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FADE | N:
EXT. WASHI NGTQN, DC - SPRI NG DAY 2012

CASSIE, a pretty girl of 19, sits in the back of a cab, deep
in contenplation. She fidgets with a |ocket around her neck
as she heads through nodern day Washi ngton, D.C. The
monunent s and maj estic buildings of the Capitol roll by.

EXT. /I NT. LIBRARY OF CONGRESS - CONTI NUOUS

At the top of endless steps, she hesitates to take in the
buil ding's intimdating grandeur.

I nside, a procession of tourists snakes through a | ong
entrance line. Cassie hands her ID to a guard.

GUARD #1
Resear cher ?

Cassi e nods.

The guard snorts skeptically, but indicates a private doorway
beyond the queue.

She enters a vacuous and forebodi ng maze of corridors.
Tensely, she lays her possessions in the security conveyor
and passes through the security arch before facing a final
sentinel behind a counter.

CASSI E
Can you tell me howto get to the
Rar e Books section?

GUARD #2
(wi t hout | ooking up)
El evator to the second fl oor.

As Cassi e heads away, he barks

GUARD #2 (CONT' D)
Bel ongi ngs stay here.

Cassi e turns and surrenders her bag. He waits.

GUARD #2 (CONT' D)
Everyt hi ng.

CASSI E
| was hoping to get sone pictures.

He gl ares. Flustered, Cassie hands over her notebook and
canera, takes the offered receipt and bolts for the el evator.



2.

Ornately carved wooden doors in an otherw se barren hal |l way
beckon on the second floor. A sign reads: "Rare Book and
Speci al Col |l ecti ons Readi ng Roonf. She turns the knob.

| NT. RARE BOOK AND SPECI AL COLLECTI ONS READI NG ROOM -
CONTI NUOUS

Cassie stands in an inposing roomthat hails from anot her

era: ol d-fashi oned bookshel ves frane the chanber; |ong readi ng
tabl es and antique chairs sit at the center, and a | arge
bronze chandelier with an eagle atop conplete the antiquated
appear ance.

She approaches the LIBRARI AN, an ol der, stern | ooking wonman
wi th piercing eyes behind a pair of glasses perched on her
nose.

CASSI E
H. |'ma research student at GU
| requested an ol d book from your
col | ecti on.

LI BRARI AN
Have you filled out the necessary
paper work?

CASS| E
Yes. It's all here.

The Librarian reads over the proffered docunents when
sonet hi ng catches her eye. She | ooks up, disbelievingly, at
Cassi e.

LI BRARI AN
The Kirkham Grammar book?

CASSI E
Yes.

The Librarian studies Cassie carefully. Cassie |ooks away,
finding renewed interest in her |ocket.

LI BRARI AN
Have a seat.

Cassie noves to a table and fidgets with a pencil to pass
the intermnable tine. Inadvertently, it flicks across the
tabl etop and the noi se echoes in the unnerving silence.

Anot her Librarian | ooks up disapprovingly. Cassie swallows
har d.

A gentleman admres a painting in the far corner of the room
and Cassi e approaches.



He ponders a beautiful portrait of a handsome, bl ue-grey
eyed, young Abraham Lincoln standing in a |large room he
appears to deliver a speech to a snmall gathering.

CENTLEMAN
(whi spering)

Cassi e nods and noves forward to read a small plaque: "A
Li ncol n, 1834. Debating Society, New Salem |IL. Artist
Unknown. "

CASS| E
| wonder at the artist.

CENTLEMAN
A very tal ented young wonan.

When Cassi e raises an eyebrow, he continues

CENTLEMAN ( CONT' D)
| "' m sure.

The first Librarian reappears; she carries a plastic book

hol der and a small box. Cerenoniously, she places the hol der
upon a table and renoves a snmall, well-worn book fromthe
box. Reverently, she deposits it onto the hol der.

Cassie returns to the table, imediately drawn to the tiny
artifact.

CASSI| E
Can | touch it?

Ll BRARI AN
(Di spar agi ngly)
You may. However, as one of our
nmost val ued American treasures, we
expect you will handle it with the
ut nrost care and respect.

G ngerly, Cassie opens the cracked |eather cover and turns a
few pages. After a few mnutes, she turns back to the first
page. She notices a hand witten note taped to the inside
cover. Awe-struck, she quietly reads al oud,

CASSI E
... Please to pay the bearer thirty
dollars and this shall be your receipt
for the sane ... A Lincoln. March
8, 1832."

She is then diverted by pretty, femnine witing on the top
of the opposing page. She reads on,



CASSI E ( CONT' D)
"Ann M Rutl edge."

Then further down,

CASSI E (CONT' D)
"Love like a glorious vision re-
arises.”

As she reads, Cassie's fingertips lightly skimthe witing.
On contact, her fingers begin to tingle. She tries to rub
the feeling away.

CASSI E ( CONT' D)
(to herself)
That' s odd.

The Librarian clears her throat and Cassie suddenly renmenbers
her .

LI BRARI AN
Are you through with our book?

Cassi e begins to close the book, but pauses to exam ne Ann's
signature on the page once nore. She touches it. Again,
the same prickle occurs. Cassie |ooks to the Librarian.

CASSI E
Who was Ann Rut | edge?

LI BRARI AN
A | egend.

Cassi e holds her gaze steady. This tinme, it is the stern
ol der woman who | ooks away.

LI BRARI AN ( CONT' D)
It was runored that, as a young man
of twenty-one, Lincoln fell in |ove
with a girl named Ann while living
in New Salem A young wonan who
supposedl y changed his life.

Then, facing Cassie,

LI BRARI AN ( CONT' D)
O course, there is no evidence to
support the nyth.

CASSI E
But, Ann's nane is in this book and
so is his. And the quote froma
| ove sonnet

Abruptly, the Librarian snatches the book from Cassie.



LI BRARI AN
It means absol utely nothing!

Cassie startles at the sudden outburst and the Librarian
qui ckly regai ns her nono-tonal conposure.

L1 BRARI AN ( CONT' D)
Books were difficult to cone by in
t hose days; passed from person to

person. It is nore likely that it
cane into her possession sone tinme
after.

She turns on her heels, book in hand, and | eaves Cassie to
wonder after her.

EXT. /I NT. GEORGETOMN UNI VERSI TY CAFE - LATER

Eyes on the pavenent, arns tightly crossed, Cassie anbles
past the founder's statue perched majestically on the
mani cured lawn. |ts stone signage reads: "Georgetown
University, est. 1789."

AOd Healey Hall, with its Romanesque architecture and ti nmeworn
clock tower, loons in the distance. |Its clock chines the
di nner hour as Cassie enters the University Café.

She goes straight for the food Iine, grabs soup and a drink.
She bobs and weaves in search of her favorite treat.

WOVAN
Saved the | ast one just for you.

An ol d black woman behind the food di spl ay shakes her head
and chuckl es.

Sm ling her thanks, Cassie triunphantly places the coveted
chocol at e pudding on her tray. Just then, she is spied by
her roommate, SARAH, a vivacious, antithesis of Cassie, who
sits nearby.

SARAH
Cassi e! Over herel!

Cassie turns toward Sarah's voice only to collide with

TRI STEN, a young nan dressed for baseball. Despite their
mutual attenpts to keep her tray upright, its contents spill.
Clunsily, Cassie lunges for the pudding, managing to catch

it before it hits the ground.

Her face registers relief then turns scarlet with the
realization that she now commands an audi ence. A snicker
di srupts her victory and breaks the ensuing silence.
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Mortified, she turns her attention to Tristen, who w pes the
the remants of her dinner fromhis clothes.

CASSI E
h! 1'mso sorry! Let ne...

Cassie's futile attenpts to assist himin cleaning up worsen
the situation. Tristen is forced to back away.

TRI STEN
It's K Really, it's &K

Anwkward sil ence foll ows, then

TRI STEN ( CONT' D)
So, how are you?

CASSI E
Good, good. Thanks.

Anot her painful silence stretches on. Finally,

TRI STEN

Hey, are you conming to the gane

toni ght ?
CASSI E

(Awkwar dl y)

Nah. 1've got work to catch up on

But hey, |I'msure you'll do great!
TRI STEN

Yeah. Though, | guess | should work

on ny catching skills.

Tristen chortles; Cassie doesn't |laugh. Mre unconfortable
silence, then

TRI STEN ( CONT' D)
(Nervously)
Listen, Formal is com ng up and |
was wondering if maybe you wanted to
go ... together.

CASSI E
Ch. Tristen. I'mreally not nuch
for dancing and 1'd be a terrible
date anyway. But, thanks for thinking
of ne.

TRI STEN
Sure. Sure. Well, if you change
your mnd...



CASSI E

Ri ght, thanks.

A dejected Tristen linps toward his teammate's table and the
inevitable ribbing that awaits. Cassie, eyes downcast again,

pays for her

puddi ng and nmakes her way to her roommate.

SARAH
Hey, are you O K ?

CASSI E
Yeah, but | just had the strangest
experi ence.

SARAH

Bei ng asked out is not strange.
Saying no as often as you do
definitely is, though

No.

CASS| E
That's not what | neant.

Earlier, | -

SARAH

- Are you ever going to say yes?

CASSI E

What do you nean?

SARAH

Cassie, we've been friends forever.
GQuys drool over you and you don't
even care. You never go out and you
never want to neet anyone. It's a
perfectly good waste of your beauty
if you ask ne.

Cassi e | ooks back uneasily at the table filled with jocks.
Her eyes betray a fleeting, profound yearning before she
veils her desire, her countenance resolute as she faces Sarah.

CASSI E

Look, you know ny dad works really
hard to keep nme here. Wth nom gone,

just want himto be happy; to be

proud of ne.

SARAH

Cassie, he is proud of you. And,
your mom woul d be too, but it's
time for you to nove on, to stop
hi di ng behi nd your history books.

Cassi e glances at the time on her phone.



CASSI E
|'ve got to go see Professor Owens.

She jerks up, severing any further discussion.

SARAH
Are you going to eat that?

Cassi e's deneanor softens. She hands Sarah her nost prized
i ndul gence.

CASSI E
You're a good friend.

Si ghi ng, Sarah opens the pudding and savors a nout hful. She
wat ches Cassie's retreat and calls out wstfully,

SARAH
" myour only friend.

EXT. /I NT. GEORGETOMN UNI VERSI TY, HI STORY DEPT. - CONTI NUOUS

At the entrance of A d North, Cassie admres the plaque
affi xed to the doorway.

It records the nanes of all the Presidents who have entered
the hall owed, white-stoned edifice. George Washington's
name is at the top, Lincoln's a little further down.

Reachi ng the second-fl oor office, she taps on the professor's
door.

CASSI| E
Pr of essor ?

PROFESSOR OVENS pl aces papers into a briefcase at his desk
A handsome man of dark features, not yet thirty, he smles
at her arrival, though his smle doesn't quite reach his
eyes.

H's small, cranped office brinms with dusty books and civil
war nmenorabilia. On a table nearby sits an old ivory chess
set.

PROFESSOR
Cassie! Cone on in. Sit down.

Cassie starts toward a chair, but stops to anal yze the gane.
Intent on a nove, she picks up one of the tiny figurines.

It, too, tingles at her touch. Alarned, she quickly repl aces
t he pi ece and shakes out her hand.

The Professor discretely watches.



PROFESSOR ( CONT' D)
So, how are you progressing with
your paper on Lincoln, the self-nmade
man?

CASSI E
| was at the Library of Congress
t oday | ooking up his grammar book
i ke you suggest ed.

The Professor's novenents suddenly still.

PROFESSOR
The Kirkham s G ammar book.

He holds his breath before asking,

PROFESSOR ( CONT' D)
Did you have an opportunity to exam ne
it?

CASS| E
Yes. | held it.

Cassi e | ooks down at her hands. The Professor studies her
carefully, seem ng to understand sonething. Wen he finds
his voice again, it sounds far off, nostalgic.

PROFESSOR
It's a great treasure. Lincoln first
studied with it in New Sal em
II'linois, the place schol ars say
becane his "alma mater"” in nore ways
t han one.

CASSI E
What was so special about New Sal enf

PROFESSOR
It was there that Lincoln began his
remar kabl e transformati on from
backwoodsman to gifted statesman.

He takes a deep breath and gives Cassie a furtive gl ance.

PROFESSOR ( CONT' D)
However, it's also the place where,
t hrough a tragic and pai nful
experi ence, he al nost broke.

CASSI E
Did it involve Ann Rutl edge?

The distant chime fromthe bell tower punctures the heavy
silence. The Professor finally nods.
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CASSI E ( CONT' D)
Professor, there are literally
t housands of books written about
Li ncol n. Wy haven't we ever heard

of Ann?
PROFESSOR
The | egend of Ann was buried a |ong
ti me ago.
CASSI E
Why ?

He wal ks around the desk to stand before her, sonber.

PROFESSOR
Li ncol n came very close to | osing
himsel f after their affair, and, if
he had, it would have altered the
course of history. That's not a
story his allies ever want told. W
all have secrets. W all have a
pi ece of history to protect.

CASSI E
What happened between thenf

The Professor gazes pensively at Cassie, but does not answer
her questi on.

PROFESSOR
Cassie, take your time with this
story. Let it conpel you and you'l
get all the answers you need.

EXT. /I NT. GEORGETOMN UNI VERSI TY, HI STORY DEPT. - CONTI NUOUS

Still reflecting on their conversation and oblivious to her
surroundi ngs, Cassie exits the Professor's office. Reaching
the el evator, she finds it out of order. A STUDENT wal ks
past, shakes his head and nutters.

STUDENT
What do you expect froma decrepit
ol d buil di ng?

Resi gned, she heads to the central staircase.

As she grasps the rail with her still tingling hand, she is
i nexplicably drawn to two figures who speak on the | anding
above.

She stops m d-step and her eyes lock with those of a famliar
| ooki ng, dark haired YOUNG MAN wi th soul ful blue-grey eyes.
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They stand transfixed until the ol der man besi de hi m begins
t he conversation anew.

OLDER MAN
So, how long wll you be staying
with us, young nan?

The magi cal nmonent dispelled, Cassie grudgingly prepares to
descend, but stops, frozen. The staircase below is gone.
They now stand in the large roomfromthe painting.

Everyt hi ng has changed.
| NT. NEW SALEM |LLINO S - SPRI NG DAY 1832.

Bew | dered, yet intrigued, Cassie returns her attention to
the YOUNG MAN. He is now dressed sinply in the well-worn
cl othes of another era. Though not classically handsone,
there is sonmething alluring and charm ng about him

YOUNG MAN
My apol ogi es?

OLDER MAN
| was inquiring as to how |long wll
you be staying with us in New Sal em

YOUNG MAN
Can't say for sure. |I'mhoping to
study law while clerking at the store.
|'d be nmuch obliged if we could work
out weekly terns.

OLDER MAN
And your fam|ly?

YOUNG MAN
Don't have much left; |ost a brother
in infancy, ny sister a year ago.
My not her when | was nine.

Cassie's hand goes instinctively to the her | ocket.

OLDER MAN
Well, we'll work sonething out.

YOUNG MAN
Thank you, M. Rutl edge.

A kindly man, MR RUTLEDGE continues, but the young man's
attention is diverted yet again. This tinme, however, it is
the beautiful, self-possessed young wonan who stands besi de
Cassi e who captures his interest.
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Cassie turns to view the interloper and is stunned to cone
face to face with a mrror inmage of herself.

Bef ore Cassie can nove or utter a word, ANOTHER YOUNG MAN,
finely dressed, appears. He glances in the direction of the
men, then places a possessive arm around the young woman and
a chaste kiss upon her cheek.

YOUNG WOVAN
John, you nustn't.

At the reproach, he steps away, but his actions do not escape
the men who descend toward them M. Rutl edge, keenly aware
of the Boarder's interest has an adnoni shnent of his own.

MR. RUTLEDGE

(To Boarder)
Wat ch your step, young man. She is
as smart as she is beautiful, and
you won't be the first to | ose your
heart.

(Then resignedly)
But as you can see, you nmay have
conme too late for the warning.

Annoyed, the young man qui ckly assesses his adversary before
stepping forward for introductions.

MR. RUTLEDGE ( CONT' D)
M. Lincoln. 1'd like you to neet
my daughter, M ss Ann Rutl edge, and
her fiancé, M. John MNeil.

Cassie let's out an audi ble gasp. It goes unnoti ced.

LI NCOLN struggles to regain his conposure fromthe unfortunate
news.

LI NCOLN
M ss Rutledge, M. MNeil, how do
you do?

JOHN MCNEI L, having noticed LINCOLN S consternation at the
glad tidings, masks his own displ easure as he takes Lincoln's
prof f ered hand.

MCNEI L
How do you do, M. Lincoln?

Lincoln turns to Ann. They study one another briefly before
she | owers her eyes, remaining as nute and unnovi ng as Cassi e.

In an attenpt to |l essen the stilted nonent, M. Rutledge
interjects.



13.

MR. RUTLEDGE
M. Lincoln will be | odging with us
while he clerks at Ofut's and studies
| aw.

Ann | ooks up at Lincoln with renewed interest, and her
response grates on MNeil.

MCNEI L
Law i n the backwoods, M. Lincoln?
Looki ng to becone a sel f-nmade man

i ke our illustrious President
Jackson?
L1 NCOLN
(Sharply)
No. I'ma Henry Clay man, M. MNeil.
And, 1'd consider nyself fortunate

to possess even a nodicum of his
political abilities.

MCNEI L
Ah! A Whig and an aspiring
politician! Tell us then, how are
you at speech-nmaki ng, M. Lincoln?

LI NCOLN
| guess we'll find out soon enough.
|"mrunning for a seat in the Illinois

Ceneral Assenbly cone Novenber.

At this, MNeil endeavors further one-upmanshi p:

MCNEI L
Vll, as luck would have it, M.
Lincoln, I'm consi dered one of the
best witers in these parts. 1'd be
happy to take a | ook at your speech.
After all, wasn't it your man C ay

who sai d speech-nmaki ng was Caesar's
great est power?

Exasperated, Ann finally finds her voi ce.

ANN
Yes, and | ook at how well that turned
out for him

McNei | bl anches, Ann smrks and Lincoln endeavors to suppress
a smle. Collecting hinself,

MCNEI L
Well, | should be on ny way.
(Ext endi ng hi s hand)
M. Lincoln. M. Rutledge. Ann.
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He hastily departs and a chagrined father chooses to do the
sane.

MR. RUTLEDGE
M. Lincoln, let me show you to your
room
Wde grin still apparent, Lincoln extends his hand to Ann in
farewel |
L1 NCOLN

It was a distinct pleasure to make
your acquai ntance.

ANN
The pl easure was mne, M. Lincoln.

As their palnms neet, they experience an innmedi ate and intense
connection. Unnerved by the sensation, Ann wi thdraws from
hi s grasp.

As nen depart, Cassie notices they pass a dark figure. He
sits silently in a corner of the Tavern having observed the
entire exchange.

Cassie whirls back toward Ann. Instead, she finds herself
al one on the second floor |anding of the Hi story building.

She | eans against the staircase railing and sighs. She cl oses
her eyes and rubs her tingling hand.

I NT. CASSIE S DORM - NEXT DAY

Eyes cl osed, Cassie takes a deep whiff of the freshly baked
muf fi n passi ng under her nose.

CASSI E
Chocol ate Chi p, Mcha Fudge.

SARAH
Br eakfast of chanpi ons!

Cassi e opens her eyes and grabs the pastry from Sarah, who,
acconpani ed by her friend ABBY, a shallow brook kind of girl,
pounces on Cassie's bed.

SARAH ( CONT' D)
You m ssed breakfast again, sleepy
head. And, since you also m ssed
all the fun last night, why are you
the only one still in bed?

Cassie takes a bite of chocol ate heaven.
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CASSI E
Ummm | was having the nost vivid,
incredi ble dream There was this
girl who | ooked just |ike nme, and
the cutest guy | have ever seen.

Sitting up, she retrieves her |ocket fromits post near her
not her' s phot ograph on the bedstand. She slips it on and
grabs her |aptop while Sarah changes her cl ot hes.

SARAH
Hey, we're going to the gym want to
cone? You're gonna need it after
that two thousand cal ori e breakfast.

CASSI E
Thanks, but 1've got to finish
sonet hi ng.
SARAH
Still working on that paper?
CASSI E
Yeah. | need to get it done.

Especially now that I'mstarting to
dream about it.

ABBY
| thought you said you were dream ng
about cute guys. 1'd like to wite
a paper on cute guys!

CASSI E
Not cute guys, one cute guy. |It's
about Lincol n.

ABBY
Hi s nane is Lincoln?

SARAH
Abby! The paper's about President
Li ncol n.

ABBY

On! Ugh! Cassie, we really need to
tal k about your taste in nen.

Sarah rolls her eyes.

Cassie half-listens as Abby prattles on. She searches "Ann
Rut | edge"” on her lap top, but no worthwhile matches cone up.
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ABBY ( CONT' D)

You know, | had a class trip to Ford's
Theater |ast senester. God, it was
awf ul .

I gnoring her, Cassie tries again using the search term "New
Salem Illinois". This tinme, she finds a website dedicated
to the old village.

ABBY ( CONT' D)
They had his bl oody clothes and the
gun, oh, and a picture of the stuff
that was in his pockets the night he
was assassi nat ed.

Cassi e opens the web page and is surprised to |l earn that the
Village of New Salemstill exists. She reads the contents
of the page in earnest, whispering to herself.

CASSI E
It's been restored.

SARAH
VWhat's restored?

Cassie clicks on a "Founders and Pioneers" |ink and scrolls
t hrough sketches of its early residents.

One drawing in particular stuns her. It is of a young woman
whose features are strikingly simlar to her own; a wonmnan

who | ooks eerily identical to the the young woman in Cassie's
dr eam

CASSI E
VWait. How is that possible?

Cassie clicks on the caption: "Ann Rutl edge, 1832."

CASSI E ( CONT' D)
Ch, ny Cod...

At Cassie's exclamation, Abby takes a peek at her screen and
notices the resenbl ance.

ABBY
Hey! Wiy is there a picture of you

on that website? And, why are you
dressed like that?

Fri ghtened, Cassie abruptly closes her | aptop.
Now changed, Sarah approaches.

SARAH
VWhat website?



Agai n, Cassie ignores her question.

CASSI E

Abby, you're fromlllinois.
ABBY

Yeah? So?
CASSI E

If | wanted to travel to the centra
part of the state, what's the quickest

way ?

ABBY
Wll, St. Louis is an hour away.
Why ?

CASSI E

| think there's sonething |I've got

to do there.

SARAH
VWhat are you tal ki ng about ?

Cassi e shakes her head.
CASSI E
| don't know. | can't explainit.
But, | think I've got to go there
and check sonet hi ng out.
Sarah and Abby | ook at her questioningly.

SARAH

And when exactly were you planning

on doing this?

CASSI E
We have a | ong weekend com ng up.

The friends | ook at one another, brows rais

ABBY
Www. A long, cold weekend in
I1linois. Awesone.

SARAH
Cassi e, what about your dad? He'
expecting you hone.
Cassi e doesn't answer.

As Sarah and Abby depart, Cassie opens her
pi cks up her phone and di al s.

ed.

S

| apt op again,

17.
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CASSI E
Hey, Dad. | was just wondering ...

CUT TO
EXT. ST. LOU S/ ILLINOS TRAVEL SCENES - TWO DAYS LATER

Cassie asks for directions at the rental counter of the
airport. She picks out her car, puts the key in the ignition
and the notor roars to life.

Finally behind the wheel, she | eaves the |Iot and her old
wor | d behi nd.

During her journey, she recollects her previous telephone
conversation

CASSIE (V.0Q0)
Hey, Dad. | was just wondering ...

DAD (V. Q)
(I'nterrupting)
Cassi e! Honey, how are you? How s
school ? When do you head hone?

CASSIE (V.0Q)
"' mgood. Everything's good. Listen,
Dad, |'m not com ng hone.

Si |l ence, and then,

DAD (V. Q)
| don't understand. It's been a really
I ong tine, Cass.

Cassi e nervously plays with the | ocket around her neck.

CASSI| E
| know.

DAD
| thought we'd take a trip nearby.
Maybe do a thene park.
(Hi s voi ce softens)
Remenber how nuch you and your nother
| oved roller coasters?

The scenery gets darker, grayer, as she nmakes her way.

CASSIE (V.0Q)
Pl ease, Dad; that was a long tinme
ago.



DAD (V.Q)
|"msorry. | don't nmean to upset
you.

CASSIE (V.0Q)
No. It's fine. Really. |It's just
: well, I"'mtraveling to Illinois
for a couple of days.

As Cassie gets closer to New Salem the surroundi

denser and nore rural.

and wooden barns, and then an old rickety bridge.

DAD (V. Q)
[11inois?

CASSIE (V. Q)
Yeah. | need to find sonething.

19.

ngs becone

She passes anti quated cl apboard houses

As she crosses the bridge, an elderly man, bent by the side
of the road, straightens to watch her progress.
in old-era clothing, but Cassie does not see him

Si | ence.

Cassi e sighs and anxiously rubs her | ocket again.

DAD (V. Q)
(Unconvi nci ngl y)
Sure. | understand. Research. Do
you need anything? Do you want nme to
conme out there with you?

CASSIE (V. 0)

No. It's O K
(Pause)
Dad?
DAD (V. Q)
Yeah?

CASSIE (V.0QO)
Maybe you shoul d take that trip.
You know, with friends. Maybe, it's
time you did sonething fun; live a
little.

DAD (V.Q)
"1l think about it. In the nean-
time, just keep in touch so I know
you' re safe.

CASSIE (V. Q)
|"ve got to go now.

He is dressed
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DAD (V. O.)
0 K.

Cassie lets out a deep, loud, |ong breath.

A wooden sign indicates the direction of New Salemto the
left. She turns off the main and onto an unpaved road.

EXT. NEW SALEM |LLINO S - CONTI NUQUS

An ol d black man, weary and tattered, crouches unseen near
an outcrop of bushes. He watches warily as Cassie's car
approaches the entrance of the sleepy village.

She parks near an Information Center and takes in her
surroundi ngs. The main thoroughfare, a narrow dirt | ane
lined wwth a dozen quai nt houses and shops, stretches
abandoned before her.

Despite the solitude, Cassie visibly rel axes.

| NT. | NFORMATI ON CENTER, NEW SALEM - CONTI NUQUS

Cassie enters the small wooden edifice, barren save for

phot ographs and paintings on the walls. At a small desk in
the corner sits a young GUI DE of 20, eager to share know edge.

GUl DE
Hell o! Welcone to New Sal em

CASSI| E
Thanks.

Cassi e approaches the young man who junps up to greet her.

GUl DE

Can | interest you in a guided tour?
CASSI E

Actually, 1'm doing sonme research on

Lincoln and I was hoping to tal k
Wi th sonmeone about his tinme here.

GUI DE
Sure. The best way to do that would
be to take a guided tour.

Cassi e scans the roomfor a Tour Cui de.
CASSI E
(Doubt ful | y)
K. Geat. Who gives the tours?

GUl DE
| do.



21.

Cassie casts hima friendly, yet dubious |look. He takes the
skepticismin stride.

GUI DE ( CONT' D)

Look, I'ma history major at Wash U
| intern here on breaks. Believe
me, there's nore to experience here
t han you can i magi ne.

(Then pl ayful ly)
Besides, | know all kinds of stuff
you might find interesting.

Cassi e | aughs.

CASSI E
Right, but...

She stops m d-sentence, as she catches sight of a painting
on the wall behind him

CASSI E ( CONT' D)
VWhat is that a painting of?

The Cuide studies Cassie intently. He answers w thout
t urni ng.

GUI DE
Ann.

CASSI E
Yes.

Cassi e | ooks at the Guide, and then slowy makes her way to
the artwork, clearly disturbed.

A young woman, her resenbl ance to Cassie unm stakable, lies
on a bed, very ill. Her beloved, his back to the artist,
| ovingly swabs her forehead wth a handkerchi ef.

Cassie's face transforns with awareness. Her voice shakes,
barely audi bl e, as she asks the question she fears she knows
t he answer to.

CASSI E ( CONT' D)
But, what is it a painting of?

GUl DE
Her deat h.

Cassie grips the desk chair tightly for support. She turns
to the Quide.

CASSI| E
VWhen?



22.

GUl DE
1835. She was 22.

CASSI E
He was with her.

The @Gui de nods.

GUl DE
You know, he al nbst doesn't recover.

Gently, but decidedly, he adds

GUI DE ( CONT' D)
That's why you're here. Isn't it?

Cassie stares at him sonmehow frightened by his words.

CASS| E
| think I1'lIl take a wal k. Al one.

She heads for the door and he calls out.

GUl DE
You'll need a map.

She doesn't respond as she steps outside.
EXT. GRAVEYARD, NEW SALEM | LLINO S - CONTI NUOUS

Cassi e wanders the deserted village. Dazed and reeling from
the news of Ann's early dem se, she sees not hing.

Unawar e of just how her feet have brought her there, she
stands before a churchyard cenmetery. She shudders.

FLASHBACK - | NT. CASSIE S BEDROOM - DAY
A tearful, nine-year old Cassie sits on her bed, clutching a

stuffed bear. Her father, still wearing scrubs, sits with
her and expl ai ns,

FATHER
Honey, Monmmy's gone. | tried so
hard, but nothing could be done.
CASSI E
(whi spering)

| can try, Daddy.

FATHER
No, Honey, you can't fix this. She's
not com ng back. Do you understand?
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Littl e Cassie rubs her |ocket and nods.
END OF FLASHBACK
EXT. GRAVEYARD, NEW SALEM | LLINO S - CONTI NUOUS
Cassi e stands at the entryway and peers in uncertainly.
After a noment she straightens, decided, and wal ks through
t he gate.

The graves of town folk |long departed greet her, M. and
Ms. Bale and Fannie Bale, Billy and Estee G een.

She lingers at a stone marking the resting place of "Mentor
G ahant'.

A | arger headstone nearby glistens in the sunlight. It
beckons, and she stops before it to read the inscription:

"I am Ann Rutl edge Who sl eeps beneath these weeds, Bel oved
of Abraham Li ncol n, Wedded to him not through union, But

t hrough separation, Bloomforever, O Republic, Fromthe dust
of ny bosom "

Cassie's eyes fill wth tears. Slowy, yet determ nedly, she
reaches out and touches the engraved words, "I am Ann
Rut | edge".

She cl oses her eyes and takes a deep, steadying breath.
When she opens her eyes, once again, everything is different.

EXT. NEW SALEM |LLINOS - SUMMER DAY 1832

The village bustles with vibrant activity as old-tinmers go
about their day.

Cassie turns back in the direction of the snall Information
Center. It is gone.

She takes a few tentative steps out of the graveyard and
calls out to a passerby,

CASSI E
Excuse ne, | ...

The villager continues on his way w thout hearing her.
A coupl e argues nearby. She tries again.

CASSI E ( CONT' D)
|"mvery sorry, but | don't know...

They carry on with their bickering.
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A sign above the doorway of a wooden structure nearby stops
her: "Rutl edge Tavern". Quickly, she makes her way to its
door .

| NT. RUTLEDGE TAVERN, NEW SALEM - CONTI NUOUS

Cassie hesitates with astoni shment. The nman of her dreans
waits inside.

The handsone young man from school, her Lincoln, works busily
at a table, head bent over his papers in the now famliar
room

She approaches hi mand sees the Kirkham G anmar book at his
side. He takes a pocket watch out of his trousers, and then
| ooks up and through Cassie.

LI NCOLN
John?

John McNeil wal ks past Cassie, places an edited draft of
Li ncol n's speech before himon the table and stands over his
shoul der.

MCNEI L
Take a | ook. This should do it, Abe.

Cassi e inches closer just as a young wonman cones in from
anot her room Cassie recogni zes Ann.

The nmen rise at her approach. John kisses her forehead;
Lincoln briefly | ooks away, unconfortable with the display.

Ann's smle warns at the sight of Lincoln and his
reci procating expression confirns his own feelings.

L1 NCOLN
Good norning, Mss Rutledge. How
|"ve m ssed our norning sparring!
You know too well that breakfast
just isn't the sanme without a hearty
treatise on the nerits of abolition
to wash it down.

Ann | aughs, takes a pot fromthe side board and begins to
pour him coffee.

ANN
Ment or Graham comenced our studies
earlier |ast week, M. Lincoln.
But, don't despair. Gven the recent
uprisings in the South, | can easily
prom se you doubl e portions of our
rhetoric in the weeks to cone.



John, unsettled by the topic and their famliarity,
but condescendi ngly, reproaches Ann.

MCNEI L
Ann, you know it isn't right for
young wonen to be vocal on political
matters, especially in the conpany
of nen.

Li ncol n notes the censure.

L1 NCOLN
On the contrary, John. | find the
views of an enlightened wonman nost
appeal i ng.
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softly,

Ann beans, while John, irritated by the retort, responds

MCNEI L
We shoul d get back to your speech
Abe. The election is two nonths
away.

L1 NCOLN
Per haps M ss Rutl edge would like to
hear it.

MCNEI L
| don't think -

ANN
- l've read it.

Both nmen stare at her, w de-eyed.

ANN ( CONT' D)
(Def ensi vel y)
You left it on the table after
breakfast, the week before | ast.

Li ncol n chuckl es.
LI NCOLN

Then won't you share your opinion of
it wwth us?

Ann replaces the urn before turning to face himdirectly.

ANN
It articul ates your political
positions quite well, M. Lincoln.
However, | do find the speech | acking

in one area.
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McNeil bristles with indignation, while Lincoln appears
hunor ed.

L1 NCOLN
Real | y? And which area m ght that
be, M ss Rutl edge?

Ann snooths her skirt and hesitates briefly before answering.

ANN
It doesn't give the voter a true
under st andi ng of your character, M.
Lincoln. Men vote for the nan as
much as the issue.

Li ncol n now | ooks at Ann intently.

LI NCOLN
(softly)
And what do you feel should be said
of me, Mss Rutl edge?

She gl ances at John, but then focuses again squarely on
Li ncol n.

ANN
Wul d you not say that we are better
defined by our struggles and sorrows
t han by our successes?

LI NCOLN
| woul d.

ANN
Then share these with your
constituency, M. Lincoln, so that
they may better understand the
humanity of the man they wll
ultimately choose.

Li ncoln, visibly inpacted by her words, cannot take his eyes
from hers.

MCNEI L
We shoul d get back to our endeavor
i n earnest, Abe.
Ann takes the cue.

ANN
Good day, gentlenen.

As she wal ks away, McNeil utters under his breath
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MCNEI L
That is precisely why wonen do not
vot e.

Li ncol n and Cassie | ook at hi mincredul ously.

Cassie turns and follows Ann, curious to see what w || happen
next .

EXT. NEW SALEM |LLINO S - AUTUWN DAY 1833

In search of Ann, Cassie finds herself once again surrounded
by villagers unaware of her presence. Unsure of her next
step, she turns at the sound of |aughter.

A young | ady of twenty scoops up her straw hat blown by a
cool wind. Cassie buttons her Iight sweater and hugs her
shoul ders.

ESTEE
You must tell mel!

Ann | aughs again and takes Estee's armas they stroll.

ESTEE ( CONT' D)
Ch do tell! What is in your hand?
Have you received a passionate letter
fromyour one true | ove?

ANN
Hardly, Estee. John's been gone for
nmore than a year and his letters
grow | ess ardent and nore infrequent.
Now, he tal ks of staying away anot her
si X nont hs.

As they anble by, Cassie notes Estee's strong resenbl ance to
her roonmate, Sarah. Amazed, she follows themtoward O fut's
Grocery and Dry Goods.

A group of boisterous nen stands outside the small store,
Lincoln with them

ESTEE
(Quietly)

Ann, have you considered that he
m ght not conme back?

ANN
O course | have, but what can | do?

Wil e the young wonen remain absorbed in their conversation,
a smtten Lincoln attentively watches their arrival.
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All the while his friend, BILLY, who bears a simlarity to
the Guide, brags of Lincoln's physical agility and skill.
Hi s attention el sewhere, Lincoln pays no heed.

BILLY
|"ve seen himsplit rails at tw ce
t he speed of nobst nmen and |'ve wat ched
himlift 1000 pounds of shot.
tell you there's no man stronger in
111 nois!

Anmong the gathered is JACK ARMGTRONG, a burly local westling
chanpion. H's friends carefully gauge his reaction to the
boasti ng.

Ol i vi ous, Ann and Estee conti nue,

ESTEE
Ann Marie Rutl edge! You are the
nost i ndependent m nded worman | have
ever net! Wite himback and break
it off!

ANN
Estee! You know | cannot. He's gone
to care for his famly while his
father is ill. Howwould it |ook?
It's a matter of honor.

Estee finally notices the nen.

ESTEE
And, whose honor do you think is
bei ng conprom sed in this situation?

Ann follows her gaze. She becones defensive.

ANN
Marrying John would afford ny famly
a nmeasure of relief. Father could
take things easier. M brothers
could finally get a real education.

ESTEE
Schooling is your dream Ann, not
theirs. Please, don't settle!

In his continued inattention, Lincoln inadvertently agrees
to a westling match with Arnstrong to take place on the
spot. The nen busily make their wagers.

Smrking, Billy comes to deliver the news.

BI LLY
Two out of three pins wins the match.
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LI NCOLN
What ?

BI LLY
You' re up agai nst Arnstrong.

LI NCOLN
What ?!

Fl abber gasted, Lincoln sizes up his opponent. Aware that he
must go through with the match or appear cowardly, he scow s
at Billy and reluctantly marches toward t he eager contender.

LI NCOLN ( CONT' D)
You're a mghty good friend, Billy.

Arnmstrong gives Lincoln an appreciative nod and a gl oating
smle, clearly anticipating a quick victory.

The fighters shake hands, renove their jackets, roll up their
sl eeves and circle each other cautiously. Arnstrong is

physi cal |y nore overpowering, but Lincoln, though |lanky, is
nmore physically adept and just as strong.

They circle, and the wonen, including Cassie, cone to a
standstill to watch.

Presently, Cassie overhears a nman who has just joined the
gat heri ng.

MAN #1 ( REPORTER)
Vell if it isn't Mentor G aham
Way, | haven't seen you since
Savannah!

She recogni zes himas the shadow figure of her dream

The man he speaks with bristles, but masks his unease with
his own response.

MAN #2 ( MENTOR)
Must be slow at the paper, Jones, if
t hey' ve got you covering a westling
mat ch between a state chanp and a
hapl ess | ocal .

Cassie is surprised to see that the man speaking with the
reporter is a slightly younger version of her professor.

Arnmstrong wins the first match, pinning Lincoln easily. The
men begin to hoot and holler; the wonen | ook on anxiously.

REPORTER
Hope you didn't wager much on that
one, Mentor.
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MVENTOR
Don't underestimte him Jones.

After a few mnutes, Lincoln pins Arnstrong just as
effortlessly and wins the second natch.

Ann tries to hide her pleasure, but her relief and delight
are evident to all.

Ment or gives the reporter a snug | ook.

REPORTER
Vell, well, maybe he'll be | uckier
inthis match than he was in the
political arena.

MENTOR

Don't fret it, Jones. He's been
studying wwth ne for a year now

He'll win a seat on the state Assenbly
next tinme around.

REPORTER
(Menaci ngl y)
Now, we woul dn't want that, would
we, Mentor? After all, | hear tel

he's an abolitionist.
At this remark, Mentor pales.
Shouting brings their attention back to the match.
Arnmstrong, frustrated and tired, attenpts an illegal nove.
Angered, Lincoln counters with a chokehold and Arnstrong's
friends, riled by the maneuver, rush in to give aid.

Billy junps into the fray and ineptly attenpts to protect
Li ncol n.

Finally, Lincoln releases Arnstrong, backs up against a wall
and grow s at the nmen, fists up.

LI NCOLN
Come on! 1'Il take you all, one at
atime. Wo'dlike to go next?
The nmen back away.

ARNVSTRONG
Leave hi m be!

Arnmstrong picks his jacket fromthe ground, saunters toward
Li ncol n.
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ARMSTRONG ( CONT' D)

We'll call it a draw
(Ext endi ng a hand)
You'll get no nore trouble from us.

Mat ch over, the crowd di sbands except for a few Mentor and
the reporter remain involved in a tense di scussion.

Billy picks up Lincoln's jacket and hands it to him As
they head toward the store, Lincoln steals a backward gl ance
at Ann and is rewarded with the sight of her beam ng

count enance.

Billy notices too, and smrking, teases him

BILLY
Finally got her attention. Knew it
woul d.

L1 NCOLN
Like | said, Billy, you're a mghty
good fri end.

Ment or Graham steals a glinpse of Ann and his expression
betrays his displeasure at this turn of events.

I NT. OFFUT' S GENERAL STORE - CONTI NUOUS

Li ncol n hol ds the door open of the quaint shop. Estee enters
first, exchanging flirtations with Billy.

Ann attenpts an air of nonchal ance as she passes, but suddenly
she sees a trickle of blood running down Lincoln's forehead.

ANN
My God! You're hurt!
LI NCOLN
It's nothing.
ANN

You' re bl eedi ng!
Lincol n touches his tenple, sees blood on his hand and sways.

I nstinctively, Ann takes an enbroi dered handkerchi ef from
her pocket and w pes his forehead.

At her touch, Lincoln takes a sharp inhale of breath. He
reaches up and places his own hand upon hers.

Nei t her seens able to nove their hand away until Ann realizes
others watch and wi thdraws, |eaving his hand alone to stem
t he bl eedi ng.



She tries again at indifference.

ANN ( CONT' D)
Really, M. Lincoln. 1Is it not nore
comendabl e to be admred for one's
intell ectual prowess?

He grins.

L1 NCOLN
Sonething tells nme that in that arena,
you' d have the better of nme, Mss
Rut | edge.

ANN
Well, if wonen had the opportunity
of an education, they certainly
woul dn't squander it fighting.

L1 NCOLN
Then | et them get an educati on.

ANN
Ha! Spoken |ike a man.

Li ncol n renoves t he handkerchi ef, but retains it.

L1 NCOLN
A sel f-made man, M ss Rutl edge.

He picks up the G ammar book fromthe store counter
and hands it to her.

LI NCOLN ( CONT' D)
Per haps you'll have better luck with
this than | did.

Curios, Ann takes the volune from his hands.

ANN
VWhat is it?

LI NCOLN
It's a book from Mentor G aham
Said it had the power to change
hi story.

He watches her eagerly |eaf through the pages.

LI NCOLN ( CONT' D)
Don't know about that, but what | do
know is that the resolution to succeed
is nore inportant than any one thing.
Man or woman, nekes no difference.

32.

near by
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At this, Ann closes the book and gi ves him her undivided
attention.

LI NCOLN ( CONT' D)
Ann, you can have what you want, if
you want it badly enough.

Surprised by his intimate use of her first name and the
underlyi ng nmessage of his remarks, Ann remains stockstill.

She and Lincoln gaze at one anot her again, as Estee cones up
and whi spers quietly to Ann.

ESTEE
It would be best to be on our way,
Ann.

Ann acqui esces.

They wal k past the reporter and Mentor, whose unfathomabl e
expression rests on Ann, and then the book in her hand.

Cassi e | ooks toward Lincol n.

He watches the wonmen's departure attentively. Then he peers
down at the enbroidered and initialed handkerchief in his
hand. Silently, he places it in his pocket.

Unsettled by his behavior, Cassie steps outside.

She catches Ann and Estee entering a small house across the
| ane and gives pursuit.

I NT. HOVE OF MRS. BALE, NEW SALEM - SPRI NG DAY 1834

Ann and Estee sit across fromtw young wonen. Wearing |ight,
cotton frocks, they giggle and talk over one another as they
sew a large, colorful quilt.

An ol der woman, MRS. BALE, opens the window to air out the
room There is a knock at the door and she runs to answer.
Li ncol n stands on the stoop.

L1 NCOLN
Good afternoon, Ms. Bale. M. Ofut
asked that | deliver these to you
with all possible haste.

At the sound of Lincoln's voice, the young | adi es becone
even nore ani nat ed.

Ms. Bale takes the small packages from Lincoln, hardly
contai ni ng her own excitenent at his arrival
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MRS. BALE
Young Abe, cone in! Fannie, Fannie!
Ch, | ook who's cone! It's M. Lincoln!

Ann and Estee exchange quick, covert glances; FANNE, al
brai ds and knots, suffers a fit of nervous, high-pitched

gi ggl es.

Lincoln enters the sitting roomand greets the young wonen,
his eyes resting nonentarily on Ann.

LI NCOLN
Ladi es.

FANNI E
M. Lincoln, conme see ny quilt!
It's al nost finished!

MRS. BALE
It will nmake a very special addition
to her weddi ng trousseau, don't you
t hi nk, Abe?

Lincoln admres the workmanship of the quilt and smles down
gently at Fannie.

LI NCOLN
It's quite lovely, Mss Bale.

A torrent of batting eyel ashes replace Fannie's giggles.
ESTEE
(Annoyed)
Thanks in no small neasure to Ann's
proficiency with a needle.
Fanni e | ooks stung by the comment, and so Ann quickly adds

ANN
We've all done our part, Estee.

Lincoln turns his attention to Ann and grins.

LI NCOLN
Creative and hunbl e.

At this unwel cone praise for Ann, Fannie sticks her finger
with her sew ng needl e.

FANNI E
Quch!

L1 NCOLN
Are you alright, Mss Bale?
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FANNI E
On! 1 think 1've pierced ny finger
t hr ough!

Ms. Bale and the wonen becone al arned at this news, while
Lincoln calmMy takes a seat near Fannie and reaches for her
hand to exam ne the puncture.

LI NCOLN
Here, let nme.

CGently, he hel ps Fannie renove the needle fromher finger.

LI NCOLN ( CONT' D)
There now. Better?

Enthralled, Fannie is consuned with adoration.

FANNI E
Ch, thank you, yes! You are so very
gal l ant, sir.

Ann, Estee and Cassie seethe; Lincoln appears mldly anused,
and a new chorus of unbecom ng giggles is set off by the
Bal e wonen.

MRS BALE
Ch, mark ny words, Abe! You'll nake
a fine husband!

Looki ng at Ann, Lincoln remarks teasingly

L1 NCOLN
Wll, Ms. Bale, | suppose | should
settle dowmn. But with so many pretty
young ladies in New Salem howis a
man to choose?

Fanni e and her nother both sober as Lincoln's eyes again
rest on Ann. Nettled, Ms. Bale replies,

MRS. BALE
We certainly do have our share of
beauties, Abe. But you wll want to
hurry as so many of themare so
qui ckly spoken for.

Ann becones visibly upset by the intended dig and abruptly
rises to | eave, obliging Lincoln to do the sane.

ANN
| should be getting hone.

Estee begins to stand as well.
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ESTEE
"Il come with you

L1 NCOLN
No need, M ss Wod, |I'm headed to
the Tavern. | am happy to escort

M ss Rutl edge.

Fanni e and her nother watch unhappily as Ann and Lincoln
depart together.

Estee takes her seat and picks up her needl e again.
ESTEE
You'll want to watch where you stick
that in the future.
Fanni e gl ares.
EXT. THE WOODS, NEW SALEM - CONTI NUOUS

Ann trudges hurriedly ahead of Lincoln, still smarting from
t he antagoni zing remark. Cassie trails them both.

Li ncol n catches up to Ann
L1 NCOLN

Careful. At this pace, you'll trip
on a fallen branch and break your

neck.

ANN
You needn't concern yourself, M.
Lincoln. | don't need rescuing.

Li ncol n grabs her by the arm and stops her.

L1 NCOLN
Don't you?

Ann yanks her armfromhis grasp and continues to wal k away.
ANN

What do you care? You have better
things to do with your tinme. After

all, you have a bride to choose,
froma bevy of New Sal em beauti es,
remenber ?

Agai n, he catches up and stops her, his nood suddenly serious.

L1 NCOLN
Does it matter to you who | choose?

Ann refuses to neet his eyes or answer his query.
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LI NCOLN ( CONT' D)
He's been gone for al nost two years,
Ann!

He grasps her by the shoulders this time, forcing her to
| ook up at him

LI NCOLN ( CONT' D)
Two years, |'ve waited for the
sl ightest encouragenent, a gesture,
per haps one word fromyou that woul d
tell me | do not wait in vain.
(Then nore desperately)
Call it off, Ann!

ANN
| can't!

L1 NCOLN
Then tell ne you love himand I'|
| eave you al one!

Agai n, silence. Then,

ANN
Yes.

L1 NCOLN
(I ncredul ously)
Yes? You | ove hinP

ANN
(softly)
Yes, it matters to ne who you choose.

Rel i eved and exhil arated by her confession, Lincoln takes
her in his arns and ki sses her, gently at first, then nore
passi onately as she responds.

Cassi e wat ches spel | bound.

Their kiss conplete, Lincoln holds Ann and gives his own
conf essi on.

LI NCOLN
Forgive ny selfishness, Ann. He's a
man of neans and |'ve nothing to
recommend nme but a handful of dreans.
But, | swear | cannot bear the thought
of living w thout you.

Cassie's hand goes to her throat. Panic etches her face.
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FLASHBACK - EXT. CEMETERY - DAY
A frightened nine-year ol d Cassie stands grave side, soneone
hol ds her shoul ders. Tears obscure her sight. She plays
wi th her |ocket as her nother's casket descends into the
col d, holl ow ground.

At a distance, Cassie's father watches the sl ow descent,
al one, wetched and i mobil e.

END OF FLASHBACK
EXT. THE WOCDS, NEW SALEM - CONTI NUQUS

Cassie hand still clutches her throat. Tears now streaking
her face.

She hears herself cry out.

CASSI E
No! No! This can't happen!

Ann tears fromLincoln's enbrace and | ooks toward Cassi e.

ANN
|"msorry. | cannot do this.

Shocked, Cassie takes a step back, and then turns on her
heel s and fl ees.

Frantically rushing out of the woods, she does not recognize
t hat her surroundi ngs have changed until she glinpses her
car parked before the Information Center.

Rel i eved, she opens the door.

| NT. | NFORMATI ON CENTER, NEW SALEM - SAME DAY 2012

Cassie collides with Billy and becones agitated. He grabs
her in an effort to cal mher and she finally recognizes him
as the Quide.

GUI DE
Whoa! Whoa! Hey. Are you OK?

She conposes herself enough to nod.

GUI DE ( CONT' D)
Here sit down. Do you want sone water?

Cassi e nods again and col |l apses into the desk chair.

GUI DE ( CONT' D)
You're as white as a...



CASSI E
Ghost? Yeah, a lot of that going
around t oday.

GUI DE
Not surpri sed.

He hands her a water and she drinks gratefully. From her
vant age, Cassie exam nes the painting behind the desk.

CASSI E
| don't get it.

The Cuide follows her gaze.

QU DE
Get what ?

CASSI E
The point.

QU DE

What do you nean?

Despite the question, he reads her know ngly.

CASSI E
The point! Wat is the point of
| ovi ng?
He shrugs.
QU DE
| don't know. They say, "It's better
to love and | ose than to not |ove at
all."

CASSI E
Pl ease! Only peopl e who have never
| ost soneone woul d say that. Trust

me. In the end, |ove doesn't change
anyt hi ng.
GUl DE
(Gently)

It changes everything.
Cassi e stands and pl aces the now enpty cup on the desk.

CASSI E
You're right.
(Beat)
You do know all kinds of stuff | mght
find interesting.

39.
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She heads to the door and the Guide takes a brochure from
t he desk.

GUl DE
Here. You'll need this.
CASS| E
Thanks, but -
GUl DE
- Take it.

Rel uctantly, Cassie accepts. She steps out.

CASSI E
O K, but I"'mpretty sure ny work is
done here.

Wt hout a | ook back, she wal ks to her car.
EXT. QUTSKIRTS, NEW SALEM - NEXT DAY 2012
Cassie huns along to the car radio as she heads down the
smal |, dusty road and then turns onto the two | ane hi ghway.
A mnute later, a tire blows and she is forced to pull over.
She gets out, cell in hand, but finds no reception.
Frustrated and uneasy, she | ooks around. Nearby, she spots
a nodest honme where she decides to seek aid.
She knocks on the door.
| NT. HOVE OF FLORENCE AND HARRY - CONTI NUQUS 2012
FLORENCE, 50, black and ethereal, answers.
CASSI E
|"msorry to bother you. But, | was

just headi ng out when ny tire bl ew
May | borrow your phone, please?

FLORENCE
Sounds |ike you need hel p. Cone on
in, Sugar.
(Then)
Harry!

A vaguely famliar black man (HARRY) in a suit appears behind
her.

FLORENCE ( CONT' D)
Harry, this young | ady needs our
assistance. WII| you see to her
car?
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HARRY

W'll be late to church, Flo.
CASSI E

Ch no! It's OK

f I can just use
| the rental

I
t he phone, 1'I1Il cal
| send soneone out

conpany and they'|
ri ght away.

FLORENCE
Don't you worry, Honey, we'll have
you back on your way in no tine.

Fl orence takes the car keys from Cassie and hands themto
Harry who steps outside w thout another word.

FLORENCE ( CONT' D)
|"m Fl orence by the way. Cone in
and we' Il have a cup of tea.

Fl orence | eads Cassie to a small kitchen and begins to prepare
tea. Meanwhile, Cassie explores the den shelves |aden with
kni ckknacks and fam |y pictures of Florence, Harry and a boy
of about ten.

After a noment, the teapot whistles and Cassie heads to the
ki tchen counter where Florence pours steam ng water into
mugs.

FLORENCE ( CONT' D)
So you' ve been to New Sal enf?

Cassi e nods.

FLORENCE ( CONT' D)
Not many fol k know it.

Cassie plays with the tea bag in her nug.
CASSI E
Not only do I know about it. | have
dreans about it.

FLORENCE
Not surpri sed.

Startled, Cassie |ooks up.
Fl orence smles and puts a plate of chocol ate cookies out.

CASSI E
Do you know the story?
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FLORENCE
O Lincoln and Ann? O course, Sugar,
their love story is |legendary in
t hese parts.

Cassie takes a sip of tea and reaches for a sweet.

CASS| E
It's nore of a tragedy, if you ask
me. It's far better for themnot to

have | oved at all.
Fl orence expression fills wth conpassion.

FLORENCE
(Gently)
Sonme mght think so. But, if he
hadn't had the chance to | ove her
he woul d never have become the nan
we woul d ultimtely need.

Cassie stops md-bite, suddenly defensive.

CASSI E
She died. Nothing undoes that kind
of pain.

FLORENCE

True. But, realizing the tineless
nature of love is what saves himin
the end. It's what saves us all,
lets us nove on, if you wll.

Cassie chews silently. She picks up her nug and | ooks toward
t he phot ogr aphs.

CASSI E
Your little boy is adorable.

FLORENCE
Thank you.

CASSI E
How ol d is he?

FLORENCE
(Pause)
He was nine. W lost hima year
ago, March

Cassie's mug hits the counter with a hard t hud.

CASSI E
" m so sorry!



Fl orence pats her hand in consol ation.

FLORENCE
W are too, child. But, death is
not our eneny.
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Fl orence slowy wi pes the splattered tea fromthe counter.
Cassi e wat ches her sweeping notions, silent and nesneri zed.

FLORENCE ( CONT' D)

Just the sane. He was gone too soon.

So nmuch | eft unsaid and undone.
But, that's alright. [It'll keep.

Cassi e | ooks up at Florence, questioningly.

CASSI E
Keep?

FIl orence and Cassi e face one anot her.

FLORENCE
Till next time.

Harry appears from nowhere, startling Cassie,
t he keys.

HARRY
Car's fine. You're set to go.

CASSI E
Thank you. Thank you bot h.

Cassi e heads to the door.

FLORENCE
Safe travels, Ann

Cassi e freezes, and then turns.

CASSI E
| ' m Cassi e.

FIl orence sm | es.

FLORENCE
O course you are.

EXT. HOVE OF FLORENCE AND HARRY - CONTI NUOUS

Cassie grips the wheel and turns the key in the igniti
She gl ances toward t he nodest house one last tinme. |It's

gone.

and hands her

on.
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Shocked, she steps fromthe car and checks her tire. It
shows no sign of distress.

She catches sight of a marker in the field where the house
stood just nonents ago and goes closer to investigate.

"Site of the honme of Anti-Slavery Party | eader Florence Hol nes
and one stop on the fanpus Under ground Railroad"

Breat hi ng heavily, Cassie rushes to her car and puts it in
drive.

EXT. /I NT. DI NER, OUTSKIRTS OF ST. LOU S - CONTI NUOUS 2012

Cassie spots a 50's era diner on the side of the road and
her grunbling stomach suggests a detour

Crowded with patrons, it takes her a m nute before she | ocates
an enpty stool at the counter. A television nearby blares
t he norni ng news.

WAl TRESS
Cof f ee?
CASSI E
Yes, please. Do you have pancakes?
WAl TRESS
Al | ki nds.
CASSI E

Chocol ate chi p?

The waitress gives Cassie an odd scow and a shake of her
head before turning to the kitchen with a shout,

VWAl TRESS
A stack of black on whitel

The di ner becones nonentarily quiet except for the boom from
the tel evision:

(V.0)
In the Southern United States violence
continues to flare in the Georgia
provi nces of

MAN AT COUNTER
Bar bari c.

CASSI| E
Excuse ne?
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MAN AT COUNTER
Those barbari ans have no idea how to
handl e their col ored problem

Cassie finally notices the images on the television. An
angry bl ack nob appears to burn overturned vehicles in a
slumarea. Stunned by the uncouth | anguage of her nei ghbor,
Cassi e seeks a ready pretense for escape.

CASSI E
(to waitress)
Where's the restroom please?

The waitress takes a hangi ng key attached to a wooden pl ank
and hands it to Cassie.

VWAl TRESS
Qut back.

Cassi e | aughs at an image on the board.

CASSI E
Henry C ay?

MAN AT COUNTER
We're very partial to our 16th
Presi dent here in M ssouri.

Bew | dered by the remark, Cassie goes in search of the
facilities wthout another word to the del usional nan.

Qut side, she stops cold at the sign above the bathroom "Wite

Wnen Only".

She pulls out her phone and qui ckly punches in a nunber.

OPERATOR
Hi story Departnment. How may | help
you?
CASSI E
Prof essor Onens, please.
OPERATOR
Excuse nme?
CASSI E

| know it's Sunday, but | was
wondering if Professor Onens m ght
be in his office.

OPERATOR
|"msorry. W have no Professor
Ownens here.
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Cassie |lets the phone drop from her ear.
EXT. NEW SALEM - CONTI NUOQUS 2012

Cassi e desperately rattles the knob and pounds at the door
of the Information Center. No one answers. She squints
t hrough the small w ndow, but sees no one.

OLD MAN
Cl osed on Sunday.

She turns in the direction of the voice. The old man from
the bridge wal ks up fromthe churchyard path, his clothes
modern now.

CASS| E
Excuse ne?

OLD MAN
No one left on Sundays, but old folks
payi ng respects. Looking for
somnet hi ng?

Cassi e | ooks toward the graveyard.
CASSI E
More |ike sonmeone. | think | may
have sonehow made a terrible m stake.
The old man foll ows her gaze and rubs his whiskers.
OLD MAN
Maybe so, but you won't find what
you need here today.

Al arned, Cassie runs toward the churchyard and quickly finds
Ann' s grave.

Taking a deep breath, she places her hands on the inscription
and cl oses her eyes. Nothing happens. She tries again.
Not hi ng.

She sits on the ground, disheartened.

EXT. Al RPORT, WASHI NGTON, DC - LATER

Cassi e dashes through the airport term nal and nearly stunbles
when she catches sight of the sign: "Wl cone to Washi ngton

DC. Capital of the Northern United States."”

She calls Sarah and gets her voicemail. She hangs up.

Qui ckly, she hails a cab.
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CASSI E
Georgetown University. Hurry, please!

Street banners announci ng historical venues and exhibits
t hroughout the city lie in juxtaposition to the nodernity of
Washi ngt on, DC

Di stracted, she reaches into her bag to retrieve her phone
again, but instead pulls out the Guide' s Brochure.

She glances at it and one picture stands out, the painting
of the deat hbed scene. She takes notice of a small detai
she hadn't seen before.

She opens the brochure fully and exam nes the pictures
t hr oughout .

CASSI E ( CONT' D)
(Exci tedly)
Driver, 1've changed ny mnd. Please
take ne to the Library of Congress.

DRI VER
It's in the opposite direction, M ss.

CASSI E
(Taki ng her | aptop
from her bag)
| know, but |'ve got to get back and
| know how.

The taxi halts before the now famliar Library of Congress.
Cassi e scribbles sonething on a sheet of paper, pays the
fare and, determ nedly, rushes the steps.

| NT. LI BRARY OF CONGRESS - CONTI NUQUS 2012

This time, Cassie maneuvers the corridors and check points
of the fortress with confidence.

Once again, the elevator doors open on the second fl oor and,
this time, she strides purposefully to the Rare Book and
Speci al Coll ections Readi ng Room

| NT. RARE BOOK AND SPECI AL COLLECTI ONS READI NG ROOM -
CONTI NUOUS

The sane Librarian glares as Cassie enters.

LI BRARI AN
Back for the Kirkham s G ammar book?

CASSI E
No. I'mhere for sonething else.
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Cassi e hands her the scribbled note. She | ooks down and

then at Cassie, saying nothing. Cassie slanms her Researcher's
I D onto the desk. They stare each other down, one hesitant,
t he ot her resol ute.

LI BRARI AN
It will be a nonent.

CASSI E
Pl ease hurry.

The Librarian glowers, but noves quickly away.

Cassi e paces near a reading table. The nale Librarian at
his desk gives her a cool, assessing glance, and Cassie
returns it.

The Librarian returns with another small box and pl aces it
before her. This tinme, Cassie waits for her departure.

Al one, she sits down, and reaches inside. She assenbles the
contents on the table: two pairs of antique eyegl asses, a
| ens polisher, a pocketknife, and an odd triangul ar object.

Next, she renoves an old leather wallet. A newspaper clipping
fromthe Sanganp Journal dated 1835 peeks out from i nside.
Carefully, she pulls at the edge of the dated clipping and
quietly reads the first fewlines of a poem

CASS| E ( CONT' D)

"Yes! 1've resolved the deed to do,
And this the place to do it: This
heart 1'Il rush a dagger through

Though I in hell should rue it!"
It sticks inthe wallet. Afraid to tear it, she tucks it
back in. She |looks into the box again, in search of the
obj ect she knows it contains.

There, lying at the bottom she discovers Ann's daintily
enbr oi der ed handker chi ef.

Cassie grasps it and cl oses her eyes.
EXT. NEW SALEM - DAY, JUNE 1835

Cassi e wat ches New Sal em tes gather for a sumrer cook out
near the banks of the Sanganon river.

Men sit around open fires roasting wild boar and turkeys on
iron spits. Wnen chatter as they set long tables with corn,
bread, jans, fruits and pies. Children play noisily nearby.

Cassi e hears a woman's soft, happy voice.
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ANN
| s there anyt hing he cannot do?

Estee smles at her friend as they sit on a bl anket enjoying
a race. Lincoln, Billy and other nen maneuver fl atboats
down the river in groups of two. @G ven Lincoln's physica
agility, he and Billy lead the pack by a fair distance.

As they glide by, Billy, oaring at the front of the boat,
spi es Estee on the bank and cl ownishly takes a bow. He |oses
his grip on the oar and, in an attenpt to grasp it, suddenly
finds hinself flailing in the water.

ESTEE
Billy!

A crowmd gathers round the bank | aughi ng and pointing, while
Estee runs to the edge to help himout.

Lincoln, left alone, steers ahead. Despite attenpts to
overtake his | ead, he centers hinself on the boat, and single-
handedly finishes the race victoriously.

Ann turns to Cassie.

ANN
(Laughi ngl y)
| guess not!
CASSI E

You can see ne?

ANN
Not everything he will need to do
wi |l be acconplished if done al one.

Her remarks are cut short by the cheering crowd as the
villagers swarmthe victor. Before they can speak again,
Ann joins the throng, |eaving Cassie to ponder her words.
MONTAGE - NEW SALEM TES ENJOY THE FESTI VI Tl ES

-- Men and their children participate in a tied-1eg foot
race.

-- Men sit at a table gobbling pies as part of a contest.

-- Children dunk their faces in a barrel of water, hands

tied behind their backs in search of apples. G own ups watch
on i n anusenent.

-- Men pitch horse-shoes while children retrieve them from
the ground after each toss.
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-- Billy and Estee steal away, hol ding hands.
END OF MONTAGE.
EXT. NEW SALEM - LATER
Eveni ng darkness begins it descent and a small group huddl es,

satiated, by the light of a canpfire. Cassie sits with them
They | augh softly as Lincoln finishes a funny anecdote, then

YOUNG MAN
Abe, now tell us your favorite poem
L1 NCOLN
That' s easy enough, WIIiam Knox's
"Mortality.'
YOUNG MAN

Recite it for us, will you?

Lincoln is thoughtful for a nmonment and then recites the poem
inits entirety, as the fire crackles in front of him

LI NCOLN
"Ch, why should the spirit of norta
be proud? Like a swft-flying neteor,
a fast-fleeting cloud, A flash of
lightning, a break of wave, He passeth
fromlife To his rest in the grave.
The | eaves of the oak and the w || ow
shal | fade, Be scattered around and
together be laid; And the young and
the old, and the | ow and the high,
Shal | rmoul der to dust and toget her
shall lie. The maid on whose cheek,
on whose brow, in whose eye Shone
beauty and pl easure, her triunphs
are by; And the nmenory of those who
| oved her and praised, Are alike
fromthe mnds of the living erased."

Everyone |istens pensively as the fire dies out. Then slowy
they drift away until only Ann and Lincoln renmain.

ANN
That was a beautiful poem Abe.
But, very sad.

LI NCOLN
Yes, |I'mafraid so, but it is also
ny very favorite.

ANN
So the truth cones out, M. Lincoln.
( MORE)
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ANN ( CONT' D)
Mel ancholy is your closest friend,
and poetry your first true |ove.

LI NCOLN
You are right on one count. The Bl ue
Devil is ny nost devoted conpani on

but as for poetry... Actually, poetry
is my second | ove.

ANN
(Teasi ngly)
What of your first |love then? Let
me guess. Is it the | aw or perhaps
politics?

Li ncol n puts an arm about Ann's shoul der and | ooks | ovingly
into her face.

LI NCOLN
My first love is bound by honor to
anot her .

Ann | ooks down at this remark and he continues softly

LI NCOLN ( CONT' D)
Have you no word from him Ann?

ANN

No. | do not even know if he has

received ny letter asking for rel ease.
LI NCOLN

How nmuch nore nust we wait, then?

( Si ghi ng)

Ann, please, | long to share the

news of our own engagenent. | want

the world to know that you belong to

ne.

Ann | ooks into Lincoln's beseeching eyes and strokes his
cheek.

She takes his hand and | eads himto a bl anket near the cooling
enbers of the fire. She casts a glance in Cassie's direction.

ANN
"They that | ove beyond the world can
never be separated by it."
Li ncol n I ays Ann down gently on the bl anket.

Smling with satisfaction, Cassie turns her back on the
| overs.
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As she rounds, she glinpses rustling branches on the other
side of the canopy of trees. Moving closer, she finds she
is not alone in her observation of the | overs.

Ment or Graham stands just beyond, spying on the young coupl e.

He staggers away, but not before Cassie glinpses anger and
pain etched on his face. Her own clouds wth suspicion.

She makes to follow him but soneone calls out.
| NT. LI BRARY OF CONGRESS - CONTI NUOUS 2012
Cassi e turns.

L1 BRARI AN
Your time is up.

Wth these words, Cassie is brought back to the present.

The Li brarian now hol ds the handkerchi ef and hurriedly pl aces
it and the other contents back inside the box.

CASSI E
Pl ease, wait.

Desperate, Cassie tries to stop her.

CASSI E (CONT' D)
Pl ease! ' mnot finished!

Unperturbed, the Librarian quickly closes the box.

LI BRARI AN
There's nothing el se to be done.
W' re cl osing.

As she wal ks away, Cassie shouts

CASSI E
She | oved himand he | oved her.
(she gentles her voice)
" m sorry.

The Librarian hesitates, but does not | ook back, and then
continues on her way.

EXT. /I NT. GEORGETOMN UNI VERSI TY CAMPUS, HI STORY DEPT. -
NI GHT 2012

Dar kness descends as Cassie's footsteps approach A d North.
This time, she does not linger to viewits historical plaque,
but resolutely pushes through the doubl e doors.
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Upstairs, she stops before Professor Omvens' office and knocks.
No answer. She hears approachi ng voi ces and quickly turns

the knob. Inexplicably, it opens.

Cassi e steps inside Professor Omens' office, quietly closing
t he door behind her. In the noonlight, nmenentos of history
awai t .

She wal ks purposefully toward the object she has cone for;
the chess set rests on the table, positioned exactly as she
| ast saw it.

She lifts a white ivory pawmn fromits square. At her touch
she feels nothing. After a nonment, she places the tiny figure
on the board, confused and di sappoi nt ed.

Rel uctantly, she walks to the door. Through the w ndow, the
cl ock tower declares the | ateness of the hour.

Cassi e stops. She heads back toward the chessnen, curious.
She reaches for a small, black knight.

EXT. NEW SALEM - JULY 1835

Cassi e stands beside Mentor Graham at a | arge gathering of
nostly nen, the shiny knight still visible in her hand.

A handnmade banner overhead proclainms, "Illinois General
Assenbly - El ection Debates of 1835".

CASSI E
1835.

Cassie's exclamation is drowned out by the rowdy, jovial
crowd, who despite the oppressive heat of the day, talks
ani matedly. Laughter punctuates their lively banter and
drink is passed anong the nen.

MENTOR
He appears ill at ease.

Unawar e of Cassie's presence, Ann fans herself and cranes
for a glinpse of Lincoln.

ANN
He'll be fine.

Billy and Estee take cover under the shade of a tree nearby.
Of to the side, Reporter Jones, as snug as he is obtuse,
apprai ses the man at the center of the crowd.

Standing on a tree stunp, Lincoln towers above the gathering.
Hi s hands are thrust uncertainly in the pockets of his pants.
He speaks nervously, but loudly over the buzz, and vies for
their attention.
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LI NCOLN
Fellow citizens, | presune nany of
you know who I am | have been
solicited by friends to becone a
candi date for the Legislature once
nor e.

Soneone shouts.

MAN
Sounds |ike you need new friends,
Abe!

Everyone | aughs uproariously, and Lincoln tries again.

LI NCOLN
Gentl enmen, please listen. | promse
you ny politics are short and sweet,
like an old woman's dance. | inplore
you to consider casting your vote
for me...

Agai n, soneone shouts out.

MAN #2
You're a Wiig running in a denocratic
state, Abe! | reckon, just like

that old wonman's, your dance card
will remain enpty!

The crowd | aughs harder and continues with their noisy chatter
as Lincoln retorts.

L1 NCOLN
We Whigs stand for the nodernization
of our country's infrastructure and
the econom c protection of our goods.
What prejudice can a hard working
man have toward this?

Reporter Jones chooses this precise nonent to interrupt.

REPORTER
Speaki ng of prejudices, M. Lincoln,
i ncendi ary words and actions by
abolitionists in the North have not
gone unnoticed by the Southern states.

The cl anor around hi mbegins to dimand he conti nues.

REPORTER ( CONT' D)
As a matter of fact, you have not
gone unnoticed. Qur southern brethren
paint you as an abolitionist, sir.

( MORE)
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REPORTER ( CONT' D)
They say that you oppose their ways.
Any truth to that, M. Lincoln?

At this, Lincoln flusters. Mentor and Ann shift unconfortably
besi de Cassi e.

The group falls silent, waiting for a response.

L1 NCOLN
No sir, not an ounce. | can say
with a clear conscious that | have
no prejudi ce agai nst the Sout hern
peopl e. Wy, | count many as ny
friends. And, | amno neddling
abolitionist either.

Ment or and Ann exchange al arned gl ances.
Li ncol n renoves his hands from his pockets and straightens.

LI NCOLN ( CONT' D)
VWhat | am sir, is a
Constitutionalist, and as | recall
it, slavery below the 36th parallel
is sanctioned by our | aws.

Many of the nmen assenbl ed whi sper and nod vigorously in
agr eenent .

Ment or and Ann exchange anot her set of wary gl ances. Ann
hol ds her breath. She pleads wth her eyes, willing Lincoln
to continue, and he does.

LI NCOLN ( CONT' D)
But as a white man, living in the
freest nation in the world, I can no
| onger remain silent in the face of
what | have al ways viewed as our
hypocri sy and conplicity in a
nmonstrous injustice.

The gathering now begins to murmur | oudly, some begin to
wal k away. He hushes the crowd.

LI NCOLN ( CONT' D)
Hear nme out! Hear ne out!

The crowd quiets. After a nonent, he continues slowy and
solemly. He abandons rhetoric for heartfelt expression for
the very first tine.
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LI NCOLN ( CONT' D)
| stand before you today, a man of
hunmbl e origins. Like you, | have
struggled with al nost i nsurnountable
chal | enges, profound | osses and
terrible hardships. And |ike you,
the freedons granted to ne by this
great Republic have given ne the
strength to formny character and
the hope to inprove ny standing,
even in the face of overwhel m ng
odds.

The nmen begin to listen earnestly now. Those who had begun
to step away now turn around.

He continues, his voice stronger, his figure nore erect.

LI NCOLN ( CONT' D)
But, it is not so for the Negro of
our land. He, who through no fault
of his own, is shackled and chai ned
and whi pped. Unrewarded for his
toil, his famly torn asunder, he is
not only denied the very sane freedons
we enjoy, but is hunted down |ike a
beast when he runs toward them

Lincoln then | ooks directly at Reporter Jones before
finishing.

LI NCOLN ( CONT' D)
| amnot an abolitionist, sir. Wat
| amis anti-slavery. And what |
wsh to be is a | awraker, in order
that | may defend to the very | ast,
any nmeasure that will lawfully stop
slavery's spread and lead to its
ultimate extinction.

The crowd is silent.

Mentor and Ann | ook at each other triunphantly. Along with
Billy and Estee, they begin to cheer, while Jones

i nconspi cuously nelts away.

Slowy, the gathering begins to applaud and Lincoln steps
down to shake hands ent husiastically.

Ann sm |l es as she watches hi mnove through the group, her
face radiates with I ove and admrati on.

Mentor steals covert glances at Ann, his features mrroring
her own. Cassie observes himclosely. The scene dissol ves.
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| NT. MENTOR GRAHAM S SCHOOLROOM NEW SALEM - M D AUGUST DAY
1835

Cassie stands in a small schoolroomw th Mentor G aham

Agi tated, he paces before a small desk at the front of the
sparsely furnished room Ann walks in and he stops in his
tracks, surprised.

MVENTOR
Ann? | wasn't expecting you.

ANN
l"'msorry. Am|l disturbing you?

Ment or studi es her features. H s face softens with affection.

MENTOR
No, no... never.
ANN
(Sm 1ing)

| wanted you to be the first to know.

He nods and | ooks down, expecting words that wll wound him
deeply.

ANN ( CONT' D)
|"ve applied to the Jacksonville
Acadeny for Wnen.

Ment or head snaps up. He is speechless at the news. Ann
m sinterprets his silence.

ANN ( CONT' D)
| know | have much left to |earn
before I'mready, Mentor, but | can
manage it with your help.

MENTOR
Ann, you've been ny protégé since
the age of 14. If there is anyone |
amcertain wll succeed in all that
she aspires to, it is you

(Pause)
Tell me, though, what has brought
this on?

Ann | ooks at Mentor coyly, a small smle form ng at the
corners of her nouth.

ANN
No one is to know, but | trust no
ot her nore than you, Mentor.

( MORE)
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ANN ( CONT' D)
(Then blurting out in
exci tenent)
Now that he has finally won a seat
on the Assenbly, Abe and | are to be
married! And he wants ne to study!

The dreaded words finally out, Mentor manages to hide his
pai n and sound congratul atory.

MENTOR
" m happy for you, for both of you.
Truly, | am

ANN
Ch Mentor, all | have ever w shed
for has finally conme true! And, to
cel ebrate, 1've brought you sonething.

Ment or unw aps a small box and di scovers a beautiful ivory
chess set. He places the set on his desk and takes her hands.

MVENTOR
Ann, it's too nmuch. | cannot accept.

Radi ant, Ann | eans forward and ki sses Mentor on the cheek.
He startles, noved by her sweet gesture.

ANN
Your friendship has nmeant nore to ne
than | can ever express. | hope you

will accept the gift as a token of
my eternal affection.

Ment or | ooks down at their joined hands, unable and unw Il ing
to rel ease her. She |ooks into his face wonderingly, then

MENTOR
(Softly, sadly)
Ann. ..

There is a knock at the open doorway, and Mentor lets his
hands drop quickly from hers.

REPORTER
Have | interrupted sonething?
Ann fl ushes.
MVENTOR
(Stiffly)

M. Everett Jones nmay | present M ss
Ann Rutledge. Mss Rutledge this is
M. Jones, a reporter for the Menard
Gazette.
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REPORTER
M ss Rutl edge.

Ann | ooks at theminquiringly, but noves toward the door.

ANN
"1l stop by tonorrow afternoon.
Per haps, we can begin then?

MVENTOR
O course.

The nmen watch her departure, one intrigued, the other
despondent .

REPORTER
She's a mghty pretty one you're
taking liberties with, Mentor.

Ment or reddens, his hands at his sides, clenching and
uncl enchi ng.

MENTOR
It's not what it appears, Jones. |
was sinply congratulating the | ady
on her engagenent to M. Lincoln.

REPORTER
It that so?

The reporter begins to walk to the door, and then turns back.

REPORTER ( CONT' D)
(Sni ckeri ng)
Tell me, does she know about you?

Mentor glowers at the reporter, whose own countenance betrays
the self-satisfaction of having hit the intended target.

FADE | N:
I NT. OFFUT' S GENERAL STORE, NEW SALEM - LATE AUGUST DAY 1835

Cassi e observes Mentor and the Reporter engrossed in a quiet,
but heated exchange.

REPORTER
Now he and his Wi g's are tal king of
abol i shing the slave trade in the
District of Colunbia; the nost
prosperous slave market in the
country!

MENTOR
They' || never get it passed.
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REPORTER
Your information does ne no good,
Mentor! Now, listen up. He has to
be stopped! Do you understand ne?

Ment or | ooks around angrily, hoping their conversation has
not attracted unwanted attention, and then whispers under
hi s breat h.

MVENTOR
Perfectly.

As Ann wal ks in, they cease their discourse and nod in
greeting.

Ann returns the acknow edgnent, again curious about the pair,
but continues toward MR OFFUT standing at the main counter.

Whil e lovely as always, she appears pale and fragile today.

ANN
Good afternoon, M. Ofut. |'ve
cone for sone paper and the nail

M. Ofut reaches behind the counter, selects several sheets
and, together with the Tavern's correspondence, places them
bef ore Ann.

OFFUT
Afternoon, Ann. Witing letters
agai n, then?

ANN
| won't need postage, M. Ofut. 1Is
M. Lincoln not in?

OFFUT
He's still at the house-raising for
Billy and Estee. |'msurprised you're

not with them

ANN
| haven't been feeling quite nyself
lately. But with M. Lincoln there,
they' Il have the house built before
t hey have the chance to m ss ne.

M. Ofut speaks again, but Ann does not hear him She stares
at the famliar handwiting on the envel ope atop the stack.

Regai ni ng a senbl ance of control, she snatches it up, quickly
tears it open and reads the first few |ines.

VWhat little color remained begins to drain from her face.
She speaks quietly, to no one in particul ar.
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ANN ( CONT' D)
It's been three years... He... He
didn't get ny letter. GCh God, he's
headed back

OFFUT
VWhat's that?

Ment or observes Ann's distress and hurries to her side, the
reporter at his heels.

VENTOR
VWhat is it, Ann?

Ann | ooks up fromthe letter, panic witten on her face.

ANN
He didn't get ny letter! He's bringing
furniture, and his famly, and wants
to marry w thout delay...

Mentor imedi ately realizes Ann's predicament. Unfortunately,
so does the reporter.

REPORTER
well, well, well. The pretty Mss
has been stringing along two suitors.
Posi tively scandal ous! Wuldn't do
at all to have that news out, now
would it?

Mentor turns and grabs the Reporter by the cuffs of his
jacket, a hairs' breath from beating him

Ann turns ashen at his threatening remark. She pl aces one
hand on her forehead, closes her eyes and grips the counter
to no avail.

Mentor turns in tine to helplessly witness as she crunpl es
to the fl oor.

The letter released fromher linp hand floats md-air, finally
dropping to the floor to rest near her notionless form

| NT. NEW SALEM ANN S BEDROOM - CONTI NUQUS

Cassie and Mentor stand in the corner of Ann's room Ann
lies in bed, her famly gathered round as DOCTOR HENRY
exam nes her.

Abe hurries to her side, grief and worry mar his features.

Dr. Henry speaks quietly to M. Rutledge and the fam|ly.
Cassie, Mentor and Abe listen in.
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DR. HENRY
Looks |i ke Typhoid. No way to know
if the fever will break. Try and
wake her to get sonme broth and nanny
tea down. Keep her cool, if
necessary, with wet blankets, and
send for nme if anything changes.

M. Rutl edge wal ks himto the bedroom door and he adds

DR. HENRY ( CONT' D)
We shoul d know better in a week.
And, Janes, let the | odgers go, and
nmove your famly to the farm

SI STER
"1l stay with her, Father. 1'mthe
strongest.

M. Rutl edge sadly nods.

L1 NCOLN
"1l stay with her as well.

Li ncoln and the sister set to their tender mnistrati ons as
the doctor and famly | eave.

Stonily, Mentor follows and the door of Ann's bedroom cl oses.
He | eans against the wall beside it. Monlight streans
through a snmall w ndow casting shadows across the hall.
Slowy, his body sinks to the floor and he begins his vigil.

MONTAGE ONE

The rays fromthe early norning sun frane the bedraggl ed,
weary face of Mentor G aham Slowly, he opens his eyes to
greet the new day.

Ann's sister cones up the stairs with a bowl and towels to
cool her down. As the door opens, Mentor and Cassie peek
i nsi de.

They watch Lincoln speaking lovingly to the unresponsive
Ann, and swabbi ng her forehead with the enbroidered
handker chi ef.

MONTAGE TWD

Anot her evening transpires. Mentor sits with his eyes cl osed.
He hears the door open, but it takes hima nonent to nuster
the energy to open his eyes again.

VWhen he does, he finds Lincoln seated beside himon the floor.
They sit silently for a few nonents, then
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LI NCOLN ( CONT' D)
How can soneone so filled with life
now lie so still?

MVENTOR
Has she taken no sustenance, Abe?

Li ncol n shakes his head. Mentor becones agitat ed.

MENTOR ( CONT' D)
This is ny fault! | told..

Lincoln stills himwith a gesture and gives hima hard stare,
t hen

LI NCOLN

Rest easy, Mentor. W've nothing to
fear. She will prevail. She has
grand plans for us, you know. | am
to becone a brilliant |awer and
nobl e statesman; she, a witer of
great influence.

(Then, smling weakly)
Wth your assistance, of course.

Mentor | ooks into Lincoln's eyes.

MVENTOR
| could not bear it to be otherw se.

MONTAGE THREE

The sounds of birds announci ng anot her day assault his ears.
Mentor slowy opens his eyes just as the door of Ann's room
opens for the final tine.

Her sister, face in her hands, weeping, rushes out towards
the stairs.

Ment or shakily rises and pushes the door further ajar.
Together wth Cassie he witnesses Lincoln rocking Ann's
lifeless body in his arns.

EXT. GRAVE SI TE, NEW SALEM - AUGUST DAY 1835

Cassie stands in the famliar graveyard al ongsi de Mentor
Graham wi t nessing Ann's funeral fromafar. The sun nakes
its descent.

A preacher is positioned before the freshly dug grave.

Lincoln is at one side, paralyzed and overcone. Profound

wr et chedness enmanates fromevery corner of his being. He is
surrounded on either side by a sorrowful Billy and Est ee,
and Ann's grieving famly and friends.
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Ann's stricken father approaches Lincoln and hands himthe
Ki rkham s G ammar book.

MR. RUTLEDGE
She woul d have wanted you to have
it; said it was a great gift.

Li ncol n | ooks down at the book and takes it silently.
The Reverend approaches.

REVEREND
WIIl you say a few words, Abe?

Lincol n steps forward precariously. The faces around him
regi ster the dubious belief that he can utter sufficient
wor ds.

He attenpts to speak. No sound is heard. Everyone | ooks
away painfully. He tries again.

L1 NCOLN
"Let me not to the marriage..

He concentrates on the Kirkhamls G ammar book, seeking
strength. It takes a nonent, then, he begins yet again.

This time, he recites Shakespeare's Sonnet 116 in its
entirety, his voice cracking with enotion

LI NCOLN ( CONT' D)
"Let ne not to the marriage of true
m nds admt inpedinents. Love is
not | ove which alters when it
alteration finds, O bends wth the
renmover to renove: Ono! It is an
ever-fixed mark That | ooks on tenpests
and is never shaken; It is the star
to every wandering bark, Wose worth's
unknown, al though his hei ght be taken.

Billy and Estee | ook at one another. Cassie and Mentor | ook
down.

LI NCOLN ( CONT' D)

Love's not Time's fool, though rosy
i ps and cheeks Wthin his bending
si ckl e's conpass cone:

(Pause)
Love alters not with his brief hours
and weeks, But bears it out even to
the edge of doom If this be error
and upon ne proved, | never wit,
nor no man ever |oved."
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He becones silent again, unnoving. Billy steps toward him
pl aces his arm around his shoul der.

BILLY
It's time to go.

Li ncol n says nothing as Billy eases himaway from Ann's grave.
Estee joins them and they begin to wal k away, toward Mentor
and Cassi e.

As they reach them Lincoln suddenly stops. Cassie searches
his face, but he does not see her. Hi s eyes are fixed on
Mentor's. They stare at one another a long tinme, each sharply
aware of the other's overwhel m ng angui sh.

The nourners di sperse.

Cassie and Mentor remain, neither able to contain their sorrow
any | onger.

Clouds drift swiftly by in the gray and overcast sky and
Cassie sits at Ann's grave, hugging her knees to her chin.
Ment or stands al one.

Ti me begins to nove quickly, sunsets and sunrises el apse
around them and still they linger notionless in this place.

Gradual ly, Cassie rises up. She and Mentor nake their way
listlessly fromAnn's grave.

EXT. NEW SALEM - SEPTEMBER DAY 1835

As Cassie and Mentor reach the village proper, a light rain
begins to fall. They stop briefly to watch John McNeil in
t he di st ance.

McNei | stands unnmoving in the yard of his small house, his
face |lifted skyward, stained and wet. New furniture sits in
his yard, propped against the house, gathering raindrops.

Billy scurries by in the drizzle, acconpanied by Dr. Henry.

BILLY
We took himin when we saw himin a
bad way; didn't want him staying
al one in the storeroom anynore.
And now Estee says he's stopped
eating; hasn't touched anything in
days!

DR, HENRY
How | ong has he been this way?
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BI LLY
More than two weeks. He paces the
house day and night in a daze. Doc,
we' ve taken to hiding the guns, we're
so afraid.

Mentor and Cassie follow as they nmake their way to a smal
house.

| NT. ESTEE AND BI LLY GREEN S HOVE, NEW SALEM - CONTI NUGCS
1835

The rain becones torrential just as Cassie reaches the porch.
She notices that Mentor remains standing in the rain,
unw I ling to enter.

Suddenly, Cassie turns toward the house again when she hears
a man's |oud, anguished wail frominside. She stops at the
open entranceway, stunned to see that the terrifying sound
has emanated from Li ncol n.

He stands at a side wi ndow of the tiny house | ooking out
toward the churchyard. He is disheveled and unkenpt; his
face haggard; his eyes bloodshot. He is frenzied.

LI NCOLN
| cannot bear it!
Bl LLY
Abe? The doctor has cone. He can
hel p you.
LI NCOLN
| don't need a doctor! | need her!

Billy and Estee watch hel plessly while the doctor gently

| eads a bewi | dered Lincoln fromthe window to a chair beside
a table. He hands hima vial fromhis nedicine bag and
quietly coaxes himto drink its contents.

DR. HENRY
Abe, please, take this. It wll settle
your nerves.

Resi gned, Lincoln drinks the concoction, but begins to cry
softly.

L1 NCOLN
| can never reconcile to have her
lying in the ground all alone, the
rains and storns falling upon her
grave. M heart lays buried with
her. Please, | beg you, just let ne
be with her.
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At these final words, Cassie sobs. Suddenly,

LI NCOLN ( CONT' D)
Ann?

Stunned, Cassie |ooks into the bew | dered, desperate eyes of
Li ncol n.

Then sl eepy fromthe sedative, his eyelids beconme heavy. He
begins to lay his head on his forearns resting on the table.

MENTOR
He'll think you a dream

Cassie whirls to face Mentor and di scovers herself face to
face with Professor Oaens.

| NT. GEORGETOMN UNI VERSI TY, PROFESSOR OVENS' OFFI CE
CONTI NUQUS 2012

Unfazed by her presence, he turns on the lights and gli npses
the tiny figure in her hand.

Cassie | ooks at him dunbfounded, still shell-shocked, then

CASSI E
He'll be O K ?

The Professor says not hing.
She shakes her head and paces, hysterical.

CASSI E ( CONT' D)
He goes on! He recovers!

She shouts
CASSI E (CONT' D)
For CGod's sake, he becomes the
Presi dent of the United States!

PROFESSOR
Not wi t hout hel p.

The finality of his words i mobilize her.

CASSI E
There's Billy and Estee and ..

The Professor approaches her, but she takes a step away.

PROFESSOR
You nmust act or history changes.

Cassi e shakes her head once nore, frightened and confused.
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CASSI E
VWhat are you saying?! Howis this
happeni ng?! Wiy is it happening to

nme?!
PROFESSOR

You have a gift.
CASSI E

That's crazy! | can't undo death
PROFESSOR

No.
CASSI E

Then what do you want? | can't fix

this! 1 can't fix anything!
PROFESSOR

(Softly)

It can't be done al one.

At this, Cassie begins to pace anew. She stops and views
hi m suspi ci ousl y.

CASSI E
Who are you? Wio is Mentor G ahanf?

Prof essor Onens hesitates before quietly answering.

PROFESSOR
The proverbial footnote in history.

CASSI E
And, I'mjust a History student going
mad!  Answer ne!

Prof essor Onens noves his chair back and takes a seat. He
speaks matter-of-factly, but his inability to neet her eyes,
belies his tone.

PROFESSOR
Ment or Graham was the son of a
Pl antati on owner. He becane a witer
and then left his post unexpectedly.
Not hi ng el se was ever heard of him
until the news of his death at
Get tysburg.

CASSI E
There's nore to him

PROFESSOR
There's nore to each of us.
( MORE)
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PROFESSOR ( CONT' D)
However, if you want to know nore
there's an exhibit on the great
battles of the Cvil War at the Miseum
at Ford's Theater. You'll find the
answers there.

Cassi e doesn't know what to make of his bizarre statenent.

CASS| E
Did he hurt her?

PROFESSOR
| don't know.

Agai n, she | ooks down at the chessman.

PROFESSOR ( CONT' D)
Leave it. W're of no use to you
anynore. You have al nost all that
you need.

She wal ks to the chess set and pl aces the black knight back
onto its square. Suddenly furious, she knocks the pieces to
the fl oor.

CASSI E
| hope he was nore of hero in death
than he was in life.

She storns out, |eaving the Professor tired and pensive at
hi s desk.

I NT. CASSIE' S DORM ROOM - DAY 2012

Cassie sits at her desk, kneading her tenples, her |aptop
open. She stares at the photograph fromthe Library of
Congress website that illumnates the early norning darkness.
The contents of Lincoln's pockets, the ones she held in her
hands, stare back at her.

Hopel ess, she goes to the w ndow and | ooks out. She glinpses
the tall branches of the Witebark Pine swaying beside her
sill and renenbers.

FLASHBACK - INT. CASSIE S HOVE - DAY

Ei ght-year old Cassie squeals with delight and runs to the
famly Christmas tree. Festooned with dainty decorations
and sparkling lights, it shelters colorfully wapped boxes
on the red felt bel ow

CASSI E
Mommy! Daddy! \Which one? Which
one first?
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Cassie's nother |aughs, delighting in her daughter's abandon,
and she joins her at the tree. Her father |ooks on happily
at the scene.

MOTHER
Hnmm How about this one?

Mot her picks up a small, slender gift and hands it to Cassie,
who proceeds to rip at the paper gleefully.

She opens the box and her eyes wi den as she finds a curious
| ocket adorning a golden necklace. Her nother secures it
round her neck.

MOTHER ( CONT' D)
Ther el Beauti f ul !

Cassi e | ooks down at the synbol engraved on the |ocket: A
circle wwth a line at its base.

CASS| E
VWat is it? Wiat does it nean?

MOTHER
It's a shen; it's an ancient Egyptian
synbol for eternity and protection.

Cassi e scrunches her small face in puzzlenment. Her nother
smles and taps the tip of Cassie's little nose.

MOTHER ( CONT' D)
It neans that those who | ove you
wi |l always watch over you.

END OF FLASHBACK
I NT. CASSIE' S DORM ROOM - DAY 2012

Cassie is brought back by the mournful toll of the canpus
cl ock, solemly chimng six a. m

She wi pes at her tears and reaches for her |ocket |ying on
t he bedstand. Lovingly, she rubs the nedallion and traces
her fingers along its chain.

She studi es the photograph on her screen. Suddenly, she
heads back to the desk and enl arges the i mage, focused on
one object in particular. Junping up, she puts on her
neckl ace, grabs a sweater and hurries out the door.

| NT. RARE BOOK AND SPECI AL COLLECTI ONS READI NG ROOM -
CONTI NUQUS 2012

The Librarian straightens the chairs lining the tables when
t he door opens.
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She blinks in the hopes that the i nmage standi ng before her
will go away, but Cassie refuses to budge. She turns away,
but Cassie foll ows.

LI BRARI AN
Back so soon?

CASSI E
Pl ease. | need your help.

The Librarian wal ks away again. Again, Cassie in pursues.

LI BRARI AN
Have you filled out the necessary
paper wor k?

CASSI E
Pl ease. He needs your help.

The Librarian stops and faces Cassi e.

LI BRARI AN
What do you want ?

CASSI E
| need to find sonething.

The Librarian | ooks at her guardedly, but says nothing.

CASSI E (CONT' D)
The night he... died. 1In his pockets,
he carried a wallet, glasses, a pocket
kni fe and her handkerchi ef.

LI BRARI AN
You have al ready exam ned these
obj ect s.

CASSI E
Yes, | know. But, in the box there
was also a gold, triangular shaped
obj ect nmade of quartz. | sawit.

Again, the Librarian remains silent.

CASSI E (CONT' D)
Is it a watch fob?

After a nonment,

Ll BRARI AN
Yes.
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CASSI E
So, it would have had to have been
attached to sone sort of chain.

Ll BRARI AN
Yes.

CASSI E
And, to a pocket watch

LI BRARI AN
| don't see the point of all of this.

CASSI E
There was no chain and no watch in
the box with the other artifacts
fromthat night.

The Librarian picks up sone papers left on a table and fl ees
to the sanctuary of her desk. Cassie dogs her.

CASSI E ( CONT' D)
Was he wearing the pocket watch?

Annoyed, the Librarian stops straightening the papers at her
desk and snaps,

LI BRARI AN
He al ways wore it!

Cassi e steps back in astoni shnent.

CASSI E
(quietly)
It was a gift. From her.
LI BRARI AN
Yes.
CASSI E

Where is it now?
The Librarian busies herself with the papers.

CASSI E (CONT' D)
You know where it is.

Si | ence.
CASSI E ( CONT' D)
Pl ease! [|'ve got to go back again
and it's the only way to get through
to him

The Librarian's facade finally cracks. She yells.
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L1 BRARI AN
VWiy?!  In the end, it doesn't change
anyt hi ng!

The mal e Librarian | ooks up fromhis desk, dismayed by her
unpr of essi onal outburst. Cassie npbves near.

CASSI E
It changes everything.

EXT. FORD S THEATER - CONTI NUOUS 2012

Cassi e stands outside of the historic Ford's Theater. She
| ooks up with trepidation, the scene rem niscent of her first
visit to the Library of Congress.

She takes a deep breath, not sure she is ready to face death
agai n. Apprehensive, yet determ ned, she heads inside.

I NT. FORD S THEATER - CONTI NUCUS 2012

Heading toward the ticket booth, Cassie passes a Tour Quide
| eading a group of Asian tourists into the interior theater.

CASSI E
One, pl ease.

TI CKET SELLER
Two-fifty.

Cassi e hands over the noney and receives a stub.

TI CKET SELLER ( CONT' D)
Your ticket is valid for a visit to
our Museum and exhi bits downstairs,
the theater |ocated through those
doubl e doors and t he Petersen house
across the street.

CASSI E
The Pet ersen house?

TI CKET SELLER

Yes. It's where President Lincoln
was taken when wounded, and where he
di ed.

Cassie grinmaces, and then heads downstairs to the Miseum
Finding it crammed with noisy children on a school trip, she
hastens away fromthe din and toward the G vil War displ ay.

Lar ge phot ographs depict the glories and travesties of Union
and Confederate soldiers. Cassie's attention is captured by
pi cture of weary Union soldiers |ooking toward Geor get own
University fromacross the Potomac river.
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Anmong them stands Mentor Graham The caption reads: "38th
II'linois Infantry, Union arny".

CH LD
Over here! Come see!

The school children clanor towards Cassie and she nakes a
qui ck escape.

She continues to the cases filled with artifacts fromthe
fateful evening at the theater: John WI| kes Booth's diary,
his sawed off boot and the gun he used to kill President
Li ncoln are on display. She |looks ill.

Finally, she finds a gl ass case showcasi ng President Lincoln's
bel ongi ngs: his clothing, a pillow wth blood stains, and
t he phot ograph of the contents of his pockets that night.

In the corner of the case, two spots stand glaringly vacant.
Cassi e inspects the entire case, but the objects are m ssing.

Frantically, she rushes to the stairs. A security guard,
his back to her, angrily shoos children fromthe banister
where they play. She dashes past them but suddenly stops
and turns.

CASSI E
| thought 1'd find you here.

The guard | ooks up and Cassie cones face to face with Reporter
Jones.

CASSI E (CONT' D)
VWhere is it?

REPORTER
What do you want ?
CASSI E
We all have a piece of history to

pr ot ect .
I NT. FORD S THEATER, | NTERI OR - CONTI NUOQUS 2012

The theater sits eerily silent. The magnitude of what
transpired echoes around her.

Cassi e makes her way to the front and sits reverently for a
nmoment. She reaches in her bag and pulls at a chain.
Li ncol n's pocket watch glistens in her hand.

Suddenly, the now famliar prickly sensation grips the back
of her neck.
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She knows he is here now, he sits in the bal cony above and
to the side. She turns her head and | ooks up to neet his
soul ful blue-grey eyes. The scene dissol ves.

I NT. BILLY AND ESTEE HOME, NEW SALEM - SEPTEMBER DAY 1835

Lincoln wites at a table inside a small bedroom gaunt and
spiritless. The first line of his words visible over his
shoul der: "Yes! 1've resolved the deed to do,"

As Cassi e approaches, a knock at the door holds her back.
Lincoln swftly folds the sheet in two and seals it.

Estee enters carrying a rucksack.

ESTEE
" m glad you've finally decided to
get out of doors, Abe. But, you'l
want to take a coat. The weather's
t urni ng.

LI NCOLN
['Il be fine, Estee.

Estee ignores him renoves a coat from a nearby hook and
holds it out.

Li ncol n obediently dons the jacket and hands her the seal ed
| etter addressed to the Sangano Journal .

LI NCOLN ( CONT' D)
Wul d you kindly take this letter to
the Postnaster in ny absence?

Estee takes it warily.

ESTEE
You'll be back by supper won't you?

L1 NCOLN
No need to worry, Estee.

ESTEE
| ' ve packed sone bread, and fruit
and honey in case you get hungry
bef or ehand.

Est ee rummages through a set of bookshel ves and chooses a
several volunes, anong themthe Kirkhami s G ammar book. She
pl aces themin the bag.

Li ncoln covertly retrieves a small satchel fromunder his
mattress and stuffs it in his coat's front pocket.

Estee turns back toward Lincol n.
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ESTEE ( CONT' D)
There, |1've added a few books. You
haven't studied in so long. It m ght
be nice to stop sonewhere and read
for a tine.

Lincoln takes the bag from Estee and gently places a kiss
upon her cheek.

LI NCOLN
| can never repay you and Billy for
your ki ndness and devotion, Estee.
| hope you'll always know how very
grateful I amfor it, and how sorry
| amfor the trouble |I've caused.

Estee's lip trenbles and she hugs himfor a |ong while.

ESTEE
Abe, you do know that we all |ove
you, don't you?

Li ncol n | eaves w thout answer. Cassie follows. Qutside,
she gl ances back.

Estee is poised at the window, a letter in her right hand,
her | eft obscured, as Lincoln disappears into the woods.

| NT. THE WOODS, NEW SALEM - CONTI NUOUS 1835

Li ncol n lunbers through the dense forest near the banks of

t he Sanganon River. Except for the sounds of nature, it is
silent today. An eagle soaring above screans out.

He wal ks purposefully toward the remants of a |l ong forgotten
canpsite. Wen he finds it, he drops the rucksack, takes

off his coat and sits on the hard ground.

After a while, he lies down and | ooks up at the open sky,
remenbering the last tinme he was here.

FLASHBACK - EXT. NEW SALEM COCK QUT - DAY

Li ncol n experiences the joy of winning the flatboat race.
His friends pat his back and cheer.

EXT. WOODS - N GHT

He tells his funny stories and anecdotes and his friends'
| aughi ng faces dance in the firelight.

Ann | eads Lincoln to the blanket. They lie together.
END OF FLASHBACK SEQUENCE
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| NT. THE WOODS, NEW SALEM - CONTI NUQUS 1835

Al one, Lincoln begins to quietly recite the last |ines of
"Mortality'.

LI NCOLN
"The maid on whose cheek, on whose
brow, in whose eye Shone beauty and
pl easure, her triunphs are by; And
the nmenory of those who | oved her
and praised, Are alike fromthe m nds
of the living erased.”

He turns his head and spies his coat. Purposefully, he
extends one arm and probes. Wat he seeks is not there.

He sits up and riffles through the coat in earnest. Still,
he cannot find the satchel that prom ses his deliverance.

Frustrated, he lurches toward the bag |ying nearby. He
searches inside, now frantic. He feels nothing but the books
wi t hin.

Angry and tearful, he turns the bag upside down and dunps
the contents. Anmong the itens he finds the G ammar book.

LI NCOLN ( CONT' D)
Damm you! Let me go!

Enraged, he glares at the treasure and forcefully hurls it.
It slans into the side of an ancient walnut tree and falls
open at its base.

He sits on his haunches, chest heaving, eyes on the earth
bel ow, and then slowy lifts his head toward the book again.

The scene di ssol ves.
He now he stands at a w ndow, aged.
EXT. /I NT. SPRI NGl ELD HOVE OF LI NCOLN - JUNE DAY 1860

The nei ghborhood lies littered wth streaners and bal | oons.
A poster with Lincoln's |ikeness hangs on a picket fence
declaring himthe w nner of the Republican nom nation for
President. Its caption reads: "Qur nation cannot endure
permanently hal f-free and hal f-slave."

Lincoln | ooks out froma first-floor wi ndow, ol der and thinner
now. Deep creases above his weary, sunken eyes and a cropped
sal t - and- pepper beard add countless age to his fifty-one
years.

A crowmd gathers in front of the house, and anong them Lincoln
spots his old friend, Mentor G aham



78.

He | ooks ol der now and speaks with a reporter Lincoln
remenbers wel | .

He wat ches thoughtfully as Mentor finishes the terse
conversation and approaches his front steps. A housekeeper
ushers Mentor in and Lincoln turns to greet himwarny.

MVENTOR
M. Lincoln, thank you for the kind
invitation. Congratulations on the
Republ i cation nom nati on.

L1 NCOLN
Mentor. Never mnd the formality.
W' ve known each other a good | ong
time and I will forever be Abe to
you.

Ment or | ooks down, unconfortable with the senti nent.

MENTOR
Thank you. But, ny hope is to have
the opportunity to call you M.
President in the Fall. Qur country's
future has never been nore precarious,
Abe, and you are the man who can see
us through the darkness.

There is a nonentary, awkward silence. Each nman assesses
the other, then

L1 NCOLN
It's been so very long. Tell ne,
how are ny old friends, the G eens,
the Bal es, the Arnstrongs,
(Pause)
the Rutl edges?

Mentor Graham stiffens slightly at the inference.

MENTOR
They are all well and in good health,
and send their warnest regards to
you and Ms. Lincoln.

Agai n, a pause as they do not know how to continue, then

LI NCOLN
There is sonething | wanted to return
to you.

Li ncol n goes to a desk, picks up the Kirkham G ammar book
and | ooks at it devotedly. Then, he attenpts to hand it to
Ment or .
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Ment or hol ds up his pal ns.

LI NCOLN ( CONT' D)
G on. It was a testanment to our
friendship that you parted with it
inthe first place.

Wth reverence, Mentor takes the book.

MVENTOR
My father taught me to wite with
t hi s book.

Li ncol n watches himcarefully for a nonent.
LI NCOLN
Its contents are precious indeed.
It's time they rested with you again.

They are both overcone with sentinentality, Mentor unable to
meet Lincoln's eyes.

MENTOR
She truly | oved you.

Li ncol n nods, casts his own gaze downward and speaks softly.

LI NCOLN
She did. And, | honestly and truly
| oved her. | still do. She was ny
world, nmy equal. No, ny better in

every way.

Ment or | ooks up and swal | ows hard before approaching the
pai nful subject of Lincoln's despondency.

MENTOR
You ran a little wild about the
matter... of her passing.

Li ncol n | ooks at himsearchingly, and then fixes his sights
on a point outside the window as he utters his next words.

L1 NCOLN
| did, really. | ran conpletely off
t he track.

MVENTOR

Is it true then, Abe? D d you wite

t he suici de poem publ i shed anonynously
in the Sangano Journal in the sumrer
of '35?

There is a long pause. Lincoln's eyes remain focused outside.
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Mentor, | wll never deny her or the
effects of her death on ny character

Then he turns to |look directly at Mentor.

LI NCOLN ( CONT' D)
Even if it costs ne the Presidenti al
el ection in Novenber.

An under st andi ng passes between t hem

Ment or nods, and securing the information he cane for,
to take his | eave.

MENTOR
| wish you all the best, and ny
war nest good wi shes to Ms. Lincoln
as well.

Li ncol n shakes his hand and studies his retreat.
Mentor hesitates at the entryway and turns.

MENTOR ( CONT' D)
May | ask you one other question,
Abe?

L1 NCOLN
Ask anything of ne.

MENTOR
How. . .
(Pause)
How did you conme out of it?

Li ncol n faces Mentor squarely, fully understanding the
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begi ns

magni tude of the man's unresolved grief. He pulls his pocket
watch from his vest, and caresses its face, renenbering.

L1 NCOLN
| canme out of it, old friend, because
she taught ne, by word and by deed,
that we wll never be apart.

EXT. SPRI NG-I ELD - CONTI NUOUS 1860

The street |lanps glow as Mentor finally departs Lincoln's

home. The crowd is |long gone, but the reporter renains,

stepping fromthe shadows as Mentor exits the yard' s gate.

Mentor throws hima glance, but continues to wal k away.

the reporter follows, Mentor finally speaks.

As



MVENTOR
Let it rest, Jones. He didn't wite
it.

REPORTER
Li ke Hell he didn't!

Mentor turns on the reporter.

MENTOR
He didn't wite the Suicide Poem
And, further and for the record,
there is no truth to the runor that
he dealt with the girl's death in
anyt hing | ess than an honorabl e and
lucid manner. You and your backward
t hi nki ng croni es cannot touch him

He beats his retreat fromthe Reporter again.

REPORTER
You |ying bastard!

Ment or stops, shaking with fury.

MENTOR
No one, absolutely no one in New
Salemw || say otherwise. He's
clinched the Republican nom nation
and with the Denocrats divided, he'l
take the White House in Novenber.

REPORTER
Damm you, Mentor! You worthl ess,
stupid fool! I'Il bury you this

ti mel Under st and?

MVENTOR
Perfectly.

Ment or wal ks away agai n and Jones begins to shout.

REPORTER
Suppose you think you're headed to
New Sal em now. Tell nme, how will
t hese good folk greet their esteened
teacher on his return. Particularly
when they read he's the bastard child
of a white man and his Negro sl ave?

Mentor turns and faces the reporter, his face filled with
| oat hing, but finally fearless of retribution.
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MENTOR
You may have run ne out of Savannah,
Jones, but |I'm done running. Do
your damage. Because there's no

puni shment you will ever exact on
me, worse than what |'ve w ought on
nmysel f.

A book firmy in his grasp, he | eaves Jones to witness his
di sappearance into the eveni ng dusk.

Behind the reporter, two figures listen on the darkened porch.
Besi de her, Lincoln slowy turns and wal k insi de.

EXT. ESTEE AND BI LLY' S HOVE, NEW SALEM - SEPTEMBER 1835

Cassi e gl ances back to the wi ndow where Estee stands
t houghtful ly watching Lincoln recede into the woods.

Estee neets her eyes and smles, a small satchel in her hand.

CASSI E
(Wi speri ng)
Thank you.

Cassi e, dressed as Ann, |ocket round her neck, pocket watch
in her hand turns and follows Lincoln into the woods.

EXT. THE WOCDS, NEW SALEM - CONTI NUOUS 1835

Lincoln traverses the woods on that other fateful day, Cassie
cl ose behind. She observes himas he finds the canpsite,
takes off his coat, sits, then lies down to renenber his
sumrer with Ann.

She watches as he angrily searches for the satchel and
W tnesses his fury as he throws the G ammar book agai nst the
wal nut tree.

CGently, she touches her | ocket, and then bends to pick up
the note that peeks fromthe volune |ying on the ground.

He | ooks up at the novenent and she hands a stunned Lincoln
her note.

LI NCOLN

CASSI E
Yes.
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I NT. FORD S THEATER, WASHI NGTON, DC - NI GHT, APRIL 14, 1865

The three-tiered theater stands opul ent and respl endent.
Cassie, still dressed as Ann, no longer sits alone; the
theater brinms with an audi ence eager to see a very funny

pl ay.

Dressed in their evening finery, the crowd watches the
performance on stage, while a few peer upward, attenpting to
steal a glinpse of the President.

Wth his wife and friends, he occupies a private box |avishly
draped and decorated with flags and a portrait of Washi ngton
just for this occasion.

Aware of the tragic events about to unfold, Cassie exchanges
one | ast sorrowful gaze wth the sad man sitting above, and
then turns toward the stage.

The fateful last line is delivered by the sole actor on the
st age:

HARRY HAWK - ACTOR
Well, | guess | know enough to turn
you inside out, old gal -- you
sockdol ogi zi ng ol d man-trap.

The theater erupts with |loud |aughter and then a shot rings
out. Cassie junps; a wonman screans; a man shouts out.

Conpl ete silence, and then a young wonan in the Presidenti al
box screans.

M SS HARRI S
The President has been shot!

| medi ately, nuted chaos is heard; panicked theater-goers
stand, run, trip through the aisles in their haste to escape.

Cassie remains in her chair for a tinme, alone with her
t houghts, before making her way through the frantic crowd.

Ann's voice is heard reading the note.

ANN (V. Q)
"My Dearest Love, As we begin our
journey together, the little G amrar
book sits before nme, overflow ng
with | essons on howto talk and wite
and conjugate verbs. Yet, its worth
cannot be judged by its printed pages,
but rather, neasured through what it
represents.
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Seven nmen - four soldiers and three doctors - carry Lincoln's
wounded body on a slab fromthe | obby of the theater to a
boar di ng house across the street. Cassie follows.

Peopl e rush around, jostling them others crowd about to see
their beloved President. A soldier at the front of the solem
procession uses his sword to part the throng and nake a
passageway for the nortally wounded President.

They speedily exit the theater and are half way across the
street, when they hesitate, unsure of where to take him

SOLDI ER
Can we transport himto the Wite
House?

DOCTOR
No, the President would die on the
way.

On the stoop of a house across the street, a man stands with
a lighted candle. He shouts out.

MAN
Bring himin here!

The nmen head in the direction of the house across the street
bel onging to M. Petersen. Again, Cassie follows.

As they wind up the steps of the house, a black fam |y stands
apart fromthe mayhem hearts broken. The man respectfully
takes off his hat; the child holds his father's hand,
uncertainly. Florence neets Cassie's eyes, and then she
covers her face and weeps bitterly.

ANN (V. Q)
For it is not how we speak with our
mout hs that signifies, but how we
communi cate with our hearts that
matters nost. Your gift is a
pricel ess treasure, synbolizing your
unwavering belief in me and in al
humanki nd.

| NT. PETERSEN HOUSE, WASHI NGTON, D.C. - CONTI NUOUS 1865

Cassie enters the sonber tonb where Lincoln will take his
| ast breath, a long, narrow passageway to the right of three
i nt erconnecting roons.

The anteroomis set as a Parlor, and in it, a soon-to-be

wi dow, waits in a chair by the wi ndow, the mantel clock
keeping time with her sobs. Her son hovers, obstructing her
fromvi ew
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Cassi e continues toward the second room a small bedroom

with a witing desk and a small table and chairs. Several
men tal k, anong themsits Secretary of War, Edw n Stanton
who frantically questions eyew tnesses.

Cassie's voice now finishes the note.

CASSIE (V.0QO)
If life is but the conpilation of
human experiences, then nothing nol ds
us with greater certitude and i nbues
us with greater strength than the
| osses we nust painfully endure and
the love we are fortunate to receive.

Sol emnly, Cassie heads to the back bedroom where she knows
Lincoln lies dying. Nonetheless, the sight of him wounded
and fragile, stuns her. She begins to cry.

CASSIE (V. Q) (CONT' D)
| fear that destiny will require
much fromyou; it is so with all nen
of greatness who by divine grace
| eave their inprints on our souls.

They have laid himdiagonally in a bed far too short for his
tall frame. Though the roomis narrow, nore than half a
dozen nmen crowd inside it. All eyes are focused on the
gravel y wounded man on the bed.

CASSIE (V. Q) (CONT' D)
Yet, if there is one thing of which
| am unshakably assured, it is that
you will do the right thing. You
will see the sacrifice through, with
your indomtable courage and
conviction of heart.

Li ncol n senses her presence and opens his eyes. Cassie nears
hi m and places two small objects in his hand, keeping her
hand in his. She speaks the final words of Ann's letter.

CASSI E (CONT' D)
G toit with strength ny |ove, and
with the sure know edge that, 'One
word frees us of all the weight and
painin life, that word is |ove.'
Go to it ny dearest love, with the
knowl edge that I wll always be with
you and you with nme. For our |ove
will endure for eternity."”

L1 NCOLN
Thank you.
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Secretary Stanton now stands with those who attend the
President. Unaware of Cassie, they are unsure of what he
has just uttered.

Li ncol n's gaze never wavers fromhers until, wth a slight
smle fornmed on his lips, he takes his final breath.

Tears stream ng down her face, Cassie renoves her hand from
his, and nmournfully wal ks away. The Secretary finally speaks.

STANTON
Now he bel ongs to the ages.

Cassi e passes into the second bedroom and watches a doct or
break the news to an Under Secretary who inmediately
di spat ches a nessenger

The doct or approaches Robert Todd Lincoln in the front Parl or
and whispers in his ear. He hands the young man his father's
possessions. Robert heads toward his nother to break the
tragi c news.

Mary Todd Lincoln sits by the window, her back to the room

Her son place an arm around her, bends to her ear and speaks
horrifying words. She faces her son and wails. Her canny
resenbl ance to the Librarian now evident.

| NT. PROFESSOR OVENS OFFI CE - NEXT DAY 2012

Prof essor Onens reads at his desk when Cassie appears at the
open doorway and knocks tentatively.

CASSI| E
Pr of essor ?

He | ooks up, relieved; she hands himher research paper.

PROFESSOR
So you' ve finished?

She nods.

PROFESSOR ( CONT' D)
How was it?

CASSI E
Enl i ght eni ng.

He watches her carefully.

PROFESSOR
How so?



87.

CASSI E
| | earned as nuch about nyself as |
di d about him

The professor appears to want to ask a question, but
hesit ates.

PROFESSOR
|"mglad. And, what was your final
concl usi on?

CASSI E
He wasn't self-made at all. Turns
out, none of us are.

The professor waits. As Cassie walks to the door, he calls
out quietly

PROFESSOR
VWhat of Ann?

Cassie turns to face himand speaks softly.

CASSI E
Soneone W se once said that it's our
| osses that ultimtely strengthen us
and that | ove has the power to
transformus. But, you already know
t hat .

She heads for the door again before finishing.

CASSI E ( CONT' D)
She di ed of Typhoid Fever, Professor,
not a broken heart. He did nothing
wWr ong.

The Professor is nonentarily confused.

PROFESSOR
McNei | ?

CASSI| E
Ment or . Her note was neant as much
for himas for Lincoln.

Cassie smles synpathetically, |eaving himspeechl ess.
Al one, he reaches down and opens a small drawer in his desk.

I nside lays Ann's folded note. He picks it up and wth tears
in his eyes re-reads it.
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EXT. GEORGETOMWN UNI VERSI TY - CONTI NUOUS 2012

Cassi e wal ks out of the H story Building, head held high, a
bounce in her step, the weight of the world Iifted from her
shoul ders. She runs into her roommate, Sarah, with a group
of friends. Anong them are Abbey and Tri sten.

CASSI E
Hey!
Sar ah hugs her.
SARAH
Hey yourself! So, howd it go in
I111nois?
Cassie smles broadly.
CASSI E

It was an anmazing journey. Ch, and
| brought you back a souvenir.

She reaches into her backpack and hands the New Sal em brochure
to Sarah.

CASSI E ( CONT' D)
Here, this is for you.

Sarah opens it, puzzled by the unusual pictures that adorn
the inside: a grammar book, a handkerchief, a chess board
and a pocket watch.

SARAH
VWhat is it?

CASSI E
(M schi evousl y)
A Quide for your future.

As Cassie wal ks away, she turns nonentarily toward Tristen
and sm | es.

CASSI E ( CONT' D)
See you at the gane tonight!

Sarah and the others | ook on, perplexed by the new Cassie.

Cassie pulls out her tel ephone as she continues on her way.
Her father answers.

DAD (V. Q)
Hel | 0?

CASSI E
Hey Dad!
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DAD (V.Q)
Cassie! Are you OK?
CASSI E
l"mgreat! | was wondering: How

woul d you feel about tackling a few
roller coasters with ne this sumer?

The friends wal k past, Sarah engrossed in the Brochure.
They approach an overflowi ng trash receptacle, and, shrugging,
she places it on the heap before headi ng away.

Suddenly, Sarah stops, turns around and picks it back up.
She | ooks at it thoughtfully, and then catches up to the
group, the brochure still visible in her hand.

EXT. GEORGETOMN UNI VERSI TY - LATER 2012

Cassi e wal ks by the University Cafe when she spots an
intriguing poster by the door: "Poetry O ub Wrkshop Al
Wel cone! Every Monday Evening, 6 - 8 pm"

She checks the tine, smles and enters.
| NT. GEORGETOMNN CAFE - CONTI NUQUS 2012

The food lines closed, a snall group of students congregates
at two long tables at the far end and |listens to the young
man towering before them

Cassie hears his famliar voice. Her smle broadens. Her
heart skips a beat. She waits and |istens.

YOUNG MAN
A sonnet is a kind of poemwitten
using a strict, but fairly easy to
follow set of rules. First, it has
to have 14 lines divided into four
sections called quatrains. Next...

A prickly sensation makes the young man rub his neck.
Suddenly, he turns in Cassie's direction. He stops. Just
as before, he cannot tear his blue-grey eyes from hers.
The students crane to follow his gaze; all eyes on Cassie.
Si | ence.

Finally,

CASSI| E
Aml too | ate?

The students hold their breath and anticipate his response.
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He i s speechl ess.
Cassie waits.
Finally,

YOUNG MAN
No, you're perfect.

She sm | es again and takes an open seat.

The young man ruffles his hair in an attenpt to collect his
t houghts. Nervously, he thrusts his hands inside his front
pocket s.

YOUNG MAN ( CONT' D)
Right. Um Sonnets. Um 14 |ines;
4 quatrains... Witten in lanbic
Pentaneter, that's ten beats. O
Now, the first quatrain should give
us an idea of the subject matter we
want to convey. For the second, the
theme is given an inagi native exanpl e

He stops, flustered again.

He realizes that with this girl in this roomthis is not
what he wants to say.

So, he renoves his hands from his pockets, stands erect and
begi ns again. Looking directly at Cassie, he abandons dogna
for heartfelt expression for the very first tine.

YOUNG MAN ( CONT' D)
"How oft a lover in his |later age
Turning the | eaves of sonme young
poet's book Wth idle finger and far
absent | ook, Startled, hath seen
gl ance up fromthe clear page A
t hought once deened his sole self-
heritage, But left forgotten in sone
| eafy nook, "

Cassi e continues the sonnet with him

CASSI E AND YOUNG MAN
"When youth and | ove, |ocked hand in
hand, forsook His faltering steps on
life's long pilgrinmage. Ah tears
break forth that ever this should
be! "

Hi s voice quiets with astoni shment and she conti nues al one.



91.

CASSI E
"Love like a glorious vision reari ses,
As if the sunset rose above the sea.
And I, how | eapt ny heart with nad
surprise, Wen, stooping down to
kiss thee, fromthine eyes | saw ny
own | ost soul |ook up at ne."

Their sonnet finished, their eyes never |eave one anot her.
EXT. GEORGETOMN UNI VERSI TY - CONTI NUCUS 2012

The Young Man and Cassie wal k hand in hand across canpus;
happy, | aughing.

He wal ks her to the entrance of her dorm and they stop.

YOUNG MAN
WIl | see you tonorrow?

Cassie smles know ngly.

CASSI E
Definitely.

He hesitates a noment before he kisses her softly, gazing
lovingly into her eyes.

Then he smles warmy and begins to wal k away.
She can't resist.
She calls after him

CASSI E ( CONT' D)
So, is poetry your first |ove?

The young man stops and turns to |look at his true | ove.

YOUNG MAN
Actually, it's ny second.

I NT. FORD S THEATER, MJSEUM - CONTI NUOUS 2012

Peopl e wander past the illum nated display cases in the little
museum A little girl stands with her nose pressed to the
gl ass peering down at the shiny treasures inside.

One in particular has captured her attention. It sits next
to the antique chain and pocket watch: a gol den neckl ace
with a curious nedallion sparkles fromwthin

FADE QUT.
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