

EMILY
(sadly.)

He did not mention that to me.

I had hoped to see him again

sooner than this.

The room turns silent. Emily places the letter on the table. Stuart and Margaret exit one by one leaving Emily alone. 

Rose and Hettie enter to clean up. 

Emily continues to stare at the letter lying on the table.  

Hettie studies her somber features as she nears to take the dishes. 

Emily does not move as the maids clean around her. 

Hettie twists a small smile watching her. The maids cast a questioningly glance to each other.  Hettie shrugs to Rose.

HETTIE

(softly.)

Emily--Miss Emily?

EMILY
(motionless.)

Michael wants me t’visit. I don't know if I should go, but I don't know if I’ll see ‘em again.

Hettie reaches for Emily's plate takes it away tsking at

the half eaten contents.

HETTIE

Ya 'ave t' ask yur father that. It's not that far is it?

EMILY
(looks up.)

New York.

HETTIE

(w/mischief.)

Hmmm. Then I'd go if I could. He misses ya, an' maybe there'd be a young man t’find there.

EMILY

(indignant.)

Between you and my father I'll be married t'God knows who in a week.

ROSE

(suddenly)

Awe No!  Don't do that.

(playfully.)

Then ya would leave us.

Gets up from her seat discarding her napkin.

EMILY
At least you see it my way.

(bleakly.)

This day’s going t’be no different than any other. Useless.

Emily exits, and the maids regard each other with concern.

INT. CONRAD FARM PARLOR ROOM.   EVENING

The family is gathered in the Parlor. Margaret does needle work, and Stuart reads a paper. Emily sits in a corner reading a book. She places the manuscript down and looks around the room.  

EMILY

May I be excused? I'm awfully tired.

Margaret murmurs almost inaudibly with a warm loving smile.

MARGARET

Yes, dear.

Emily exits taking an oil lamp with her.  

INT. ENTRYWAY/HALL OF CONRAD FARMHOUSE.   NIGHT

Jack bursts in without a knock.  Emily turns to face him part way up the stairs.  Jack cries up to her desperately.

JACK

Barn's on fire. Where's yur Pa, Em?

Emily points dumbly to the sitting room.  

Jack bobs his head and turns hurrying into the parlor.

Emily climbs back down listening. 

JACK (O.S.) (CONT’D)

(shouts.)

The barn! The barn's on fire, 

Mister Conrad!

Emily dumbfoundedly watches her parents follow Jack to the back of the house. She sets the oil lamp down, and follows.  

Ext. Back Porch Conrad Farm. Night.

Jack speaks hurriedly to Stuart about the facts. As Emily nears she takes in the fire with awe. 

JACK

Some young fella's helpin' pull

out stock. Seems he's was ridin' long an' saw the flames. 

(shakes his head.) 

Thank god fur 'em.

EXT. BACKYARD CONRAD FARM. NIGHT.

The cattle barn is engulfed in flames.  

The Conrad's and their help watch on awe struck and mute. 

Margaret joins her daughter, placing an arm around her waist.  Their eyes are filled with tears. Emily fails to sooth her. 

In the background the maids of the house approach, slowly and fearfully.  

Hand 1 approaches Stuart.  He is soot covered and breathless.  Emily listens what he says.

HAND 1

All but the calf's saved Mr.Conrad. They’re out at the pasture yonder.

He wipes his brow with an old kerchief. 

Emily's face is full of horror. 

Stuart stands with a knot of workers who begin to quarrel. Stuart steps toward the barn, staring in disbelief.  

The Quarrel is over the fate of the man who had come to their aid. 

HAND1

He's dead sure as a hanged man.

HAND2

N’fire strong enough t'burn a man like that, I tell’s ya.

HAND 1

Less 'e's an angel, ‘e’s dead fur sure.

HAND 3

I think 'e's right. The boy's a loss. Damn shame it is.

Jack mumbles, spins his old felt cap in his hands. He lowers his sooty head in respect and almost begins to cry.

Stuart tears himself away from his burning barn, and wanders toward the pastures.

JACK

Id be the will a god t'take tha man—it’s the will a god.

Emily and her mother stand alone watching the fire burn. 

Ext.  Burning Barn.  Night.

The wooden wall bursts open in a spray of sparks. In a cloud of smoke, a form emerges. Joseph Maynard enters with the calf in his arms, both covered in soot, a rag over each of their mouths. 

Each character present reacts with astonishment. Emily fearfully.

Joseph draws closer, and the men hoist a cheer in his honor. 

Emily draws a ragged breath as he kneels before her and her mother. 

Jack throws a blanket over his smoldering clothes.  

Joseph coughs removing the dirty cloth from his face and takes a breath of fresh air. 

Margaret, stops weeping, and takes up the charred rope still attached to the calf's neck, guiding the animal aside.

JOSEPH

(looks at Emily.)

May I bother a lady fur a drink a water?

Emily stares half opening her mouth to speak, but no words come out.  She rubs her hand on her skirt mesmerized.  

Joseph slowly smiles, crouching still on his feet feeling the affects of the smoke. 

Margaret reenters embarrassed by Emily's reaction.

MARGARET

Certainly ya may.

Margaret regards him with confusion. Then, turns to Emily.

MARGARET (CONT’D)
Fetch the man some water, Emily.

Margaret's eyes are icy sharp despite her smile.  Returning her gaze back to their guest, she smiles at him nervously. 

EMILY

(near whisper.)

Yes mother.

Emily turns to get the water trotting off to the well.

MARGARET

(rambling.)

Pardon my daughter. She’s not 

usually like that. Prob’ly all the commotion.

(overly friendly.)

Good of ya t' help. But ya needn't risk yur life that. Barn fires are so common an' we’ve the means t' deal with this loss.

JOSEPH

(half smiling.)

I’s just passin' thru—saw the fire an’ though ya migh’ need help. 

Margaret listens with an air of superiority and disgust.

Joseph looks around the yard uncomfortably. 

Joseph (CONT’D)

With the war on ya’ll mightn’t have 'nuff hands. Bein' night too.

Emily returns with a chipped old pitcher and cup.   

Joseph smiles at Emily looking up at him, and purposely hesitates before taking the cup from her.  They stare at each other.

The moment is tense with sexual attraction. Emily shies. 

Margaret tightens her shawl around her shoulders drawing up.  

Emily offers the water to him again, and he accepts with a wider smile. Emily steps back lowering her chin and waits. 

Joseph drinks the water. Then, mutters over the lip of the cup to Emily, his eyes becoming intense.
JOSEPH

(informal.)

Calf might not make it with all the smoke. I'm sorry.

EMILY
(unsure.)

It's Maybelle's. It'd be a strong one. He'll pull through.

Emily gives a small smile, and quickly turns her gaze back to the ground. 

Joseph returns the cup and smiles back at her.

EMILY

Thank you.

JOSEPH

(barely audible) 

Thank you.

Emily looks at him nervously. 

EMILY

You're welcome, Sir.

Emily trembles -- Margaret's eyes flick between them -- worried. 

Margaret opens her mouth to speak -- stops -- bites her knuckle -- her eyes go to Joseph's Federal Uniform pants. 

The firelight shines on the gold of his trousers -- Margaret frowns -- stiffens her back --adjusts her shawl -- forces a smile -- wrings her hands.

MARGARET

(nervous.)  

Fetch a cloth, Emily. Our hero would like t' clean his sooty face.

Joseph looks at Margaret doubtful of her intentions.

JOSEPH

(nods.)

Thank ya, ma'am.

Emily nods -- dashes off -- goes in the house. 

Joseph watches her until she goes in the house -- small smile --looks around the farmyard.

Farm Hand1 ambles over -- gives Joseph his clothes and things.

Joseph

(smile.)  

Thank you.

Joseph accepts his things and sets them on the ground -- place them back on his person accordingly. Farm Hand1 backs off reverent.  Joseph smoothes his jacket sleeves straightening with hat in hand -- puts his hat on.

Farm Hands stare.  There is silence.  Margaret continues to assess him -- compresses her lips and jaw almost cruelly.

MARGARET

(low slow voice.)

What is your name, young man? 

(difficult smile.) 

Where d'ya hail from? 

JOSEPH

M' name's Joseph Maynard--I'm from Maryland, but I'm on leave from the Potomac’s Cavalry with my 2nd Lieutenant. 

INT. CONRAD FARMHOUSE KITCHEN.   NIGHT

Emily pauses in the hall beside barraged by Hettie's questions.  She walks slowly forward as Hettie goes on. 

Rose eyes her smiling slyly.  Hettie shakes and is very nervous.

HETTIE

(fearful.) 

What's he doin' here?

Emily steps passed her to the sink -- stares out the window.  

Emily

(quietly.)

He saw a fire--stopped t'help.

She watches the reedy figures against the firelight wistful.

Hettie approaches her carefully -- speaks tremulously about southerners hunting slaves (add lib)-- stops seeing Emily not paying any attention. 

HETTIE

(concerned.)  

Emily've ya heard a word I said?

Emily steps back and looks at her distantly -- shakes her head.

HETTIE

Do ya know where he's from?

EMILY

He's a Federal Soldier.

(looks longingly to the window.)

He didn' say much. Mama sent me away before he could.

HETTIE

(presses.)

A northern soldier?

Rose removes teacups from a cupboard and sets them on the table.

ROSE

(snaps.) 

A course, Hettie. A confed'ret would'n make it this far.

Hettie swallows hard still frighetened -- eyes Emily -- turns away with tear filled eyes.

EMILY

Rose, if the wrong person sees Hettie, we'll lose her, and she'll lose her life. 

Rose lowers her eyes and goes back to work chastened --  pours hot water into a porcelain teapot.

HETTIE

(drawing a breath.) 

It's all right, Rose. Ya're right. I mustn't be so silly as this. 

Hettie looks at the other women -- silence -- Emily is starring out the window.

HETTIE 

(concerned.)

What's goin' on with you?

EMILY

(dreamy.)  

Hmmm?

Hettie smiles -- steps closer -- looks out the window -- sees Joseph standing with Margaret before the fire -- looks back to Emily -- bites her bottom lip smiling. 

HETTIE

What is it? 

EMILY

(wistful.)

I don' know--yet.

The tea kettle whistles.  Rose takes it off the fire -- fills a basin with the contents -- goes to the sink pushing them aside -- adds cold water -- turns to the other women.

ROSE

(admonitory.)

Carryin' on like wildcats over a deer.

Hettie gives Emily some towels -- guides them out the door and onto the back porch.  

EXT. CONRAD FARMHOUSE BACKPORCH.   NIGHT

Hettie remains on the porch -- Rose and Emily go to Joseph carrying the full basin and towels. 

Hettie

Ya better get out there b'fore he rides home dirty, an I don' wanna hear it from Mrs. Conrad.

EXT. CONRAD FARMYARD.   NIGHT

Emily and Rose approach -- carrying a linens and a wash basin. 

Joseph is distracted by Emily staring a little too much.

Margaret becomes annoyend trying to disguise it in her voice.

MARGARET

What's this soldier's name?

Joseph

(to Margaret.)

Sorry, m'am?

Margaret

(piqued.)  

Ya just mentioned yur Lieutenant? 

Joseph

(miffed.)

Yes, m'am--sorry--I came with 2nd Lieutenant Evan Howell.

Margaret peers at him half shocked -- swallows hard -- tries to mask her expression. 

MARGARET

Evan's home then? We haven' seen 'em in so long. Emily'll be so delighted. She does miss him so.  

(deviously.)

Everyone thinks they're gonna marry when ‘e comes back.  

Joseph’s expression turns sad and shocked. 

Joseph

(irritated.)

Yes, 2nd Lieutenant Howell's home, Ma'am.

Emily and Rose arrive -- wait to be noticed. 

Joseph faces the young women grinning -- his anger dulls .

Emily looks to Rose -- Rose gives Joseph the wash water -- 

backs away when he accepts.

Joseph murmurs thank you, taking the basin -- Joseph washes the soot from his face and hands -- takes the linen from Emily and dries off -- smiles slightly to Emily -- offers the linen back.

Rose snatches the linens first -- quickly empties the basin on the ground -- puts the things inside it and backs away slightly.  

Emily uncomfortably avoids Joseph's gaze. 

JOSEPH

(eyes on Emily.)  

Ya’ll ‘r very kind, but I must go now.

(to Margaret.) 

If I may, I'd appreciate being allowed t'call tomorrow, Ma'am. 

Margaret opens her mouth -- cannot find her words -- stammers.

MARGARET

Yes a course! Thank you so much for all that you've done, sir. We can't thank you enough. I do apologize for my husband's tardiness, but I'm sure he's checking over his stock-n'well ya understand.

Margaret stretches her hand out -- Joseph accepts -- they shake -- tips his hat to her then Rose -- places it back on  -- turns to Emily -- reaches for her hand startling her.

Emily freezes staring at him unsure -- slowly gives her hand -- regains her composure.

Joseph smiles -- gives her fingers a gentle squeeze -- lays a delicate kiss on her knuckles. 

Emily's breath catches with shock -- she parts from him uncomfortable. 

Joseph steps away grinning proudly.

JOSEPH

Thank ya fur yur trouble, Miss.

EMILY

(mumbles.)

You're welcome.

Gives a shrill whistle -- a black horse responds coming from the trees on the border of the yard -- WHINNY -- Joseph climbs into the saddle looks back at the women -- touches his hat brim -- wheels MANNY around -- rides off into the night.

Everyone watches him go. 

Emily stands ahead of the rest -- eyes search the sky -- looks distraught. 

A full moon is in a clear sky dotted by silver clouds and stars -- Joseph rides on the distant road etched out by moonlight. 

Stuart arrives at his wife's side -- sees Joseph's shadow running along the road -- looks questioningly to his wife.

Margaret looks austerely at Emily with pursed lips.

STUART

Ya let em go?--For Christ's sake, Margaret! He risked his life t' save our stock. So, if he wants ta look at a pretty face.  No harm's done.

MARGARET

(coolly looks at Stuart.)

He's callin' tomorrow.

Stuart regards her tensely -- expression changes several times -- clenches and unclenches his hands and jaws. 

STUART

(harshly.)  

Fool. It'll do her n' us all a great deal a good t' see someone's fresh face.

Margaret lifts her chin indignantly looking at him.

STUART (CONT'D)

She's eighteen, Marge. Ya can’t bemoan the evils of every man that comes 'round—let it be. 

Emily turns an embarrassed gaze from the road to her father. 

JACK

(grinning.)

He's a right good man. Any man'd give his life fur one a god's simple creatures 's a right good man. 

EXT. DARK COUNTRY ROAD.    NIGHT

Joseph rides slow under the overhung branches in the moonlight -- he looks reflective -- the signs of the fire are still about him -- his gaze trails to the moonlit road where it climbs a hill bordered on by fence and trees -- carriage ruts and horse tracks line the earth -- lifts his head hearing HORSE HOOVES -- looks fearful -- reigns in his horse -- watches as another rider appears on the horizon -- 

The man's (EVAN HOWELL) features are hidden in the shadow of a broad brimmed hat and cloak that hangs from his shoulders over his mount's back -- the moonlight wanes sliding behind a knot of clouds -- Evan approaches Joseph.

EVAN 

(mysterious.)

Where've ya been?

A BREEZE blows in the BRANCHES of the trees -- Joseph appears relieved despite the dark mood -- starts to smile.

JOSEPH

Evan?-ya scared the shit outta me!

EVAN

(joking.)

What'd ya think a band a rebs was comin' down on yur fine head?

Joseph shakes his head half laughing at himself -- Evan turns his horse snickering.

EVAN

Let's get home b'fore my ma misses us.

Joseph and Evan ride abreast -- Joseph looks back over his shoulder -- there is nothing but darkness -- turns back -- shuts his eyes with a sigh -- Evan looks to him wonderingly.

EVAN

Where were ya?

JOSEPH

(reluctant.) 

For a ride--yur neighbors barn wuz on fire when I come back--I went t'help.

EVAN

(anxious.) 

Conrad’s--are they all right? 

(looks up the road, 

wonderingly.)

Pa n'I should go see ‘em t’morrow.

JOSEPH

(smiles.)

They’re fine--did’n lose a cow thanks t’god.

Evan smiles studying Joseph's features suspiciously -- looks back ahead -- shakes his head -- chuckles.

EVAN

(mischievous.) 

Have ya met her then? 

Joseph gives Evan a questioning glance -- looks away pursing his lips -- takes out a mini cigar -- lights it and begins smoking.

JOSEPH

Met who? 

Evan releases an annoyed breath -- straightens in the saddle -- falls to laughter -- Joseph puffs on his cigar -- looks at him warily.

EVAN

Emily?  

(gestures.)

Good God, Joseph--I ain’ stupid--Look at ya. A hero now, eh? 

Evan shakes his head -- whistles lowers his chin -- leans over to Joseph smiling -- Joseph looks at Evan like he's crazy. 

EVAN (CONT'D)

That’ll get ya up the skirts. 

JOSEPH

Mr. Conrad’s daughter?--Ah--yeah. But, I don’t think my savin’ her cows’d get me—

Evan raises a hand cutting him off still smiling.

EVAN

(sigh.)

The south may its belle’s, but we got the real gems up here.

JOSEPH

(casual.)

Indeed--I’ve been asked over t’morrow.  

(looks warily to Evan.)

Should I keep my plans--go alone? Y'all should probably go before me—

EVAN

(gestures.)

No—go. Pa n'I’ll wait til after. Yur the hero.

JOSEPH

(smiles.)

Good--I's hope’n ya would’n mind.

EVAN

(worried.) 

Lord help her.


EXT. CONRAD FARM OUT BUILDINGS AND BACKYARD.  MORNING

The charred remains of the barn smoke in the rain.

EXT. CONRAD FARMHOUSE.   MORNING

Emily gazes out her second floor window, barely visible from the rain. 

INT. EMILY CONRAD'S BEDROOM.   MORNING

Emily sits inside her gloomy room half dressed watching the rain -- her eyes sweep the ashes of the barn -- the workman are gathered outside -- they walk away mournful.

Emily manages a week smile as a boy leads the calf along the yard -- her face fades to depression -- she begins to weep -- lowers her head to her arm -- she cuts off short at the sound of FOOTSTEPS in the HALL -- Emily jumps up -- douses her face with some water from a basin -- dries her face.

The door opens admitting Margaret -- she scans the room cold faced -- Emily is startled by her presence -- Margaret eyes Emily suspiciously.  

MARGARET

(admonitory.) 

Hurry yurself child.  

Margaret takes a dress from a hook on the wall -- tries to smile handing it to Emily.

MARGARET (CONT'D)

Did ya get up late? Wouldn' blame ya with the late night.  

Emily takes the dress -- releases the towel to Margaret. 

EMILY

No Mama. I’m just lazy.

Margaret looks worriedly to Emily -- Emily still looks disturbed.

MARGARET 

No matter--get yur dress on.

Emily puts her dress on -- Margaret hangs the towel up -- Margaret returns -- looks at her in the full mirror -- Emily preens.

MARGARET (CONT'D)

Hettie's gathered the eggs. I need ya in the kitchen if we expect to have any decent meals today--our guests'll be hungry, I’m sure.

Emily faces Margaret w/large sad eyes.  

EMILY

Why? I don’t believe he'll be coming. He's only being polite.

Margaret gives her an reproving glance -- Emily goes to her vanity and attempts to fix her hair -- Margaret stands behind her. 

MARGARET

Ya mean you don' wan' 'em t'come.

Emily looks at her -- Margaret steps closer -- bats Emily's hands away and takes over doing her hair. 

MARGARET (CONT'D)

Don' be silly. He’s a military man n'disciplined.

(finishes, looks in the mirror.)

Yur father suggested ya wear yur blue dress to dinner. It’ll do ya good t’ have some fresh company to speak with--n'I agree.  

Emily turns on her seat and faces her mother -- Margaret looks sour -- Emily looks up at her surprised.

EMILY

Ya don't like him.

Margaret 

(annoyed.)  

Nonsense-- put on yur shoes and hurry down stairs.  

Margaret backs away -- turns -- opens the door -- looks back to Emily -- smiles a small-shriveled smile.

MARGARET (CONT'D)

(warmly.)

Try not to look so sad.

Margaret exits -- Emily looks upset by her mother's words. 

INT. CONRAD FARMHOUSE KITCHEN.   MORNING

Colonial style kitchen -- Margaret and Hettie are busy at 

an enormous worktable -- Hettie looks over her shoulder and smiles -- Emily enters.  

Margaret quits her work -- employs Emily in a number of tasks --  Emily begins clearing dirty dishes and placing them in the sink -- returns to the table -- Hettie looks up from the dough she kneads -- eyes Emily wonderingly -- Emily avoids Hettie's gaze --  takes a bowl from Margaret as it is offered -- Margaret eyes her unseen -- they remain silent as they work.

Stuart Conrad enters.

STUART

(booming.)

Good morning.  

The three women look up -- Stuart stands in the doorway beaming -- Emily turns and hugs her father.

EMILY

(chipper.)

Good-morning, Daddy.  

Stuart smiles at and hugs Emily back.

Hettie and then Margaret smile at the exchange -- Margaret turns to the fireplace -- checks a ham cooking there.

Stuart and Emily part -- Stuart goes to the table -- puts a hand on Hettie's upper arm in greeting -- Emily goes back to work -- he asks his question lowering his hand to the table looks to each present. 

STUART

(brightly.)  

What're we having for our guest?  

MARGARET 

(rejoining.)

If he arrives for dinner, we'll  have goose. If he comes for lunch, we’ll have ham.  

Stuart straightens gripping his coat lapels -- looks delighted. 

STUART

I'd rather enjoy a sample of either. 

MARGARET

(over her nose.)  

Not till it's cooked. Yu'll get sick.

STUART

(chuckling.)  

Of course dear--of course. 

(goes to Margaret.)

We'll let Mr. Maynard decide which he prefers then.  

MARGARET

(smiles.)

As you see fit.

Stuart turns away from Margaret -- passes behind Emily -- kisses the back of her head -- pats the spot -- Emily cleans the dough from her hands ignoring him -- Stuart exits bidding them a good day.

Hettie looks about feeling the tension -- puts dough on a paddle.

HETTIE

(cheerful.)

What ya need me t’ do now Mrs. Conrad?

Hettie puts the dough in the small brick oven -- turns and washes her hands at the pump in the sink. 

MARGARET

(stressed.)

The goose--we must hurry, dears.  

HETTIE

Right away, Mrs. Conrad. 

Hettie sets to work -- looks to Emily w/a smile of playful intent --   Emily splits her dough. 

HETTIE 

Ya excited?  

Emily looks at her shyly -- looks away smiling.  

EMILY

(indifferent.) 

I don’t know what I am--is he’s comin’ or not? How can I feel either way? 

Hettie

Ya mean ya don’ know if ya wan’ em t’ come er not.  

Emily stops -- looks to Hettie w/a raised eyebrow -- sets her jaw firmly -- picks up the bread loaves puts them on the paddle -- leaves them returns -- speaks as she goes about the task. 

EMILY

(sarcastic.)

I know what yur thinkin’. Yur thinkin’ he shore's handsome, Hettie. I’d love t’ have him come fur dinner. I’m excited as if it wuz Christmas. Did I mention he's handsome?

Hettie laughs -- Margaret looks at them sternly.

MARGARET

(upset.)  

Enough chatter. We’ve work t’do. The meals ain’ gonna cook themselves.  

Hettie grins -- winks at Emily -- Emily smirks -- they go back to work in silence.

EXT.  CONRAD DAIRY FARM WORKHOUSES, ETC.   DAY

The farmhands are at work on the dairy farm, various duties -- The boy walks the calf on the end of a rope.  

INT. CONRAD FARMHOUSE KITCHEN.   DAY

The room is calm as the women continue to work -- Margaret lifts her chin -- looks to Emily -- Emily's dress is soiled from the cooking -- she is busy -- Margaret moves closer wiping her hands -- looks to the  clock on the wall behind Emily’s head -- smiles at Emily.

MARGARET

Go freshen up.

Emily looks at Margaret -- nods -- wipes her hands and exits-- walks the hall to the stairs morose.

MARGARET (O.S.) (CONT'D)

Rose'll be along to help--I hope she found some more girls. We sure could use ‘em. I ‘aven’t even got to the wash yet. 

INT. EMILY CONRAD'S ROOM.   DAY

Emily sits before her mirror cleaned up putting on pearls -- she's distracted by BOISTEROUS COMMOTION DOWNSTAIRS -- looks to the door startled. 

INT. CONRAD FARMHOUSE HALL.   DAY

Emily carefully steps down the stairs -- smiles as she joins Rose and a handful of YOUNG GIRLS -- they all look up at her.  

Emily

(softly.)

Good afternoon.

YOUNG GIRLS are: BLYTHE HOLLOWAY, MARY JANE and JO-HANNA FORDER.

YOUNG GIRLS

(alternating energy.)

 Afternoon, Miss Emily.

Blythe digs in her bag -- removes papers -- hands them to Emily -- she takes them. 

BLYTHE

We've come t'work fur yur ma's Rose 'ere asked--here’s r' references. 

Emily

(smiles. To Blythe.)

Thank you--you'll help upstairs 

(to others.)

You'll help Mrs. Conrad.

(to Jo-Hanna.)

What's your name?  

JO-HANNA  

(smiles.)

Jo-Hanna, Miss.  

Rose escorts the other two away as assigned.  

EXT. CONRAD FARM OUTBUILDINGS/BACKYARD.    DAY

Emily emerges followed by Jo-Hanna on the porch -- Emily guides the little girl down the steps to the chicken coop -- shows her how to unlock it -- collect the eggs, etc. -- turn back to go in.  

EMILY

(smiling.)

Let's go inside. 

Emily and Jo-Hanna walks toward the house -- Emily spies Joseph riding along the road just outside the yard -- her features become worried -- Jo-Hanna looks up at her quizzically -- Emily hurries them into the house.

EXT. CONRAD FARMHOUSE FRONTYARD.   DAY

Joseph rides up in full uniform -- slows the horse to a trot --  Jack approaches to take the animal -- Joseph stops -- throws him the reigns and jumps down -- straightens his coat looking at the house uneasy -- his gaze lowers to Jack.

Jack smiles and pats Manny on his neck -- eyes Joseph. 

JACK

Good afternoon to ya, sir.  

Jack hobbles closer to Joseph w/a nearly toothless grin -- his face is unshaven, but clean and friendly.  

JOSEPH

Afternoon.

JACK

(points to Manny.) 

Fine horse ya got 'ere--where ya git one a’them?

JOSEPH

(smiles.)  

Manny's from Kentucky--got when I's going t'the Point.  

JACK

West Point? Conrad boy is goin’ there.

Joseph expresses interest in his face.  

JOSEPH

(slick smile.)  

Is that so?

JACK

Yup--bout t'graduate 'e is.

JOSEPH

That's very good--will ya take care of Manny for me?

JACK

(smiles.)  

Would be an honor Sir.

Joseph extends his hand for a shake -- it is met fervently.

JOSEPH

(draws out.)

Thank you--

JACK

Jack, Sir.  Jack Benson.  

JOSEPH

Thank you. It was nice t’ meet ya again, Mr. Benson. If yu’ll excuse me, I’ve an appointment with Mr. Conrad.

Jack nods -- watches Joseph walk up to the house -- leads Manny to the horse barn looking ahead.

JACK

Right good man there. Em'd do good wid one like that.

Manny shakes his head -- whickers eliciting a small laugh from Jack.  

INT. CONRAD FARMHOUSE KITCHEN.   DAY

Emily directs Jo-Hanna in further duties w/a worried fevered demeanor.  

EMILY

Hang yur coat there. I’ll check on ya in a little while.

Emily's voice does not blot out the sound of Joseph and Blythe down the hall -- Emily turns from the kitchen -- hesitates -- Jo-Hanna gets to work -- Mary Jane watches Emily questioningly from the work table -- Emily tears free, steps forward -- Blythe swings in the door startling Emily and herself -- Emily clutches her heart -- Blythe is shocked.

BLYTHE

Sorry --yur Ma told me tell ya soon as it happened, Miss Emily.

(blushing smile.)

A Lieutenant Joseph Maynard's here for yur pa.  

EMILY

Very good. Go tell Mrs. Conrad now. Thank you--Mary get the tea ready.

Emily faces the door and exits determined under the eyes of the new maids.

INT. CONRAD FARMHOUSE PARLOR.   DAY

Joseph stands perusing the shelves of books -- Emily observes him from the archway -- she hesitates -- clears her throat fir his attention -- Joseph faces her -- she approaches him smiling w/her hand extended -- Joseph smiles back.

EMILY

Good day, Lieutenant Maynard.   

Joseph takes hold of Emily's hand giving it a gentle squeeze -- holds her gaze -- releases her hand -- she continues unaffected.

EMILY (CONT'D)

Father’s looking forward t’meeting you.  

Emily turns as he speaks -- goes to Michael's chair faces him.

JOSEPH 

I don' go back on my word, Ma’am.  

Emily indicates her father's chair w/an outstretched arm.  

EMILY

(smile.)

Please take a seat.

The pair takes to seats separated by a small tea table adorned with a flower vase -- Emily sits w/her gaze in her lap -- Joseph studies her -- Joseph offers a small smile -- looks across the room to portraits on the walls around the room -- Emily lifts her eyes -- sees his gaze.  

EMILY

(meek.)

Those're the first Conrads of America. My great grandfather--nearly bankrupted the farm. Father's made it what it is today.

Joseph eyes the painting interested -- looks to Emily smiling.

JOSEPH

He's done very well.  

Silence again befalls them -- Emily tries again. 

EMILY  

Father should be along soon.  

Emily looks to the door -- drags Joseph gaze to the door -- his eyes go back to her -- folds his hands in his lap. 

JOSEPH

(leans in.) 

I'll take the chance ta speak with ya now. 

Emily looks to him nervously -- Joseph adjusts his position anxious. 

JOSEPH

I beg pardon I seem forward, Miss, but its-uh-If I may press you—ya seem distant--ya must miss yur sweet heart?    

Emily looks at him nervously unsure. 

EMILY

(amused.)

Sweetheart--not exactly Lieutenant, though I miss someone.

Emily almost laughs at the conversation -- Joseph looks terrified -- looks away grasping the chair arms -- grits his teeth.

JOSEPH

I'm sorry Miss--ya just looked far away.  

Emily eyes him almost playfully -- Joseph stares in the fire.

EMILY

(simper.)

I’m just not used t'em being gone. Our lives've been so—entwined.

Joseph puts his finger over his lips -- he looks hurt then determined.

JOSEPH

(leans to her.)

Does he visit?

Joseph searches Emily's face -- Emily examines him unsure of his direction.

EMILY

(wavers.)  

School won' let 'em. He’ll graduate soon--I suppose I'll see em then.  

Emily looks hopeful to the door – looks back to Joseph – smiles.

JOSEPH

(sits back.)

A university man—Where’s he attend?


EMILY

(agitated)  

West Point—father wan’edt ‘em t’ be more’n a farmer—so, I begged Evan t’speak to’em. I’m sorry I did.  

Joseph smiles at Emily -- Emily shifts anxious –- silence snares them again -- Joseph looks around the room -- settling his gaze on Emily. 

JOSEPH

When did ya come t’—?

EMILY

(interrupts.)  

I was born here.

JOSEPH 

(smiles confused.) 

Born here? He's not yur sweetheart then?

EMILY 

(laughs.)  

Oh-dear me—no. He's my brother, Lieutenant.

JOSEPH

(pleased.)  

How ignorant a’ me.  

EMILY 

I didn’ tell ya I thought ya meant my brother Michael.  

Joseph looks at her smiling – Emily gazes back to the archway expectantly again –- looks back to Joseph.

JOSEPH

(flirting.)

Conrad? Now that I think a’ it—I think Evan presented em once. Kinda thin—with sandy hair? Too many intentions and just as many brains?

EMILY

(softly.)

Sounds like Mike.

JOSEPH 

(leans in.) 

Cadet Conrad’s an excellent fella—as I r’call. Real gentlemanly.

Emily looks to her hands in her lap uncomfortable with his gaze.  

EMILY 

(shy.)  

He takes after father. We’re very proud of him.

JOSEPH 

One a the finest soldiers I've yet t'meet. He’ll do well.

Emily’s features turn dark –- withdraws from the conversation – Joseph looks at her askance –- his brow furrows w/concern.

JOSEPH

What’d I say, Miss Conrad?

Margaret sweeps w/an air of pretension -- coolly assess them -- snaps a devastating smile –- floats to Joseph w/ her hand out -- Joseph smiles -- stands to greet her –- takes her hand -- touches it quick -– steps back –- Margaret folds her hands at her waist.

MARGARET

(politely.)  

Lieutenant Maynard--my husband’ll be along in a moment.

Margaret sits on the sofa w/her pinched smile -- looks to Emily and Joseph -- Emily's gaze flits between Margaret and Joseph worriedly -- Emily sadly lowers her eyes -- Joseph sits -- is rigid in his chair – the room is tensely silent.

Stuart enters -- smiles deeply and truly to Joseph -- approaches w/an outstretched hand -- Joseph again stands smiling –- they shake.

Stuart

(smiling.)  

How are ya this day, Lieutenant?

JOSEPH

Just fine, Mr. Conrad.  And how’re ya'll?  The cows well?

Stuart smiles slightly laughing as they separate.

STUART

Just fine.  Just fine.  

(sits w/his wife.)

Would ya like something t’ drink.

JOSEPH

(sitting.)  

Thank ya, Mister Conrad--I would.

STUART

(nods.)  

What d'ya prefer? Some tea?  

JOSEPH

(smiles.)

That’d be fine.

Joseph's looks to Emily sadly -- Emily remians withdrawn -- Stuart calls out to Hettie -- Joseph looks to Hettie as she enters -- he is astonished -- Hettie doesn't notice -- goes straight to Stuart. 

STUART

(warmly.)  

Do bring us all some tea, Hettie. Thank ya, dear.

HETTIE

(quietly.)  

Yes, Mr. Conrad.

Hettie turns casting a smiling glance toward Joseph and Emily -- exits.  

Stuart assesses Joseph -- smiles following his gaze to Emily -- nods to Emily catching Joseph’s attention. 

STUART

(implies.)  

It is—uh—obvious t'a soldier such as yurself, eh? Vermont's a very lovely place.

Joseph swallows hard looking fearful-- pauses before response.  

JOSEPH

Yea, sir--quite beautiful.

Henrietta enters again w/the tea things -- sets the tray on the table between Joseph Emily removing the vase -- serves Joseph first -- looks into Joseph's eyes almost defiant -- Joseph regards her back askance. 

JOSEPH

(softly.)  

Thank you.  

Joseph takes the teacup -- looks between it and Hettie. 

HETTIE

(amused.)  

You’re welcome, Lieutenant.  

Joseph shies away -- Hettie serves Stuart -- Margaret --  Emily.  

STUART

(accepting his tea.)  

It's a brave thing ya did—uh—thank ya, Hettie--Almost stupid.  We coulda suffered the loss a that calf--but not the loss of a Federal soldier.

Joseph drinks from his cup -- smiles -- eyes flick to Hettie serving Emily -- Emily smiles at Hettie -- quickly looks back to Stuart -- lowers the teacup -- looks at the liquid inside. 

JOSEPH 

Men'd a suffer without.  

STUART

(serious.)  

No--rather--this area’s been blessed with several births this spring. It’d been a senseless.

JOSEPH

(wide-eyed.)  

Really? That's marvelous. 

Stuart slaps his leg and regards him over his nose smiling.

STUART

Nonetheless—I'd like to thank ya for your grand gesture, Lieutenant.  If there's anything I can do for you, or give, I'd be much obliged.  

Emily looks up mouth half open, eyes wide -- collects herself.

EMILY

Mama--I'm gonna check on the girls.

MARGARET

(smiles.)  

Go ahead, dear. 

Emily exits -- Stuart speaks w/Joseph as Margaret sits quietly by. 

STUART

What brings ya up this far?

JOSEPH

2nd Lieutenant Howell invited me. 

MARGARET

(too excited.)  

How is Evan, I didn’ get t’ask ya last night? I should call on Amanda n'have em over.

INT. CONRAD FARMHOUSE KITCHEN.   DAY

Emily checks the girls' work -- Mary Jane kneads more dough -- Jo-Hanna does the dishes.

EMILY

Lovely, Jo-Hanna. 

(to Mary Jane concerned.)

Yru gonna deflate that bread permanent--put it in a bowl t’ rise. 

MARY JANE

(near tears.)  

Miss Emily--I’m sorry. I’m afraid yur ma'll fire me if I don’ get it right.

EMILY

(touches her hair.)  

Nonsense!  We need yur help--Where’s Miss Holloway?

Emily turns from Mary Jane as the girl places the dough in bowls to wait for the oven.

JO-HANNA

(drying dishes.)

Upstairs--cleanin’n.

Emily looks suddenly ill -- The girls look at her concerned.  

MARY JANE

Ya all right, Miss Emily?

EMILY

(breathy.)

Oh yes--i’m fine, just a little dizzy suddenly.

JO-HANNA

(deviously.)   

It’s the visitor.  Mary Jane felt the same too.

Mary Jane gasps -- balls her fists at her sides w/her mouth hung open.  

JO-HANNA (CONT'D)

Mary Jane says e’s a soldier--she said e’ was—

MARY JANE 

(cuts in livid.)

Shush yurself, child!

JO-HANNA

(loudly.)  

Handsome.

(to emily calm.)

Is he?

MARY JANE

(angry.)  

Keep quiet, Jo.

Mary Jane turns away upset -- Emily looks between them smiling.

EMILY

Don’t argue. 

(to Jo-Hanna.)

Yes, Jo-Hanna, unfortunately he is. 

JO-HANNA

Is he a soldier?

Emily nods -- Jo-Hanna's eyes go wide w/excitement.

JO-HANNA

Is he the same one that pa said saved the cows?

Mary Jane throws herself around huffing as she works.

EMILY

(giggle.)  

Yes--he’s the same.

Jo-Hanna makes a pleased sound.

MARY JANE

(upset.)

Yur impossible!

Emily looks at her reproachfully -- Mary Jane avoids their gazes -- roughly continues her work.

EMILY

I’ll be upstairs if ya need me. Excuse me.

Emily sweeps out -- Mary Jane and Jo-Hanna look at each other crossly -- Jo-Hanna sticks her tongue out at the other girl -- Mary Jane makes an exasperated sound keeps working.

INT. CONRAD FARM HOUSE HALL.   DAY

Stuart enters the hall -- Emily starts up the stairs -- smiles at him -- Margaret sits in the other room chin drooped -- Emily raises a brow to Joseph -- stomps up the stairs w/ a word -- Margaret hears her -- wakens, rises, and joins the men in the hall -- the man gather their things to go outside.

MARGARET

(warmly.)  

Be back quick, dinner'll be ready soon.

STUART

(smiles.)   

Yes dear. 

Stuart gives her cheek a pat -- places a hat on -- puts on his winter overcoat -- Joseph prepares the same -- they walk to the back of the house. 

INT. EMILY CONRAD'S BEDROOM.   DAY

Emily sits in a chair in the corner sulking -- Hettie and Rose clean the room -- Hettie stops -- peeks out a window -- the sun now shines.

HETTIE

(excited.) 

That’s him, Rose!  

(waves her hand.)

Isn’t 'e somethin’?  

Rose grins Hettie looks back to the yard -- they pass a glance to Emily smiling each other knowingly -- Emily shifts in her chair irritably -- places a hand over her eyes -- acts sick. 

EMILY

(snaps.)  

I’ll take kindly to being spoken to when I’m here?

HETTIE

(laughing.)

Come here, Emily. Ya gotta see.

EMILY

(flatly.) 

I’ve seen.

Hettie looks out the window amused -- Emily takes her hand off her eyes -- looks at them -- gets up and goes to the window -- all three stare outside -- below the men speaking easily to one another walking -- Emily makes a stern face watching them disappear in a building.   

HETTIE 

(impressed.)  

Ain’ it somethin’? A real soldier!

Rose steps away -- Emily flops down on her window seat.

ROSE

(husky.)

I’ve ‘n seen one like that--not many I’ll wager. What d'ya think Em? Take em t'the loft?

HETTIE

(warning.)  

Rose—

Rose shrugs smiles deviously -- Hettie shakes her head ruefully -- sits by Emily -- Emily somberly looks out the window -- Hettie waits for her speech -- touches her hair -- Emily suddenly looks resolute –- stands and opens the window -- the breeze rushes in -- Hettie jumps up -- backs away worriedly.

HETTIE

Shut them windows. Yu’ll catch yur death.

EMILY

Leave me be, Hettie. It’s too warm in here anyway.

Hettie nervously steps back -- eyes wide -- rings her hands.

HETTIE

At least back away--lest ya be seen.  

Rose watches as she cleans -- shakes her head smiling.

EMILY

What’ll happen if I'm seen?

HETTIE

(calmer.)

They’ll be comin’ outta there soon.

Below them the door opens -- Stuart and Joseph exit -- Emily leans out of the window and calls down to her father.  

EMILY

Ya better come inside--it migh' rain again.

Stuart nods -- raises his cane to her -- Joseph smiles up -- Emily looks at him flatly -- shuts the window -- Stuart and Joseph go inside. 

INT. CONRAD FARMHOUSE HALL.   DAY

Emily steps down the stairs -- Joseph and her father hang up their things -- Stuart nods and winks at her -- makes his way back to the parlor -- Joseph looks to her boldly -- she looks at him annoyed. 

EMILY

(w/an edge.)  

Good of you not to keep my father out in the damp.  

She steps off the stairs disinterested -- Joseph's eyes follow her somberly.

JOSEPH

I’d not readily allow such a thing. 

Emily attempts to get around Joseph -- he blocks her in. 

EMILY

If you’ll excuse me--I've t'check on the kitchen help. We wish t'find the meal palatable. Mama and father'll have t'entertain you now.  

JOSEPH

(soft.)

I’m sorry if I offended ya earlier--was'n my intention.

EMILY

(fake smile.)

Not at all--excuse me.

Joseph lets her pass -- follows her a step down the hall nervous.

JOSEPH

(shy.)  

Wait.  

(watches her turn.) 

I’d appreciate seein’ ya again. I most yur company. I’ven’t been able t’ see many ladies since the war. From what I member a them, ya surpass ‘em all.  And I'd enjoy learning more a your brother.

Emily smiles with dead eyes at him.  

EMILY

I apologize the young women don’ entertain ya often enough. Perhaps they're busy with the war as well. As t'my company n'my brother, ask my father--excuse me Lieutenant Maynard. 

Emily turns away and exits -- Joseph remains, stunned.  

INT. CONRAD FARMHOUSE DININGROOM.   LATE AFTERNOON

Margaret and Stuart sit at the dinner table with Joseph -- Emily enters drawing Joseph's attention -- watches her go to her chair -- she eyes him sidelong in a catty look -- quickly turns away -- Joseph’s eyes wander over her form though her gown is modest -- smiles to himself -- Emily sits avoiding his gaze.

JOSEPH

(smiling.)  

Hello again, Miss Emily.  

Emily looks up -- forces herself to meet his gaze.  

EMILY

(coldly.)  

Lieutenant--I hope you enjoy the meal. It'll be the first with the new—cooks.  

JOSEPH

(dryly.)  

You've cooks as well. I never would have guessed.

Rose begins the service with Stuart, Joseph, Margaret, then Emily -- Emily looks away spreading her napkin in her lap -- Joseph eyes Emily wonderingly.

STUART

Thank you, Rose.

Rose smiles moves on -- Margaret is silent calculating them.

STUART

Tell me about your commission in the cavalry, Lt. Maynard. 

JOSEPH

(fades out.)

Well--there's not much to say.

INT. EMILY CONRAD'S BEDROOM.    NIGHTC

Emily sits in bed sipping on a cup of tea -- Hettie sits beside her -- Emily looks distraught, thinking -- Hettie regards her w/worry -- waits for Emily to speak -- Emily sets the tea on her stand -- sits back folding her hands.

HETTIE

(annoyed.)

Ya need t’ tell me.  I can' guess.  

EMILY

(perplexed.)

Where do I begin? Should'n I ask Mama?

Margaret sweeps in before Hettie can reply -- Hettie and Emily look to each other concerned -- Margaret raises her brows at them questioning. 

MARGARET

Ask Mama what?

EMILY

What am I to do?

Hettie rises and leaves -- kisses Emily's forehead -- smiles.

HETTIE

Good night, Em. Night Mrs. Conrad.

MARGARET

(softly, smiles.)

Good night Hettie--thank you.  

Margaret touches Hettie's arm as she leaves -- turns to Emily -- sits. 

MARGARET (CONT'D)

Now, what is this all about?

EMILY

Why do I feel this way? He's had my head spinnin’ since last night.  

Margaret sets her expression seriously and stern -- Emily looks at her sullen.

MARGARET

(morose.)

Ne'r mind--he'll be gone soon anyway.

EXT. HOWELL FARM YARD.   NIGHT

Joseph arrives at the farm in the dark of night-- rides to the barn.  

INT. HOWELL FARMHOUSE.   NIGHT

Joseph opens his bedroom door and enters -- a candle burns on the vacant dresser before a mirror -- throws his hat and gloves on the bed -- kicks the door closed -- Evan is sitting in his dressing gown behind the door in a wooden chair -- Joseph turns sensing him -- starts at the sight of Evan, tired with his hair sticking up.

Evan

(whisper.)

Well?

Joseph smiles -- removes his jacket -- Evan stands -- shuffles toward Joseph looking expectant -- Joseph sits in the vacated chair -- removes his boots.

JOSEPH

What?--dinner was lovely. 

EVAN

(drops on the bed.)  

Forget dinner--what else happened?

JOSEPH

(blasé.) 

I ravished Emily in the garden before we sat down t’ eat. 

EVAN

(piqued.)  

Christ be serious.  

Joseph laughs shaking his head -- rubs his eye -- looks Evan serious. 

JOSEPH

I enjoyed meeting your friend.  

EVAN

(smiling.)

I’m gonna go over t’morrow t’see ‘er--ain’t seen ‘er in a long time. 

Joseph lowers his eyes looking concerned.

JOSEPH

(apologetic.)

Miss Conrad--Evan--I don’t wanna step on anyone’s toes, but—

EVAN

(cuts him off.) 

Oh—that again--never Sir. Me n'Em er just friends. Don’t ya worry. I know what ‘er parents think, but she's like a sister t’me. I don' feel that way.

JOSEPH

(distant.)

How could ya not?

Joseph goes to the window -- his eyes search the dark.

EVAN

(as if he's dull.)

Cause I don’t see ‘er like you.  

Evan looks at Joseph, his back turned to him.

JOSEPH

(turns back.)  

Tell me something.

What's it take t’ make somethin’ like that smile at you?

EVAN

(big smile.)

Tha’s easy--She loves dancin', an’ I bet she ain’ been dancin’ since the war started. Old man Robert’s has a get t’gether every weekend, as I r’member. My sisters’r gonna be awful upset ya ain’ takin’ them.

Joseph and Evan smile at each other looking devious.

EXT. CONRAD FARM GARDEN.   DAY

Emily is crouched at the stone ring around the tree collecting crocuses –- FOOTSTEPS in the SNOW distract her –- she stands facing the entrance straight faced removing her gloves –- Joseph enters through the arch awed by the early spring garden –- sees Emily – touches his hat in greeting with a grin –- sees the crocuses.

JOSEPH

(furtive.)  

Crocuses in a rose garden?

Emily turns to pick up her basket with a raw look –- speaks arranging the flowers in her basket –- Joseph steps close slyly smiling.

EMILY

What are you doin’ here?

JOSEPH

(steps close.)  

I wanted to see you.

EMILY

(grouchy.)  

You should’ve asked at the house.  

Emily’s eyes rise to his face as she speaks –- he stands too close.  

JOSEPH

(steps back.)  

My apologies—I just wan’ed t’ask if ya’d come with me t’ Mr. Robert’s event this weekend.

EMILY

(suspiciously.)  

Mr. Robert’s. How d’ya know about Mr. Robert’s?

Joseph

(nervously.)  

Evan, Miss.

Emily looks away sternly assessing the moment –- looks back.  

EMILY

(sighing.)  

Well—it isn’t me ya should be askin’. 

(steps passed him leaving.) 

It’d be proper a you t’ ask my father.

JOSEPH

(steps aside, follows.) 

I wanna know if you’d like t’go, Miss Emily. I’ll ask yur pa when I’m sure yu’ll go

Emily faces him w/an angry expression -- it melts to acquiescence.  

EMILY

(soft.)  

I like t’dance—I haven’ danced in ages.

Joseph stands before her –- she refuses to meet his gaze –- they both appear troubled.

JOSEPH

I’ll ask Mr. Conrad then.  

Joseph smiles -- takes her hand -- kisses it -- touches his hat and leaves -- Emily follows him with her eyes –- satisfied to see him go. 

EMILY

(dryly.)  

Good-bye, Lieutenant Maynard.  

Joseph faces her in the archway –- flashes a wry smile   

JOSEPH

I’ll see ya when ya return from the garden, Ma’am.  Evan an’is father ‘r visitin’ fur lunch. They brought me along. 

Joseph waves his hand turning –- walks off smiling –- Emily is left with an angry look on her face of defeat.

EXT. CONRAD FARMHOUSE.   NIGHT

The Howell's formal carriage arrives -- MR. JACKSON HOWELL drives the carriage -- Stuart escorts Emily from the house to the ride -- they are dressed in their finest -- Joseph helps Emily in before her father -- Evan sits inside the carriage -- Stuart smiles approvingly at Joseph-- Stuart gets in followed by Joseph -- Jackson drives the carriage away.

Pinched faced -- Margaret watches from an upper window.

INT.  VERMONT TOWNHALL.   NIGHT

Stuart enters the hall beside Evan -- Emily and Joseph are behind -- close quarters in the entrance of the ballroom -- their coats and hats are gone -- Suddenly all attention is on them, especially by the women -- Stuart is approached by the widow MRS. MURPHY.

MRS. MURPHY

(smile.)

Stuart Conrad--Where's Margaret?

STUART

(taking her hand.)  

Mrs. Murphy! Marge has a headache. What say ya to a spin round the floor while we talk?

MRS. MURPHY

I’d be delighted.

Stuart and Mrs. Murphy go the dance floor -- the young people are left to themselves -- Evan looks to Joseph w/a smirk -- Emily stands uncomfortably between them.

GIRL1

(loudly.)  

Evan?  Evan Howell?

Evan looks to see a several young women headed toward them -- he slowly smiles at the pretty one in front -- rest are vary in looks.

EVAN

2nd Lt. Howell--Ma’am.

GIRL1

(coy, takes his arm.)

I’d a never guessed. Come dance with me, I insist.  

Emily and Joseph are left with the other girls -- Joseph avoids their eyes as they watch him dispersing -- the dance floor is filled with young boys -- old men -- and women of all ages -- Emily looks uncomfortable at his side -- looks around.  

JOSEPH

(leaning down.)  

Would ya like t'dance now, Miss Emy?

EMILY

(cold.)  

That's why we came.  

JOSEPH

(faces her, hurt.)

Would ya prefer Evan’s company?

EMILY

(looks up regretful.)  

No--I doubt I could pry em free a his admirers.

JOSEPH

(smirking.)

I wouldn’ let ya any how. 

Joseph brings Emily to the floor -- they start the next dance. 

EMILY

(piqued.)  

I'm not sure I understand you.  

JOSEPH

(smiles, looks in her eye.)

What's so confusing, Ma'am?

EMILY

(annoyed.)  

What d'ya want a me, Lieutenant?

JOSEPH

(serious.)  

Your friendship.

EMILY

(skeptical.) 

Perhaps I'm mistaken--but it seems you're pursuing more than that.

JOSEPH

(intense gaze.)

Am I?

(smiles.)  

Good a ya t’finally notice. 

Emily’s looks up at him wary. 

INT.  VERMONT TOWNHALL.   NIGHT

Mrs. Murphy smiles up at Stuart admiringly -- He regards her the same -- they are dancing.   

STUART

Margaret is Margaret.

MRS. MURPHY

(smirking.) 

And she doesn't approve of the pursuit of your daughter. 

Stuart laughs -- shakes his head smiling. 

STUART

Lt. Maynard saved my cows--risked his life--he's a fine man thus far.

MRS. MURPHY

If you say so Stuart.

STUART

I do.

MRS. MURPHY

Should not your wife have say?  Perhaps she feels the way she does for a reason--but, tell me what Emily thinks of him.  

STUART

Margaret is being unreasonable.

Stuart’s gaze travels to Emily dancing with Joseph a good space away -- his expression turns proud but tragic -- looks back to Mrs. Murphy gazing at him knowingly.

STUART

She doesn't know what t'think.

Mrs. Murhpy laughs -- pats his shoulder.

The dance continues -- Joseph and Stuart guide their respective partners toward each other by chance -- The dance ends -- they separate clapping hands -- the music begins again -- applause die.

Stuart taps Joseph's shoulder -- Joseph looks at his smiling face.

STUART

May I be so rude as t'cut in, Lieutenant?

Joseph bows out sweeping his free arm out -- guides Emily to Stuart.  

Mrs. Murphy closes in on Joseph as the single girls start forward --matches herself with him -- they back off disappointed -- Joseph smiles down at her -- she offers a conciliatory smile.  

MRS. MURPHY

(precise.)

I know I'm little consolation t'replace Miss Conrad.

JOSEPH

(smiles.)

Contrary, Ma'am. It's a pleasure t'meet your acquaintance.

MRS. MURPHY

Well mannered, Lieutenant--I'm Mrs. Murphy--the widow.

JOSEPH

Lt. Maynard, Army a the Potomac--pleasure t'meet ya Mrs. Murphy.

MRS. MURPHY

I’ve already heard a great deal about you. May we dance? I wouldn' want t'see ya wrongly distracted by the chattel draping the walls.

JOSEPH

(near laughing.) 

I'd be honor my dear lady.

They begin w/a bow and curtsy -- start dancing. 

MRS. MURPHY 

I wanted t'speak t'you about Emily.

JOSEPH

(bracing.)  

Please do, Ma'am.  

MRS. MURPHY

She's the loveliest girl I’ve seen in these part for sometime. 

JOSEPH

(looks to Emily, wistfull.)

The most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.  

MRS. MURPHY

(widening smile.)

She's deserving of such admiration. I wish ya well--I'll put a good word with Mr. Conrad--though he likes you all ready.

JOSEPH

(smiles.)  

Thank you, Ma'am. 

The dance ends -- they bow and curtsy -- part.  

Joseph looks refreshed -- searches out Emily -- tries to take to her side -- a knot of trussed up girls edge him away -- they natter on about the war, his uniform, etc. -- tries to excuse himself. 

GIRL2

(simpering.)

It's so unfortunate that're young men are gone t'war--We’ve n'one t'dance with--cept each other n'our fathers n'brothers.

JOSEPH

(unfriendly.)

That's unfortunate--If ya’ll excuse me, I’ve someone t’ return to.

Joseph pushes through them followed by disappointed sighs -- Evan dashes up -- pulls him aside -- Joseph sees Emily laugh at him knowing he's been trying to return.  

EVAN

(giddy.)  

May I beg a moment with ya, Sir?  

JOSEPH

(annoyed.)  

Not now 2nd Lt. Howell.  

Joseph watches Emily walk away attached to her father’s arm -- Evan looks to see the same -- looks back to Joseph smiling -- Joseph looks aggravated.

EVAN

(waves it off.)  

Em ‘ll be here all night.

JOSEPH

(upset.)  

N'all her life--but I may not--excuse me.

Evan looks at him sheepishly -- Joseph steps away determined.

INT.  VERMONT TOWNHALL.   NIGHT

Joseph spins Emily around the floor -- she is warmer toward him, though not entirely receptive -- Joseph watches Stuart watching them -- Joseph spins Emily to the other side of the room out of sight.

JOSEPH

As I wuz tryin’ t’ say.

Pauses ducking Emily a corner alone -- the crowd erupts into applause -- Joseph faces her -- she looks up at him waiting -- He takes her hand.

JOSEPH (CONT'D)

Have ya ever known somethin’--ya couldn’ put in words if ya tried.

Emily swallows -- looks to her hand in his -- nods fearful.

JOSEPH (CONT'D)

(beset.) 

It consumes your every thought.   

EMILY

(looks up.)

Lieutenant Maynard—

JOSEPH

(smiles.)

I think i’ve said all that need be said now.

Joseph pulls her to him -- kisses her -- Emily is stiff in his hold unsure -- he releases her -- Emily looks at him shocked -- is receptive -- he smiles as her eyes lower to his mouth -- she relaxes -- smiles.

INT. WIDOW MURPHY'S MONTPELIER HOME/PARLOR.   DAY

OVER TITLE: 

April 21, 1862. 

The Widow Murphy sits with Joseph taking tea in her parlor -- She pours him a cup -- he quietly waits -- she assesses him smiling. 

MRS. MURPHY

(delving.)

You've been spending a much of your time at the Conrad's as I've heard.

JOSEPH 

(grins.)

People do talk--

MRS. MURPHY

You’re very interested in Emily.

JOSEPH

Most--but do I tell her.

They take their cups -- the widow sips from hers -- Joseph looks at the liquid inside smiling.

MRS. MURPHY

It's a no matter now, boy. I'd wait until the last moment. You'll only break her heart. Tell me what else is on your mind. Y’aren't as talkative as you used to be today.

JOSEPH

I'm leavin' er here--n'I don' want to.

MRS. MURPHY

(slyly.)  

Not necessarily--ya could steal her away--perhaps write.

Joseph laughs -- looks to the widow questioningly growing more serious -- Mrs. Murphy sips her tea smiling back -- raises her brow to him. 

JOSEPH

(usnure.)  

It'd be seen indecent—

MRS. MURPHY

(conversational.)

People're a bundle a contradictions. If you're married by the close a the story, they'll only remark on how romantic it was.  

(sets her cup down.)

Would ya really want t'spend months--years--never hearing a word? I know Emily'd not ask for such a fate.

JOSEPH

(grins.)

I can see why they say the things they do--very good--but, it's time I take leave of you.

Joseph stands to leave -- Mrs. Murphy's eyes glint -- she laughs lightly -- sets her cup down -- 

MRS. MURPHY

(smiles.)

Don't let Emily’s mother bother you--she’ll come round sooner or later.  

JOSEPH

(touches her shoulder.)  

Thank you.

MRS. MURPHY

No-thank you. I'ven't had this much fun in years.

Joseph smiles down at her half laughing -- the widow smiles up at him.

EXT. HOWELL FARM/FRONT YARD.   DAY

Joseph rides up -- Evan stands in the yard looking very grave -- his hair blows in the breeze -- it is a somber gray day -- Joseph looks to him with fear -- rides up to him.

EVAN

(morose.)  

Order’s ‘ve come through.    

Evan and Joseph silently regard each other -- Joseph looks toward the Conrad farm in the far distance.

JOSEPH

(distantly.) 

How long do we have?

EVAN

(softly.)  

A week t'get back--in time for some maneuver. We leave in the morning. 

JOSEPH

(smirking at Evan.) 

Now they decide to stop hibernating.

EVAN

(gestures.)  

Come inside before ya go.  Mom’s been waiting--Davie's feelin' better.






















Joseph regards him thinking it over -- slides down from the saddle.

INT.  CONRAD FARMHOUSE HALL.   EARLY EVENING

Emily watches her mother with a sad longing -- Margaret stays to herself ascending the stairs away from her -- Emily folds her arms -- turns into the kitchen dejected. 

INT. CONRAD FARMHOUSE KITCHEN.  

Hettie lifts her eyes from her work as a dejected Emily enters.

HETTIE

(smile.)  

She’ll come round--ain' easy t'lose yur baby. 

EMILY

(doubtful.)  

If she doesn't like him now, she won' ever.  

The parlor clock strikes three -- Emily's eyes go wide.

EMILY

It's four o'clock. I've t'go t'the garden—he's waitin'. 

HETTIE

(sighs standing.)  

That time already.

EXT.  CONRAD FARM OUT BUILDINGS/BACKYARD.    AFTERNOON

Emily and Hettie quickly walk the path to the garden.

EXT. CONRAD FARM GARDEN.   AFTERNOON

Emily enters –- Hettie remains outside –- Joseph awaits Emily sitting on the bench with an air of sadness –- Emily steps over –- Joseph stands -- Emily throws herself in his arms -- he kisses her -– they sit on the bench –- Emily smiling –- Joseph somewhat darker of mood.

EMILY

(sighs.)  

I hope this never has to end—What's wrong?

Joseph lowers his eyes -- takes her hands in his. 

JOSEPH

(heavy sigh.)   

Em—I've r'ceived orders t'return t'Virginia—I leave in the morning.

Emily draws her hands away -- looks away hurt.

EMILY

I don’ know what I was thinking when I thought we—

JOSEPH

(hangs his head.)

We’ll have t’wait until this is over.

EMILY

(angry.)  

I don’ want to wait! 

Joseph turns her to face him -- holds her head in his hands.

JOSEPH

I’ll return. I swear t’you.  I’ll come back for you.  

Emily begins to cry –- Joseph kisses her, a long deep embrace -– Emily clutches at his jacket sleeves -– kiss ends -– they sit w/foreheads touching hands clutched together between them.

JOSEPH

I promise t’ write ya as much as I’m able.

Joseph lifts her chin -– cups her face -– wipes the tears away.

JOSEPH (CONT’D)

If yu’ll allow me.

EMILY  

(tremulous.)  

I couldn’ ask for else. 

Joseph kisses her again.

EXT.  CONRAD FARM FRONT YARD.   MORNING

Evan and Joseph in full uniform bid farewell to the Conrads -- Emily and Stuart stand at the fence w/them -- Margaret remains on the porch -- The maids and Farm Hands are on the lawn -- Emily reaches up to Joseph -- passes a small packet unseen – tearfully looks up at him holding onto his hand.  

EVAN

Joseph.  We've gotta go, Sir.

Joseph looks down to Emily –- silently holds her gaze.  

STUART

Fare-the-well, Lieutenant.  Evan.  Come back to us soon. 

Emily's hands slips from Joseph's -- she goes to Stuart -– Stuart puts his arm around her -– Emily watches Evan and Joseph turn their mounts and ride away -– Stuart, Hettie, Jack, some Farm Hands, Jo-Hanna all wave good-bye to them.

EXT.  VIRGINIA, ARMY OF THE POTOMAC.   DAY

Joseph overlooks the city area and the camp.  He’s thoughtful.  Evan does the same. The army is on the move.  

EXT.  FEDERAL ARMY CAMP YORKTOWN, VIRGINIA PENINSULA.   DAY

Joseph and Even aid at Yorktown. May 3, 1862. Civil war battle ensues.  Confederate withdrawal.

EXT.  FEDERAL ARMY WILLIAMSBURG, VIRGINIA.   RAINY DAY

The men look bedraggled, on the march in the rain. Trying to lay a road for the artillery. Joseph sits on his mount waiting. 

Evan returns horseback, looking dismal.

EVAN

(calling.)

Lieutenant.

Joseph lifts his head, rain drips off his hat.  His expression is sullen. Joseph salutes, sets his jaw sternly. 

EVAN (CONT’D)

(cross.)

The Major a’ the artillery wants us t’ see about helpin’ get a canon outta the mud.  

Joseph

(angry.)

My horse doesn’ pull canon.  He’s a charger, 2nd Lt.  

EVAN

(warily.)

I don’ think he meant it a request.

Evan looks at him.  Joseph’s anger deepens.  Evan turns sloshes through the watery muck back where he had come.

Joseph then follows, and finds some of his men there.   

The MAJOR is above them on a fenced hill watching from his mount. Joseph warily eyes him with hate, speaks to himself.  

JOSEPH

(mumbles.)

Hitch yur own horse t'the cart an' pull is back out.

MANNY is hitched to the cart with Evan’s horse and the cart horse put aside.  The men lay planks, and go to the rear of the cart to push.

Joseph hup's them into action. The horses pull, sunk deep in the mud.  

The cart is freed and bounces loosely as it carries forward. The men cheer and Joseph keeps the cart moving. The major moves down to them.

MAJOR

Thank you Lieutenant.

The Major touches his hat and gives a gracious smile.  

Joseph salutes –- w/a grave expression returns to the work at hand.

The major eyes him -- wheels his horse around – leaves.  

Evan waits for him to go -- lowers his voice leaning in.

EVAN

(angry.)

Bastard—‘e coulda done more’n sit there an’ watch.

JOSEPH

(sarcastic.)

Tha'd be unbecomin’ an officer.

Evan and Joseph lead the canon onto a road of felled trees.

EXT.  SOMEWHERE IN VIRGINIA.   EVENING

Joseph builds a hammock over the mud like others. Shakes his head –- looks about the miserable surroundings. 

EXT.  FEDERAL ARMY CAMP.   EVENING

The guns lay quiet. Joseph makes his way to Evan’s tent.  

He pauses outside before entering.

JOSEPH

Evan.

INT. EVAN'S TENT.   EVENING  

Joseph enters the cramped tent with a smile. Evan is grimy -- mouth twisted in a snarl -- reads a letter.

EVAN

(w/out looking.)

What?

Evan looks at Joseph warily -- smoothes his beard at his chin unsteadily -- scratches it.

JOSEPH

(laughing.)

Michael Conrad’s been r’quested t’report t’our Cavalry Company.

EVAN

(reading.)

That's good.

There is a quiet pause.  Joseph smiles at him.

JOSEPH

(cagey.)

Have ya heard?

EVAN

What?

JOSEPH

The Reb’s, Ev! Haven’ ya heard?

Evan picks up his jacket and feels a tear in the sleeve.

EVAN

(distant.)

What about ‘em?

(pause. bitter.)

Le’me see. They dun s'rendered t'the superior intelligence a the Northern army. 

JOSEPH

(sits.)

No. 

(laughs.)

We ga Johnston runnin’ scared.

Joseph is amused by the events, but Evan appears remote.  

EVAN

Not after what 'appened out    

here.  McClellan fowled it up. 

(holds hands up.)

They were in our hands, Sir!

JOSEPH

Aah!

(waves it off.) 

We’ll get ‘em, n’they know it.

Evan looks at him with a dark expression. He shows him a hole in his sleeve. 

EVAN

I hope y’are right Sir. This wern’ a bush at done this. Some gray coat stuck me with is bayonet. Lucky I got skinny arms.

JOSEPH

Did ‘e get ya?

Joseph sees the blood stain for the first time.

EVAN

(dismal.)

Just a scratch. 

Evan pauses -- features become strained -- looks at Joseph desperately.

EVAN (CONT’D)

Killed ‘em Joe. Only a boy—I killed 'em. What’s God think a me now?

JOSEPH

He’d a killed ya surer than y'all killed him. 

EVAN

(bemoaning.)

I ain’ cut out t'be a soldier. 

JOSEPH

Yur a good man. Now, if I may. I've t’check on the rest a the men. Y’all right?

Evan simply nods, picks up his letter, and stares at it.  He holds his coat in his lap like a child with a blanket. 

Joseph observes him with concern then gets up and leaves.

EXT.  FEDERAL ARMY CAMP.  LATE EVENING

Joseph walks through the dusky camp, half-smiling. The sound of some of the soldiers beating out a tune on their instruments attracts him, and he goes that way.

Joseph joins the men at their fire standing among them. 

SGT. MCGUIRE, older Irishman w/a heavy accent, rushes to him. He puts his arm around Joseph familiarly.

McGuire smiles drunkenly -- swings a mug in his hands. 

SGT. MCGUIRE 

Lieutenant!  Me an d’boy’s was wonderin’ if ya wan’ed t’ join us.

Joseph

(pats his arm,

 smiles.)

Thank ya, Sergeant. That’d be fine.

SGT. MCGUIRE

(smiles.)

Thas a good lad.  

They join the group -- McGuire looks to him seriously. 

SGT. MCGUIRE (CONT’D)

Now, we foun’ some beer, but ya mus’n tell.  

McGuire shakes his head -- waddles over to get another mug -- turns back -- hands it to Joseph -- points him to a log. 

SGT. MCGUIRE (CONT’D)

Ya just sit there now.

Joseph sits -- takes the mug -- man with a TIN WHISTLE plays a LOW TUNE.

SGT. MCGUIRE (CONT’D)

We’re bout t’ave a sing along.  

MUSICIANS (Soldiers) and Soldiers stand around the fire.

MUSICIAN 1

Good-evening Sir.

JOSEPH

(respectfully.)

Evenin’.    

McGuire sits on the log -- smiles deviously -- leans to look in his face drawing Joseph back to him.  

SGT. MCGUIRE

(raised brow.)

Now we ‘eard that ya foun’ a lovely lass up Nort’.  

JOSEPH

(smiles broadly.)

Indeed I did—and none finer.

McGuire winks at a man across from him with a banjo.

SGT. MCGUIRE

(looking round.)

Let us drink ta hoor. 

McGuire raises his cup with the other men.

JOSEPH

Em—may I go home’n not find ya wed.

Laughter from everyone.

SGT. MCGUIRE

(beaming.)

To Emily.

MUSICIANS & SOLDIERS

(loudly.)

Here, here!

McGuire drinks the contents of his mug. The other soldiers do the same.

SGT. MCGUIRE

By God, if I’d a girl t’fight foor.

JOSEPH

Ain’t ya married, Sergeant?

McGuire looks sadly into his mug not answering at first.

SGT. MCGUIRE

(serious.)

By the Virgin I am. But she ain’ a girl t’ fight foor, but radder a women t’ fight wit. 

McGuire laughs heartily his face getting red. The others laugh. McGuire looks around with his cup in the air.

SGT. MCGUIRE

(brightly.)

Well now—what about a song?

Musicians nod to him -- play a song typical to the 1860's.

Joseph becomes immersed forgetting the present.  

EXT.  FEDERAL ARMY CAMP.  LATE NIGHT

Joseph excuses himself for the night, standing with thanks.

JOSEPH

I must go.  I told Ev I'd stop by.

Joseph starts back to Evan's tent – part way, Evan’s approaching them -- they stop before each other – Evan’s clean up -- Joseph turns – the go to the fire. As they go:

EVAN

(grinning.)

You’re right.

JOSEPH

(almost laughing.)

Bout what this time?

EVAN

Him ‘er me. Gotta accept it.

Joseph smiles and nods – claps Evan on the back -- they sit on the log by the other soldiers -- Joseph presents a letter to Evan -- Evan reads.

INT.  EMILY CONRAD'S BEDROOM.  DAY

Emily sits at her desk writing a letter.

EMILY (V.O.)

Joseph, I fear our exchanges are gonna be discovered an seen as improper by father.  May I ask that ya disguise them? 

EXT. CONRAD FARM HOUSE. DAY

Emily goes about chores -- meets the POSTMAN at the road --Margaret spies her from a window. Emily exchanges letters w/him.

EMILY (V.O.) (CONT’D)

I’d let anyone know how we feel, ‘cept for the fear a bein’ forbidden t’hear from ya ever again. 

INT. CONRAD FARM HOUSE. DAY

The maids are hard at work in the kitchen, and various rooms. Margaret watches her daughter carefully.

EMILY (V.O.) (CONT’D)

Without you the days’ve grown long on the farm—that n’all the new help—there ain’ enough t'keep me occupied. 

INT. EMILY CONRAD'S BEDROOM.  DAY  

Emily pops her head up at a hushed SWISH, as of skirts outside her room – it ends -- Emily returns to her letter.

EXT. FRONT OF CONRAD FARM HOUSE. DAY.

Emily rushes out to meet the Postman.  Exchanges letters. 

EMILY

(sweetly.)

Thanks.

POSTMAN

Yur welcome, Miss Conrad.

Emily sifts through the letters as he leaves -- pockets one -- returns to the house. Margaret startles Emily at the door. Emily hands her the mail -- routes around to the stairs. Margaret’s cold gaze follows her.

MARGARET

(calling.)

Emily. What's wrong dear?

Emily looks down turning on the stairs – she’s wary of her. 

EMILY

(smiles.)

Nothing, mama.

Margaret goes up to Emily.

MARGARET

Y'are flushed--are ya feeling well?

EMILY

(lying.)

The Postman just said I looked pretty today.

MARGARET

(snaps.)

The postman’s n’old man who shouldn’ be making eyes at ya—you shouldn’ be pleased by is compliments so deeply.

EMILY

(hangs her head.)

Sorry mama. I won’ do it again. 

MARGARET

No ya shant.  Let someone else get the mail now on. I don’ want ‘em to get any ideas.  

Emily nods and she waves her away.

MARGARET (CONT’D)

Go on then. 

Emily races up the stairs, leaving her to stew alone. 

INT.  EMILY CONRAD'S BEDROOM.  DAY

Emily enters breathless -- locks the door – steps in taking a letter from her pocket -- rips it open -- envelope falls -- reads eagerly.

JOSEPH (V.O.)

Dear Em, Mike’s assigned t’ my unit.

KNOCK on the DOOR startles Emily – she rounds crumpling the letter in her pocket -- unlocks and opens the door. Hettie enters w/a broom in hand -- Emily steps back to let her in -- closes and locks the door behind her – steps to Hettie.

HETTIE

Did ya get yur letter?

Emily nods taking it out -- Hettie smiles broadly.

EMILY

I was just reading it. He's all right. It's in his hand.

She turns so they may both read.  

EXT. FEDERAL ARMY.  RAINY DAY

Joseph is about daily tasks, checks his horse, etc. -- spends time with Evan, and the Platoon.

JOSEPH (V.O.)(CONT’D)

Besides the rains n’the hard march, I r’main healthy if not hopeful our efforts’ll be r’warded. N’ I’ll come for ya soon.

The army positions for battle with Gen. McClellan mounted regally on his horse -- The American Flag waves behind him. 

EXT. WEST POINT ARMY ACADEMY.  DAY

Michael’s graduation -- he wears his uniform -- greets his parents post ceremony. Stuart presents him with a gift --Michael opens it -- a gold engraved pocket watch.

MICHAEL

Thanks Dad.

Michael sadly looks at the watch in a poignant pause.  

MICHAEL

(wavering smile.)

I'm assigned t'the Cavalry in Virginia. The Army of The Potomac—mus be Ev's doin'.

STUART

Something like that I'm sure.

(puts his arm around Emily.)

You'll be needin' that watch anyhow.

Margaret looks pinch faced. Emily looks guilty.

MICHAEL

I won' be comin' home at all. I've t'report when we’re all done here.

Margaret grasps her daughter closer.

STUART

(gravely.)

We know son.  It's all right.

Michael eyes him with concern.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT.  CONRAD FARMHOUSE PARLOR.   NIGHT

Stuart and Margaret sit with Mrs. Murphy in the parlor.

Mrs. Murphy

Actually--I'ven’t come t'bother ya. I was wondering if I could speak with Emily.

Margaret casts a worried warning glance at her husband -- it goes unseen.

Stuart

(smiling.)

Most certainly.  She'll be
glad for the company. 

Just as he speaks, Emily is passing in the hall.

Stuart

(calling.)

Oh-Emily! 

Waits for her to come in the room.

STUART (CONT’D)

Mrs. Murphy’s hear t’see you.

Emily smiles at the widow very glad to see her.

EMILY

Good-evening, Mrs. Murphy.

Mrs. Murphy smiles up at her.

MRS. MURPHY

Hello dear. 

Stuart

(standing.)

Let's excuse r’selves, shall we Marge. So they can talk privately.

Stuart and Margaret exit. Margaret reluctantly. Emily sits on the couch when they are gone. 

EMILY

(wryly.)

I won’t pretend that I don’t know why you’re here.

The widow raises her brows at her.

MRS. MURPHY

(laughing.)

Indeed I’d hope not.

EMILY

This is 'bout Joseph. He wants ya t'keep an eye on me.

Mrs. Murphy folds her hands in her lap -- lowers her voice -- looks suspiciously to the doorway.

MRS. MURPHY

Actually I said I’d watch over ya while ‘e was gone, to him.  

STUART (O.S.)

(from the study)

Marge, whatever’r ya doing there?

Margaret appears on her knees in the doorway hunting for something. She smiles at them foolishly, laughs lightly. 

MARGARET

Oh—I dropped a needle—wouldn’ wan' anyone t’ step on it. 

Margaret searches -- produces a needle – laughs standing.

MARGARET (CONT’D)

Why there it is. I mus' look such a fool.

Margaret brushes her skirts -- walks away up the hall. Mrs. Murphy smiles at Emily -- they quietly laugh.


MRS. MURPHY

As I was saying, Joseph'll be gone awhile. I’d suggested he write t’ya in the meantime. Which I can tell he has, an’ knowin' your mother, I felt it might come to a problem. 

(leans in.) 

I’m payin’ this visit t’be sure all’s well.

Emily looks to her hands in her lap.

EMILY

All is well, Mrs. Murphy.

Mrs. Murphy shakes her head understanding her meaning.  Emily lifts her eyes looking at the widow sadly.

MRS. MURPHY

I'll visit regular. If ya need  me t’post the letters—I will.  You’ve friends at every turn.

EMILY

Thank you, Mrs. Murphy.

EXT. TRAIN STATION NEW YORK/TRAIN.   DAY

Michael stands in a crowd w/his luggage – looks around – finds and boards a train -- seats himself by a window -- checks his watch -- the train starts out.

EXT.  FEDERAL ARMY CAMP.  MIDDAY

Michael arrives w/his Guide at the camp. The guide leaves w/a salute. Michael rides into the camp -- searches out and finds his CAPTAIN -- he is quickly ushered away.

EXT.  FEDERAL ARMY CAMP.  MIDDAY

Michael struggles w/his tent getting help from a young corporal -- his packs lay in a heap -- hat on top.

EVAN (O.S.)

(calling.)

Well if it ain’ the mother superior.

Michael turns to see Evan and Joseph. He quits his work smiling and joins them.  

MICHAEL

(w/relief.)

Evan. Thank God.

EVAN

(ribbing.)

2nd Lt. Howell.

They shake hands.

MICHAEL

Yes, of course. Sir.

EVAN

(points to Joseph.)

This's your Lieutenant—Joe Maynard. He wen' home with me in March. Ya pa told ya bout a fire—this’s the man.

Joseph nods -- reaches for his hand -- they shake.

MICHAEL

(amazed.)

Oh—yeah—say! A hero. Lemme thank ya.  

They smile -- the conversation pauses.

JOSEPH

Pleased t'meet ya 2nd Lt.

EVAN

(deviously.)

Yur sister an him’ve b’come good friends.  

Michael looks concerned -- Joseph eyes Evan warningly –- Joseph smiles dismissively to Michael.

JOSEPH

N’matter. If I can be of assistance—just let me know.  

MICHAEL

(hands on hips.)

I will, Lieutenant, Sir.

(looks to the tent.)

I'd invite ya in, but--

Michael swings his arm -- indicates the mess behind him.  

EVAN

(laughing.)

Take your time, when your done.

Michael nods -- compresses his lips. Evan and Joseph nod good-bye -- saunter away. Michael goes to a sagging tent.  

EXT. FEDERAL ARMY CAMP/OFFICER’S MESS TENT.  EVENING.

Michael enters a big tent set with a big table and chairs.  

INT. CAPTAINS TENT/OFFICER’S MESS TENT.  EVENING.

Evan, Joseph, and the CAPTAIN are seated eating -- the Captain appears apathetic to Michael’s arrival.  

MICHAEL

(saluting.)

Good-evening Sirs. 

CAPTAIN

(firm.)

Welcome, 2nd Lt. Conrad.  

Michael regards him cautiously. Joseph shakes his head -- lowers his fork -- finishes chewing almost laughing.

JOSEPH

(smiling.)

Ya’re welcome to a seat.

Joseph indicates the empty chair with the place setting.

CAPTAIN

(pitiless.)

Maynard says tha’ you n’Howell are old friends.

Michael sits -- looks nervously at his empty plate.  

MICHAEL

(unsure.)

Uh-yes Sir. We grew up together in Vermont.

CAPTAIN

(dryly.)

Is tha’ right? Well, tha explains why ya were requested t’join us.

The Captain hides a smile – lowers his face to his plate.  

MICHAEL

Requested, Sir?

Evan warily looks to Joseph who’s trying not to laugh.

EVAN

(to Mike.)

Yeah—Em wrote me, thought maybe the man tha’ got ya in this could do is part t’help ya through. Hope ya ain’ mad at her.

MICHAEL

(confused.)

No-no.   

A PRIVATE serves Michael -- Evan and Joseph exchange glances -- they continue eating.

The tent flap is disturbed -- Gen. McClellan steps in. 

All jump to their feet -- salute him standing at full attention. McClellan salutes back languidly -- looks them over placing his hands behind his back.  


Michael’s eye cautiously goes to him, and quickly away.  

GEN. MCCLELLAN

How r’you an’ your men this evening, Captain?

CAPTAIN

We’re well, Gen. Sir.

GEN. MCCLELLAN

I hear a new man’s joined us.  

CAPTAIN

(nods to Mike.)

Yes Sir, 2nd Lt. Conrad.

McClellan looks to him –- approaches -- offers his hand -- Michael quickly obliges him -- they shake.  

MICHAEL

(in awe.)

I’m pleased t’meet ya, Sir.

GEN. MCCLELLAN

(smiling.)

Welcome t’the Potomac. 

(steps back.) 

Hope you find it well enough t’stay for a time.  

MICHAEL

(eager.)

I plan on a career, Sir.

GEN. MCCLELLAN

(smiles.)

Good. 

(eyes the others.) 

Carry on.

Gen. McClellan exits.  Michael sits registering it. Joseph and Evan return to the meal unaffected.  

MICHAEL

(awed, shakes head.)

Did ya see that? General himself.

The captain points to Michael’s plate.

CAPTAIN

(unmoved.)

Finish yur supper, lad. You’ll see more’n tha’t soon enough.  

EXT.  S.E. VIRGINIA LANDSCAPE, PENINSULA.   MORNING

A federal line marches through the trees. They meet a confederate line and a skirmish takes place.  

Michael rides into battle bravely fighting along w/the other men. Joseph tries to keep his eye on him -- Michael disappears from his view -- Joseph searches desperately w/his eyes -- fails -- returns his to the battle raging on.

CUT TO:

EXT.  BATTLEFIELD.  NOON

Bodies are strewn around from both sides. Remaining federals care for the dead -- others care for the wounded.  Joseph walks among them searching for his men dispersed.  

Michael stands by Evan sitting w/a DYING MAN’s head on his lap.  

Joseph approaches -- a smile of relief comes to his face.

Michael looks up still shaken and worn -- wipes his brow.  

Evan looks up touches his hat in salute -- Joseph stops beside them -– Evan goes back to the dying man.

JOSEPH

(to Mike.)

How d’ya stand now, 2nd Lt.?

MICHAEL

(tired.)

I’m all right, Sir.

JOSEPH

Good. 

(pause.) 

It’ll get easier. 

Michael looks over the field -- looks back to Joseph.

Michael

(somberly.)

Does it ever?

Joseph smiles at him and shakes his head.

MICHAEL (CONT’D)

Thank you, for not colorin’ it.

Michael lowers his gaze passing it over the field.

EVAN

(annoyed.)

This one’s gone too.

Still holds the dead man’s head in his lap.  

MICHAEL

(somber.)

I’ll write the family.

Sgt. McGuire rushes up – battle worn -- doesn’t notice Evan getting up from another body.  

SGT. MCGUIRE

(excitedly.)

We’re movin’ t’ Fair Oaks. Cap’n wan’s ya ready now.

Evan, Joseph, and Michael exchange glances.

EXT.  FAIR OAKS/SEVEN PINES.  DISMAL MORNING

OVER TITLE:

Fair Oaks, May 31, 1862.

A flooded Chickahomony River flows by. The rains are steadily worse -- eventually washes away the bridges.  

The Confederates disjointedly advance from out of nowhere on a split federal front. The Federals return the fight.

EXT.  FAIR OAKS/SEVEN PINES.   DISMAL NIGHT

The southern army corners BULL SUMNER and his TROOPS at the Rail Station of Fair Oaks.  They hold their ground as the rest of the Federal Line breaks through. The Confederate fight remains disjointed despite their greater numbers. 

EXT.  FAIR OAKS/SEVEN PINES.   DISMAL MORNING

Joseph and his unit make a charge.  He’s at the head with the Captain, Evan and Michael behind.  Joseph rides with his saber raised high.  They pound against the Confederate flank. They’re surrounded by a sea of gray coats.

Michael remains in view shooting his revolver and swinging his saber. His horse dances around beneath him with battle precision, but nervous.  

GEN. JOHNSTON of the Confederacy is falls from his mount and is pulled from the field. The Confederates fall back calling off the fight, but the Federal Army does not advance on Richmond. 

EXT.  FEDERAL ARMY CAMP, JOSEPH’S TENT.  DAY

Looking bedraggled, Joseph writes on the surface of a collapsible table from his cot.  

JOSEPH (V.0.)

As it stands, I remain unsure a my leader’s motives. We don’ advance on Richmond, n’ I wonder why we even fought. 

Joseph looks up from his writing.

EXT.  BATTLE FIELD.  DUSK

Gen. McClellan is on horseback, a stark figure against the darkening sky. 
JOSEPH (V.0.)

Gen. McClellan’s become an unsure figure in my mind. I fear he’ll only bring us ruin. 

INT. JOSEPH’S TENT.   DAY

Joseph writing the letter.

JOSEPH (V.0.)

In this horror, I pray t’god t’forgive me what I do until I’m with you again.

EXT.  FEDERAL ARMY CAMP.   DAY

Michael and the men partake in various military and non-military activities.  

JOSEPH (V.0.)

In the least I’ve Michael at my side now. He’s proven t’be one a the best and most upright soldiers I’ve yet t’meet. 

INT. CONRAD FARMHOUSE.  DAY

Emily and the Maids go about their appointed tasks. 

Stuart in his study doing paper work.

Margaret spies Emily getting a letter from Hettie’s apron pocket through the crack of an open door. Emily looks around not seeing her mother and slinks off with her letter. Margaret steps away dismayed.

JOSEPH (V.0.)

I daresay your family’s an honorable one indeed. May the Angels watch over you until—truly yours, 1st LT. Joseph Maynard.

EXT. FEDERAL ARMY CAMP.   SUNNY DAY

Dismayed Michael moves fast through the camp – stops outside Joseph’s tent. Manny stands w/his head inside up to his withers -- swishes his tail. Michael impatiently regards him -- tries to route around unsuccessfully.

INT. JOSEPH’S TENT.   SUNNY DAY 

Joseph sits on a cot –- reads a letter holding a pen -- lays down his pen -- stares into space. Manny lips his hair -- Joseph pushes him off mock angry -- smiles at the horse.  

MICHAEL (O.S.)

(calling.)

Joseph!

Joseph looks warily under the horse’s legs seeing the young man’s uniform trousers.  

JOSEPH

(piqued.)

What?

Manny’s black eyes look at him, ears twitching. 

MICHAEL

(irritated.)

Move yur mount. He won’ le’me pass.

Joseph stands with an exasperated sigh.

JOSEPH

(to himself.)

That’s the idea.

Joseph sadly looks back at the papers on his table –turns to Manny -- guides him back out of the tent.  

JOSEPH (CONT’D)

(to the Horse.)

How’d ya get untied?

Michael clasps his fists at his side, with an angry look.

MICHAEL

(sour.)

Tha’s a stub’r’n mule ya got there.

Joseph takes up a feedbag -- fills it -- straps it on Manny’s muzzle. Joseph looks to Michael suspiciously -- pats Manny’s neck.  

JOSEPH

Yeah—what’d ‘ya want,

(stresses the rank.) 

2nd Lt.?

MICHAEL

(smirking.)

I’m wonderin’,Sir, if ya’d heard from my sister.

Joseph folds his arms -- leans against Manny confused.

JOSEPH

Why’d I hear from ya sister, Conrad?

Manny turns his head to look at them -- Joseph looks over his shoulder to him avoiding Michael.

Michael shifts uneasily on his feet – silence -- his eyes lower to the letter he holds -- presents it to Joseph.

Joseph warily takes the letter -- looks it over – reads -- Joseph stops reading -- doesn’t look at Michael.

Michael looks more upset.  

MICHAEL

What’s the meaning a this?

JOSEPH

(looks at Mike.)

What’s it say that concerns ya so Mike?

Michael steps closer to him pointing.

MICHAEL

 (angry.)

I asked you first. 

Joseph gives him the letter. Michael takes it roughly.

JOSEPH

(warning.)

You’ve nothing t’fear, less yur tongue wags tryin’ t’figure it out. Don’ concern yourself.

MICHAEL

(outraged.)

Don’ concern myself? When my sister’s involved?


They regard each other silently, Michael enraged.

JOSEPH

(eyes him.)

Yur right. But, ya shouldn’ git riled. Ya know Em better’n that. 

Joseph turns to duck back into his tent, and end the talk.

MICHAEL

(upset.)

Just the same I do worry Sir. 

(follows him.) 

So help me if you’ve taken advantage a’ her.

Joseph rounds on him holding up his hands. 

JOSEPH

Now hold on—

MICHAEL

(cuts him off.)

With all due respect, Sir. I’ll kill ya if ya’ve been less than honorable.  

Michael draws himself up -- throws his shoulders back. 

Joseph assesses him -- smiles and laughs.

JOSEPH

You’ve a great deal a growin t’do Conrad. The war’ll make it quick. 

Joseph turns -- goes back into his tent using his horse to block it. 

Michael remains -- walks off, his expressions changing -- folds the letter and tucks into his jacket pocket. 

Evan emerges from the tent next to Joseph’s smiling.  

Michael looks at him waiting.

Evan laughs stepping over.

EVAN

(nods.)

Mike. What’s wrong?

MICHAEL

(upset.)

Em n’Joe— 

Michael cuts off – Evan has a knowing expression – Michael looks shocked -- fades to glum.

MICHAEL

Why didn’ ya tell me?

EVAN

(seriously.)

Em’s worried yur ma wouldn’ let ‘em write t’each other.

Michael studies his face -- Evan smiles -- places his hands in his pockets -- raises his brows and smiles.

EVAN (CONT’D)

Ya should’ve seen ‘em dance—One day you’ll understand.

Michael hangs his head – nods unconvinced. 

Evan pats his arm. 

EVAN (CONT’D)

I’ll keep ‘em in line. Dun a good job so far.

Michael turns -- walks away. 

Evan waits -- shakes his head amused.

EXT.  FEDERAL ARMY CAMP.   NIGHT

Joseph and Evan eat rations by firelight. 

Michael watches them argue expecting a fight.

EVAN

(vigorously.)

Fair Oaks was won ‘cause a chaos. 

JOSEPH

(sarcastic.)

Doesn’ that tell ya they ain’ got a prayer?

Evan laughs edgily, shaking his head.  

JOSEPH (CONT’D)

We made a fair victory. 

EVAN

(snaps.)

Fine. Your right.

Joseph waves him off giving up – goes back to his meal.

Evan chews his food -- gathers himself -- grows moodier.

EVAN

(darkly.)

I’ve seen a lot a bad things—ya weren’ there when the Conrad’s foun Hettie. She was a mess.

Michael looks uneasily at the fire holding food in his mouth, unable to swallow it.  

MICHAEL

(quietly.)

Jack got Pa out t’the stable. She was sick from her wipin’ still—left er in the fields.

Evan nods with an inaudible “yeah”, looking at Michael.

Joseph is sickened -- tries to get rid of it. 

JOSEPH

Tha’s why ya need t’focus on yur jobs. Ya need a level head here.  We can’ fail the union.  

Silence -- Evan looks at Michael and Joseph. 

EVAN

Heard we got Johnston n’words goin round Lee’s been brought up. 

Evan and Michael look at each other knowingly -- Michael swallows hard -- Joseph remains unmoved.

JOSEPH

(smiling.)

Yeah, I heard.  Damn traitor. 

(shakes head & adds) 

I don’ think e’ll be givin us any trouble. 

Evan looks sadly into his empty bowl.

EVAN

Hope your right. 

MICHAEL

(nervously.)

I don’ like talking a this. Let’s talk ‘bout something else.

EVAN

(grinning.)

Like yur sister?

Michael looks upset and points between them as he speaks.

MICHAEL

(angry.)

Em shouldn’ be a concern a either a you.

JOSEPH

(sarcastic.)

Oh, I’m concerned.

MICHAEL

(angry.)

No y’aren’. Have ya forgot’r talk? Sir?

JOSEPH

(scratches his chin.)

I did—It’d be wise for ya t’do the same. Em’s got trouble plenty without ya makin’ more. 

MICHAEL

No thanks t’you—Sir. An Ma doesn’ dislike anyone for no reason.

Joseph sets his plate aside and stands.

JOSEPH

(stands, points.)

I ain’ done a thing t’yur ma. She jus dislikes my accent. I’d her know tha many a her Northern boys deserted t’defend the south.

Evan stands between them -- Michael stands dropping his bowl –- Evan places a hand on Joseph to stop them. 

EVAN

Joe—Mike—We’re officers—don’ brawl.

Pause -- Joseph nods -- Michael sits picking up his bowl.  

MICHAEL

(hangs his head.)

Tha’s all she hates ya for?

EVAN

That n’ Em.

Michael squeezes his eyes shut with shame.  

Joseph sits, followed by Evan -- Evan notices a eyes on them outside the circle -- looks back at them –- gives a warning expression.

MICHAEL

I apologize, Sir.  I hope ya do well with Emily.

There is a lengthy pause.

EVAN

Now what’r we sayin’ bout tha ungrateful bastard Lee.

Joseph and Michael still regard each other prickly.  

EXT.  RICHMOND VIRGINIA, CONFEDERATE ARMY CAMP. DAY

Confederate Soldiers build fortifications around the city. 

EXT.  VIRGINIA WOODED LANDSCAPE.  DAY

Joseph rides ahead of his group, his jacket off on the rump of his horse -- reigns Manny in -- tightens the reigns on his gloved hand -- looks around nervous.  

Behind, the men fall quiet -- assesses the surroundings --draw nearer -- They are tense.

Evan sees Joseph’s hesitation -- lifts chin his – watches. 

Manny thrashes his head -- chomps his bit.

Joseph looks to Manny knowingly -- touches the brim of his hat -- scans ahead -- raises his hand halting the Platoons.

Joseph cautiously edges Manny forward – HOOF STEPS.  

Manny’s head lifts -- ears lay flat -- backs up nose flaring.  

Joseph wheels him around.

Joseph

(yelling.)

Get t’ cover.

Joseph pulls his rifle from its sheath – rides to cover w/the rest of the men immediately put under fire -- SHOTS ZING PASSED their heads -- BOUNCE off TREES -- ROCKET into the GROUND. The men scramble to safety -- one is wounded by a shot trying -- they load weapons -- The horses bolt to the.

Lying on the ground, Joseph looks to his left. 

Michael looks for the enemy through the verdure.

Joseph turns his head to the right. 

Evan’s against a tree breathing hard –- his rifle held close.

Joseph turns his attention back across the dirt road.  

JOSEPH

(to himself.)

Let this not be the time that we friends let go in this life.

Joseph studies the forest -- a gray uniform comes to focus.  

Confederate’s emerge onto the road with rifles ready – it’s chokingly silent.

Joseph draws a dry breath -- licks his lips -- eyes them raising his rifle to his eye -- fires a shot shouting: 

JOSEPH

Fire!

Several Confederate’s are shot -- the rest retreat to cover – they return fire.

Evan’s head jerks back violently -- his rifle falls away.

Joseph looks eyes wide -- he crawls on his belly to Evan.  The shots continue overhead and around them. Joseph hides behind the tree with Evan -- props his gun against it -- nervously studies Evan lying with his eyes shut -- Joseph shucks off his gloves.

JOSEPH

(breathy.)

God, Evan no! 

(calling.) 

Evan. 

Joseph tears open Evan’s jacket -- finds a clean shirt -- Joseph looks desperately around him -- his eyes suddenly take in the small bit of blood dripping from Evan’s earlobe on his shoulder -- grabs Evan’s head -- picks him up a little -- feels for the wound -- finds blood soaked hair.

JOSEPH

(to the others.)

Keep firin’! Give em hell boys, for Ev!

Joseph digs in his belt pouch for a bandage -- gives Evan a wry smile – pulls out a rolled bandage.

JOSEPH (CONT’D)

Yur gonna be all right.

Joseph wraps Evan’s wound -- the blood fills the cloth -- sets him back down -- picks up his gun – FIRES it.  

A moment later -- Evan’s eyes flutter open.  

Joseph sets down his gun.

JOSEPH

Evan?  Can ya hear me?

Evan smiles at him.

EVAN

(dreamily.)

Hey, Joe. They got ya too, huh?

JOSEPH

(mad.)

Ya ain’ dead yet, ya ass!

Evan shakes w/a laugh -- SHOTS still FIRE around them.

EVAN

(sarcastic.)

I’s gonna ask how ya got in anyway.

Evan laughs -- sucks in w/pain -- touches his head -- scrunches his face.

JOSEPH

Easy now—a bullet grazed ya—jus wait while we finish‘em.

EVAN

(holds his head.)

Get ‘em, Sir. 

Joseph nods half smiling -- looks to Michael lying on the ground firing a rifle into the trees -- Joseph crawls to him -- lays w/his back against a tree.

JOSEPH

They’re pressed t’the ground, ain’ doin’ any good t’shoot at em.

MICHAEL

(anxious.)

What d’we do?

Joseph searches Michael’s nervous expression -- compresses his lips.

JOSEPH

Two groups stay ‘ere—keep firin’—keep ‘em occupied the rest’ll get in behind and pick ‘em off.  

Michael nods -- moves to go -- Joseph stops him.  

JOSEPH (CONT’D)

No! You stay here.  I’ll go.

Michael looks at him worriedly -- quick short nod. 

Joseph points to those staying -- Evan and Michael’s platoons – Joseph’s will go -- they start to crawl through the brush guided by Sgt. McGuire -- Joseph looks back to Michael pressed to a tree.

Michael’s leg shake supporting himself -- his face is pale and sweaty – SGT. MARTIN FERGUS joins him -- they cover the maneuver with their shots.  

Joseph reluctantly moves on.

EXT. VIRGINIA WOODED LANDSCAPE.  DAY

Joseph and his Platoon crawl in behind a Platoon of Confederate Soldiers -- like snipers they sneak -- they spy out each man -- wait for their shots – Grim faced, Joseph waves a hand over his head – lifts his rifle – his men do the same – the CRACK of their RIFLES follows.  

The confederates are taken off guard – all but a three perish – the remaining lot surrenders.

EXT. FEDERAL ARMY CAMP.   AFTERNOON

Joseph rides into camp followed by his men.  

Evan and a pair of Enlistees are carted away to the surgeons Evan remains upright and strong -- the others slump and waver nearer death.

The prisoners are disdainfully drawn away elsewhere.

INT. SURGEON’S TENT.   AFTERNOON

Evan receives stitches from a SURGEON1 -- owes and winces w/each pass of the needle.  

Joseph enters smiling and swaggering -- removes his hat.

EVAN

(winces.)

Owe! How’s Mike?

JOSEPH

Shaken. Ya get better soon. We’re gonna need ya end a the week. Captain said were going back t’Manassas—I  ain’ goin’ without ya.

Evan looks at him as if slapped. 

The surgeon ties off the stitches -- clips the end – smiles putting a noxious powder on -- wraps Evan’s head.

SURGEON1

Don’t ya go worryin’ my patient, Lieutenant. He’s needs t’rest.

Joseph laughs -- looks to Evan shaking his hat at him.

JOSEPH

I’ll see ya tonight, Ev.

EVAN

(wry smile.)

Ya’d better. I don’ see any a them nurses t’ keep me company.

Joseph shakes his head laughing and leaves placing his hat on his head. 

SOLDIER (O.S.)

(calling.)

Lt. Maynard!

Joseph rasps a heavy sigh rolling his eyes – hands on hips. 

A young SOLDIER hurries toward him.

SOLDIER (CONT’D)

(winded.)

Lt. Maynard, General wan’s t’ see ya, right away.

JOSEPH

(annoyed.)

Comin’, private.

EXT. FEDERAL ARMY CAMP.   AFTERNOON

Joseph follows an Enlistee through the camp to the command tent flanked by guards -- a table sits in front w/some OFFICERS at work, standing and sitting. 

Joseph observes the Officers -– they straighten -- take assessing notice of him -- Joseph salutes –- the gesture is returned -- One disappears inside the tent -- the others regard him still -- One smiles -- they return to work. 

The Captain emerges flipping the tent flap back.

CAPTAIN

(darkly.)

Come inside.

Despite knowing his humor, Joseph looks worried. 

JOSEPH

Yes Sir.  

INT. MCCLELLAN’S TENT.   AFTERNOON

The Captain smiles at him as Joseph enters the tent.  

The interior is filled with several commanding officers of the Army, McClellan among them – sitting at a desk w/the flag behind him. 

Joseph salutes -- remains at attention.

GEN. MCCLELLAN

At ease, Lieutenant.

Joseph relaxes into an ease stance not looking at them.  

McClellan folds his hands together on the desk.  

GEN. MCCLELLAN

(leans forward.)

Your Captain’s being reassigned t’another unit. Leaves us an opening. 

(sits back.)

I wish t’offer you the Captaincy of your company, Lt. Maynard.

Joseph

(wrangles a smile.)

I accept with honor. Thank ya, Sir.

CAPTAIN

It’s us who are honored t’ave such a man t’serve with us. 

Joseph regards him w/a sad expression -- smiles accepting the compliment.

JOSEPH

(sad.)

Thank you Sir.

GEN. MCCLELLAN

Howell’ll be your Lieutenant, and Conrad’ll continue is duties under you as is.

Joseph blinks not knowing what to say -- his Captain pins his new rank on him.

GEN. MCCLELLAN

You are dismissed.

Joseph salutes again -- leaves followed by his Captain.

EXT. FEDERAL ARMY CAMP.   AFTERNOON

Joseph hurries to his tent – arrives.

A MAIL CLERK is passing through -- flags Joseph down –- gives a packet of envelopes -- salutes -- moves on. 

Joseph goes in his tent.

INT. JOSEPH’S TENT.  AFTERNOON

Joseph enters sorting his mail -– discards all but a pink one onto his table -- sits on his cot – opens the letter.  

EMILY (V.O.)

(somber.)

Joseph, from your previous letter, I’m discouraged. The Union’ll survive and with it you.  .  .

Joseph leans back on his bunk smiling.  

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT.  BATTLEGROUND, VIRGINIA.   DAY

Tents, horses and bodies are strewn over the ground.

Evan peers at it w/an angry face -- throws his hands up.

EVAN

(loudly.)

I told ya damn it!

Evan turns to the others -- they try to clean up – He’s nearly recovered.

EVAN (CONT’D)

I should be shot for thinkin’ we can win this war.

Joseph looks at him angry.

JOSEPH

(snaps.)

Quiet! Ya do the men no good n’ I’m tired a hearing it from ya.

Evan looks at him shocked.  

Joseph eyes him -- walks away.

EXT.  BATTLEGROUND, VIRGINIA.  DAY

Joseph overlooks a long deep trench stone faced -- the dead are being placed in burial. 

LITTLE NATE charges up to Joseph – a boy 10-12 years of age. 

LITTLE NATE

(calling.)

Cpt. Maynard! Cpt. Maynard! I been trying t’find ya forever, Sir.

JOSEPH

(furrowed brow.)

I’ve been right here.

LITTLE NATE

(tight salute.)

Ya’s Sir.


Joseph looks over Little Nate softening. 

Joseph

(heavy sigh.)

Forget it, Nate. 

(rubs his neck.)

What d’ya want?

LITTLE NATE

McGuire sen me. It’s Conrad. He’s been askin’ for ya.

JOSEPH

(concerned.)

Where is he?

Nate points and looks to a tree line behind them.

LITTLE NATE

Over there. 

(looks to Joseph.)

He keeps sittin’ there, n’ e won’ move. Somethin’s wrong, looks bad.

Joseph hesitates afraid -- runs to the spot – closing in the forms of some soldiers appear by a tree -- joins them.

Michael sits on a fallen tree leaning against another –- he looks ill, sweaty –- his eyes lazily go to Joseph.

Joseph’s eyes widen taking in the sight -- blood drips from Michael’s leg on the ground.

JOSEPH

(troubled.)

What the hell happened?

MICHAEL

(strained.)

Nothin’, Sir.

JOSEPH

(terrified.)

God--why didn’ ya tell someone?

MICHAEL

(in pain.)

They’ll cut my leg off.

Joseph cuts Michael’s trousers – sees the wound – Michael has been shot through the muscle of the thigh -- Joseph stares in panic – suddenly moves to cuts strips from the torn pant leg.

JOSEPH

No they won’. Jesus! 

(turns to NATE.)

Get a damn doctor!  

(to others.)

What the hell wur ya doin? Why didn’t ya get a doctor.

SGT. MCGUIRE

(apologetic.)

We thought ‘e were jus scared, Sar.

JOSEPH

(snap.)

Shut up! 

(demands.)

Give me yur whiskey Sergeant.

McGuire looks worriedly -- wipes his mouth – eyes Joseph –- licks his lips debating.

SGT. MCGUIRE

(perplexed.)

What whiskey, Sar?

JOSEPH

(angrily, looks to McGuire.)

Gimme yur whiskey ya drunk bastard. I know ya got it—it’s an order McGuire!

McGuire feels his pockets -- finds the flask -- hands it to Joseph.

SGT. MCGUIRE

A-aye Sar.  ‘Ere.  

Joseph roughly takes the silver flask.  Looking at Michael, obviously in pain, he opens it.

Joseph

(vehemently.)

Yur going home—with your leg.  

Joseph wipes the wound -- pours the whiskey on it as Michael cries out.

Michael

(clenched teeth.)

Ah—ya son-of a! 

(catches his breath.)

Ya cruel ass. Don’ ya ever go near my sister again.

SURGEON 2 arrives.  Joseph stands -- grabs hold of him.

JOSEPH

Save is leg, er I take one a yours.

Surgeon 2 warily eyes him.

SURGEON 2

(nervously.)

Ye-yes, Captain. I’ll try.

(to Nate.)

Here boy—heat this on the fire.

Surgeon2 goes to work -- removes the bullet amidst Michael’s cries of pain -- when done, he faces Joseph.

SURGEON 2 (CONT’D)

I need t’bring him t’the surgery, Captain. I mus’ amputate. The wound’s deep an-and could get infected. If it spreads, he’ll die.

JOSEPH

(commanding.)

Yu’ll treat em here. An’ he keeps his leg. That’s an order.

Joseph spins his knife in his hands threateningly – Surgeon2 shakily accepts with a nod.  

Nate returns with the heated instrument.  

Michael eyes it trying to breath through his pain and fear. 

McGuire reveals another flask -- smiles offering it to him.

SGT. MCGUIRE

It’ll make ya feel better.

Michael does not hesitate – takes it and begins drinking.  

SURGEON2 takes the instrument – presses it to the wound cauterizing it -- he then dumps antiseptic powder on top -- wraps the leg.

Michael screams during the burning – is shaking by the end.  

SURGEON 2

He’s goin into shock. I’ll put it on yur head, Captain, if he dies.

Joseph glares at him unafraid and determined. 

JOSEPH

(assured.)

He’s stronger than that.

Michael stills -- looks at them bleary eyed half smiling.

SGT. MCGUIRE

He drank it all.

LITTLE NATE

(wide-eyed.)

That’ll keep out an infection sure—from what I ‘ere.

Joseph helps to bring Michael to the hospital cart.  

Evan rushes over. 

EVAN

Shit! What happened?

SURGEON 2

(Helps Mike into cart.)

You’ll be okay now.  

Evan looks on worried -- Joseph moves next to Michael.

Michael

(drunkenly.)

Yeah, doc.  I feel just fine!

SURGEON 2 faces Joseph and Evan.

SURGEON 2

I’ll go n’tell the doctors at the hospital this leg is t’stay on. 

(smiles.)

Direct orders from the General.

Joseph pats SURGEON 2’s shoulder –- smiles -- SURGEON 2 touches his cap and moves on.

The wagon lumbers away -- Joseph waves good-bye.

JOSEPH

(yelling.)

Tell Em I love er! Get back here soon, Conrad!

Michael

(smiling.)

Don’t worry—brother.

INT.  POST OFFICE.   DAY

Smiling Emily goes to the service window w/Hettie, both dressed in fine day gowns -- the CLERK smiles at Emily welcomingly.

POSTMAN

Mornin’ Miss Emily.

EMILY

Good morning. Is there any post for Conrad?

CLERK

(looks at shelves.)

Let me see. Oh, yes. 

The clerk’s tone darkens, as he hands Emily a telegram. 

CLERK

(reading.)

A telegram from a Cpt. Maynard.

Emily looks over her shoulder to Hettie mouthing the word “captain.” 

Hettie shrugs confused -- steps closer looking at the Clerk -- the Clerk avoids Hettie’s eye contact.

EMILY

(confused.)

Cpt. Maynard? Thank you.

Shrugs -- smiles at the Clerk – Hettie and Emily leave.

EXT. VERMONT TOWNSHIP.   DAY

Hettie and Emily emerge from the Post Office -- Hettie takes opens her parasol over their heads -- Emily opens the telegram -- holds it with two hands -- Hettie reads over her shoulder. Emily stops, shaking -- looks to Hettie terrifed. 

EMILY

(pained.) 

Michael’s been badly wounded.

Hettie looks to Emily afraid -- Emily leans into her crying.

EXT.  CONRAD FARMHOUSE.   DAY

Emily and Hettie climb to the porch, obvious that they’ve been crying.  

INT. CONRAD FARMHOUSE.   DAY

Emily climbs the stairs ahead of Hettie.    

Margaret watches them suspicious -- smiles when they’re gone.

Margaret

(coldly pleased.)

And that will be that.

Margaret steps down the hall smiling pleased. 

INT. CONRAD FARMHOUSE.   EVENING

Hettie stands outside Emily’s door.

HETTIE

Emily! They wanna see ya.

Emily opens her door -- peers out biting her lip.  

HETTIE (CONT’D)

Yur mama sent me up for ya. Their telegram’s come.  

Emily nods -- enters the hall somberly.

INT.  CONRAD FARMHOUSE PARLOR/HALL.   EVENING

Emily rushes down the stairs into the parlor.

Stuart stands beside Margaret clutching his pipe and the letter -- Margaret sits on the couch weeping.

Emily waits anxiously.

Stuart looks to Emily gravely.

STUART

Michael’s been wounded. He’s at a hospital awaiting transport home. 

Margaret goes to her and holds Emily in her shaking arms.    

Stuart flops in a chair –- Emily cries.

MARGARET

(crying.)

What’ll we do?

Hettie enters -- eases Margaret to the couch -- tries to comfort her.  Hettie and Emily exchange knowing glances.

INT.  EMILY CONRAD’S BEDROOM.   NIGHT

Emily enters -- closes the door – smoothes her skirts – her expression alters w/worries.

EMILY

(whispering.)

May God be with you that I cannot.

EXT.  CONRAD FARMHOUSE FRONT PORCH.   EARLY MORNING

Rose Benson and Margaret stand packed and ready to leave. 

Rose bids farewell to her father Jack.

Margaret kisses/hugs Emily -- steps back -- smiles at her.

MARGARET

Listen t’your father while I’m gone.  We’ll be back very soon.

EMILY

I will Mama.

MARGARET

We’re ready, Stuart dear.

Stuart nods -- picks up luggage followed in suit by Jack -- they pack a wagon -- then Stuart drives off with the women. 

Jack waves before turning to go back to work.

Emily watches longingly -- clutches her single braid – she is roused by movement behind her -- turns to see Hettie.

HETTIE

I’m sorry Em.

Emily shrugs -- purses her lips.

EMILY

(dejectedly.)

I’d only get in the way.

Hettie smiles -- puts her arm about Emily -- turns her to the house.

HETTIE

Now what’s this about a Captain?


EXT.  VERMONT DIRT ROAD.   EARLY MORNING

Stuart drives the cart along a dirt roads toward a city.

EXT.  VERMONT CITY C. 1862.   MORNING

Stuart drives over cobblestone streets to a train station.

EXT. TRAIN STATION.   MORNING

Stuart helps Margaret and Rose from the cart -- all go inside.

INT. TRAIN PLATFORM.   MORNING

Stuart helps Margaret and Rose to board the train and to their seats -- kisses Margaret on the cheek.

MARGARET

Keep an’eye on Em. Tha girl has me worried lately.

Stuart

(smiling.)

I will, dear.

MARGARET

(animated.)

I mean it.  There’s no tellin’ what she’d get up to.

Stuart looks at her confused. Rose looks on in disbelief.

Stuart

(assuringly.)

We both know Em’s a good girl. Don’t worry yourself.

Stuart kisses her again -- takes his leave.

EXT.  AMERICAN COUNTRYSIDE.   DAY

A train steams south -- Margaret watches out her window.

INT.  TRAIN PLATFORM.  OUTSIDE WASHINGTON.   EVENING

Margaret and Rose disembark the train -- search for other transport -- they find a coach --  pay passage and board.

EXT.  CITY, SOMEWHERE OUTSIDE WASHINGTON.   EVENING

The coach Margaret and Rose take travels the countryside.

EXT.  WASHINGTON D.C.   NIGHT

Margaret and Rose come to a hotel for the night via coach.

INT. HOTEL LOBBY.   MORNING

Rose and Margaret step to the hotel desk smiling at the clerk -- the Desk CLERK gives them directions.

Margaret

(smiles.)

Thank you.

EXT. CITY OF WASHINGTON D.C.   MORNING

Rose and Margaret walk a crowded street -- Rose eyes the young men -- Margaret remains focused.

EXT.  FEDERAL ARMY HOSPITAL BUILDING.   MORNING

Margaret and Rose reluctantly enter, rechecking the sign.

INT. FEDERAL ARMY HOSPITAL BUILDING.   MORNING 

Margaret shows her papers to SOLDIER2 at a table by the door – Soldier2 points them to a HOSPITAL ATTENDANT -- Margaret thanks him and passes forward.

Hospital Attendant approaches -- guides them to the ward.  

INT. FEDERAL ARMY HOSPITAL WING.  MORNING

A long whitewashed room stretches before Margaret, Rose, and Hospital Attendant – it is lined with many wounded men -- they look w/hungry eyes to Rose.  Hospital Attendant  leads them along.

Margaret and Rose unsurely walk the center isle passed many beds. 

Hospital Attendant stops at a bed -- points to a man sleeping w/his leg propped up.  

Margaret covers her mouth panicked. 

MARGARET

(emotional whisper.)

Michael! My boy!

Margaret moves to the head of the bed – searches out the affected limb w/her eyes – looks healthy. 

HOSPITAL ATTENDANT

(shakes him.)

2nd Lt. Conrad.  

Michael stirs -- Margaret looks to the Hospital Attendant.

MARGARET

(paltry smile.)

Leave him t’us. I wish to remove em home at once. Do up whatever papers it is ya need.

HOSPITAL ATTENDANT

(uneasy.)

Yes, mam.

The attendant nods – leaves -- Rose watches him go uneasily – Margaret looks to Rose impatiently. 

MARGARET.

Rose—help me get em up. We’ve t’get em dressed. 

Looks to Michael -- his eyes open – Margaret touches his brow softly smiling -- Michael looks up serenely then stares questioning.  

MICHAEL

Mama?

MARGARET

It’s me boy—now get up. We’re taking ya home. 

(sits him up.)

Come now, get yur clothes on.

Michael complies – sees Rose at the foot of the bed smiling sweetly at him -- he smiles back.

MICHAEL

(teasing.)

Didn’ wanna miss me dyin’?

ROSE

(approaches upset.)

How dare ya!

Rose hits his head w/a paper from his table -- Margaret rolls her eyes at them annoyed by the foolishness.

Michael cradles his head, rubbing it. 

MICHAEL

(irate.)

Owe! Hey—I’m injured here.   

INT. TRAIN STATION OUTSIDE WASHINGTON D.C.   DAY

Margaret and Michael sit -- his leg propped on baggage.  People pass half looking pity in their eyes at his uniform.  

Margaret’s face is pinched, staring ahead without seeing. 

Rose sits on her other side bored. 

MICHAEL

I met tha’ man Evan brought home. 

Margaret adjusts -- pats her hair detached trying to smile.

MARGARET

Really?

MICHAEL (CONT’D)

He’s my Captain—one a the finest men I’ve yet ta meet.

Michael looks at Margaret expectantly.

MARGARET

(clipped.)

Indeed he is.  He saved’r cows.

MICHAEL

(long pause.)

Did ya know tha some a’ our men’r Southern, an’ a few a the Johnny Rebs’r from the North?

MARGARET

(shocked.)

Where’d ya hear such a thing?

MICHAEL

I done seen it mama. I’d not a believed it if I hadn’.

Margaret looks at him hurt.

The blast of a TRAIN WHISTLE BLOWS through the station startling them. A STEAM ENGINE RATTLES onto the tracks – stops noisily -- steam billows from beneath.  

Michael stands using his cane – turns -- offers his hand to Margaret who waves him away standing. 

MARGARET

(smiling.)

We should be helping you.

A STATION MAN approaches to help them board the train. 

EXT.  BANKS OF THE JAMES RIVER/HARRISON’S LANDING.   DAY

The Federal forces gather as wounded are moved around and the rest build camp.

Joseph holds a pink envelope walking to where his tent has been pitched and the platoon makes a meal.

INT. JOSEPH’S TENT.   DAY

Joseph sits on his cot amidst ARMY CAMP sounds -- presses the letter to his face -- closes his eyes -- a tear slips from his eye -- opens it and reads. 

INT.  CONRAD FARMHOUSE PARLOR.   DAY

Emily takes tea w/Mrs. Murphy They silently discussing things smiling, and enjoying themselves. 

EMILY (V.O.)

(soft even)

I’ve heard little of what goes lately—I try t’wait for your mail. It’s absolute agony readin’ it in the papers n’not knowin’ if you’ve become one a the numbers.

INT. EMILY CONRAD’S BEDROOM.   DAY

Emily gazes out her window -- lowers her head crying. 

EMILY (V.O.) (CONT’D)

I couldn’ bear losing you n’grow sick from the thought. How long can I bear it?  Joseph, come home soon. 

INT. JOSEPH MAYNARD’S TENT.   DAY

Joseph finishes reading -- opens the last page. A photo falls out -- looks blankly at it -- holds it up --smiles at Emily’s image – places the photo on his table – obtains his writing things -- plans a response re-energized.   

EXT.  CONRAD FARMHOUSE.  FRONT LAWN/PORCH.   DAY

Stuart drives a cart containing Margaret, Rose, and Michael up to the house -- they stop and get out -- Margaret, Rose and Michael are warmly welcomed home.

Hettie, Emily, Jack, and the young maids bring them inside.

INT.  CONRAD FARMHOUSE PARLOR/HALL.   DAY

Margaret and Hettie help Michael up the stairs.

The Maids w/Jack drop the luggage in the hall.

Stuart looks to Emily worriedly watching Michael go --  Stuart touches her head – smiles -- Emily offers him a wry smile in return -- then hurries upstairs.

INT. MICHAEL CONRAD’S BEDROOM.  DAY

Michael sits on his bed – Hettie and Margaret unpack --Emily sits by him -- picks up his cane -- studies it unsure -- Michael smiles seeing her expression.

MICHAEL

Doc says I won’ need it much longer. Should be walkin’ fine in a few month’r so, an go back.

EMILY

(brightly.)

That’s wonderful.

Margaret shuffles over -- takes the cane roughly from Emily -- shoos her away -- starts pulling the blankets from beneath Michael.

MARGARET

Nonsense, Michael.  You’ll rest, an’ not think ‘bout that. You’ve had a long trip, and a harrowin’ experience.

Michael looks at her irritated by her rudeness.

MICHAEL

I feel fine—n’I’ll return t’my unit.

Michael pulls the blankets back -- Margaret steps back looking at him apprehensively.  

MICHAEL (CONT’D)

(bitterly.)

I’ll make due on my own. I’m gonna half ta sooner er later.

Margaret stammers -- then turns and shoos the others out. 

INT. SECOND FLOOR HALLWAY CONRAD FARMHOUSE.   DAY

Hettie stops Emily -- passes her an envelope -- they part hurriedly – Hettie leaves w/out seeing Margaret watching.

Margaret exits her son’s room -- sees the exchange – assesses the moment – walks slowly to Emily’s room. 

Emily goes in her room -- slightly shuts the door -- sits on the bed – opens then reads the letter.

Margaret hesitates in the hall by Emily’s door – peers in the crack -- watches Emily read -- turns angry – pushes the door open and enters. 

Emily looks up startled -- pushes the papers behind her.

MARGARET

(sinister.)

What’r ya ‘bout, Emily?

Emily fearfully regards her w/out moving.  

MARGARET (CONT’D)

(w/more force.)

I asked ya, what’r ya about?

Margaret clasps her fingers together at her waist and waits.

EMILY

(nervously.)

I’m readin’ a letter.

MARGARET

(snaps.)

I can see, but from whom, may I ask?

EMILY

(apprehensive.)

My friend Mary. Cpt. Maynard’s sister. She started writin me after he left—we’ve become friends.

Margaret becomes enraged.

MARGARET

(outraged.)

Your friend Mary!

Margaret snatches the letter from Emily making her flee -- Emily faces her on the other side of the bed -- she eyes the letter in Margaret’s shaking hands -- Margaret reads derisively. 

MARGARET (CONT’D)

Does your friend Mary write this—My dearest love Emily—What kind a friend is she?


EMILY

(sobs.)

Mama—stop!

Margaret

(over Emily.)

Yur words’ve succeeded in restorin’ my morale! 

(false shock.)

What ails this poor girl? 

Emily collapses to her knees weeping.

MARGARET (CONT’D)

Not t’mention the photograph—

Margaret lowers the page -- glares at Emily angrily.

MARGARET (CONT’D)

Where’d ya get the picture from?  Is it the one from the parlor? Never mind. 

(looks to letter.)

Good Lord, I miss ya more than ya know. I wish I could take ya in my arms an—

Margaret gasps horrified -- clutches her throat -- Emily moves to get the letter back.  

EMILY

(screaming, crying.)

Stop! You never liked him. Stop it—stop it! 

Emily tears the paper from her mother’s hands.

EMILY (CONT’D)

(upset.)

These’r my letters an I forbid ya t’touch em.

The room is silent -- Margaret stares at Emily angrily -- Emily glares back w/a tear stained face -- breathing heavy.

MARGARET

(warningly.)

Yur my daughter--don’ speak t’me so—Now, I won’ have ya ruinin’ our character o’er a dead man. I forbid ya t’write em anymore—or see him.  

Emily’s eyes narrow and her tone turns low and hard.

EMILY 

Make me, ‘cause father won’t.

MARGARET

(yells, goes at her.)

Ya jade--yur no daughter a mine!

Margaret slaps Emily across the face. The room is silent.

EMILY

(defiant.)

Say what ya will a me, but Joseph’s the only reason Michael’s alive—admit it!  

Margaret looks shocked –- Emily falls silent glaring.

STUART (O.S.)

(firm.)

Marge—I wanna see ya in my study.

Margaret turns weepy eyes to Stuart standing in the doorway with grave features – Stuart waits as Margaret joins him --

Stuart exits with Margaret -- Emily throws herself on her bed clutching her letter and sobbing horribly -- Hettie enters wringing her hands –- goes to comfort her.  

HETTIE

It’s all right Em. Yur Pa’ll fix it. Come on. I’ll take ya t’Michael.

Hettie helps her up -- helps walk Emily out. 

INT.  CLOSED DOOR OF STUART’S STUDY/HALL.   DAY

Hettie listens at the study door -- Stuart argues w/Margaret. 

MARGARET (O.S.)

(filtered.)

... People are saying—

STUART (O.S.)

(filtered.)

I don’ give a damn what people say! Ya won’ listen. That boy’s a hero an’ a good man.

INT. STUART CONRAD’S STUDY.    DAY

Stuart sits at his desk looking to Margaret across from him. 

MARGARET

He’s turned her into uh—

STUART

(stern.)

Emily wasn’ brought up that way. Why don’ ya trust ‘er? I do.

MARGARET

She’s meetin’ em in the garden.

Stuart taps the desk surface -- levels a cautioning glance.  

STUART

I don’ care if it were the Howell’s hay loft. I’ll hear n’ more a it.  Apologize and she’s t’continue the letters as long as god allows.  

(eyes her.) 

Go. I’m thru talking about this.

Stuart looks away disgusted -- Margaret steps out infuriated. 

Int. Hall by the Study Door.  Day

Hettie turns and races up the stairs smiling.

INT. EMILY CONRAD’S ROOM.   NIGHT

Emily sits in her dressing gown at her desk w/a single candle for light -- writes a letter -- looks up distantly -- tears drip on the page.

EMILY (V.O.)

Michael improves by leaps n’ bounds, n’he’ll return soon. I’ll hate t’see him go, though it makes em happy—thank you—no one’ll ever be able t’repay yur valor, but I’ll try the rest a my life given the chance. 

INT. SECOND FLOOR HALL.  NIGHT

Margaret moves slowly by Emily’s door lamp in hand – pauses -- looks at the door sadly -- moves on.

EMILY (V.O.)

Father’s approved of our letters against my mother’s wishes—we’re safe from her for now. 

EXT. FEDERAL ARMY CAMP.   DAY

Mail Clerk rushes to Joseph -- drops letters on his table outside his tent -- runs off -- Joseph watches him go -- touches the packet -- returns to his work.

Evan approaches the other way -- jacket open -– healed and happy -– joins Joseph.  

EVAN

(eagerly.)

It’s over. We ain’ dun much in weeks. I think they’re given up.

JOSEPH

(unmoved.)

It ain’ over.  Not yet.

Evan’s features darken – assesses Joseph who keeps working.

EVAN

(concerned.)

What is it Joe?

JOSEPH

(looks up.)

I can feel somethin’ comin’.  Somethin’ real bad. Somethin’

I don’ wanna face. 

Evan looks to Joseph worried but silent -- looks away angry. 

JOSEPH (CONT’D)

Wur gonna join with Pope in the North.

EVAN

(harsh whisper.)

Damn them!

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. VIRGINIA LANDSCAPE/MANASSAS.   NIGHT  

Joseph sits atop his horse -- faces Manassas burning at the railways -- his features glow with the firelight.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. VIRGINIA LANDSCAPE/MANASSAS.   DAY

Union soldiers oversee work on the rebuilding of railways.

EXT. VIRGINIA LANDSCAPE/OUTSIDE MANASSAS.   DAY

The sound of ARTILLERY is like THUNDER close by – Joseph’s company wait in a field -- Joseph anxiously sits on the ground in the shade w/Manny peacefully curled by him -- Manny nuzzles him to be noticed.  

Evan swaggers up – grins -- shakes his head no.

EVAN

(sits.)

He’s gonna hear it if he dun move.

Joseph laughs and hushes him. 

JOSEPH

(whispers.)

Longstreet’s moved in t’join Jackson. If we attack now—

(shakes his head.) 

EVAN

(grins.)

Righ. Could lose m’life like a man. 

Both men look to the fields – stop speaking.   

A CORPORAL1 strolls arrogantly up from the side.

CORPORAL1

Cpt. Maynard? Ya goin’. Get yur men up.

Joseph looks grave -- Evan looks to him worried -- they stand – Joseph nods to Corporal1 – Corporal1 leaves -- Joseph claps his gloved hands to rouse them.

JOSEPH

Come on boys! Our turn. Get em up.

Joseph goes to Manny -- the horse stands -- Joseph and Evan exchange glances -- mount up –- ride away forming lines.

EXT.  MANASSAS BATTLEGROUND.   DAY

The Union and Confederate forces engage in a bloody battle.  

Joseph leads a charge into the fight.  

Sgt. Martin Fergus rides on his white horse rifle raised to shoot -- he suddenly flies back – falls to the ground.   

Joseph wheels his horse around to look – eyes go wide.  

The man is dead shot through the throat -- eyes still open -- hand holding his gun.  

A cry goes up for the Union retreat -- they hurriedly do so.   

EXT.  WASHINGTON D.C.   RAINY NIGHT

POURING RAIN -- flashing lightning -- BURSTS of THUNDER. 

Joseph’s bedraggled Company march into Washington -- Joseph is dark figure – sullen anger stepping through the camp.

Enlistee’s raise the mess tents and cook – all are silent.  

The Officers eat together – taste their food carefully – look to each other worriedly.  

Joseph leaves them – some eyes follow his path.  

INT. JOSEPH’S TENT.   RAINY NIGHT

Joseph enters -- removes his cloak and hat -- hangs them on a hook on a pole -- lights a lantern -- takes off his jacket.  

Joseph sits against his cot -- pulls out Emily’s picture --  stares at it longingly.  

Joseph puts the picture away -- finds his things to write a letter – starts a letter.

JOSEPH (V.O.)

(sits and writes.)

Mrs. Amelia Fergus, I regret to inform you that your husband, Sgt. Martin Fergus died in battle today, August 30, 1862. He passed gallantly defending his nation, and his family against the Confederate States of America.  

Joseph put his pen down -- stares at the pager.

Evan flips open the tent flap entering -- sits in a chair -- waits for Joseph to speak -- Joseph stares at the page.

EVAN

Y’all right, Sir?

Joseph lifts his eyes to Evan – smiles ruefull.

JOSEPH

Fine, Lt. Howell.  Just fine.

Silence encloses them -- Joseph removes the photo -- looks at it w/Evan watching him.

EVAN

(energy.)

Damn Rebs ‘r walkin’ all over us, Captain—curse ‘em fur this, Maynard!  Ya can’ jus sit ‘ere. It’s their fault e’s dead—if they called us a minute earlier he’d still be here.

JOSEPH

(drawls.)

Ain’ much else t’ say but that.

Joseph continues to look at Emily’s Picture.  

Evan studies Joseph w/the emotions dying on his face -- he wipes his face fed up.

EVAN

(gentler tone.)

Is that Miss Conrad?

JOSEPH

(half smile.)

Yeah. 

Joseph hands him the photo -– Evan looks –- smirks calmed.

EVAN

Lovely vision—gives ya power t’go on.

JOSEPH

She’s that.

They looked to each other miserable. 

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. FEDERAL ARMY CAMP.   EVENING

McClellan stands above them making an announcement.

Joseph and Evan are present with their Company listening.

MCCLELLAN

(loudly.)

Washington’s put me as commander of Pope’s former units. We’ll begin in the morning by making you fit an’ ready t’meet our enemy. There’ll be no more failures on our part—in a short while we’ll meet the Rebels again—this time we better win. 

(silent, looks them over.)

You are dismissed.

Joseph and Evan smile -- look at each other hopeful.

JOSEPH

Thank you Mr. Lincoln!

EVAN

Give me hope.

They walk away with their unit in higher spirits.

EXT.  FEDERAL ARMY CAMP.   MORNING

Horseback, McClellan observes the men as they practice new maneuvers -- older, careworn -- features are stern and cold.  

Joseph supervises his company’s exercises as his Lieutenants run them through them.   

JOSEPH

(yelling.)

Come on Boys—ya know how t’do it.

Joseph sees a RIDER go through the camp at break neck speed -- disappears -- Joseph returns to the exercise –- a moment later, an OFFICER1 rushes from where Rider had gone -- Joseph watches concerned – Officer1 approaches LIEUTENANT1 – passes a message –- Lieutenant1 is dismayed -- turns to and walks to the command post.  

Joseph swallows hard – snaps his eyes back to his men.

Evan sits on his mount before him -- notices Joseph’s look. 

EVAN

(concerned.)

What is it Joe?

Joseph looks over his shoulder at him-- gives a wry smile.  

JOSEPH

Somethin’s goin’ on.  

(juts his chin at the command post.)

We’re gonna find out soon enough.

Joseph looks back -- sees the Lieutenant1 followed by a MAJOR emerge from the command post and go to the commanders, COL. DONNELLY among them.  

Joseph’s sets his jaw tight – looks away. 

Evan squints seeing the episode –- looks to Joseph warily.

Col. Donnelly looks to Joseph -- steps over -- salutes.

Joseph and Evan return the Salute – they are wary.

COL. DONNELLY

Dismiss the men. The drilling’s done for the day. Report to me in one hour.

EVAN & JOSEPH

Aye, Sir.

Joseph sits up in his saddle -- moves Manny onto the field.

As he speaks, his men stop and look at him.

JOSEPH

(bellowing.)

Platoon! Halt!  Dismissed!

The men disperse suspiciously.

INT. CORPS COMMANDER’S TENT.   DAY

Joseph sits w/the Platoon Officers -- listening to orders.  

COL. DONNELLY

The State of Maryland as been slated for invasion by Lee’s forces. 

(eyes flick to Joseph, and away.) 

It’s our duty t’prevent his attaining that goal.  

Donnelly’s voice fades as Joseph stares ahead loosing focus. 

EXT.  FEDERAL ARMY CAMP.   DAY

Joseph stand with Little Nate outside his tent -- looks seriously at Nate -- hands him currency notes -- holds back.  

JOSEPH

You’ll git more when ya return safe. Ya remember what I told ya? 

Little Nate nods -- holds his hand out -- Joseph gives the money putting his wallet away.

JOSEPH (CONT’D)

Don’ tell anyone, but Mr. Maynard—okay. Now— 

(pulls out a 2nd letter.) 

This one—have Mr. Maynard post as soon as ya give him that one. 

Joseph points to the envelopes -- Nate nods again. 

LITTLE NATE

Yes, Sir. 

JOSEPH

(smiles.)

Ya ready.

LITTLE NATE

Yes, Sir.

JOSEPH

Go on with ya! Safe journey, boy!

Nate salutes -- Joseph smiles saluting back –- Nate runs off -- Joseph watches him go fearful.

INT. MESS TENT.   NIGHT

Joseph and his Officers sit down to the evening meal -- Mail Clerk stops by and delivers -- They stop eating for their letters -- Joseph opens one addressed from his family -- reads.

Beside him, Evan does the same.

Joseph drops his hand heavy on the table -- The Officers regard him askance.

EVAN

(anxious.)

What?

JOSEPH

(eyes roll to Evan.)

My Parents won’ leave, but they’ll send Mary.

Evan looks at his paper thoughtfully.

EVAN

(shrugs.)

They’ll be all right.  They’re Civies.

Joseph looks at him annoyed-- gets up -- leaves angry.

The Officers watch him go -- flick their eyes on Evan.

EVAN

(sharp.)

Back to yur meals!

The Officers take their eyes off him fast to anything but.

INT.  VICTORIAN MANSION, MAYNARD’S RESIDENCE.  DAY

There’s KNOCK on the FRONT DOOR -- a uniformed maid, PHOEBE hurries to answer – Phoebe opens it.

COL. FRANCIS WESLEY MCFADDEN, Confederate Soldier, stands in the opening -- removes his feathered wide brim hat -- smiles broadly.  

FRANCIS

Good afternoon, Ma'am. I'm Col. McFadden. Is Mr. Maynard at home? I'd like to speak with him.

Phoebe eyes his uniform warily -- speaks backing up opening the door to let him in.

PHOEBE

Come in. I'll get em for you.

Francis swaggers in – studies the interior spins his hat.

Phoebe turns away -- enters a room to the right of the door  closing the door behind her.

Francis steps around studying everything, hands at his back.

Phoebe emerges again.

PHOEBE

Mr. Maynard will see you.

Phoebe holds the door for Francis -- shuts it behind him -- scurries away distraught.

Nothing is heard until MRS. LUCRETIA MAYNARD appears looking at the study door very concerned.

The door opens -- Francis comes out followed by a grave MR. Maynard -- Francis smiles at Lucretia bending at the waist.

FRANCIS

Good day t'ya Ma'am.

Francis exits the house placing his hat on his head -- Mr. Maynard regards him w/a dreadful expression.

LUCRETIA

(scared.)

What's going on?


Mr. Maynard steps to Lucretia -- takes hold of her arm -- guides her to the parlor.

MR. MAYNARD

(darkly.)

It's a good thing we sent Mary to Vermont.

Lucretia goes along -- looks at him shocked.

INT. STUART CONRAD'S STUDY.  DAY

Stuart puts on glasses -- opens a letter -- reads.

JOSEPH (V.O.)

Dear Mr. Conrad, I write t’request  you kindly house my sister Mary in light of the incursion of my hometown by the Confederate Army—we’re left no choices praying your kindness’ll accept her within a week a receiving this letter. It’s a the utmost urgency Sir that you will. 

Stuart stands holding the letter w/a fearful expression.

STUART

My God!

(moves around his desk.)

Margaret!

Stuart hurries from the room calling to Margaret.

EXT.  MARYLAND COUNTRYSIDE.  DAY

Joseph and his Company ride among the Army w/a wary look —- scanning the scene ahead -- HORSE HOOVES, DRUM BEATS, MARCHING, METAL CLANKING, ETC.  

EXT. MAYNARD’S RESIDENCE, Back porch.  Late evening

Lucretia stands on the back porch gazing at the sunset sky w/sad eyes -- A sound like THUNDER, ARTILLERY looms in the distance -- she trembles -- refuses to look away.  

Mr. Maynard joins her -- confused at the scene – distant  GUNBLASTS -- looks to his wife -- puts his arm around her.

EXT.  MARYLAND COUNTRYSIDE.  DAY

Joseph sits atop Manny amidst GUNS BLASTS -- he seriously observes the ensuing battle.

Evan rides up -- looks to Joseph darkly -- mouth a hard line -- Joseph looks to him just as rigidly -- Evan nods.

JOSEPH

(loud.)

Boys!

(raises his gun.)

We’re goin’ in.

The Company looks scared -- gather themselves -- form lines -- Joseph lowers his weapon – sheaths it – checks them over.   

JOSEPH (CONT’D.)

(loud.)

This is my home men. I expect t’keep it that way.  

Joseph draws his saber -- stares ahead -- lifts the blade over his head – hesitates – thrusts it forward w/a defiant glare.

JOSEPH (CONT’D.)

Charge!

The cavalry jumps forward across picket lines and the field.  

ARTILLERY crashes around them -- RIFLES CRACK -- MEN SCREAM IN HORROR AND AGONY -- horses WHINNY AND BRAY.

Battle rages w/the infantry rise to their feet -- run with a UNIFORM HOLLER brandishing weapons -- two sides collide.

INT. CONRAD FARMHOUSE CUPOLA.  AFTERNOON.

Emily stands crying – gazes over the autumn countryside and gray sky -- wipes her eyes -- Hettie comes up the stairs quietly behind -- Emily braces herself w/apprehension.

HETTIE

(softly.)

Em? What ya doin’ up here?

Emily turns –- smiles worriedly looking at her -- Hettie’s expression turns worrisome -- nears her -- puts her arm around Emily’s shoulders.

EMILY

(crying.)

Oh—Hettie. 

Emily turns from Hettie –- they face the scenery.

EMILY (CONT’D.)

I wonder if Joseph’s sees that same sky I do.

Hettie empathetically leans her head to Emily’s -- Hettie looks at the dark sky w/dread.

HETTIE

(softly.)

I wonder if my family’s there—what’s happened to ‘em. If they miss me—God Em—I hope they all right, but I stopped cryin’ over it, cause it done me no good—whatever comes I’m prepared.

Emily sheds tears of misery -- folds into Hettie’s arms.

HETTIE (CONT’D.)

Sh, now. I know what yur thinkin’. Ya gotta have faith—they gonna come home.  

Emily steps back takes a letter from her pocket.  

Hettie eyes it with concern.  

HETTIE (CONT’D.)

I gave ya that this morning—ya ain’ opened it?

Emily shrugs looking at the envelope suspiciously.

HETTIE (CONT’D.)

What ya waitin’ for? He didn’ send it t’ hold!

EMILY

(fearful.)

I’m afraid.

Hettie, hands on hips, looks to Emily like she’s absurd.

HETTIE

(admonishing.)

He’d not send a letter to ya if he’s dead, girl.

Emily eyes her -- reluctantly opens the letter – reads silently –- smiles abashed.

Hettie smiles relieved -- turns and leaves.

CUT TO:

INT.  MAYNARD RESIDENCE/HALL.  EVENING

Empty furnished hall -- DOOR KNOCKER STRIKES thrice.  

Phoebe hurries to the door – wipes her hands on her apron – hesitates -- places a hand on her waist worried -- shakes her fist -- forces her hand on the knob -- opens the door.

Joseph stands outside w/Evan & McGuire -- they all wear their best uniforms – Joseph draws his hat from his head -- smiles at Phoebe -- removes his gloves.

JOSEPH

Is my Maw at home?

PHOEBE

(holds her face shocked.)

Joey! I’s sure ya wern comin’ back!  

(points.)

Wait ‘ere an’ I’ll get your mama.

Phoebe stumbles off mumbling excitedly to herself.

Joseph motions Evan and McGuire in -- hangs up his hat and cloak as they step in -- McGuire looks around wide-eyed -- Evan hangs up his hat and cloak -- smiles at Joseph removing his gloves.

McGuire gawks – catches himself –- darts back –- hangs his things up.  

SGT. MCGUIRE

(whistles—then.)

So this be how the other half-lives.

Joseph smiles at him patting him on the back, and turns him toward the wide-- high ceilinged parlor.  

LUCRETIA (O.S.)

(uneven.)

Joseph—my boy.

Joseph turns -- sees his mother smiling -- smiles as she nears him.

LUCRETIA

(proudly.)

Ya look well for a man at war.

JOSEPH

(happy.)

Your voice is good t’hear Ma’am. 

Mother and son hug -- Lucretia pats his cheek -- looks in his eyes -- realizes there are others -- steps from him to Evan and McGuire.

LUCRETIA

(warmly.) 

Did ya furget yur manners? Who are these young men? 

Joseph points to each.

JOSEPH

Lt. Evan Howell and Sgt. Seamus McGuire.

Evan shakes Lucretia’s hand -- McGuire follows suit w/a grin.  

SGT. MCGUIRE

I can see the Captain dun take none after you, ma’am.  

Lucretia laughs -- turns and goes into the parlor.

LUCRETIA

Come sit—how long d’ya have?

JOSEPH

(sullenly.)

Dinner, Ma’am.

Lucretia turns -- faces him standing by an ornate couch.  

LUCRETIA

(somewhat bleakly.)

I’d rather see ya at dinner once and a while than not at all—come sit your father’ll be right down.

Lucretia sits -- indicates the other couch and a chair – Evan and McGuire take the couch – Joseph sits in the chair.  

MR. MAYNARD (O.S.)

(husky.)

Joseph 

Everyone’s attention goes to the archway and Mr. Maynard -- Mr. Maynard nods his head to them and steps in.

JOSEPH

(smiling.)

Father—how’re things?

Mr. Maynard eyes Joseph half smiling –- stands by his wife.  

MR. MAYNARD

As well as they can be.

JOSEPH

(suspicious.)

What’s happened?

Joseph looks between Lucretia and Mr. Maynard -- Evan and McGuire worriedly do the same.

MR. MAYNARD

Francis paid a visit—asked for Mary’s hand, or he’d let his Commander take’r house for a command post—and put us out.

Joseph pushes forward in his seat outraged.

JOSEPH

(angry.)

What?  Over my dead body.  I’ll find that bastard--

MR. MAYNARD

(laughing, hangs head.)

He’s wounded in the battle yes’t’day—hear he lost his leg from knee down. He’ll not bully ‘er again.

JOSEPH

None’s more deservin’

Joseph sets back in the chair -- chews his thumb angered.

Phoebe enters -- clears her throat to speaks to Lucretia.

PHOEBE

Dinner’s ready in the main dining room, Ma’am.

Lucretia acknowledges w/a nod -- smiles to her guests.

LUCRETIA

(smiling.)

You’ve excellent timing—shall we?

Evan and McGuire wait for Joseph -- Joseph stands.

CUT TO:

INT. MAYNARD’S RESIDENCE/HALL.  NIGHT

Lucretia follows Evan, McGuire, and Joseph to the door.

LUCRETIA

(warmly.)

Thank y’all for comin’. Don’ be afraid t’visit us again when ya are able.  

Lucretia turns to Joseph as he, Evan and McGuire gather their things -– Lucretia bids Joseph a loving good-bye -- 

Joseph smiles at Lucretia -- kisses and hugs her.

EXT. MAYNARD’S RESIDENCE/FRONT PORCH.  NIGHT.

Joseph follows Evan and McGuire to the porch followed by Mr. Maynard and Lucretia -- Joseph turns back -- shakes his father’s hand firmly -- smiles.

MR. MAYNARD

Keep ya head. I expect t’be able t’retire when ya return, boy.

JOSEPH

(smiles.)

Only thing you’ll worry about is what t’do with your time.

Joseph leads Evan and McGuire to their horses watched by Lucretia and Mr. Maynard remaining behind – Joseph, Evan, and McGuire mount up and ride off into the night.

CUT TO:

EXT.  ANTIETAM CREEK, MARYLAND.  DAY

Joseph rides Manny through Federal lines to his company -- looks drawn and worried -- goes to Evan –- gives a scathing look to the field.

JOSEPH

(low voice.)

Many times I’ve been at this start—an’ it never gets easier.

EVAN 

(smiling.)

Least ya got somethin’ t’look forward to.

Joseph slightly smiles at him conceding.  

CUT TO:

EXT.  ANTIETAM CREEK, FEDERAL ARMY CAMP.  LATE NIGHT

Stillness -- LOW MURMURS, COUGHS, HORSE SOUNDS, CLANKING.  

INT. JOSEPH’S TENT.  LATE NIGHT

Joseph hunches over his table wrapped in a blanket, writing with stern tired features. 

JOSEPH (V.O.)

Emy—my heart’s full a so much t’say.

CUT TO:

EXT.  ANTIETAM CREEK, MARYLAND.  DAY 

Joseph and his company in formation watch the field, GUNS FIRING, ARTILLERY, etc.

JOSEPH (CONT’D.)

I can only hope that I’m able t’unburden it in the short time I’m given. 

Corporal2 runs up -- silently relays a message w/unreserved energy -- Joseph solemnly listens – Corporal2 leaves –- Joseph turns his eyes to the field observed by Evan.

JOSEPH (V.O.) (CONT’D.)

I stand on the cusp of a great battle—I feel it in my bones, and can’ be certain that I’ll survive. 

Joseph looks over the field to the Confederate side -- smoke and bullets fill the air -- the Confederate Flag waves brazenly -- the field is littered w/many bodies -- more men fall under fire -- the ground EXPLODES under SHELLS -- Joseph's eyes sweep over a plain white building distance behind the confederate line.  

JOSEPH (V.O.) (CONT’D.)

Know that I love you, as foolish at it sounds—and, of that one thing I’m sure. 

Evan thumps Joseph’s arm to gain his attention -- Joseph looks at him sternly -- Evan points to the distance -- smoke rises from a distant tree line. 

EVAN

I bet that’s Hooker.

Joseph half smiles at Evan -- his eyes turn to the field.

EVAN

Things might be lookin’ up.

Joseph’s gaze turns severe -- a unit of Cavalry and infantry head in the direction of those woods.

JOSEPH

(darkly.)

Porter ain’ gonna call us in.

EVAN

Ask me—I’m glad for it.

Joseph looks angrily at Evan -- Evan doesn’t meet his gaze.

Joseph looks back to some officers milling about talking and joking as if they are at a party – Corporal2 approaches again from among them –- salutes Joseph and Evan.

CORPORAL2

(excited,.)

Ya Calvary boys r’ ta report ta Gen. Pleasanton. Yur goin’ over the bridge!

Joseph nods – Corporal2 runs off -- Joseph lifts his arm over his head signaling the company.

JOSEPH

Move em out!

Joseph maneuvers Manny to the head of their line -- the company follows in formation.

JOSEPH (CONT’D.)

(to himself.)

This better be it.

EXT. SHARPSBURG/ANTIETAM BATTLEFIELD/MIDDLE BRIDGE.  DAY.

GUNS FIRE -- the union army pushes forward on the Confederate line – Confederates fall back to the safety of Sharpsburg behind them -- GUNS and ARTILLERY Blast.

Joseph’s company and others branch off to circumvent the enemy -- another group continues as before.

Fighting is thick and loud -- MEN SCREAM out ORDERS -- others SCREAM IN PAIN -- GUNS continue to FIRE – an Enlistee of Joseph’s company is gunned down – hammer at the enemy -- a retreat is called up and down the ranks.

JOSEPH

(adding to the call.)

Fall Back! Retreat!

The Army of the Potomac retreats -- Joseph rides hard among his company -- his face full of anguish.

EXT. ANTIETAM BATTLEFIELD.  NIGHT

GUNS continue to BLAST and CRACK -- Federal’s hold lines against the Rebel’s.  

EXT. ANTIETAM BATTLEFIELD.  Day

GUNS are heard DISTANTLY -- Evan and Joseph sit w/their mounts on the ground -- Joseph writes a letter –- Evan scans the field morose.  

EVAN

(meandering.)

Ya know that Miss Clara Barton’s here.

JOSEPH

(devilishly.)

Ya gonna get wounded so’s ya can woo that woman?

Evan

(laughs.)

Quiet—she’s a regular hero. 

(stops, turns gloomy.)

Besides, if we get hurt, at least there’s someone here other than them hackers we always get. 

Joseph looks at him rueful.

Little Nate runs over in uniform -- smiles at Joseph

LITTLE NATE

It dun took f’rever t’find ya, Captain!

Little Nate salutes Joseph -- stiffening his pose -- Joseph stands smiling -- salutes him back.

LITTLE NATE

I dun what ya told me, Sir.

JOSEPH

(proud.)

Never a finer soldier. Ya done well, Nate.

LITTLE NATE

Thank ya, Sir.

Joseph taussles his hair – smiles -- reaches for his wallet -- takes it out -- retrieves money -- gives it to Nate.

JOSEPH

As promised—don’ lose it.  

Little Nate stares shocked and pleased by the money.

LITTLE NATE

(awed.)

Ne’er, Sir.  Ya can count on me.

(remembers something.)

Oh—I got y’all the mail while I passed through the camp.

Nate hands Joseph a bundle of letters -- Joseph disperses them -- Evan sits on the ground opens his letter and reads -- Joseph rejoins him -- Evan looks embittered.

EVAN

(as Joe sits.)

It’s Ma. My little brother’s real sick. Em’s been over to see after him.  

Evan scans the field again -- repetitive BOOM BOOM of guns.

Joseph looks to Evan alarmed -- Evan gives a sideways glance.

EVAN (CONT’D.)

Anything from Em?

Joseph smiles evocatively -- shows a pink envelope –- Evan smirks –- snickers lowering his face to the ground.

EXT. ANTIETAM BATTLEFIELD.  Day

Cease fire -- bodies are collected from both sides -- A WAGON of corpses rolls by on CREAKING WHEELS -- Joseph sees a familiar face –- a dead officer w/Apollo like features sticks out from the side -- Joseph watches it go w/sick despair -- 

Joseph swallows looking bitter -- Joseph walks away -- finds Manny mounts -- rides out of the mess. 

EXT. FEDERAL ARMY CAMP.  DAY.

Joseph rides into camp to his tent -- dismounts -- goes in.

JOSEPH (V.O.)

(somber.)

I’ll never know how or why—but, I’m alive-love—your Joseph.

The tent flap closes.

INT.  STUART CONRAD’S STUDY.  Day

Margaret sweeps into the study – looks sternly at Stuart working at his desk –- forces a smile.

MARGARET

Miss Maynard’s here—waiting in the parlor.

Stuart looks to Margaret coldly -- stands -- follows her out. 

CUT TO:

INT. CONRAD FARMHOUSE/PARLOR. DAY

MARY MAYNARD sits in the parlor alone waiting.

Stuart enters smiling warmly –- reaches to her –- takes her hand –- quick squeeze –- releases -- sits on the couch.

STUART

(jovial.)

Welcome, Miss Maynard. We’re glad t’have ya with us. Yur family’s always welcome here.

In the hall, Jack picks up her luggage -- follows Hettie upstairs holding her flowers –- Mary is shocked by Hettie’s presence –- fast recover -- flashes a pretty  smile.

MARY

I’m mos’pleased t’meet ya, Mr. Conrad.

STUART

We’ll be taking lunch soon.  You can refresh yourself upstairs in your room.  Mary Jane will show you the way.

MARY

(smile.)

Thank ya, Mr. Conrad.

Mary Jane awaits her in the hall w/a small smile -- Stuart steps aside -- Mary joins the girl -- follows upstairs.

INT. CONRAD FARMHOUSE DINNING ROOM.  DAY

Rose serves the Conrad’s and Mary lunch at the dining table -- Michael stares awestruck by Mary -- Emily nudges him under the table with her toe –- Michael looks to her – Emily smirks w/a raised brow.

Margaret

(faux warmth.)

Yur just in time for some fresh milk. Would ya like some? ‘R cows‘ve done rather fine this year.

MARY

(graciously.)

Yes, Ma’am, that’d be fine.  Thank you.

All fall silent -- Rose brings Mary milk – steps back -- Mary adjusts uncomfortable w/the strangers and Michael’s stare. 

STUART

(indicates Michael.)

Young Michael here’s a 2nd Lt. in your brother’s company.

MARY

(smiling.)

Is ‘e? My father didn’ mention that. Ya know Joey well then?

MICHAEL

(shyly.)

He saved my leg, Miss.

MARY

I’s wonderin’ how ‘e came t’know ya’ll up here.

MICHAEL

Actually that was’r neighbor Evan’s doin’. He serves with us too. It happened while I was at school still.  

STUART

Capt. Maynard saved the cows from a barn fire.

Mary looks taken aback –- raises her glass to drink.

MARY

Joey’s a right hero--hope e’s left a good impression upon ya’ll.

STUART

(looks to Emily.)

Indeed he has.

Mary follows the gaze -- smiles looking at Emily.

MARY

I’m glad of it.

Emily looks at her unsure -- Mary smiles.

EXT. CONRAD FARM GROUNDS.  DAY

Emily and Michael familiarize Mary with her surroundings.

INT. CONRAD FARMHOUSE/KITCHEN.  DAY

Margaret watches from a window as Michael takes a fancy to Mary -- turns away -- sees Stuart observing her – he is  quietly angry –- Margaret hesitates -- passes him leaving.

INT. EMILY’S BEDROOM.  NIGHT.

Emily writes a letter at her desk -- KNOCK on the DOOR.

EMILY

(calling.)

Come in.

Michael opens the door -- smiles shutting it –- hobbles over to Emily smiling brightly -- laughs.

MICHAEL

Writin’ Joe?

Emily nods.

MICHAEL (CONT’D)

(sits on the bed.)

Don’ tell em, but I think I’m in love.

Emily gasps—stands.  She looks down at him.

EMILY

Michael!

MICHAEL

(wistful.)

She’s an angel Em.

EMILY

But ya know nothin’ a her?

Michael looks at her raises a brow.

MICHAEL

Look at the pot callin’ the kettle black--I know enough.

Emily shakes her head -– smiles at Michael. 

CUT TO:

EXT. CONRAD FARM GROUNDS. DAY

Michael, Emily, and Mary familiarize themselves through the changing seasons.  They are good friends, inseparable.

EMILY (V.O.)

Mary’s been amusing us since her arrival. She’s a charming 

INT. CONRAD FARM HOUSE.  Night

Emily lies across Mary’s bed -- silently discuss --  expressions run the gamut of emotion.

Margaret sweeps by the room -- casts a glance in hesitates -- turns away half smiling -- the GIRLS LAUGHTER follows.

EMILY (V.O.)(CONT’D)

girl indeed—n’we’re all becoming fast friends--even mother. I make Mary tell me all about you until I’m too tired t’carry on.

INT.  CONRAD FARMHOUSE STUDY.  DAY

Autumn scene in the window – Michael’s ready to return to the army -- Michael stands before his father with a letter.

MICHAEL

They’ve accepted the reenlistment a my commission.

Stuart regards him darkly -- takes the letter – reads -- Michael exits the room leaving him alone -- Stuart lowers his head -- rubs his temples.

CUT TO:

EXT. CONRAD FARMHOUSE GARDEN. SUNSET

Michael in uniform sits w/Mary on the garden bench.  

MICHAEL

(hopeful.)

I’ve a feelin’ I’ll be home soon. I’d like more time, but—ya know it ain’ that easy Mary.

MARY

(smiling.)

I know.

Mary lets him take her gloved hands in his -- Michael gazes into her eyes desperate.  

MICHAEL

(emotional.)

I don’ know how t’say this unlike you’ve heard it a before—but I’m gonna give it a try.

MARY

(smiling.)

Tryin’ can’ harm.

MICHAEL

(blurt.)

I’ve fallen in love with ya.

Mary smiles abashed lowers her eyes.

MARY

That’s the best I’ve heard it yet.

(eyes to him.)

I’m—

Michael cuts her off w/a kiss pulling her to him -- Emily enters the garden -- gasps.

EMILY

(outraged.)

Michael Conrad!

Mary and Michael smile at each other laughing.

INT. JOSEPH’S TENT.  NIGHT.

Joseph is lays down for the night -- the sound of FOOTSTEPS distracts him –- propped up, looks to the tent flap -- it opens -- Evan enters hunched -– their voices remain low.

EVAN

Hear from Em?

JOSEPH

Yeah—Mar’s getting’ on well. The farm’s prosperin’ n’Mike’ll be returnin’ in the month. This lette’ll barely precede him.

EVAN

(smiling.)

I can’ wait t’ see em--How’s is leg?

Joseph looks bitter -– roughly fluffs a pillow -– flops down.

Joseph

Fine.  Everythin’s fine.

Evan assesses him dismal at his reaction, but perceptive. 

EVAN

Is this about Mac?

JOSEPH

At this point—I don’ care whose General s’long’s it ends soon, an’ I don’ see anyone doin’ it but him.

Evan nods w/a slight laugh of agreement.

EVAN

Makes me nervous.

JOSEPH

(dryly.)

Everything makes ya nervous.

EVAN

I’s just gettin’ used t’em.  That’s all.

Joseph shakes his head w/a wry smile.

CUT TO:

EXT. FEDERAL ARMY CAMP.  SUNSET.

Michael and Joseph walk toward each other smiling -- Michael grasps Joseph’s hand -- they shake.

MICHAEL

Good t’see ya, Joseph.

JOSEPH

(joking.)

Thought ya’d be smart—stay away.

MICHAEL

Wouldn’t miss it—oh-consider us even.

Josephs squints confused.

JOSEPH

What’s that mean, Second?

MICHAEL

(steps back.)

I have t’unpack. I’ll come by later n’ catch ya up.

Michael steps a few paces passed him -- Joseph watches him hands on hips confused -- dawns on him w/an expression of shocked anger.

JOSEPH

(angry.)

Michael! So help me!

Joseph follows him through the camp of white tents -- Michael laughs -- faces him.  

JOSEPH

(points, angry.)

I’ll shoot ya where ya stand if you’ve so much as touched one hair on that girl’s head.

Michael holds up his hands placatingly.

MICHAEL

It ain’ like that, Captain.

JOSEPH

(edgy.)

Nothing like what?

MICHAEL

(smiling.)

I think the world of Mary.  You’ve no idea.

Joseph steps closer trying to intimidate him.

JOSEPH

(low tones.)

I can imagine. 

(pause, cracks knuckles.)

Men’ve been beaten black n’ blue for lookin’ at er wrong.  If you’ve so much as—

MICHAEL

(cut’s him off.)

I’ve been no less than honorable, Sir.

JOSEPH

(surly.)

It wouldn’ bother me t’shoot a ya o’er her honor. Keep a decent distance from my sister, 2nd Lt. Conrad.  She’s no play thing for you t’discard when ya grow weary a her charms. I give you fair warning.

MICHAEL

(riled.)

I gave you fair warning about Em, an’ it didn’ stop you.

Joseph offers him a raw glare.

Michael holds his ground.

Joseph turns on his heal and stomps off angrily.

Michael turns only to walk into Evan.

Evan watches Joseph storm off, hands in his trouser pockets looking baffled.

EVAN

What’s wrong with im?

MICHAEL

I jus’ guess it’s different when it’s yur sister.

Evan snickers shaking his head.  He puts his arm around Michael and walks him the other way.

EVAN 

It’s good t’ave ya back. Tell me bout yur leave.

EXT. WINTERY N.VIRGINIA COUNTRYSIDE.  DAY

The Army of the Potomac marches south.  Joseph’s company included. Cold rain falls on them, and the road is a muddy mess.

Carts are continually stuck, and the men fight to get them free, only getting themselves covered in mud. 

Little Nate and other drummer’s BEAT out a MARCH on their instruments.

There are the usual sounds of the MARCH, WAGON WHEELS, HORSES, MANY FOOTSTEPS, etc.

EXT. FREDERICKSBURG, VIRGINIA.  NIGHT

GUNS BLAST, GUNS SHOOT.

The Army of the Potomac faces Lee’s forces in the city.

Light flashes as ARTILLERY is FIRED.

EXT. WINTERY N.VIRGINIA COUNTRYSIDE.  DAY 

The Army of the Potomac make a retreat weighed down by wounded, and dying men.

They are a despairing lot marching north with their remnants.

Joseph rides among them, his arm bandaged from a bullet grazing him, and a small gash under his left eye.

Some of his men show wounds, but none mortal for those present. 

EXT. FEDERAL ARMY CAMP.  DAY 

Soldiers pitch tents, and light fires as they rebound from their last loss.

Evan rides his mount at a canter toward Joseph’s.  He is smiling. Joseph halts Manny.

Evan stops alongside Joseph.

EVAN

(grinning.)

Burnside’s been fired. They’re bringin’ Gen. Hooker t’replace ‘em.

JOSEPH

(heavy sigh.)

More changes.

(pause.)

Ain’t none of em done anygood.

Evan shrugs with a smile.

EVAN

Better’n Burnside.

(pause.)

Oh-an Lincoln’s payin a visit t’check on his boys.

Joseph looks stricken.  

JOSEPH

The president? We’re not ready for this.

Evan nods.

EVAN

I’ll see t’the men, Sir.

Evan salutes and rides off, leaving an anxious Joseph behind.

EXT. FEDERAL ARMY CAMP.  DAY

Joseph and his company sit on their cavalry chargers, spit and polished as President Lincoln passes through in a carriage on a visual inspection.

Joseph sits at attention until he is passed and then gives a nervous glance a the retreating carriage.

EVAN

(at attention.)

That weren’ so bad.

JOSEPH

Ain’ over till we’re dismissed.

Now be quiet.

EVAN

(whisper, sarcastic smile.)

Aye, Sir.

The battalion COMMANDER comes to stand before them.  

COMMANDER

(salutes.)

Company! Dismissed.

The men salute him back and fall out.

Evan, Joseph and Michael join each other riding abreast.

Joseph’s is discouraged.

JOSEPH

It’s gonna be a long winter.

Evan and Michael look at him concerned and rueful.

INT. CONRAD FARMHOUSE/KITCHEN.  DAY

OVER TITLE:

January 1863

Hettie, Jo-Hanna, and Mary are hard at work as Stuart and Jack enter grinning.

Jack holds a bouquet of expensive flowers.

STUART

(smiling.)

Hettie.

Stuart steps over to her looking at him suspiciously.  He takes her hands.

Hettie looks at him wonderingly.

Jack joins them presenting the flowers.

Jack

Here ya go, Miss Hettie. Congrat-te’ations t’ya pon yur ‘mancipation.

Hettie looks confused.

HETTIE

Me what?

STUART

(happy.)

Your free, Henrietta.  Free to do anything, or go anywhere ya want.

Hettie looks struck, her expression fades into a smile.

HETTIE

The Emancipation passed?

(pause. breathy.)

I’m free.

Hettie smiles as the tears start down her face—hugs jack, kisses him on his head.

HETTIE (CONT’D.)

Thank ya, Jack.

Jack steps back abashed stammering welcomes. Gnashes his gums.

Emily enters in her warm jacket and dress as she came from outside.  She smiles at the scene knowingly.

HETTIE (CONT’D)

(w/joy & tearful.)

Em—I’m free, Em.

Emily goes to her hugging her, smiling with tears in her eyes.

Hettie breaks down crying.  

Margaret comes in dressed from outside as well.

Mary stands behind her; pushes passed, and joins the hugging pair closing them in her arms.

They step apart.

MARY

(happy.)

I’ve news of my own

Emily and Hettie look at her tearfully smiling.

MARY (CONT’D)

(excited.)

I’m going home soon!

Hettie smiles touching her cheek.

Emily looks suddenly depressed.

Mary takes up Emily’s hands.

MARY (CONT’D)

(concerned.)

Are ya all right, Em?

EMILY

(near tears.)

I’m glad y’are going home, but I’ll miss you so much.  

MARY

Is that all. You can always come and stay with us. 

Emily laughs a little tearfully, and dries her eyes.

MARGARET

Michael will be visiting soon, Emily. He sent word just as Mary received hers. You won’t be lonely long.

She smiles at her daughter touching her head.

MARGARET (CONT’D)

Who knows, we could arrange a visit in the spring.

Emily looks at her shocked.  She throws her arms around her mother in a deep hug.

Those present are moved by the moment.

EXT. CONRAD FARMHOUSE/ROADSIDE.  DAY

Hettie stands at the end of the driveway with the postman bundled up for the cold weather.

The sun is bright overhead, and the snow deep beneath.

The postman gives her the mail and rides off on another delivery.

Hettie hesitates a moment gazing longingly at the road toward the Howell farm.

After a moment she lowers her head and shakes it sadly.

Lifting it again she spies people coming along the road.

Hettie squints at the scene growing more and more shocked.

She steps forward, hesitates, puts her hand over her eyes and stares.  

A huge smile splits her face, and she takes off at run toward the three moving toward her shrieking with joy.

EXT. CONRAD FARMHOUSE/FRONT PORCH DAY

The Conrad family rushes out to see why Hettie has screamed.

Emily is first watching her run up the road, and hurries down the stairs stopping part way to the road.

Stuart and Margaret watch with pleased awe.

Margaret starts crying.

EXT. VERMONT SNOW COVERED ROAD. DAY

Hettie races over snow and ice toward one average sized man, a very large man in the middle and a child.

Hettie breaths hard out of breath from the run. Tears stream down her face as she throws her arms out and leaps into the larger man’s arms 

HETTIE

(desperate.)

Isaiah!

ISAIAH drops his carpet bag and catches her spinning her in his arms with a big grin.  

Hettie pours kisses on his face.

Isaiah sets her down, and she picks up EZEKIEL.

HETTIE (CONT’D)

(sobbing.)

My god, my baby.

Hettie sees the old man with them, and faces him letting her boy go to her side.

HETTIE (CONT’D)

(reaching out to him.)

Uncle Dodd 

UNCLE DODD puts his arms around her for a hug.

Hettie smiles crying.

HETTIE (CONT’D)

Come meet my new family. Yur gonna love Emily.

ISAIAH

(perplexed.)

New family?

Hettie leads them along the road her husband on one arm, and her son on the other.  

Uncle Dodd plods along at Isaiah’s side.

CUT TO:

EXT. CONRAD FARM FRONT LAWN.  DAY

Emily and her parents watch as Hettie reenters the yard with her family.

Ezekiel

(confused.)

They white folks.

Hettie shushes him.

HETTIE

They ain’ like the ones we knew. They different.

Ezekiel still looks confused.

Hettie smiles and begins the introductions with Emily.

Emily looks wide-eyed at Isaiah, being so tall and big.

HETTIE

(smiling.)

Everybody, this is my friend Emily.  She got me better after I’s found.

(to Emily.)

This my son Ezekiel.

EMILY

(takes his hand smiling.)

Hi Ezekiel.

EZEKIEL

(unsure.)

Hi.

HETTIE

My husband Isaiah, and Uncle Dodd.

ISAIAH

(unsure.)

Pleased to meet you.

Uncle Dodd shakes her hand with a nod and a smile.

Emily giggles.

The others know its okay.

Hettie moves them on.

HETTIE

Come meet ‘er parents.

Isaiah looks at her unsure, but follows her lead.  The family goes to the house followed by Emily.

Ezekiel looks back at her getting a warm smile and he smiles back.

INT. CONRAD FARMHOUSE KITCHEN.  DAY

Ezekiel runs in with a letter in his hand.

Mary & Emily are at the table speaking with Hettie who is trying to work.  

Mary Jane and Jo-Hanna stand at the basin doing the dishes.

Ezekiel goes to Emily and hands her the letter. Then, hovers nosily around them.

EZEKIEL

(excited.)

This jus’ came for ya Emy.

Emily takes it and looks at the outside with only her name on it, in unfamiliar writing.

EMILY

I wonder what it is.

Emily opens it and reads.

EMILY

(reading.)

It’s from Michael.  He says he needs to meet me in the garden at sunset tomorrow evening. He has something for me that mother and father can’t see.

MARY

(surprised.)

Michael?

Emily lowers the paper confused.  Hettie starts laughing, as does Mary.

Emily smiles.

MARY

Prob’ly sometin’ from my dear brother. I’d wager.

EXT. CONRAD FARM, BACK YARD.  DAY

Emily, Hettie, and Mary are out for a walk.  

They smile and speak in whispers to each other, nervous and anxious.

EXT.  CONRAD FARM GARDEN.  SUNSET 

Emily and Mary enter the garden followed by Hettie.

They stop abruptly with startled glances at the pair of Yankee officers standing there.

Michael and Joseph smile, dressed in full dress uniform for dinner, and looking very handsome and healthy.

Mary cries out and runs to Michael landing in his arms.

Michael laughs and picks her up. Setting her down, he gives her a long kiss on the lips. 

Joseph stares disbelievingly at Emily.  

Emily hesitates afraid.

JOSEPH 

(breathless.)

Emy.

Tears start running down her cheeks and she runs to him throwing herself in his arms. 

Joseph holds her to him, eyes closed, practically crushing her.

EMILY

(crying.)

I never thought I’d see you again.


JOSEPH

(setting her down.)

No hell or high wall can keep me from you.

Joseph pulls her close kissing her deeply.

MICHAEL (O.S.)

Captain, that is my sister yur takin’ liberties with.

They smile at each other and laugh holding their girls.

CUT TO:

INT. CONRAD FARMHOUSE HALL.  SUNSET

Emily and Mary fake being surprised as the Joseph and Michael are let in by Hettie.

Touching family reunion.  

Mary stands proudly with her beloved brother.

Stuart shakes Joseph’s hand and looks at him proudly with a wink.

Joseph returns the smile.

INT. CONRAD FARMHOUSE PARLOR.  SUNSET

Hettie presents her family to Joseph and Michael.

Isaiah enters the parlor with commanding presence.

Michael smiles rising to his feet with his hand extended.

HETTIE 

This’s my husband Isaiah, Michael.

Isaiah takes his hand and draws Michael into his enormous arms hugging him.

ISAIAH 

It’s a pleasure t’meet ya.

Michael peers over his bicep crushed against his chest with big eyes.

MICHAEL

Ya got the damn biggest arms I ever seen on a man.

Isaiah laughs deep in his throat smiling.  He lets Michael go shaking his hand.

ISAIAH

Thank you for bein’ so kind t’my girl.

Michael stares at him awed.

HETTIE

(admonishing.)

Yur supposed t’ say yur welcome.

Michael looks at her waking up.

MICHAEL

Yeah—yeah.  Sorry.  Yur welcome Isaiah. We all love Hettie a lot. 

Hettie smiles at him approvingly.

Michael adjusts his coat.

CUT TO:

INT. STUART CONRAD’S STUDY.  LATE NIGHT

Joseph and Evan occupy the chairs in front of Stuart’s desk. They appear nervous.

Stuart sits behind his desk enjoying his pipe.

STUART

(around pipe stem.)

What’s this about, boys?

Michael shifts uneasily in his chair, more anxious. 

Joseph clears his throat and also adjusts nervously.

MICHAEL

Father--Father I’ve come t’help ask your permission to let Joseph court Emily.

Stuart

(cuts in, stern.)

What for? Your away most the time.

MICHAEL

(stammers, then motions to Joe.)

He—he’s, uh.

JOSEPH 

(taking over.)

I’ve the intention of marrying  your beautiful Emily if you’ll allow it.

Stuart studies him very seriously for quite a long time.  He is either half smiling or grimacing.

Joseph presses his hands together looking worried.

STUART

(suddenly, dryly.)

Ya do—huh?

JOSEPH

(wide-eyed.)

Yes Sir.

Stuart eyes them both. Then turns his eyes to the window glass reflecting himself. After a tense moment he looks back to them removing the pipe from his mouth and leaning on his desk surface.  

STUART

(dryly.)

Ya don’t need my permission to do what you’ve already been at. Perhaps you wanted me to tell you I approve of it?

Joseph looks stricken and Michael is taken aback.

JOSEPH

You knew—bout the letters and such, Sir?

Stuart nods looking at him grimacing.

STUART

It’s not like Em t’try n’hide somethin’ from us. Afraid her mother’d keep ya apart.

(leans back.)

But—I see the good in you. I only ask ya t’be careful. These times are dangerous for you. My little girl was lost to you the moment she laid on eyes on you.

JOSEPH

(smiling, confidant.)

I will Sir.

STUART

(solemn.)

Yu’ll do yur best, son.

They all three stand.

Stuart shakes hands with Joseph.

JOSEPH

Thank ya, Mr. Conrad. It means a great deal.

Stuart nods to him.

STUART

Goodnight.

EXT. VERMONT SNOWY COVERED ROAD.  DAY

Michael drives a sleigh drawn by two horses as mary sits beside him, and Emily and Joseph cuddle in the next seat behind.

Joseph leans over and whisper to Emily.  

Emily looks pleasantly surprised and happy.  She throws her arms around him.

Mary laughs and rests her head on Michael’s arm holding it.  

Their sled goes into the distance.

EXT.  CONRAD FARM GARDEN.  DAY

Emily and Joseph meet and go to the bench.

They appear worried and upset.

He holds her hands looking at them with their foreheads pressed together.

JOSEPH

I’ll miss ya more than ya know.

Emily

(tearfully.)

I’ll die without you here. We’ll never see each other again.

Joseph lifts her chin to look in her sad eyes.

JOSEPH

(vehement.)

I will see you again.

EMILY

How many battles can ya survive?  What if they capture you? I don’ know what I’d do never knowing you.

JOSEPH

(smiling.)

I promise I’ll come back.

They gaze in each others eyes, and slowly kiss.

His hand raises to her cheek.

They part and look in each others eyes again.

EMILY

(whisper.)

Joseph.

Joseph kisses her again, pulling her around into his arms until he can lay her on the bench.  

Emily and Joseph continue to kiss with a great deal of emotion. He makes love to her on the bench.

EXT.  FEDERAL ARMY CAMP, MESS TENT.  DAY

The camp is busy outside the tent.

Joseph sits at a table with high-ranking officers.  

Michael looks up at Joseph.  Joseph is distant sipping his coffee from a tin mug.

MICHAEL

Do ya think this’ll do any good? I mean what were plannin’?

JOSEPH

(apathetic.)

What?

MICHAEL

(annoyed.)

Cuttin’ off Lee’s s’plies.

JOSEPH

(sighing.)

If ‘e don’t find some wun else t’ give ‘em stuff ‘e needs.

Looks annoyed as he shovels a fork full of good in his mouth.  Stares out of the tent distantly.

Evan leans back looking at Michael around Joseph’s back. Evan swings his hand getting Michael’s attention, and then shakes his head and gazes at him to leave Joseph alone.

Michael swallows his mouthful and looks nervous and confused.  

Evan leans back and continues eating.  

Michael turns around and looks dejectedly at his food.

Joseph’s chin lowers as he looks at his dinner.  He is depressed, and worried.  

EXT. FEDERAL ARMY CAMP.  NIGHT

A MESSENGER hurries among the tents in search of the commanding officer.

He finds Joseph’s tent and wakes him delivering his message.

Joseph is groggy sitting up.

MESSENGER

(winded.)

Sir, Gen Hooker sent me. He’s called a retreat to Frederick Maryland. We need to leave now, Sir.

JOSEPH

(suddenly awake.)

Get the lieutenants up, and have them assemble the men in retreat to Frederick.  

Joseph gets up and dresses himself hurriedly.

EXT. FEDERAL ARMY CAMP.  NIGHT.

Joseph’s company disassembles camp in a hurried manner.  He walks about supervising and yelling out orders. A storm brews angry on the horizon.

EXT. VIRGINIA COUNTRYSIDE.  NIGHT

A terrible storm is taking place.

Joseph sits atop his horse and observes his men en route to Frederick with Sgt. McGuire at his side.

Joseph looks back at the place they had been camping, a fire still burns low among the vestiges.

EXT. FREDERICK MARYLAND, FEDERAL ARMY CAMP. AFTERNOON

Joseph reports to his COMMANDER.  He salutes him stiffly and they disappear in his tent.  

EXT. FEDERAL ARMY CAMP.  EVENING

Joseph addresses his Lieutenants. His tone is morose.

JOSEPH

Gen. Hooker’s resigned.  As far as his replacement—we’ve yet t’hear. Comm. Donnelly’s informed me that we’ll be receiving some fresh troops t’augment our losses. Inform the Sergeants and be sure they train the men properly.  Report to me post conclusion.

Joseph sweeps his eyes over them in a silent moment.

JOSEPH (CONT’D)

You’re dismissed t’yur duties.

Mess will be ready at six.

The lieutenants stand from their benches and salute him.

Joseph salutes unenthusiastically back.  

EXT. FEDERAL ARMY CAMP.  NIGHT

Joseph rides into camp returning from somewhere.

Joseph finds his tent and ties Manny off outside.

As he turns to go in he sees Evan in the moonlight.

EVAN

Wur getting’ Meade.  Commander came by earlier t’tell us.

(pause.)

How’s home?

JOSEPH

(smiles.)

Good.  They send their love t’you n’Mike. Mom sent ya this 

(holds up basket.)

She said t’share it with Sgt. McGuire and Michael.

EVAN

(distressed.)

D’ya think we’ll make it Joe?

Joseph looks at him searching his face a moment.  The camp is relatively quiet around them.  

JOSEPH

I can only pray.

Evan looks at him, ruefully gives a miniscule smile and nods.  He rubs his neck and turns away.

EVAN

I’m gonna retire fur the night. See ya in the morning.

Stops remembering the basket, and goes back to take it.

EVAN

(smiling.)

Tell mom thanks.

JOSEPH

(smiling, somber.)

Yeah. I will.

EXT.  FEDERAL ARMY CAMP.  DAY

GEN. MEADE inspects the troops.

Joseph and his entire company stand on the ground beside their horses at full attention until he passes.  Then, their eyes follow him until he disappears.

Comm. Donnelly steps out before them, bringing them to full attention again, then dismisses them when the inspection is done.

They disperse.

Donnelly speaks with Joseph out of earshot of the others. 

Joseph hangs his head listening carefully.

They salute, and separate. Joseph looks troubled.

Evan and Michael watch as Joe moves toward them. 

JOSEPH

(squinting.)

We’re moving North after tomorrow. Commander wants the men ready t’move.

EVAN

Where we goin’ Cap?

JOSEPH

(serious.)

Gettysburg.

Michael

(confused.)

Gettysburg? Where the hell’s that?

Joseph looks at him almost laughing. Claps his hand on Michael’s shoulder and walks him away.

JOSEPH

Just another god damn town in the god damn way.

CUT TO: 

EXT. GETTYSBURG BATTLE GROUND, MCPHERSON RIDGE.  DAY

It’s the middle of the battle and it is raging fiercely.  Many casualties have been had by both sides.  Wounded are being pulled off the field amidst an array of GUNFIRE and ARTILLERY SHELLING.

Joseph and Evan are dismounted in the thick of it. They flinch and hide from GUNFIRE, and BULLETS ZINGING by. 

Evan looks darkly at Joseph where they lay behind the cover of some trees.

EVAN

(loud.)

I don’ think it’s just another god damn town Sir. People'll be talkin' bout this for years t'come.

JOSEPH

(loud.)

I don' think this's the time, Lieutenant.

Joseph eyes the field darkly, lifts hie rifle, aims and fires, and then ducks back down.  

Sgt. McGuire arrives, ducking and dashing to avoid the bullets.  He sidles up next to Joseph. He is covered in sweat.

SGT. MCGUIRE

(out of breath.)

Donnelly's sent word t'pull back t'the cemetery.

Joseph looks at him sternly with worry.  They are pinned down under fire.  

Joseph gets up on his knee and shoots again, comes back.  

JOSEPH

(loud.)

Pull back!

Joseph begins the run to the cemetery, calling to his men as they go.  

JOSEPH

(loud.)

Move out!

(pause.)

Fall Back!  

They run backwards at times shooting at the confederate forces.  A couple enlistees are killed, and one wounded.  

Michael picks up the wounded man and helps him out of there. 

EXT. GETTYSBURG BATTLEFIELD, CEMETERY HILL.  SUNSET

Joseph and Evan sit on their mounts observing the battle still raging before them.  The company is spread before them.

Behind them, Buford and his right hand man discuss maneuvers.  

EVAN

(carefully.)

Captain. 

Joseph looks to him as Evan moves closer.

EVAN (CONT'D)

Ya never said what happened on leave, and ya ain' been the same since ya got back.Did Em give ya a kick in the ass and tell ya t’be off?

Joseph looks away a little angry or annoyed, adjusts his hat, and studies the field.

EVAN (CONT'D)

Joe?

Joseph backs up Manny and grabs Evan's arm.

JOSEPH

(hoarse whisper.)

Ya can’t tell any a this t’ Mike.  He’d turn his rifle on me as sure as Lee himself.

EVAN

(worried.)

Sure, Joe.  I won’t tell.

Joseph releases him. He looks away saddened and dismayed.

JOSEPH

(stammering.)

Me an’ Em—I—we met in the garden an she told me things she shouldn’ve.  She was crying cause I's leavin’ again, an I—

Joseph stops speaking looking afraid and guilty.

EVAN

(wry smile.)

It can’ be that bad, friend.

JOSEPH

(ashamed.)

It can, but—not like that.

EVAN

(almost laughing.)

What is it?

Joseph looks at him with large despairing eyes. 

JOSEPH

(bitterly.)

I've ruined Em.

EVAN

(shocked.)

What if?

JOSEPH

(hung head.)

I's least that careful.

EVAN

(protective.)

Yur do right by 'er ain’ ya?

JOSEPH

(nods, then)

Even if it never happened.

Evan starts laughing.  Joseph looks at him shocked. 

Evan looks away shaking his head mirthfully.

EVAN

I won' tell Mike, but you owe me fur it.

EXT. GETTYSBURG BATTLEFIELD.  SUNSET

Joseph and his men help gather the wounded and dead.

EXT. FEDERAL ARMY CAMP, ENLISTEE MESS TENT.  NIGHT

Sgt. McGuire spoons out a meal into his tin bowl, and walks to the table of his subordinates.

They are tired and haggard, dirty and dismal.

EXT.  FEDERAL ARMY CAMP, OFFICER’S MESS.  NIGHT.

Joseph dines with his men on remarkably meager rations.

He looks them over, worn himself from the battle.

Michael looks up and smiles at him.

MICHAEL

That was a hell of a fight Sir.

Evan picks something gross from his food and flicks it away annoyed.

EVAN

One I don’ wanna repeat.

Joseph smiles almost laughing.

JOSEPH

We’re drawin’ back t’Frederick.  

(pauses assessing them.)

Would you two be interested in seein some of the folks there.

The other officers exchange knowing glances having already heard about Michael and Joseph’s sister.

Evan laughs at Michael’s hopeful glance to Joseph.

EVAN

I don’ think ya could old ‘em back.

MICHAEL

(concerned.)

If I may, Captain. I would.

Joseph nods with a mouthed all right, wiping his hands.

His spirits have improved in light of surviving.

JOSEPH

Then get that casualty report ot me before noon tomorrow or the deal’s off the table. If yu’ll excuse me.

Joseph slaps down his napkin and leaves.

Michael goes back to his food upset.

MICHAEL

(grumbling.)

Always a price to pay.

As Joseph passes him he pats Michael on the shoulder.

EXT.  PENNSYLVANIA COUNTRYSIDE.  DAY

Joseph rides Manny in the long line of troops moving south down the road back to Frederick.  

Manny moves sluggishly despite whispers and pats of support.  

Joseph dismounts and checks him over finding nothing obviously wrong.  He stands before him and urges him forward, the horse stumbles toward him looking dejected.  

Joseph looks back at the horse with fear filled eyes. He pats the animals forelock

JOSEPH

(emotive whisper.)

Yur jus’ tired, boy.  So am I.

Comm. Donnelly approaches him on horse back.

DONNELLY

Captain, what’r you doing?

JOSEPH

My horse can’ go a step more, Sir.  He’s done.

DONNELLY

(dryly.)

that’s too bad.  Ya’d best start yur marchin’. 

Donnelly rides off arrogantly without another word.

Joseph glares at his back as he goes.

Joseph begins to remove his items from his horse, except the bridle.

Half way through Little Nate comes walking along POUNDING OUT A MARCH on his drum.  He looks warn and tired.

Joseph whistles Nate over, and waits with hands on hips.

Little Nate charges over.

JOSEPH

There’ll be five dollars in it for ya, if ya take this horse up ta Vermont.

LITTLE NATE

(surprised.)

Yes, Sir.

JOSEPH

(looking down to him.)

I want him brought to the Conrad Dairy Farm dead or Alive. It’s near Montpelier.  Here’s five dollars t’ get ya there. Five when ya get back.

LITTLE NATE

(confidant.)

I can find it easy, Sir.

All right. Manny means a lot t’ me.  If ‘e dies cause ya treated him bad, I will find out.

Joseph draws out a letter from his pocket, hands it to him

JOSEPH

This is the address, give that letter to Emily Conrad only. No one else.  Secondly, tell Mr. Stuart Conrad who he came from and that I’d appreciate his daughter’s help in makin’ ‘em batter.  

Little Nate nods and listens as Joseph speaks.

LITTLE NATE

Count on me Captain. I’ll be good t’ol Manny don’ doubt.

JOSEPH

Good.  Try to walk em, an ride only when ya have to. An’ catch the first train goin’ up there.  I wan ya t’stay in the car with em when ya do.

LITTLE NATE

Yes, Sir. 

JOSEPH

Those are orders, boy.

LITTLE NATE

(salutes.)

Sir, yes Sir.

Joseph straightens and looks at the boy proudly.

JOSEPH

Go on, find a place t’rest em a few hours. Then get started.

Little Nate goes pulling the horse behind him.  Manny moves slowly but more encouraged with the child ahead of him, and his load lightened.

Joseph watches him go, then turns and gathers his things, and starts marching.  

His officers find him and take his things for him showing their support.

MICHAEL

Donnelly told me to tell ya t’get a mount soon as one fit fur duty is seen.

Joseph sets his jaw with anger.

JOSEPH

God damn, pompous ass.

EXT.
PENNSYLVANIA COUNTRYSIDE.  DAY

Joseph rides a chestnut mare with a white stripe on her forelock, between Evan and Michael with Sgt. McGuire close behind.

EVAN

(joyful.)

God made an angel.  After this ‘ere war’s over, it’ll be my duty to find Miss Bernice an marry her.  Mrs. Wallace asked me t’dinner if I’ve the chance before ‘r after the war.

JOSEPH

All tha’ from a smile? Or was it the cup a water?”

Evan smiles looking at him sidelong.  Michael only smiles.

EVAN

As I r’call it was a cup a water that brought an angel t’you.

SGT. MCGUIRE

(declaring.)

Ah—tha’ whatter’s a menace.  Worse’n whiskey when a woman ‘ands it to ya.

McGuire winks at them.

They exchange smiling glances.

EXT. MAYNARD MANSION.  NIGHT

A candle burns in the last window on the right, and in an upstairs window.

INT. MAYNARD MANSION.  NIGHT

Mary stands in the parlor making last adjustments to her fine attire and gazing at her hair in the mirror.  

The maid watches at the window for someone.  

Mary joins her staring hopeful into the dark.

Mary’s face brightens suddenly, and the maid leaves.

Out of the window can be seen three riders in Federal uniforms.

MARY

(excited.)

Mother! It’s him.  It’s him.

Lucretia hurries in. She looks startled.

LUCRETIA

Who dear? Who?

Mary dashes back to a mirror to recheck herself.

MARY

(animated.)

Michael, mom. And, Evan Howell—and there’s Joey!

The women arrange themselves for the visitors at the door.  The bell is run, and Lucretia makes them wait a moment before she allows the maid to open it. After the pause, she nods her head.

LUCRETIA

(to her daughter hurried.)

It’s unseemly to be too eager, dear.

Mary smiles at her as the door is opened.

Joseph, Evan, and Michael stand outside smiling.

Michael sees Mary and his smile deepens.

Lucretia steps toward her son with her arms out.

LUCRETIA

(warmly.)

Hello, my boy.

Joseph

Mama. 

They hug.

JOSEPH (CONT’D)

How’ve ya been?  I’ve missed ya?

LUCRETIA

(serious.)

Worried, as any Mother would be.

Lucretia pats his cheek, and steps away to the other guests, as the maid collects, hats, cloaks, etc.

LUCRETIA

(smiling.)

I’ve heard a great deal ‘bout yur visit t’ the Conrad’s.  This must be Michael.  

MICHAEL

Yes Ma’am.

Michael draws his hat off smiling. He takes her offered hand and squeezes gently. The maid takes his things.

LUCRETIA

(cordial.)

Good-evening t’you, son.  Mary’s made good friends with—Emily? I think it is. Your sister?

Lucretia steps backward and pats her son on his chest where the picture of Emily is kept.

Mary smiles at him and winks. 

Joseph gives her an admonishing smile shaking his head.

MICHAEL

Emily’s my sister, yes.

Lucretia leads them into the parlor.

LUCRETIA

Come sit, it will be a short while before dinner.

INT. MAYNARD MANSION HALL.  NIGHT


The maid responds to a ring at the door opening it.

Francis stands in the doorway looking very angry.

FRANCIS

(loud.)

I demand to be let in.  I wanna see Mr. Maynard this minute.

He storms inside brushing the maid roughly aside.

INT. Maynard Mansion

Joseph and his lieutenants rise to their feet hearing the ruckus in the hall.

Francis enters, walking with a cane.  His is missing a foot. His face is red, and mean.

Michael and Mary were standing with hands coyly held. They look to him fearful, and Michael puts Mary behind him. 

Lucretia goes to her maid helping her out of the area.

LUCRETIA

Phoebe dear. Are you all right?

PHOEBE

(shaken.)

Yes Ma’am.

Joseph glares at him.

JOSEPH

(angry, warning.)

You’ve no business here. I suggest you leave before I escort you out.

FRANCIS

(embittered.)

I’ll not leave till I speak with yur father, yank.

EVAN

(fierce.)

You’ll leave now.

Joseph and his lieutenants proceed to roughly escort Francis from the home. 

EXT.  MAYNARD MANSION.  NIGHT

Joseph, Evan, and Michael wrestle Francis out of the house and yard.

Michael picks up his cane and throws it after him.

JOSEPH

(calling.)

And don’ let me hear a ya ever showin’ yur face here again.

Francis seethes picking up his cane. Straightens and warns them darkly.

FRANCIS

I’ll get ya, Maynard.  No doubt. I’ll get ya.

MICHAEL

Leave off Reb.  Ya done los’ this fight.

Francis hobbles away reluctantly, muttering angrily.

INT. WOODED AREA OF FREDERICK. NIGHT

Francis hands a message to a messenger.

The messenger nods, and runs off.

Francis grins madly to himself.

EXT. MARYLAND COUNTRYSIDE/ROAD.  NIGHT

Joseph, Evan, and Michael ride through a dark limb overhung roadway. Joseph and Evan are smoking.

They speak low amongst themselves only half aware of their surroundings.

They pause. And Michael dismounts disappearing into the trees.  His horse follows him like a faithful dog.

After a silent moment in which Joseph and Evan whisper, and Evan laughs like he’s drunk, the sound of rushing horse hooves from both sides of the road.

Evan and Joseph are blinded by sudden lantern light, and find they are surrounded by several CONFEDERATE SOLDIERS.

CONFEDERATE 1

(deep Sth. accent.)

Well, lookee what we got here. Git yur hands up where I ken see ‘em, boys.

Joseph and Evan reluctantly raise their hands.

CONFED. 2

Look at them dandy little Yankee off’cers. Ain’ they just purdy.

The confederates look and laugh.

Confed. 1 looks worriedly to Confed.2

Evan and Joseph look at each other sullenly.

CONFED. 1

(anxious.)

I thought the Colonel said there’re three.

CONFED. 3

Made enough noise fur twen’y. We aught ta kill ‘em.

CONFED. 1

(reasoning.)

We can jus’ shoot em. Colonel said that one a’ em’s the brother.

(pause.)

Sides, They’re officers. We gatta bring ‘em ta the captain.  We could be heroes. Chris’ it could be Meade himself for all the Colonel told us!

Confed. 3

Meade’s an old man, fool. Colonel told they was a captain and a pair of Lieutenants, but  we ain’ got time t’ fine the other’n.  We on their land now.

CONFED. 1

Tie ‘em up, boys. McFadden’s gonna be keyed.

The soldiers laugh like demented demons.

Evan and joseph are pulled down and bound in a struggle.

Joseph takes a rifle butt in the side and collapses, curling up on the ground.

Confed. 1 yanks him to his feet. He pulls Joseph close to his face with a snarl

CONFED. 1

(aggressive.)

There’s plenty more where that one came from, Yankee!

Evan bears a grimace of pain on his face and leans slightly breathing hard.   

They are pulled away leaving the horses behind.

Evan limps, and Joseph leans over favoring his side.

CONFED. 1

Come on, boys, we gotta turn em in.

INT. WOODED AREA OF FREDERICK. NIGHT 

Michael had been watching the preceding events.

Michael emerges from the brush when they are all gone.

He look scared and panicked.

Michael turns to his horse half in the brush and pulls him out.  

Michael holds his reigns and gathers the other horses’.

Michael mounts up and races the horses back to the Federal camp another way.

CUT TO:

EXT. CONRAD FARM.  DAY

Little Nate comes onto the front lawn drawing a horse behind him.  Nate wears plain clothes, and carries a bedroll and small pack on his back.  The horse is bare of a saddle.  He is met by Jack.

Jack looks at him confused. His eyes keep going to the horse looking perplexed.

LITTLE NATE

(squinting up at him.)

Is this the Conrad Farm?

JACK

(hands on hips.)

It be.  What d’ya need boy?

LITTLE NATE

(handing him an envelope.)

I’s sent by Cpt. Maynard t’deliver this horse to Mr. Stuart Conrad on behalf of Emily Conrad to see ‘em nursed back t’proper health. 

Jack slowly smiles a big proud smile.  

JACK

(taking the reigns)

Let’s get ‘em settled then we’ll take you inside.

CUT TO:

INT. CONRAD FARMHOUSE KITCHEN/HALL.  DAY.

Little Nate ravenously eats a plate of food set before him by Hettie.  She steps back looking at him with sympathy.

Emily stands in the hall with her mother.  Margaret’s face reads anger, and Emily looks afraid.  Margaret folds her arms and looks at her daughter admonishingly.

MARGARET

(resigned.)

I am passed it by now, though I don’t approve.  All I hope is that this man does right by you.

EMILY

(somber.)

He will Mama.  

Margaret turns her around and walks her down the hall.

MARGARET

(commanding.)

Then take care a that horse, girl.

EXT. CONRAD FARM STABLES

Emily bathes Manny with her dress sleeves rolled up.

Emily is distracted by the family carriage pulling away with her father driving and Little Nate as the passenger.  

Manny whickers and nips her skirt below her buttocks.

Emily pushes his head away and continues the bath.

EMILY

(looking in his eye. unflattering.)

You’ve the manners a Joseph, for certain.

Manny whickers and wriggles his lips shaking his head.

Emily smiles at him patting his neck. She rinses him down and gets him some oats.

She stands outside his stall looking at him looking at her.

EMILY

Ya know who I mean don’t ya? Ya have t’ get better, Manny.  I promised Joseph ya would. I know ya don’t wanna disappoint him.  So, let’s see about getting some rest and you eatin’ some. 

Manny wanders over to the oats and eats.

Emily smiles with relief.

EXT. RICHMOND VIRGINIA c.1863 DAY

TITLE OVER:

August 1863

Richmond is a busy city full of busy people, and a great many Confederate soldiers.

Joseph and Evan are led in within a barred wagon.

The wagon draws up to an old warehouse.

The GATE GUARD at takes some papers from the driver. Reads, gives them back with a smile.

The Gate Guard watches them pull in.

GATE GUARD

Welcome t’Libby Yanks, final destination.

The Gate Guard laughs.

EXT. LIBBY PRISON GROUNDS.  DAY

Joseph and Evan, as well as other new admittees are searched for contraband.

GUARD1 finds Emily’s picture. He holds it up and whistles. The other guards look, snickering, and smiling as they do their jobs.

GUARD1

(mocking.)

Lookee here! What’r ya doin’ here with that there purty lil’ thing at home all lonely?  

GUARD1 (CONT’D)

(lowers his voice.)

I could g’on up an’ visit for ya.  P’raps she needs some consolin’

Joseph remains coolly silent watching him.

Evan keeps his eye on him.

GUARD1 smiles studying the photograph again.

GUARD1 (CONT’D)

What would a gal’ like that think a her hero now? Providin’ that she—uh—still thinks a’ him at all?

Joseph grins a cool hard smile.

JOSEPH

(low tones.)

Thank God he ain’ an uneducated lowly born southern rebel.

Guard1 visibly gets angry and gets in Joseph’s face.

GUARD1

(alt. angry w/ mocking & disgust.)

Yur suth’run too boy. Ya’ve been fightin’ on the wrong side.For that, yu’ve lost yur rights t’ send any letters—to anyone—Sir. Y’ain’ gonna have an easy time of it at all.

INT. LIBBY PRISON “CELL ROOMS”.  DAY

Joseph and Evan are transported to a stretched out, low ceilinged, and ominous room.

Hundreds of other officers surround them. 

Joseph pushes through them petulantly and finds an empty spot.  He looks grim as he puts his things down.  

Evan follows in a depressed demeanor.

INT. LIBBY PRISON ROOM.  DAY

Joseph gazes out the window at the Lynchburg canal.

Evan and Joseph eat little buying and bartering from other men.  Their beards start growing in, and they gain a hollow dark look in their faces.  

All the prisoners are forced to scrub down the room observed by the guards.

Joseph and Evan despair.

Joseph sits in a corner against the wall gazing at his photo of Emily.

EXT.  CONRAD FARMHOUSE GROUNDS.

A carriage arrives with JACKSON HOWELL and Amanda Howell.

They look gloomily at the home.

INT.  CONRAD FARMHOUSE PARLOR.

The Howell’s sit with the Conrad’s in the parlor.

Jackson looks gravely at the jovial Stuart, as he holds his wife’s hand. She appears to be severely distressed.  

Margaret sits smiling in the other chair.

Emily is in the chair behind the couch. Her eyes are wide, and fearful.

JACKSON

(grim.)

Stuart, we’ve got some bad news.

Margaret looks to Emily with an empathic glance.

Jackson hands Stuart a sheaf of papers.  Stuart takes them and reads.  When he finishes he passes them to his wife looking at Emily.  

Margaret reads the message growing anxious.

The room is gravely silent.

MARGARET

Emily, come read this. It’s better ya hear it yurself, darling.

Emily moves to them and takes the papers.  Reluctantly, she reads, her face contorts with emotions.  Her eyes are soon blinded by tears and she drops the letter falling to her knees sobbing.  

EMILY

(wailing.)

No. no. no.

Margaret falls to her knees beside her. She holds her and tries to soothe her.

EMILY (CONT’D)

(crying.)

Joseph, no.

Hettie stands in the door looking in, and a tear slips down her face.  But her features are stoic.

Stuart hangs his head in his hands unable to bear his emotions.  

JACKSON

(grim.)

We’ll take our leave now.  I am sorry, Stuart.

Jackson reaches his hand to him.  Stuart lifts his head and takes Jackson’s hand.

STUART

(sad.)

No, Jack.  I am sorry.  Whatever we can do—let me know.

JACKSON nods his head and he moves to exit with his wife.

He pauses looking at Emily on the floor sadly.

JACKSON

(gently.)

I send any word a Cpt. Maynard I get. Ev’ said he can’ write letters right now, but he’ll convey messages for em.

The Conrad’s do not respond and the Howell’s take their leave.  

EXT. LIBBY PRISON GROUNDS.  DAY

Federal prisoners are excercised in small guarded groups in the yard.  

INT. LIBBY PRISON.  DAY.

Evan and Joseph pass the months by going through the motions.  Evan reads his letters from home to Joseph.

Joseph receives a package.

He searches its contents finding a blanket, and holds it close smelling it.  Then he pulls a letter, already opened from inside.

EMILY (V.O.)

I often think of our last day together, and our last words.  

Remember your promise, and it will see you through. I am with you even now.

Tearstains mar the letters on the page.

Joseph grits his teeth angrily, and breaks down.

INT. LIBBY PRISON.  NIGHT

Joseph and Evan make their beds on the floor among the other men in the room.  

Joseph lies down and stares longingly out a small window.

EXT. LIBBY PRISON GROUNDS.  DAY

Snow falls and the guards force their prisoners out for some fresh air.

Joseph and Evan appear to be wasting away. They walk up and down with the others trying to keep warm.

A man breaks from the line running for the gate, but is apprehended in a dramatic moment and beaten and dragged back to the prison.

Joseph and Evan watch on darkly, the others turn away.

INT. LIBBY PRISON CELL.  DAY

The other soldiers are boisterously celebrating Christmas.

Meager home made decorations are strung up.

Evan tries to take part sitting between them and Joseph who is staring out the small window again.

Evan looks over his shoulder to him clapping his hands as a smile dies on his face. Evan goes to him.

EVAN 

Why don’ ya join us Joe?  It’d do ya some good.

Joseph looks at him with angry eyes.

JOSEPH

Christmas is for men with hope.

Joseph turns from and goes and lies down on his bedroll.

Evan watches him sullenly a moment before giving up.

INT. LIBBY PRISON.  DAY

TITLE OVER:

January 1864

Disease runs rampant through the prison in the form of smallpox.

Men are transferred and removed dying from their room.

Evan and Joseph watch, Joseph shows little concern, but Evan is worried.

INT. LIBBY PRISON.  MORNING.

From the grimy little window it can be seen that it is snowing and freezing outside.

Evan still lies in his blankets.  

Joseph looks at him from the window.

Evan shivers and shakes, rolls over, sweating terribly.

Joseph goes to him afraid of the obvious. Evan has contracted the disease.

JOSEPH

(desperate.)

Ev? Ev what’s wrong.

Evan

(sick, shaking.)

I got it Captain.  I think I got the pox.

Joseph looks in Evan’s glassy eyes not saying anything.

JOSEPH

It’s all right. I’ma take care a ya.  I been through this before.  Yur gonna be all right.

INT. Libby Prison.  Day alternating with night.

Joseph takes care of Evan neglecting himself as he works through the terrible disease. (Feeding, etc.)

Prison life goes on around them, and more and more men come down with the disease and are not moved from the rooms to hospitals.

Everyone is looking frail, thin, sickly, and filthy.

INT. LIBBY PRISON.  MORNING.

Evan lies quiet, without sweat on his brow.

Joseph sits nearby with his eye on him.

His eyes open and he looks for his friend.

EVAN

(weakly.)

Joe?  Cap?

Joseph slides over to him. He offers a sickly grin.

Joseph

(quiet.)

I’m here.

EVAN

I think I’m feeling better.

Joseph smiles pats his chest.

JOSEPH

Get some more sleep. Breakfast’ll be a minute.

As Joseph gathers their things, he passes out on the floor.

Some of the other men move in to help, and he is laid out beside his comrade.  

INT. LIBBY PRISON.  AFTERNOON.

A confederate DOCTOR walks through picking out men to move from the prison.  He points out several before getting to Evan and Joseph. He looks at them gravely and selects them much to GUARD1’s chagrin.

GUARD1

He ain’ goin’ nowhere.

DOCTOR

Son, I don’ think ya here me.  We’re runnin out of graves here.

GUARD1

He don’ deserve a grave, Doc. 

DOCTOR

No matter what ya may think a him, Sergeant, I say he goes.  And, that’s an order.

GUARD1

(sneering.)

Yes, Sir.

GUARD1 eyes Joseph angrily, then follows the Doctor as they move on.  

Behind them the men to be moved are being collected with their meager belongings thrown on top of them.

EXT. LIBBY PRISON. EVENING.

A weak Evan and Joseph are loaded into carts, and taken away into the city.

INT. HOSPITAL.  DAY

Evan sits up in bed conversing with some of the other lucid men around him.  He smiles and laughs.

In the bed next to his is Joseph, still not aware of himself.

Emily dazzlingly sweeps in the room and hurries toward them only pausing at the door before coming in.  Hettie and her mother follow her.

Several whistles escape the lips of the men as she passed.

EVAN

(folds his arms, calls loudly, insulted.)

Hey! These ladies deserve your respect.

The room falls silent as Emily pauses to eye them with a stern eye.  She looks back to Evan and continues.

EMILY

(soft desperate voice.)

Where is he?

Evan unfolds his arms to point at the bed next to him and the bedraggled bearded man sleeping there.

Emily rushes into the space between the beds.  She touches his face looking at him with concern, almost crying

EMILY

(softly.)

My love.

Joseph’s sallow eyes open, and he breathes in weakly. He focuses on Emily and looks very surprised.

JOSEPH

(weak.)

Emy?

He smiles at her and she back at him.

EMILY

I’m here, Joseph.  I’m here now. 

Margaret steps nearer drawing their attentions to her.

MARGARET

We’ll write yur family tonight.  They should arrive within days.

JOSEPH

(to Emily.)

I don’t wanna see anybody but you.

Takes hold of her hand with surprising strength.

EMILY

(smiling.)

Then you don’t have to.

EXT. RICHMOND VIRGINIA, HOSPITAL.  DAY

Joseph and Evan are taken from the Hospital with the help of the Conrads. 

EXT. WASHINGTON D.C., RESIDENTIAL AREA. DAY 

The Conrads meet up with the Maynard’s at a TOWNHOUSE they have rented for the purpose of recuperating the men.  

INT. Washington D.C., RENTED TOWNHOUSE.  DAY

Joseph is settled in among the hustle of the movers and the families, and Evan prepares to return to his commission.

Emily and Mary take turns with the mothers watching over Joseph.

INT. JOSEPH’S ROOM, RENTED TOWNHOUSE.  NIGHT

Emily reads to him from books.

JOSEPH

Read me t’day’s paper, Em.

EMILY

We don’ have one. I’ll tell ya bout Manny, or Evan.

JOSEPH

(sitting up.)

Yur father does, an y’already did.

EMILY

(clipped.)

No. Now, Lie back.

Lucretia steps by and overhears stopping in the doorway.

JOSEPH

(admonitory.)

Emily.

EMILY

If you don’t mind, I’d like t’continue now.

Lucretia smiles to herself and moves on hearing Emily begin reading again despite him.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. JOSEPH’S ROOM, RENTED TOWNHOUSE.  MORNING

Emily enters to find Joseph standing before the tall window overlooking the street outside.  The sun is shining brightly in the room, and the window is open letting in the spring air. He is almost nearly fully dressed in his uniform.

Emily quickly puts the tray down and goes to Joseph.  His hair is pasted to his face with sweat, and his expression is tight. She closes the window making him stumble back.

EMILY

Joseph?

Emily touches his shoulder feeling the fever.

EMILY (CONT’D)

(worried.)

Joseph, ya should lie down, now.  I’ve brought you breakfast.  I’m sure your starving.

Emily helps him back to bed, removes his shirt, and covers him.  

Joseph is wet with perspiration. His eyes roll in his head as he looks to the window.

Emily gets up and fetches the tray back to him.

EMILY

How are you feeling this morning?

JOSEPH

(cracking dry voice.)

I’m not feelin’ so good, Emy.

EMILY

(small smile.)

I know, Joseph.

Emily sits on the bed taking his hand.  

Mary arrives with a basin of water pauses in the doorway shocked.

INT. JOSEPH’S ROOM/HALL, RENTED TOWNHOUSE.  DAY

DOCTOR2 enters with his bag etc.  He examines Joseph as Emily and Mary cling to each other outside the door, and the mothers stand behind them in the room.  The men are also in the hall waiting.

MARY

(bitterly.)

When I get my hands on Col. McFadden he’ll pay fur what e’ done.

DOCTOR2 waddles out of the room looking grave, a tired bent old figure. He goes to Emily. 

DOCTROR2

Are you the wife?

LUCRETIA

(smiling.)

My son’s not married yet, Doctor.

DOCTOR2

(smiling.)

Well then, I’ve rarely been mistaken--but I’m sorry for my presumption, young lady.

Doctor 2 turns to Lucretia. Emily goes in the room.

DOCTOR2

He as an infection. Quite common from the hospitals.  He was in a hospital before, I’m guessing?  Disease spreads quickly there.  I’ll see to the proper treatment, and no excitement. He requires rest now.  

INT. JOSEPH’S ROOM, RENTED TOWNHOUSE.  DAY

Emily mops his forehead and speaks softly to him.

Joseph’s eyes are locked on her, his hand on her knee.

EMILY

(teary.)

Ya need to stop thinkin’ about goin’ back. Evan and Michael are brave wise men. They’ll be fine for a time.  Ya need t’ worry about gettin’ better now. 

Emily places a rag under his neck and one on his forehead.

INT. JOSEPH’S ROOM, RENTED TOWNHOUSE. ALTERNATING DAY AND NIGHT.

The families continue to take care of Joseph, dosing him with a prescription at intervals.  Emily remains sleeping in a wide chair by the window in sight of his bed.

Lucretia covers Emily before leaving.

INT.  JOSEPH’S ROOM, RENTED TOWNHOUSE.  MORNING

Emily wakes and sees Joseph no longer feverish.

She goes to him touching his face, and it wakes him.

They smile at each other.

INT. JOSEPH’S ROOM, RENTED TOWNHOUSE.  DAY

Joseph grows in strength under the care of the two families.  

INT. JOSEPH’S ROOM, RENTED TOWNHOUSE.  EARLY MORNING

Emily stands exasperated at his bedside while he insists on getting up and getting dressed in order to join the families for breakfast in the dinning room.  

JOSEPH

I wanna eat with everyone else.

EMILY

Your sick, lay back.

Emily pushes him back down.

Joseph pulls her under him into the bed. He is obviously much better.

JOSEPH

(smiling.)

Do you yield, miss Emy?

EMILY

(outraged.)

Are you mad, Captain?

(pushing him.)

Let me up, Joseph.  What if they come to check on you?

JOSEPH

N’one’s up yet, Emy.  They don’ wake for another three hours at my best guess—and I’ve had a great deal of time t’learn their schedules.  

Joseph pushes her hand back against the bed.

JOSEPH (CONT’D)

I’VE missed ya more than you’ll ever know.

EMILY

Joseph. I don’t want them to see us like this.

Joseph looked to see the woman he spoke of turning her attention quickly elsewhere. He keeps his voice low.

JOSEPH

Hettie’s outside the door. If anyone comes, she’ll alert us.

EMILY

What is it that you intend with me, Sir?

Joseph smiles lying on her.

JOSEPH

I merely wish t’thank ya for the care yu’ve given me while I was sick.

EMILY

Joseph--

Emily’s chiding is stopped short by a kiss. Joseph stops smiling at her.

JOSEPH’

Then ya shouldn’t a started this.

EMILY

(shocked whisper.)

I’ve done nothing.  You’re being a scoundrel.

JOSEPH

Can ya tell me ya don’ think bout what we did?

EMILY

(breathy whisper.)

Everyday.

There is a pause where they regard each other. Emily looks away nervously licking her lips.

Joseph kisses her neck, keeping her pinned.

EMILY

(breathy.)

Damn.  Why do I let you get to me like this?  I wasn’t raised in a brothel, n’ I should for decency sake refuse your attentions, but I c—

Joseph places a finger over her lips still holding her arms with the other hand.  

JOSEPH

Shh—Emy. Let me love ya as my dying wish.

EMILY

(harsh whisper.)

Don’t say such things, Joseph.  I don’t want to hear—

Joseph’s mouth closes over hers.

INT. DINING ROOM, RENTED TOWNHOUSE. NIGHT

Mr. Maynard and Stuart sit at the opposite heads of the table.  Emily sits beside Joseph to one side with and Mary with her mother and Margaret on the other.

MR. MAYNARD

(slightly stern.)

We’ve been asked to attend an event in Baltimore, Joseph. I expect you to attend.  It is for the firm, and it would give you a foothold with the members.

LUCRETIA

(smiling at Emily.)

That would be lovely.  You can take Emily and show her off finally. 

JOSEPH smiles at Emily who looks nervous at the prospect. He looks to his father and mother respectively.

JOSEPH

(smiling.)

I would love to join you.

MARGARET

(happy.)

Oh-Emily! We’ll have t’get you a new dress dear.

MARY

(smiling.)

Lovely, may I come along?

EMILY

(nervous.)

I hope that you will. I’m afraid I wouldn’ know what t’wear.

INT. EMILY’S ROOM, RENTED TOWNHOUSE.  DAY

Margaret and Hettie help Emily get ready.  She stands before the mirror in her new gown and her mother places a three strand pearl choker with an aquamarine at the center around her neck. They gaze in the mirror.

MARGARET

(observing.)

Aweful nice a the Maynard’s t’get this for ya. Just lovely. 

(taking up matching earrings.)

That looks lovely darling.

Emily buttons up her gloves at the wrist, and her mother steps back to look at her.  Margaret’s eyes flood. She holds her hands in front of her lips as if praying.

EMILY

Hettie do my hair.  You always do so well.  

Hettie smiles going to her.

Emily looks up to see her tearful mother; she spins around and crushes her in her arms.

EMILY

Oh—mama.  Thank you so much.

MARGARET

(rueful.)

If it weren’ for me, I’m sure you’d be much happier.

Margaret steps away and Hettie takes over the preps.

INT. EMILY’S ROOM, RENTED TOWNHOUSE.  EVENING

Emily sits with her mother on the foot of her bed. She is ready to go to the ball.

EMILY

I know ya were only scared for me, an I love you for that, Mama.  I don’ blame you for your feelings.  In your shoes, I’da done the same.

But—now ya know what manner of man Joseph is.  He’s forgiven you and so have I.  Now you must forgive yourself.  No one else bears you ill will.

Margaret hugs her daughter happily.

MARGARET

(hugging Emily.)

Oh—daughter.  How I’ve longed t’hear the words.  I was a fool You are a princess among women, Emily Conrad.  An absolute Princess.

HETTIE

(folding a cloth.)

I’ll say. Spoiled rotten n’ wise mouthed too. Now, it’s high time her highness met her escorts downstairs. 

INT. TOWNHOUSE HALL. EVENING

Mary emerges with her mother, both prepared to attend. Emily joins them, and the girls grasp hands with smiles.

MARY

(excited.)

I can’ wait t’show ya off at home. My sister’ll be the most beautiful girl in all a Maryland. 

EMILY

(dismissing.)

What about yourself? 

MARY

I’m sure we’ll make quite the pair won’ we?

INT. TOWNHOUSE STAIRCASE/LOWER HALL.  EVENING

Mr. Maynard and his son await the ladies.  They look up as Mary and Emily precede Lucretia. Joseph is in full dress uniform next to his father in top and tails.  The men looking very pleased.

The women join them at the base of the stairs and Joseph proudly takes Emily on his arm.

MR. MAYNARD

(smiling.)

What a vision. I’ll be honored t’escort the three mos’ lovely maids in all the U.S.

EXT. WALLACE MANSION.  NIGHT

The exterior is brightly lit form within and without as guests arrive in their finery via horse and carriage.

When the Maynard party alights, the COACHMAN helps them down and servants accept their hats and cloaks at the door.

INT. WALLACE MANSION.  NIGHT

Joseph explains why a Baltimore lawyer is living in Washington D.C., as he escorts her into the home.  Emily listens taking in the rooms.

JOSEPH

Mr. Wallace is attemptin’ t’retire from the firm now his son’s been with them for ten years.  His interests’r for the government.  Father’ll retire when I’ve served a year. 

EMILY

(stopping, concerned.)

You’re joining the law firm in Baltimore? When will I see you?

Joseph smiles down at her, placing a hand on her jaw.  As it closed around her jaw, he leans in close to her his lips wavering in a wry smile.  Emily’s mouth opens as she was about to say something, but he speaks first. 

JOSEPH

Every night I come home.

Emily looks at him confused then smiles, he puts her arm in his and continues forward.

They emerge in the grand ballroom filled with still more people.

JOSEPH (CONT’D)

Then the firm will remain Wallace, Maynard, and Rhys. 

EMILY

(surprised.)

Your father’s a partner?

JOSEPH

Yes ‘e is, n’ these’r his friends,

(lowers his voice.)

If ya can call some of em that.

They look at the faces of the Washington Society people smiling and laughing, and talking with each other, they watch the couple pass with varying interest.

Emily catches many appreciative glances herself, and several bold jealous glances from the young women.

Joseph is approached by some of the young SOCIETY GIRL’s curious as to the girl he is with. The first, SOCIETY GIRL 1 speaks for the rest.  The others fan themselves and eye Emily with masked hatred, and a disfavor.

SOCIETY GIRL1

(simpering.)

Why Joseph Maynard! Didn’ ya join the Yankee army? I’m surprised t’see ya so well.

JOSEPH

(masked disgust.)

Truth is the Yanks’ is doin’ better than the Reb’s, miss.

SOCIETY GIRL1

Is that so? I ne’er can tell, I don’ follow the war. Readin’ so time consumin’.

JOSEPH

I find it relaxing

(to Emily.)

Don’ you Em?

EMILY

Most relaxing and entertaining.

I like the feeling of being informed.

SOCIETY GIRL 1

(masked disgust.)

I simply don’ have the time with all the parties.

JOSEPH

If yu’ll excuse us, ladies.  I haven’ seen Mr. Wallace in years now.  I really am anxious to meet with him again.  Please excuse us.

The women protest, but Joseph pushes through them with his date insistently.

Above the heads of the crowd, Joseph spies the heads of his sire and ALBERT WALLACE.  He goes there directly. Emily remains at his side.  He is welcomed by the men, and finds his mother and sister present.

JOSEPH

(bowing.)

Good-evening, Mr. Wallace.

Emily ducks a small curtsy as was appropriate.  

ALBERT

(excited.)

Boy! I’vn’t seen ya since ya went t’school.  By god the army’smade a fine man a ya.

Albert claps him on the back.

LUCRETIA

(warmly.)

He was turnin’ a fine man before the war.

Albert inclines his head to her, then spies Emily and smiles taking her hand. Emily smiles back.

ALBERT

And who’s this striking creature?

JOSEPH

(proudly.)

Miss Emily Conrad of Vermont, Sir.

ALBERT

(congenial.)

A fine state, Miss Conrad.  I prefer t’make my way t’the area a Burlington when I’m up that way in New York.  Which part’r you from?

EMILY

(smiling.)

I live in the countryside of Montpelier.

ALBERT

An’ what is it that the Conrads keep themselves busy with near Montpelier, Miss Conrad?

EMILY

My father’s a Dairy man. Finest in all of the north.

ALBERT

Without a doubt.

Albert lifts his glass to her, and drinks. He gives her a wink, and nods approvingly to Joseph.

INT. VAST PARLOR/WALLACE MANSION.  DAY

The room is decorated in a Victorian stylized Roman flare. Emily and the females of the Maynard clan have separated there as the men gather to smoke and drink together in other parts of the home.

Some of the women lounge in chairs and fainting couches speaking to one another, fanning themselves, and the young ones giggling.  The servants there present them with food and drink as is appropriate to ladies.

Emily looks nervous and out place between Mary and Lucretia who blossom under the situation.

The young women are trying to exclude Emily.

An elder MATRIARCH ends it.

MATRIARCH

(softly.)

Where’r ya from Miss Conrad?

Emily looks to her receiving an expectant small smile. The other women in the room stare at her with a cold reserve.  

EMILY

(meek, smiling.)

A small town near Montpelier.

Some of the girls giggle unseemly, and Emily looks hurt.

MATRIARCH

Isn’t that your capital city?

EMILY

(morose.)

Yes, ma’am.

Mary puts her hand on Emily’s back supportively.

MATRIARCH

(sips her drink.)

A lovely place I’m sure.  What does your family do in Vermont?

Emily looks over the faces of the expectant group.  The younger girls seem annoyed someone was speaking to her.  They roll their eyes or make faces when they believe she is not looking, whispering to each other behind their fluttering fans.

EMILY

(carefully.)

My father’s a dairy man.  We’ve the largest farm in the State.

MATRIARCH

Is that so dear.
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(cunning.)

Vermont isn’t a very big state.

EMILY

No it isn’t. However, there’s no county in your larger states t’compare with it.  And if there were, it’d be doubtful that anyone but my father could dominate the dairy market, or any market for that matter, that large.

SENATOR”S DAUGHTER

My father controls the senate. The largest market in the country.  He sent my brother to West point and he graduated in Cpt. Maynard’s class.  We’ve known each other for so long.  How is old Joe?

Emily looks stricken.

MARY

(smiling.)

Emily’s brother graduated the point as well, an so’s her neighbor. If I’ve it my way I’m going t’marry her brother. 

The girls begin to twitter with this news.  

INT. WALLACE MANSION PASSAGEWAY.   DAY

Emily and Mary walk arm in arm with the rest toward the ballroom.

MARY

(assuring.)

They’re jus’ jealous. Joey’d ne’er marry the likes a them.   I don’ know what I’d do if Joey ad never met ya. I couldn’t stand t’ave one of em for my sister.

EMILY

(weak.)

Thank you, Mary.

INT. WALLACE MANSION BALLROOM.  NIGHT

Joseph and Emily dance to a good sized band.  She is sad and distant. He gets concerned.

JOSEPH

(softly.)

Em, How’s the evenin’ goin?

EMILY

(bitterly.)

Wretched.  They despise me because of you. Nearly out last night b’fore ya go back, an’ they’re ruin’ it.

JOSEPH

(smiling.)

Good. I don’ wish their friendship on anyone.

Joseph smiles laughs. Emily looks at him crossly.

EMILY

All very funny, ‘Til y’ave t’deal with them.

Joseph kisses her gloved knuckles. 

JOSEPH

You won’ have t’ deal with em. I promise ya that. Mr. Wallace adores you, an’ they don’ dare upset him.

EMILY

I expect ya t’keep yur promises, Captain.

She smiles up at him, and they are like the only ones in the room.

EXT. TOWNHOUSE STOOP.   DAY

Joseph stands on the stoop with Emily, and the rest in the open doorway. Joseph smiles at him, as McGuire comes up the stairs removing his hat.

The chestnut mare Joseph had purchased after Manny waits on the street with McGuire’s horse.

MCGUIRE

(brightly.)

Good t’ see ya, Cap’n.  

(to Emily, Lucretia.)

Good morning, Miss, Ma’am.

JOSEPH

Come in, I’m not quite ready yet.

Joseph steps aside to let him pass.

INT. TOWNHOUSE PARLOR/HALL.   DAY

The hall contains some luggage.  Joseph escorts McGuire into the parlor followed by a somber Emily.

The rest of the families are present an air of ease.

JOSEPH

Why don’ ya tell them how Ev an’ Mike are? I’ll be back down.

Joseph disappears upstairs.

Emily half listens to McGuire. The others are eager.

MCGUIRE

Ev an’ Mike are doin’ fine. Glad t’ave em back, ya know. OO! I a’most furgot.  Mikey sends his best t’Mary.

McGuire searches out her face.  She smiles at him.

MARY

Would ya take em this for me?

She hands him an envelope.

MCGUIRE

Most sar’tin, Miss.

McGuire takes the letter and pockets it.

The room is silent until Joseph trots down the stairs and back in.

JOSEPH

I’ve everything, Sergeant. Let’s be off b’fore I decide t’stay.

Joseph’s eyes go to Emily looking more and more depressed.

McGuire nods and exits grabbing the packs from the hall.

Stuart Shakes Joseph’s hand.

STUART

Fair journey boy, come back soon.

Margaret hugs him, and kisses his cheek. Joseph smiles at her genuinely as she steps back to make room for his sister.

MARY

Keep an eye on Mike, Joey. I’ll see ya’ll soon.

She gives him a loving hug.

Lucretia then takes him in her arms for a long teary hug.

JOSEPH

I’ll be home soon Mama.

LUCRETIA

You go get Em first.

Joseph looks at Emily over his mother’s shoulder. She is staring out the window trying not to cry.

JOSEPH

If they’ll let me.

Stuart smiles and nods when he looks at him.

Mr. Maynard steps up and they shake hands.

MR. MAYNARD

R’member my retirement n’hurry back.

JOSEPH 

(smiling.)

I will, Sir.

Joseph steps over to Emily and takes her hand wearing a somber look.  He leads her outside to the stoop passing Hettie and Isaiah.

Hettie waves her hand with an inaudible bye.

Isaiah nods with respect to him.

EXT. TOWNHOUSE STOOP/STREET.   DAY

On the steps outside, Joseph bids his good-byes to Emily.

Emily does not take her eyes off him, clamping her mouth tightly shut, as tears flow out of the outer corners of her eyes.

Joseph looks up at her from a lower step, with a pained expression.  He tries to smile and wipes the tears from her cheeks. He studies her face a moment fighting his own pain at their separation.  

The STREET NOISE goes on all around them.

JOSEPH

(quiet.)

I’ll come back. I promised. I’ve so much t’do yet.

Emily throws her arms around his neck.

EMILY

(softly.)

I love you.

JOSEPH holds her a moment, then they part painfully and he steps down the stairs not looking back.  He gets halfway up the walk to the horses pauses, then makes himself keep going.  

Joseph swings into the saddle and looks back.  He holds his hand up as the others gather behind Emily.

The men turn their mounts and start up the road.

Emily watches him go until he can’t be seen anymore, tears spilling down her face.  Mary puts her arm around her, and she falls against her shoulder crying.

EXT.  FEDERAL ARMY CAMP.  EVENING

Joseph walks to mess with Evan.  Joseph sports the rank of Major; Evan is a Captain, and Michael a full Lieutenant.

They talk and laugh with each other, though darkness exists in Joseph’s features, words, and demeanor.

EVAN

How’ve things been since your promotion? We don’ get t’ see ya anymore.

JOSEPH

(depthless smile.)

Fine, Captain.  Sheridan’s a good man.

EVAN

(smiling.)

Sounds good don’ it. 

(pause.)

1st Lt. Mikey says hello.  He’d a come too, but e’s been ordered on reconnaissance.

JOSEPH

(crossly.)

Damn promotion’s kept me from watchin’ that boy.

EVAN

He’s no green boy, major.  He’ll be fine.

JOSEPH

(sighing.)

S’pose so.  

(pause.)

I hope ya’re hungry. General likes a good meal.

They enter the mess tent.

EXT. BATTLEGROUND

Joseph remains behind lines passing orders to his men.

He quietly watches the field as the battle is fought around him and not by him.  

They smash themselves again and again against the confederate lines.  Men falling like chips of stone from a hammered wall.  With every death the men seemed to lose the gusto.

Joseph’s eyes take in the waving American flag against the sky.

EXT. FEDERAL ARMY CAMP.  EVENING

Joseph stands outside the General’s tent waiting to be admitted. He looks stern and serious.

The tent flap is flipped back and he is admitted.

INT. GENRAL SHERIDAN’S TENT.  EVENING.

SHERIDAN sits at his desk with his AIDE standing behind him. He looks grave, but smiles slightly at Joseph.

SHERIDAN

Major. At ease.

JOSEPH

(saluting.)

Sir.

Joseph relaxes into an ease stance without looking at him.

SHERIDAN

Lt. Colonel’s dead.  He passed this morning from his wounds. Little consolation that we took in more prisoners.

There is a pause in which Joseph is observed.

SHERIDAN

I’ve given it some thought, Major, an’ I like you.  Yur a good leader.  A Point man.

(pause.)

I’m promoting you to Lt. Colonel, you’ll take over the duties immediately, and have your tent removed to the proper place.

(returns to his papers.)

I’ll see you at mess, in proper uniform. Dismissed.

Joseph looks shocked, and hesitates.  Joseph salutes, and the Aide comes from behind the desk and leads him out smiling.

AIDE

Congratulations, Sir.

EXT. FEDERAL ARMY CAMP.  EVENING 

Joseph supervises the movement of his things. He is morose and wears a mean look.  

A JUNIOR OFFICER arrives, they salute.

JUNIOR OFFICER

Gen. Sheridan sent you these.

He hands him a package, he takes it.

Joseph nods, and the man moves on. He opens to find his new rank pins, etc. inside.

EXT. HOPEWELL CITY.  DAY

Sheridan and his men face off with Lee’s confederate army.  

Joseph observes from his position over his Battalion.

The volley of the shot continues back and forth.

Sheridan’s Aide arrives going to Joseph.

AIDE

General wants t’know how it goes, Sir.

JOSEPH

(serious.)

We’ve taken more prisoner, and we’ve the rest pinned down.

The Aide smiles, and looks over the field.

AIDE

I’ve a feelin’ this is it.

JOSEPH

(clipped.)

We’ve still taken casualties, incase you missed it. Those’r blue uniforms on the ground out there.

Joseph looks away to the field as he speaks.

The Aide drops his smile chastened.  He turns and goes.

INT. APPOMATOX COURT HOUSE.  DAY

TITLE OVER:

Ninth of April 1865

Joseph watches as Lee enters the room with his immediate Aides and commanders.  He is respectfully impressed by the man who commands a powerful presence in the room. Everyone but Gen. Grant wears their full dress uniform. Gen. Grant is muddy from the battle.  

They meet at the table at the end of the room, shake hands.

Joseph’s ears go numb filled with once more with unyielding hope. He smiles to himself.

Suddenly the men are separating and the moment is over.

GRANT’S AIDES pass as they fall out.

GRANT’S AIDE

(whispering to another, smiling.)

This will live in history

INT. SHERIDAN’S TENT.  EVENING

Joseph enters boldly.  He salutes Sheridan who appears a little shocked.  Joseph tosses down a letter on his desk.

JOSEPH

I am tendering my resignation, Sir. I’ve a need t’return home immediately.

Sheridan’s expression turns to a slow smile.  He picks up the paper as if to read it but passes it to his aid almost laughing.

SHERIDAN

I’ll not deny ya Lt. Colonel.

(pause.)

Who is she? Must be a gem.

JOSEPH

Indeed Sir.

SHERIDAN

As far’s I’m concerned you are on leave until the discharge is final.  I hope to one day see you again, son. If not, a good life t’ya.

Joseph touches his hat.

JOSEPH

Thank you, Sir.

JOSEPH turns and leaves.

INT. MAYNARD MANSION.  NIGHT

Joseph moves through the crowd and finds Michael and Evan with his sister.  Michael stands up before everyone.

MICHAEL

(smiling.)

I’d like to ask Mr. Maynard a very important thing. 

(pause.)

Would you honor me by blessing me with your permission to hold your daughter Mary Dawn Murielle Maynard in marriage.

Mr. Maynard laughs patting his shoulder.

Mr. Maynard

(gesting.)

I though n’one id ever ask. At least—n’one worthy. It’d by my honor, as well as hers, I’m assured, t’see Mary as yur wife, son.

They shake hands smiling.

Mary goes to Michael and he pulls her ring from a pocket, sliding it on her finger.

Michael

(smiling.)

I hope you see fit, Miss Maynard, t’ave me as yur husband. Will you marry me?

Mary nods unable to speak, and he hugs her to him.

Joseph nods approvingly at Michael holding his glass up to him.  

JOSEPH

To Blue honor.

EVAN & MICHAEL

Blue Honor!

EXT. CONRAD FARM GARDEN.   DAY

Emily works in the garden distracting herself.  Her face shows the strain of depression. She wears a cap to keep her hair back, and gloves to keep the soil from her hands.

At her side is a basket of bulbs starting to grow.

Joseph steps in behind her, dressed in a suit, his beard and hair groomed neatly. He smiles watching her.

A breeze picks up, and Emily lifts her head. Something catches her eye out of the corner, and she looks.

She appears shocked, and hurries to her feet. She tears the gloves from her hands and runs to him.

Joseph holds her in his arms crushing her against him.

They close their eyes, as tears come.

EMILY

Hettie swore yu’d come back. I didn’t think—not after—the prison— 

They pull away to look at each other.

JOSEPH

(smiling.)

I made you a promise.

Joseph lets her go to dig in his pocket.  He removes a small black velvet box. He pauses to look at her, and she watches him carefully, drying her eyes.

Joseph steps back, lowers to one knee and looks up at her earnestly.

JOSEPH

I just wan’ed t’ask if ya’d do me the honor a bein’ my wife.

Emily squints up at him, then swallows at his words

EMILY

(sighing.)

Well.  It isn’t me ya really should be askin’. It’d be proper a you t’ ask my father.

JOSEPH

(stays his position.)

I wanna know if ya will.  I’ll ask yur pa when I’m sure ya will.

Emily smiles down at him biting her lip as he takes her hand and slips the ring on her finger, a goodly sized diamond.

EMILY

(w/tears.)

I like weddings. 

(pause.)

I haven’ been t’a weddin’ in ages.

Emily watches him come to his feet.

JOSEPH

(smiling.)

I’ll ask Mr. Conrad then.  

Emily looks up at him with tears in his eyes and they kiss.

FADE OUT:

The End.

