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EXT. COUNTRY CEMETERY - DAY

Mist rises in a dark forest.  A Civil War burial ground lies 
beyond an ancient brick archway.  SUPERIMPOSE:   FRANKLIN, 
TENNESSEE.

SIX CONFEDERATE SOLDIERS, all very old men, march through the 
cemetery, led past the old headstones and monuments by an 
ELDERLY WOMAN, dressed in the black taffeta mourning clothes of 
the 1860’s.  It’s a living Matthew Brady photograph.

They come at last to a tall, magnificent looking MONUMENT, an 
obelisk.  The Confederate Soldiers stop beside the grave, three 
on either side, and the Elderly Woman moves to the end, facing 
the Monument.  She nods at the Soldier standing nearest her.

The Confederate raises a BUGLE to his lips, begins blowing 
“Taps.”  The other Soldiers snap to attention, salute.  The 
Elderly Woman begins to weep softly.

A mud-encrusted TIN COFFIN, being lifted by ropes, suddenly 
begins rising out of the grave!

As “Taps” concludes, the coffin stops rising, fully above ground 
now, hanging in mid-air over the open grave.  TWO GRAVEYARD 
WORKERS in modern Levi overalls step forward, unceremoniously 
remove the ropes and help the old Confederate Soldiers take hold 
of the coffin.  We realize for the first time that the period is 
the PRESENT.

Lifting it onto their shoulders, the old men move forward, 
bearing the coffin unsteadily toward...a modern Cadillac hearse.

The ELDERLY WOMAN dabs away her tears with a lace handkerchief, 
looks at the MONUMENT.  Then the CAMERA FINDS the name at the 
base of the ancient gravestone: Major General PATRICK RONAYNE 
CLEBURNE, 1828-1864.

WE HEAR the VOICE of MILLIE BAKER, oozing with a Southern 
accent:

MILLIE’S VOICEOVER
It was November 30, 1864....

EXT. THE GENERAL CLEBURNE MUSEUM - DAY

A small, well-maintained old log house sits in a clearing, 
surrounded by a white picket fence.  



The BIRTHPLACE of MAJOR GENERAL PATRICK RONAYNE CLEBURNE, is now 
a MUSEUM.  An empty SCHOOL BUS is parked outside.

SUPERIMPOSE:  CLEBURNE, ALABAMA.

MILLIE’S VOICEOVER
(continuing)

....The Union Army had already taken 
Franklin, and the times were desperate.  
General Cleburne knew he had to take the 
Yankees by surprise...!

INT. THE GENERAL CLEBURNE MUSEUM - DAY

A PORTRAIT of the great hero, General Cleburne...a GLASS CASE, 
featuring his PISTOL and SADDLE....a WARSCAPE PAINTING of 
General Cleburne and his men bravely fighting Union soldiers...

Now we see MILLIE BAKER, 75, the frail museum curator, 
delivering her usual enthusiastic lecture to a group of 
ELEMENTARY SCHOOL CHILDREN.  Long-widowed, Millie devotes her 
every waking moment to her dearly departed idol.

She leads the Kids to another glass case, this one containing a 
magnificent LONG SWORD:

MILLIE
(continuing)

....So General Pat drew this very sword 
high into the air and shouted out to his 
battle-weary brigade:  “Fix your 
bayonets, men, and give ‘em steel!”

Millie leads them over to a MINIATURE TABLEAU of the Battle of 
Franklin:

MILLIE
Then, with bullets flying and cannons 
booming, knowing that he was certain to 
die, General Cleburne vaulted the top of 
the Yankee line, shouting out: “Goodbye, 
dearest Sam, we’ll meet again in Heaven!”  

The Kids are quiet, reverent, moved.
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MILLIE
....and at that moment, in the smoke of 
battle, General Patrick Ronayne Cleburne, 
the man our town is named after, entered 
our history books forever...

Millie gestures toward a PORTRAIT of a stunning Southern belle:

MILLIE
...His marriage to the beautiful Miss
Samantha Tarleton was never to be...

EXT. CLEBURNE, ALABAMA TOWN SQUARE - DAY

A magnificent STATUE OF GENERAL CLEBURNE, thirty feet high, in 
the center of the Square, looks out sternly over the town.

In a dramatic pose, GENERAL CLEBURNE stands beside a CONFEDERATE 
SHARPSHOOTER, who kneels at his side, aiming a rifle.  Left hand 
on his hip, the General’s right hand rests paternally on the 
rifleman’s shoulder.

HOLLY MORGAN’S VOICEOVER
(sarcastically)

“Holy Cleburne!  Is our poor town trying 
to secede from the Union...? 

CAMERA CRANES DOWN from the Statue, revealing huge multicolored 
banners stretched across downtown buildings:  WELCOME HOME, 
GENERAL PAT! - 1st Annual DIXIE DAYS! - Relive Cleburne’s Last 
Stand!

CAMERA CONTINUES MOVING, FINDS a THREE-STORY FLEABAG HOTEL -- 
THE LIBERTY INN & CAFE -- sitting on the corner of the Square.  
On the bottom floor, there’s a small NEWSPAPER OFFICE...

HOLLY MORGAN’S VOICEOVER
...How else can we explain Mayor Jack 
Rice’s solution for Cleburne’s financial 
woes -- the upcoming 5-day Civil War orgy 
that he calls “DIXIE DAYS”...?

A REPAIRMAN is replacing a PLATE GLASS OFFICE WINDOW.  An old 
wooden sign above the entrance reads: CLEBURNE HAWK * Published 
Weekly Since 1926 * HOLLY MORGAN, Owner.

Through the new window we can see a WOMAN, seated at a battered 
rolltop desk, typing furiously on a MacBook Pro.
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INT. “WEEKLY HAWK” NEWSPAPER OFFICE - DAY

Liberal newspaperwoman HOLLY MORGAN, 30’s, wearing small, 
stylish eyeglasses, TALKS rapidly as she writes:

HOLLY
“...And yes, it’s true...the earthly 
remains of our town’s namesake, 
Confederate General Patrick Ronayne 
Cleburne, are finally coming home...”

EXT. CLEBURNE CITY LIMITS - DAY

A MOTORCYCLE ESCORT, its lights flashing and SIREN LOW, leads 
the black funeral hearse past the CITY LIMITS sign, heading 
toward downtown Cleburne.

HOLLY’S VOICEOVER
“...After being dug up in Tennessee and 
later transferred to a brand new, very 
expensive bronze casket (made by the same 
folks that built the Tuscaloosa 
Superdome)...”

Immediately we are struck by the apparent poverty of this town:  
run-down trailer parks, dollar stores, junk yards, the 
inevitable Super Walmart, boarded-up storefronts and abandoned 
buildings line the highway into town.  It’s a city in decline.

But a large billboard over a vast empty field proclaims:  COMING 
SOON .. PRATT INDUSTRIES: Embrace the Future!  The fat face of a 
greedy developer leers over the dilapidated landscape...

INT. HOLLY’S OFFICE - DAY

Holly continues typing and talking:

HOLLY
“...the very, very late General Pat will 
take up residence in a lavish, 
magnificently-appointed, one-room, no-
bath Italian marble condo right here on 
the Town Square...” 

Holly quickly glances out the window as she types...
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HOLLY’S POV:  In front of the Statue of General Cleburne, a NEW 
MAUSOLEUM is nearing completion, and a STONE CUTTER is chiseling 
an INSCRIPTION...

HOLLY’S VOICEOVER
“...Just what all of this will cost the 
taxpayers of Cleburne, City Hall refuses 
to disclose, but our irrepressible Mayor 
Rice -- “

JACK RICE, 30’s, handsome and intense, emerges from the darkness 
of the unfinished new tomb and into the bright sunlight.  He 
speaks to the Stone Cutter, pats him on the back.

HOLLY’S VOICEOVER
“ -- Rotarian, Lion, and all-around good 
ol’ boy -- seems to have spared none of 
our tax dollars...”

IN HOLLY’S OFFICE, the Window Repairman enters, and Holly holds 
up her hand to stop him from speaking and breaking her 
concentration: 

HOLLY
“...our valuable tax dollars...”

Holly’s high school intern, BEN WILBANKS, a lanky 16-year-old, 
rushes in with an armload of page proofs:

BEN 
The printers want to know where the 
pictures are --

Holly holds up her hand again, this time to silence Ben while 
she finishes her rewrite:

HOLLY
“...none of our precious, valuable tax 
dollars in this morbid and wasteful 
undertaking.” 

Holly smiles, happy with her play of words, looks at Ben:

HOLLY
Tell them I’ll email the pictures by 
five.
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Ben rushes off to a telephone.  The Window Repairman hands Holly 
a BILL for the new window...and a BRICK.

WINDOW REPAIRMAN
That’s two windows smashed this week, 
Holly...

Holly holds up the brick, prints the date on it with a magic 
marker.  Then she proudly places it next to TWO OTHER BRICKS, 
with earlier dates:

HOLLY
I’m proud of these bricks.  If they’re 
breaking my windows, it means people are 
upset and that means I’m getting to them.  
It’s a small price to pay for shaking 
people out of their apathy.  Do you know 
what Carl Jung said about curing 
apathy...?

WINDOW REPAIRMAN
Nope.

HOLLY
He said, “First, you’ve got to piss ‘em 
off.”

She grabs her CAMERA and hurries out into the street.

EXT. TOWN SQUARE - DAY

TOWNSPEOPLE and CIVIL WAR FANS are crowding onto the sidewalks 
and into the Square, buzzing with anticipation for the arrival 
of the Cleburne motorcade.  

A YOUNG WOMAN moves quickly through the crowd, carrying a 
poster, and running after Mayor Rice:

YOUNG WOMAN
Mayor!  Mayor Rice!  I finished the 
poster!

Jack Rice stops and turns to her and us.  
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The Young Woman runs up, presents him with an IMPRESSIONISTIC 
POSTER for the RHETT AND SCARLETT BALL, depicting dashing 
CONFEDERATE SOLDIERS waltzing with beautiful, hoopskirted 
SOUTHERN BELLES.  As Jack examines it, the Young Woman looks at 
him hopefully:

YOUNG WOMAN
What do you think?

Jack studies the poster carefully, then looks back at her:  

JACK
(smiles)

Print up a thousand of ‘em!  

She beams, takes off.  Baptist Music Minister CHARLES BEAN, 
20’s, clean-cut and preppy, runs up to Jack:

CHARLES
Jack, I found the band -- they’re perfect 
-- an authentic Civil War String 
Ensemble!  

JACK
How much?

CHARLES
How about free?

JACK
Exactly what we can afford!  

CHARLES
Later!

He hurries away, overjoyed, just as City Secretary, JEAN, 60’s, 
blue-haired, runs up.

JEAN
Mayor Rice!

JACK
Did the General Cleburne T-shirts come 
in?

JEAN
All five thousand.
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JACK
Great!  How about the mugs and mousepads?

JEAN
All here.  Mayor --

JACK
And those little miniature statues...?

JEAN
(nods)

We’ve got everything!  Chief Calvin just 
called in -- the hearse is almost here!  
You’ve got to get over to the reviewing 
stand!

Jack hurries away.

A SMALL ELEVATED REVIEWING STAND has been set up in front of the 
Statue, beside the new mausoleum/tomb.  Jack hustles onto the 
platform, joining Millie Baker, REV. VIRGIL PAYNE, and the 
Cleburne City Council: TERESA WILLIAMS (an African-American), 
DUANE LEACH, RANDY BOYD and EARL POTTS.  

A SHOUT comes from the distance, interrupting her again.  A wave 
of excitement sweeps through the crowd.  Somebody shouts a loud 
REBEL YELL.  All eyes look off at....

THE MOTORCYCLE ESCORT AND CLEBURNE’S HEARSE entering the TOWN 
SQUARE to CHEERS and the CROWD waving their Cleburne flags...

GENERAL CLEBURNE’S HEARSE pulls up in front of the reviewing 
stand, and the six Confederate Soldiers we saw at the Tennessee 
cemetery emerge from the hearse and take their positions at the 
rear door.  They begin sliding out Cleburne’s tin coffin (now 
covered with the General’s battle flag)...    

ON THE REVIEWING STAND, Millie Baker watches breathlessly, 
choking back tears.

THE SIX CONFEDERATE SOLDIERS move toward the opening of the new 
tomb, once again bearing the ancient coffin on their shoulders.  
A Re-Enactor BAND plays a MELANCHOLY CIVIL WAR HYMN.  The crowd 
is quiet, reverent.

ON THE REVIEWING STAND, along with all the others, Jack salutes.
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Holly stands just below the reviewing stand, smirking, aiming 
her camera at Jack.  She snaps a couple of pictures.

Jack frowns.

THE CROWD bursts into CHEERS and APPLAUSE as CLEBURNE’S COFFIN 
disappears inside the tomb.

INT. MAUSOLEUM - DAY

The six Confederate Soldiers bear the tin coffin to a brand new, 
ornate BRONZE CASKET on a stone catafalque in the center of the 
room.  They carefully raise Cleburne’s fragile coffin off their 
shoulders to lower it into the casket...

Suddenly, the bottom falls out of the coffin, and Cleburne’s 
bones go crashing onto the floor!  As an enormous CLOUD OF DUST 
billows up around them, the six Soldiers just stand there, 
aghast, still holding the rest of the coffin aloft, staring down 
at their hero’s REMAINS, scattered everywhere.

CONFEDERATE SOLDIER
Shut that damned door, quick!

Another Soldier hastily closes the tomb.

EXT. MAUSOLEUM - DAY

The crowd outside begins to disperse.

INT. CLEBURNE CITY COUNCIL CHAMBER - SAME DAY

On the wall is a series of formal portraits of the last four 
Mayors of Cleburne, three of them dead: HENRY RICE (Jack’s great-
grandfather); CHARLES RICE (his grandfather); GEORGE RICE (his 
father), and finally, Jack himself, the current office holder.

REV. PAYNE
May the Lord bless our town’s elected 
officials, guide their steps with divine
wisdom...

REV. PAYNE, 60’s, a big man with white hair and a booming voice, 
recites the opening prayer from a GUEST PODIUM, which faces the 
elevated Council rostrum.  Payne is the “moral voice” of 
Cleburne, commanding equal measures of respect, fear, and 
resentment.
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REV. PAYNE
(continuing)

...And grant them the strength, O Lord, 
to keep Cleburne a safe haven from the 
evil ways of the wicked world...

(carried away)
...a blessed refuge from A-rabs and 
Muslims, Jews and homosexuals --

Sitting at the center of the rostrum, Jack CLEARS HIS THROAT, 
frowns at Rev. Payne, shakes his head.  Rev. Payne stops, 
regroups.

On Jack’s right are Councilmen Earl Potts and his yes-man, Duane 
Leach.  Iron-willed, controlling and perpetually sour, Potts, 
62, is the old guard powerbroker of the town.  He laughed once 
in 1956.

REV. PAYNE
This we ask --

A harsh CLATTER suddenly comes from the back of the room.  Jack 
opens one eye, peers out at Holly Morgan as she bursts NOISILY 
into the Chamber, camera around her neck, carrying a notebook 
and a small tape recorder.  She proceeds to the PRESS TABLE, 
making even more RACKET.  She loves disturbing the peace...

Rev. Payne glances at Holly darkly, irritated by all the NOISE 
she’s making, concludes his prayer:

REV. PAYNE
-- This we ask in the holy name of Jesus 
Christ our Savior, from whom all 
blessings flow....

By the time Holly finally settles at the Press Table, all of the 
Councilpersons are frowning at her.  

REV. PAYNE
....Amen.

Jack looks at Rev. Payne:

JACK
Thank you, Brother Payne, for that 
beautiful invocation.

(smiles to Council)
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Well...I had a meeting yesterday with our 
hotel-motel folks and I’m happy to report 
that they’re booked solid for “Dixie 
Days” -- the whole five days! 

Holly suddenly stands, walks toward the podium.

JACK
They’ve got people begging for rooms from 
all over the world  Good thing those Re-
enactors sleep in tents or we’d have a 
real battle on our hands.

Jack chuckles at his little joke (no one else does).  Holly taps 
the microphone on the guest podium:

HOLLY
Mister Mayor, I’d like to be recognized.

JACK
(BANGS the gavel)

You’re out of order, Miss Morgan.

HOLLY
I don’t think so!

POTTS
Sit down, you liberal!

JACK
(sharply, to Potts)

I can handle this, Mr. Potts.
(to Holly)

Did you fill out a request-to-speak card?

Holly walks over to Jean, the City Secretary, and scribbles 
quickly on an index card.  She smiles at Jack.  He scowls.  

HOLLY
I want to know what happened to buying 
new computers for the Middle School... 
and the new library!...and the new roof 
for the Senior Citizens Center...

A group of SENIOR CITIZENS at the back of the room APPLAUD their 
agreement with Holly.  An elderly man we will meet later, DEWEY 
JAMES, shouts:
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DEWEY
(shouts)

So do we!

Jack BANGS his gavel again:

JACK
Those items are not on our agenda today.

HOLLY
They’re never on your agenda!

POTTS
(looks off)

Chief Calvin, remove this woman!

HOLLY
You couldn’t find one lousy dollar to fix 
the roof for our Seniors, but you’ve got 
a hundred grand to build a marble tomb 
for a box of old bones!

POTTS
Show some respect!  You’re talking about 
one of the great heroes of the Civil War!

INT. MAUSOLEUM - DAY

The six Confederate Soldiers are scrambling to piece together 
the bones of General Cleburne’s skeleton.  It’s a jumbled mess.

FIRST SOLDIER
(pointing at the skeleton)

Clay, that ain’t an arm bone, that’s a 
leg bone -- 

SECOND SOLDIER
The hell it is!  I know a leg bone from 
an arm bone, and that’s a leg bone!

The First Soldier places it below Cleburne’s pelvis.  It doesn’t 
look right there, either.

INT. CLEBURNE CITY COUNCIL CHAMBER - DAY

Holly stands at the podium, insistent:
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HOLLY
I demand to be recognized!

Jack looks at Holly sternly:

JACK
You’ve got exactly three minutes.

(to the City Secretary)
Start the timer, Jean.

The City Secretary sets a KITCHEN EGG-TIMER to THREE -- it 
starts TICKING.

HOLLY
Whatever happened to public hearings?  
I’ll tell you: there aren’t any!  That’s 
because you’ve decided to blow what’s 
left of the city treasury to refight the 
Civil War! 

The ELDERLY GROUP in back APPLAUD.  Good-looking Councilman 
RANDY BOYD, late 20’s, an ex-jock-turned-used-car-salesman, 
steams in silence.  He detests Holly Morgan. 

JACK
“Dixie Days” will bring Cleburne 
something we’ve never had before -- 
tourists!  Tourists spending money!  
Everybody in this town will benefit -- 
even irritating, sarcastic newspaper 
publishers!   

HOLLY
There are other ways to make money -- 
grants, bonds... 

CITY SECRETARY
(interrupting, to Jack)

-- Fifty-eight seconds left --

HOLLY
If this “Dixie Days” BS doesn’t go over, 
it’ll be the death of our town!

JACK
Exactly why we need it!  If it fails, 
we’ll be bankrupt. “
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Dixie Days” is our last chance to save 
what we love about our community.  Our 
culture, our heritage, our character.

HOLLY
-- I thought this was my three 
minutes --

JACK
Miss Morgan, I guarantee you, there are 
unscrupulous people out there right now, 
waiting for us to fail, waiting to buy us 
out and turn this town into God knows 
what!  Is that what you want?

HOLLY
Okay, okay, go ahead and have your damned 
“Dixie Days”!  But make sure you do it 
right!  Remember, it’s 1864, so don’t 
forget the slave auctions and the cross 
burnings and the public lynchings!

Randy Boyd can’t contain himself any more:

RANDY
If you hate Cleburne so much, why don’t 
you go back up North with all your little 
Yankee friends?! 

The Senior Citizens BOO Randy.  

JACK
(BANGS the gavel)

That’s enough!  Both of you!

HOLLY
What’s it matter if our Senior Citizens 
go without a roof over their heads!  So 
they’re a little cold and wet.  So what 
if they get pneumonia --

Suddenly the KITCHEN TIMER GOES OFF, RINGING like mad, cutting 
her off.   Jean, the City Secretary, silences it.  Then the 
chamber gets VERY QUIET.  Jack looks smugly at Holly:

JACK
You can sit down now, Miss Morgan.
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Holly sits, but she’s really fuming at Mayor Rice.  These two 
are mortal enemies.

INT. CLEBURNE’S MAUSOLEUM - DAY

The six old Confederate Soldiers are desperate by now.  
Cleburne’s arm and leg bones look even more misplaced, and the 
smaller bones are hopelessly confused.  

FIRST SOLDIER
Clay, this ain’t gonna work!  What are we 
gonna do?

SECOND SOLDIER
We’ll get it, Hank, just stay calm.  I’m 
still missing a middle finger.  Anybody 
got a middle finger?  Look around, will 
you...

The Soldiers scan the darkened room.

FIRST SOLDIER
There it is --

He steps to the corner of the tomb, bends down...

ON THE FLOOR is Cleburne’s missing middle finger...and next to 
it is a SMALL LEATHER DIARY faded and worn, embossed with the 
initials, P.R.C.  The Soldier picks it up:

FIRST SOLDIER
What the hell is this...?

INT. CLEBURNE MUSEUM - DAY 

Millie Baker stares dumbfounded at the leather book in the 
Confederate Soldier’s hand:

MILLIE
General Cleburne’s diary!  My Lord, we 
always thought the Yankees stole it!  

(looks at the Soldier)
You did good, Hank.  

CONFEDERATE SOLDIER (HANK)
Much obliged, Miss Millie.
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MILLIE
(to herself)

...So they buried it with him...!

Millie quickly slips on sterile white gloves, carefully takes 
Cleburne’s diary from Hank.  

MILLIE
Now you get on out of here.  I need to be 
alone with this...

CONFEDERATE SOLDIER (HANK)
Yes’m.

Millie pushes him out the door and locks it behind him, smiling.

INT. HOLLY’S OFFICE - NIGHT

It’s late.  Holly shuts down her computer, turns off the desk 
lamp, locks the front door.  She starts up the back stairs to 
the loft apartment above her office.

INT. THE LANDING OUTSIDE HOLLY’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Holly reaches for the doorknob to her apartment, but the door 
suddenly opens on its own, and a hand shoots out -- yanks her 
inside!

INT. HOLLY’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

A figure in a black hooded parka is kissing her passionately.  
She pushes back the hood -- it’s Mayor Jack Rice!  He kisses her 
again, starts unbuttoning her blouse.

JACK
(as he kisses her)

I’ve had it with you, Morgan.  You
criticize me constantly, you embarrass
me in public.  I’m fed up.  There’s only 
one way to handle a pain in the ass like 
you...

Now he unzips her pants...

JACK
By the time I’m finished with you, you’re 
going to be begging for mercy!
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Holly tries to speak, but he clamps a hand over her mouth.

JACK
Shut up and take it like a man! 

Jack slides out of his parka, starts unbuttoning his own shirt. 

HOLLY
(smiling)

Asshole...

They fall onto the bed, laughing and making love...

INT. THE CLEBURNE MUSEUM - NIGHT

Millie Baker is sitting at a large library table, lit 
ceremoniously with CANDLES, surrounded in the dark by the 
ghostly portraits and artifacts of her beloved General.

She places Cleburne’s Diary in front of her on the table and 
moistens her lips, as if about to partake in a sumptuous meal.  
She takes out a magnifying glass, wipes it, holds it over the 
diary.

THE DIARY is in the General’s own handwriting, his private 
thoughts of more than a century ago.  The pages are yellowed and 
extremely brittle...

MILLIE takes a deep breath, begins reading.  She smiles, 
carefully turns a fragile page, the CAMERA SLOWLY MOVING IN on 
her face as she reads.  Her forehead wrinkles, an eyebrow 
arches...She gently turns another page...CAMERA MOVING IN 
CLOSER...now she dabs away tears.

Then she frowns, disturbed.  She reads quickly now, turning 
another page and still another....Her mouth suddenly drops open 
in complete and utter shock.  

Then, something falls out of the diary...a small TINTYPE 
PHOTOGRAPH.  Millie looks at it through the magnifying 
glass...her eyes widen...

She looks back at the diary, reads it again.  

MILLIE
(a whisper)

Oh, my Lord...
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Stunned, Millie slumps in her chair.

INT. HOLLY’S APARTMENT - VERY EARLY NEXT MORNING

Holly’s loft apartment has a bed in one corner, a messy 
kitchenette in another, mismatched sofa and chairs in the 
center, and a big-screen TV facing it -- perpetually tuned to 
the left-leaning MSNBC.  On the wall is a framed movie poster 
from ALL THE PRESIDENT’S MEN, personally signed by her Watergate 
heroes, Bob Woodward and Carl Bernstein.

Holly and Jack lie asleep in each other’s arms...He suddenly 
awakens, sleepily looks at his watch.  His eyes pop wide open:

JACK
My God!...it’s six-fifteen!

He leaps out of bed, grabs his clothes off the sofa and 
hurriedly starts throwing them on.  Holly stirs, barely awake:

HOLLY
(yawning)

...Where are you going?...

JACK
I’ve got to speak at the Baptists Women’s 
prayer breakfast this morning.

She pulls him, half-dressed, back onto the bed, starts kissing 
him.  He tries to pull away, but she holds him close:

HOLLY
Don’t go.

JACK
I’ve got to.

Jack glances around the room irritatedly.

JACK
Where the hell are my shoes?

HOLLY
I hid them.

JACK
You did not!
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He looks around the room again.  Holly grins.

JACK
Holly, come on!  I’m not kidding.  I’ve 
got to go!

Holly gives a big yawn, turns away from him and slips under the 
covers, pretending to go back to sleep.

JACK
(shakes her)

Come on, Holly!  Those Baptists get 
really bitchy if I’m late.

Now Holly “snores” loudly.

JACK
Screw you.  I’ll go barefoot.

He takes out a comb, tries to tame his flying hair.  Holly 
resurfaces from under the covers.

HOLLY
Whatever happened to our weekend in New 
Orleans?

JACK
Come on, don’t start on that again...

HOLLY
Goddamned “Dixie Days.”  

JACK
(irritably)

Where the hell are my shoes?!

HOLLY
Let’s move to Atlanta!

JACK
Atlanta?!

HOLLY
Yeah, we could actually be seen in public 
together.  You know...be daring and wild 
and walk down the street, holding hands 
and everything, liberal and conservative, 
right in front of everybody.  
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I’ll be James Carville and you’ll be Mary 
Matalon.

JACK
And how do you propose we do that?

HOLLY
I sell the paper, you abdicate your 
throne, and we kiss this hellhole 
goodbye.  How’s that?

He turns to Holly, hair still sticking up:

JACK
Do I look okay?

HOLLY
Did you hear what I just said?

Jack notices the crestfallen look on Holly’s face:

JACK
(wearily)

Honey, I was born here, raised here...

HOLLY
Me, too -- and I’ve never held it against 
you --

JACK
...and I actually like it here.  It’s 
quiet, it’s peaceful, the parking meters 
still take a penny.  And I’m the Mayor.

HOLLY
Only because your father was the Mayor, 
and your grandfather before him, and --

JACK
(cutting in)

I was elected, Holly.

HOLLY
Because Potts and Payne wanted you 
elected!  Nothing happens here without 
their say so.  You know that.  

Jack frowns.  Holly has struck a low blow:
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HOLLY
Or...we could move in together here.  Get 
a house.  Come out of the closet. 

JACK
Are you kidding?  God, if these bluenoses 
around here even suspected I was sleeping 
with you, they’d kick me out of office, 
excommunicate me from the church, and 
raise my taxes.  I’d never be able to 
show my face in Cleburne again.

HOLLY
And that’s bad?

Putting on his parka, Jack bends down, gives her an affectionate 
kiss.  Defeated (for the moment), Holly hands over his shoes.  
He slips them on quickly.

HOLLY
(sighs)

Hey, there’s worse things than sleeping 
with a liberal.

JACK
(pauses, thinking)

...Name one.

He smiles, then raises the window to the fire escape, steps out, 
and starts climbing down.  Holly smiles.

EXT. HOLLY’S BUILDING - DAY

A LONG SHOT:  Jack, a hooded figure in black, descends Holly’s 
fire escape into the back alley, disappears around the building.

INT. THE CLEBURNE MUSEUM - DAY

A SHOT OF WHISKEY is poured into a glass by a wrinkled, shaky 
hand...

A bleary-eyed Millie Baker shoots it down like a pro.  She 
closes her bloodshot eyes, sways drunkenly.  A sudden LOUD KNOCK 
on the door!  Millie clutches her bosom, frightened.  ANOTHER 
KNOCK.
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HOLLY’S VOICE
(muffled, from outside)

Millie, it’s Holly!

She keeps KNOCKING.  Millie weaves her way to the door, opens it 
a crack.  She’s flushed and tipsy from the booze:

MILLIE
We’re closed.

HOLLY
Closed?  Are you all right, Millie?

MILLIE
(slurring)

...I’m fine, thank you...

HOLLY
I just wanted to borrow some pictures of 
General Cleburne for my Special Edition.

MILLIE
No.  You can’t come in. 

She tries to close the door on her, but Holly won’t let her.  
Holly jams her foot against the door, looks inside:

HOLLY
What’s the matter?  

MILLIE
It’s too horrible.  I can’t talk about 
it.  If this ever gets out...

The booze suddenly hits her and Millie swoons.  Holly rushes in, 
catches her before she hits the floor:

HOLLY
Millie!  What’s wrong?

MILLIE
...Help me back to my desk, honey...

She puts her arm around Millie, helps the shaky old woman toward 
her desk.
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MILLIE 
(absently, to herself)

...It’s in his own handwriting, so it 
must be true...No wonder they buried it 
with him...

HOLLY
Whose handwriting?  Buried what? 

MILLIE
Cleburne’s diary!

HOLLY
Diary?

MILLIE
Maybe I should burn it...

(thinks)
No, I can’t do that.  I can’t destroy 
history.

HOLLY
What’s in the diary, Millie?  What’s it 
say?

MILLIE
General Cleburne was...was a...

(can’t get it out)
Oh, Lordy, I can’t even say the word.  
Sit me down, Holly.  Hurry!

Holly guides Millie gently to her desk chair.  With her 
trembling hand, Millie points to a TINTYPE PHOTOGRAPH and the 
Diary, lying on the table.  Holly looks at the photo, then picks 
up the magnifying glass, starts reading the Diary...

HOLLY’S EYE in the magnifying glass widens in total shock...

EXT. ROAD THROUGH WOODS (OUTSIDE CLEBURNE) - DAY

Tourists from all over the world are arriving.  Cars and vans 
and pickups and campers are inching along the dusty dirt road, 
bumper to bumper, turning off at a sign that reads: PARKING - 
BATTLE OF FRANKLIN. 
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EXT. PARKING LOT - DAY

A grassy field has become one enormous parking lot.  ATTENDANTS 
using walkie-talkies direct the incoming vehicles into very 
tight spaces.  There are license plates from all over: 
Washington to Maine, Louisiana to Minnesota.  A bumper sticker 
reads:  DON’T BLAME ME FOR OBAMA, I VOTED FOR JEFFERSON DAVIS.

MEN, WOMEN, and CHILDREN of all ages -- a happy, odd mingling of 
TOURISTS and RE-ENACTORS -- emerge from their vehicles, begin 
unloading their re-enactment materials: flags, guns, tents, etc.  

EXT. CONFEDERATE CAMPGROUND - DAY

A CONFEDERATE PRIVATE pounds a tent stake into the ground with a 
sledgehammer.  Then he raises a pole under the canvas, erecting 
his tent.

Beside his white tent are a hundred others, all aligned in 
perfect rows.

EXT. “SUTLER’S ROW” - DAY

LARGER TENTS on another part of the campground are being stocked 
by RE-ENACTOR MERCHANTS who are selling souvenirs and 
refreshments.

The hottest items are the GENERAL PATRICK CLEBURNE MEMORABILIA:  
T-shirts, pictures, postcards, books, mousepads, and tiny 
replicas of THE STATUE.  TOURISTS are snatching them up quickly.

INT. HOLLY’S OFFICE/EXT. PRINTING SHOP - DAY

MONTAGE:  Holly is hunched over her computer, frantically 
banging out a special edition of the Hawk... she pops in a blank 
CD, clicks “BURN”... delivering the CD to the PRINTERS... 
watching the PRESS spit out freshly-minted newspapers...

EXT. BATTLE RE-ENACTMENT SITE - CARTER COTTON GIN - DAY

Jack and the City Council stand in the large upper level doorway 
of the reconstructed Carter Cotton Gin.  The enormous barn-like 
building is decorated with festive banners.  An authentic BRASS 
BAND plays MUSIC of the Civil War period.

CONFEDERATE and UNION RE-ENACTORS have gathered in front of the 
cotton gin building.  Jack steps up to a microphone:
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JACK
Fellow citizens and friends from all over 
the world:  One hundred and forty years 
ago, when brother turned against brother, 
the fate of our great nation was at 
stake.  The goal of “Dixie Days” is to 
understand the agony and the gallantry 
that ultimately led to the re-unification 
of our great country -- a country that 
was strengthened, not weakened, by 
differing viewpoints.

(excitedly)
So, ladies and gentlemen, Yankee Doodle 
and Johnny Reb, welcome to Cleburne’s 
first annual “Dixie Days” celebration!

DRUMS ROLL, and an enormous CHEER rises from the assembled 
masses.  The Mayor points off in the distance.

JACK
And here he is now! -- 

The entire crowd looks off toward a DISTANT RIDGE...the BRASS 
BAND PLAYS A FANFARE...

JACK
-- the great hero of Shiloh!... 
Richmond!...Atlanta!...

A LONE RIDER in a gray and gold uniform appears at the crest of 
the ridge, rears his magnificent WHITE HORSE up in the air!  The 
crowd ROARS!  Then the Rider gallops hell bent for the cotton 
gin...

As the horse gets closer, we recognize the famous rider -- it’s 
GENERAL CLEBURNE himself!  Or rather the Re-enactor portraying 
him.  This is a man in a trance.  In his mind, he is General 
Cleburne.

JACK
...Chattanooga!...Chickamauga!...and 
Franklin, Tennessee!...

The sea of Civil War soldiers parts, and the star of the 
celebration rides through them and up to Jack and the other 
dignitaries.
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JACK
...Major General Patrick Ronayne 
Cleburne!!

To DEAFENING APPLAUSE, General Cleburne dismounts, and climbs 
the cotton gin’s steps, waving to the adoring crowd.  Randy Boyd 
salutes him.  He joins Jack at the microphone, being cheered 
like a rock star.

General Cleburne draws his LONGSWORD, holds it high in the air, 
and bellows his famous battle cry into the microphone:

GENERAL CLEBURNE
(shouts)

Fix your bayonets, men, and give ‘em 
steel!  

The Confederate Re-enactors raise their swords and YELL back at 
him while the YANKEE RE-ENACTORS BOO and HISS good-naturedly. 

REV. PAYNE frantically pushes through the Re-enactors, carrying 
a NEWSPAPER in his hand...

GENERAL CLEBURNE speaks into the microphone to CHEERS and 
APPLAUSE:

GEN. CLEBURNE
If we are to die today, let us die like 
men!

Rev. Payne hurries up the steps to Jack and the City Council, 
shoves the newspaper in Jack’s face...it’s Holly Morgan’s 
Special Edition of the Cleburne Hawk...

THE NEWSPAPER’S FRONT-PAGE HEADLINE screams in 360-point type:  

GENERAL CLEBURNE WAS GAY!  
LOST DIARY REVEALS AFFAIR WITH YANKEE OFFICER

Beneath the headline is the old TINTYPE PHOTOGRAPH of General 
Cleburne and his lover, Major Samuel “Sam” Talbot!

Jack turns pale.  The City Council quickly gathers around, 
reading over his shoulder.  They freeze in silent panic. 

General Cleburne grabs the newspaper from Jack, reads it.  His 
face goes green, and the newspaper drops from his hands... 
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HOLLY MORGAN’S VOICEOVER
“Breaking News:  The long lost diary of 
General Cleburne reveals a desperate, 
doomed love affair between our town’s own 
namesake and Major Samuel Talbot of the 
Union Army...”

EXT./INT. VARIOUS LOCATIONS - DAY

QUICK MONTAGE OF REACTIONS:  THREE CONFEDERATE COLONELS read the 
newspaper ALOUD, react in revulsion:

CONFEDERATE COLONELS
“...The two lovers met early in 1862 when 
Captain Talbot was in a Southern 
hospital, and General Cleburne was 
assigned to interrogate him...”

YANKEE GENERALS read it, snickering:

YANKEE GENERALS
“...’I walked into Captain Talbot’s 
hospital room,’ Cleburne wrote, ‘and it 
was if the air between us became 
magnetically charged...’”

Outside the Baptist Church, CHARLES BEAN reads, smiles:

CHARLES
“...’We were like opposite poles, 
helplessly, inexorably drawn to each 
other, like the moth to the flame...’”

EXT. TOWN SQUARE - DAY

An ELDERLY COUPLE reading this Special Edition of the Cleburne 
Hawk wander into the Square:

ELDERLY COUPLE
“... Samuel’s features are prominent and 
striking.  His firm, set lips -- 
betokening resolution and will -- ”

They look up from their newspaper.  Their gaze travels 
up...up...to...   
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THE STATUE OF GENERAL CLEBURNE, with his hand (now lovingly 
placed?) on the shoulder of his SHARPSHOOTER.  Majestic, 
unashamed.

REV. PAYNE
(horrified)

“ -- are braced by his long black 
moustache, framing the most lovely of 
mouths...”

REVEREND PAYNE, reading the paper, stares up at the Statue, 
scandalized.  END MONTAGE.

INT. CITY HALL PRIVATE CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY

A small, claustrophobic room, its walls covered with MAPS and 
PHOTOS of the TOWN.  JACK and all the Council Members listen as 
Randy Boyd completes the quote from the Cleburne Hawk:

RANDY
(spitting out the words)

“...When he looked at me, I felt a 
wonderful shakiness in my knees, a 
glorious ache in my heart.  I fought hard 
not to faint...”

Randy hurls the paper across the room.

RANDY
Goddamn it!  Holly Morgan oughta be run 
outta town!

POTTS
Ain’t no way you can tell me I come from 
a family of homos!

JACK
Hold on here!  Let’s all just calm down!

RANDY
You calm down!  Look what she’s done to 
us!!  “Dixie Days” is gonna be over 
before it starts! 

LEACH
They’ll laugh us right off the map!
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RANDY
We’ll be lucky if people will even stop 
here to buy gas!

Teresa Williams starts to giggle...

POTTS 
What the hell’s so funny? 

A KNOCK at the door.  The room goes conspiratorially silent.  

JACK
Who is it?

MAN’S VOICE
(in a low voice)

Brother Payne.

JACK opens the door, admits the Minister. Payne is apoplectic:

REV. PAYNE
Did y’all hear?  There’s a big ol’ crowd 
gatherin’ down at the Square!  We’ve got 
to do somethin’ about it!

LEACH
What is it, a riot?

REV. PAYNE
It’s not the crowd -- it’s the Statue!

JACK
What about the Statue?

REV. PAYNE
Everybody’s just standin’ there, gawkin’ 
at it!  Right there, in broad daylight -- 
-- General Cleburne a-huggin’ on another 
man!  

POTTS
Oh, my God...

TERESA
He’s not hugging him.  He’s just got his 
hand on his -- 
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REV. PAYNE
(cutting her off)

That’s close enough for me!  It’s 
obscene!  We gotta knock it down!

JACK
Knock it down?!  That statue has been 
there since 1871!  There’s nothing wrong 
with that Statue!  

Leach comes up to Potts:

LEACH
We gotta make a statement about this 
quick, Earl, go on record sayin’ it’s a 
goddamned lie.

POTTS
First thing we gotta do is get our hands 
on that diary.

RANDY
Six-to-two there ain’t one.  Holly Morgan 
probably made it all up.

POTTS
One thing for sure:  if there is a diary, 
there won’t be for long.  

There’s a KNOCK at the door, and Jean, the City Secretary, 
sticks her head in:

JEAN
Mayor Rice?

JACK
What is it?

JEAN
Phone call from the Birmingham Post-
Herald.  They want a statement.

JACK 
No, not now, Jean!

JEAN
Oh, one more thing...  

(a nervous laugh)
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Millie Baker’s locked herself in the 
Museum.  She won’t answer the phone, 
won’t open the door, won’t come out.

Teresa Williams bursts out laughing.

EXT. TOWN SQUARE - NIGHT

TWO HIGH SCHOOL FOOTBALL PLAYERS wearing lettermen jackets are 
standing in the shadows at the base of General Cleburne’s 
Statue.  They are looking up and shouting at someone above:

FIRST FOOTBALL PLAYER
You will definitely go to hell for this!

SECOND FOOTBALL PLAYER
(looking off)

Hurry up!  The cops are coming!

Then a THIRD FOOTBALL PLAYER drops off the Statue to the ground 
beside them.

THIRD FOOTBALL PLAYER
Let’s get outta here!

But first they all look up and laugh hysterically.  Then they 
run like hell.  CAMERA TILTS UP TO...

THE STATUE OF GENERAL CLEBURNE.  The old boy is now wearing a 
Wonder Bra and a Lady Gaga wig!

EXT. HOLLY’S OFFICE - NIGHT

The only lights in the whole Square are coming from here.  Holly 
is burning the midnight oil.

INT. HOLLY’S OFFICE - NIGHT

She’s at her desk, writing and taking telephone calls at the 
same time, the receiver cradled in the crook of her neck.

HOLLY
(into phone)

Cleburne Hawk.  Holly Morgan 
speaking...Who? ...Mobile Register?  Can 
I call you back? I’m on the other line 
with CNN!
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(clicks off, resumes first 
call)

I’m back, Carlos...
(Call Waiting BEEPS)

Hold on again -- be right back --
(answers other line)

Cleburne Hawk.  Holly Morgan speaking.  
Hello?...Anybody there...?

She listens for a moment, then her face flushes red with anger.

HOLLY
Come over here and say that to my face, 
you gutless, redneck sonofabitch!

EXT. THE CLEBURNE MUSEUM - NIGHT

TWO POLICEMEN are knocking on the door, calling out to Millie, 
but there’s no response from inside.

An AMBULANCE and a white Lincoln Continental pull up in front of 
the Museum.  Councilmen Potts, Leach, and Rev. Payne emerge from 
the car, and TWO BEEFY PARAMEDICS jump out of the ambulance.  
They hurry to the entrance, men on a mission.

Potts releases the Policemen:

POTTS
Y’all can go now.  We’ll take care of 
this. 

(knocks, calls out gently)
Millie, it’s Earl Potts!  And Duane 
Leach...

REV. PAYNE
...And Brother Payne!

POTTS
It’s gonna be alright, Millie.  Nobody 
blames you.  

LEACH
We just want to help you do what’s right 
with the diary.

REV. PAYNE
Let us pray with you.
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POTTS
It’s just us, Millie, I swear.  No 
policemen!  Please open the door...

A long pause.  Then WE HEAR the door being UNLOCKED from the 
inside.  Potts smiles at Leach and Payne.  The door opens a 
crack and Millie looks out at them, drawn, exhausted, her eyes 
bloodshot from crying...

Potts, Leach and the Attendants push open the door and rush 
inside.  HOLD ON THE CLOSED DOOR.  We suddenly HEAR MILLIE 
SCREAMING:

MILLIE’S VOICEOVER
(angry)

What are you doing?!  Put me down!

Suddenly the door bursts open again, and the two Attendants rush 
out, carrying Millie Baker, who’s fighting them all the way.  

MILLIE
Help!  Somebody help!!

They put her inside the ambulance and roar off, SIREN going full 
blast.

INT. CLEBURNE MUSEUM - NIGHT

Potts is turning the combination lock on the museum safe.  He 
opens it, and there’s the prize...a small, old LEATHER BOOK 
wrapped in a baggie.  He grabs it, shows it to Leach and Rev. 
Payne triumphantly.

POTTS
Well, gentlemen, should we do our duty?

LEACH
Don’t you want to read it first?

POTTS AND REV. PAYNE
(quickly)

No!

Potts walks over to a old potbelly stove.  He opens the small 
door to the fire, blazing away...

POTTS
Rest in peace, you old queer.
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INSIDE THE STOVE, The old leather book is consumed in flames...

HOLLY’S VOICEOVER
(into phone)

...Yeah, it’s all true, every word of it 
-- I read the diary myself...

INT. HOLLY’S OFFICE - NIGHT

Holly is still fielding phone calls from the Press:

HOLLY
(into phone)

...No, no official reaction from the city 
yet..

Jack enters, carrying a copy of the Hawk, his face flushed with 
anger.  He spies Holly’s stack of BRICKS, walks over to them, 
weighs one in his hand...

HOLLY
...I’m just about to interview the 
Mayor...

Jack suddenly hurls the brick through the large plate glass 
window... CRASH!!

HOLLY
(hanging up)

Gotta go!

Jack angrily waves Holly’s newspaper at her:

JACK
Why?!  Why did you do this?!  Couldn’t 
you have called me first?  As a...as 
a...as whatever it is that I am to you!?

HOLLY
I didn’t have time --

JACK
Bullshit!  You didn’t call me because you 
knew what I’d say.  You’ve put my ass in 
a wringer, Holly!  What the hell am I 
going to do?  
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HOLLY
Have you got a problem with Cleburne 
being gay?  

JACK
Of course not!  But a lot of other people 
in this town do!  You knew this story 
would cause trouble!

(slaps his head)
Of course!  Why else would Holly Morgan 
print it?!

HOLLY
What was I supposed to do -- not run it?

JACK
You could have waited until after “Dixie 
Days”!

HOLLY
After all these Civil War nuts have spent 
their money, you mean?

JACK
Of course!  Cleburne needs these “nuts” 
right now!  

HOLLY
I’m a journalist.  I write the questions, 
not the answers.  I’ve got an obligation 
to the truth. 

JACK
The truth could have waited!  You’ve got 
to print a retraction.

HOLLY
No way!

JACK
Say you were mistaken, you misread the 
diary, whatever.  I don’t care how you 
put it.

HOLLY
There is no other way to put it!  
Cleburne was screwing an enemy Union 
Officer!  No retraction. 
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He looks at her for a long beat...

JACK
You really don’t give a damn about me, do 
you...?

HOLLY
I’m sorry.

JACK
But not sorry enough to print a 
retraction...

HOLLY
How can I take back the truth?

JACK
I thought you loved me!

HOLLY
I do love you!

He waves the offending newspaper (headlined ”GENERAL CLEBURNE 
WAS GAY!”) in her face.

JACK
Well, if this is your idea of a 
Valentine, it sucks!

Holly is silent.  Jack takes a deep breath.

JACK
Holly, it’s not going to work anymore 
with you and me.  There’s just too much 
going against us ..  

HOLLY
I agree.

JACK
You agree?

HOLLY
If you’re on their side, you can’t be on 
mine!

JACK
That’s fine with me!
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HOLLY
Great!

JACK
Fabulous!

HOLLY
Have a nice life!

JACK
I will!

He leaves, SLAMMING the door.  Distraught, Holly has tears of 
anger and hurt in her eyes.  

EXT. CONFEDERATE CAMPGROUND - CLEBURNE’S TENT - DAY

FOUR REPORTERS are trying to interview General Cleburne’s AIDES -
- Re-enactors portraying COLONEL HIRAM GRANBURY, COLONEL H.C. 
GOVAN and LT. IRVING BUCK.

COLONEL GRANBURY
(angrily)

General Cleburne is not, I repeat, not a 
Miss Nancy!

REPORTER #1
Colonel, would you define “Miss Nancy”?

LT. BUCK
(cutting in)

I’ve been on the front with the General 
for sixteen months, and I know him about 
as well as anyone.  I’ve fought with him, 
shared his blanket and his bedroll, 
messed with him, and I can truthfully say 
that --

The Reporters begin to CRACK UP.  Colonel Govan steps forward, 
incensed.

COLONEL GOVAN
All right, that’s it!  This press 
conference is over!  

Still laughing, the Reporters leave.  Lt. Buck turns shamefaced 
to the two Colonels.
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LT. BUCK
I’m very sorry, Colonel Govan, I didn’t 
mean --

COLONEL GOVAN
Of course you didn’t, Lieutenant.  The 
liberal media has no respect for anyone.

COLONEL HORACE CHEATAM emerges from GENERAL CLEBURNE’S TENT, and 
we get the briefest glimpse of the General sitting morosely on 
his bunk, half-dressed, head in hands.

COLONEL GOVAN
How is he?

Colonel Cheatam frowns, shakes his head:

COLONEL CHEATAM
He won’t come out of his tent.

EXT. THE CLEBURNE MUSEUM - DAY

The parking lot is jammed with local TV news crews.  The sky is 
threatening, THUNDER ROLLS in the distance.  A CNN NEWS VAN 
pulls in, parks, immediately starts positioning its satellite 
dish.

A CAMERAMAN and a hunk of an Hispanic reporter, CARLOS ALVAREZ, 
35, fiercely intelligent, all hustle and ambition, jump out of 
the van.

INT. THE CLEBURNE MUSEUM - DAY

In front of the portrait of General Cleburne, Jack and the City 
Council are facing a flock of REPORTERS and their CAMERAS.  
Holly is there, too, her Nikon aimed and tape recorder rolling.  
Carlos runs up beside her; his Cameraman takes aim.  Carlos 
gives Holly a second look:

CARLOS
You’re Holly Morgan!

HOLLY
Yes...

CARLOS
Carlos Alvarez, CNN.  We spoke on the 
phone...
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HOLLY
(shaking his hand)

Hi!

Flanked by Councilman Potts, Leach, Rev. Payne and Randy Boyd, 
Jack suddenly speaks into a tiny cluster of microphones, 
interrupting them: 

JACK 
Robert E. Lee called General Patrick R. 
Cleburne “a meteor shining in a clouded 
sky.”  Cleburne despised fear.  He defied 
death.  And he -- and he --

(hesitates)
-- was NOT a homosexual!

Holly shakes her head in anger.  

JACK
We believe that this story is a malicious 
attempt by the left-wing publisher of the 
Cleburne Hawk to sabotage the current 
“Dixie Days” celebration.

Holly begins to boil.

JACK
As for the existence of this so-called 
diary, General Cleburne’s personal 
effects were looted by Federal troops on 
the battlefield the day he was killed and 
have never been seen since.  And that 
includes his diary.  

HOLLY
(shouting at him)

That’s not true!  I read it!  Millie 
Baker read it, too!  Where is she?  
Nobody can find her.  Nobody can reach 
her.

JACK
Mrs. Baker’s doctor believes she is 
delusional and suffering from pre-senile 
dementia.  She’s being treated at an 
undisclosed location. 
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HOLLY
Then let us see the diary!  Release it to 
the public!  It’s probably in the museum 
safe!  

A couple of TV CAMERAS SWING OVER at HOLLY.  Now CNN’s Carlos 
Alvarez gets into it, too.

CARLOS
(for the cameras)

Open the safe!  Let us see for ourselves!

Potts nods at Jack, so he leads Holly, Carlos, the Councilmen 
and the Reporters into Millie’s small office area, points at an 
ancient black safe.

Holly hovers over Jack as he turns the combination lock (L3-R17-
L24, Cleburne’s birthday), and opens the safe door.  THUNDER 
ROLLS from outside.  Cameras flash and the Reporters crowd in 
close to see...

INSIDE THE SAFE, there’s nothing there but a bottle of Southern 
Comfort and a half-eaten bag of Cheetos.

HOLLY glares at Jack, but he won’t meet her eyes. 

HOLLY
That doesn’t prove anything!  She must 
have put it somewhere else!  

But the wind is out of her sails.  Randy sidles up to Carlos.

RANDY
I hope you guys are satisfied.  Ain’t no 
way they’d have named this town after 
Cleburne if he’d been a fag.

Holly storms out of the Museum, and REV. PAYNE takes over the 
microphone:

REV. PAYNE
The people of Cleburne take their 
comfort, as always, from the Bible, First 
Corinthians, Chapter 6, Verse 9:  “Be ye 
not deceived.  
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Neither fornicators, nor adulterers, nor 
effeminates shall inherit the Kingdom of 
God.”  In this town, we believe in Adam 
and Eve, not Adam and Steve.

EXT. MUSEUM PARKING LOT - DAY

Jack is chasing Holly, and Carlos Alvarez is after both of them.

HOLLY
I’d never thought you’d stoop to 
this...lying, covering up...

JACK
If you read the diary, then where the 
hell is it?  

HOLLY
Millie Baker knows where it is.  Where is 
she? 

JACK
I don’t know where she is, Holly!

HOLLY
Bullshit!  Go to hell!

Holly runs away from him even faster, and Jack finally stops his 
pursuit, stands there, steaming.  Carlos continues to chase 
after Holly.

CARLOS
Holly, wait -- !  

INT. ANTEBELLUM MANSION - BALLROOM - DAY

On stage, Music Minister Charles Bean batons a THREE-MAN BAND of 
banjo, fiddle and bass, who are playing a jaunty Civil War RAG.  
Elsewhere around the massive ballroom, the Daughters of the 
Confederacy are decorating the place for the upcoming “Rhett and 
Scarlett Ball.”  

Jack appears at the rear of the ballroom. 

JACK
Charles!
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Charles sees him, suddenly chokes with anger.  He halts the 
band’s rehearsal:  

CHARLES
(to the Musicians)

Take ten.

Jack heads for Charles, calling out to him:

JACK
Charles! 

Charles immediately runs the other way.  Jack pursues him:

JACK
(shouting)

Charles, I can explain! 

He catches up to Charles near the exit, and he turns on Jack, 
furious: 

CHARLES
I thought we were friends!

JACK
We are friends!  I was in a terrible 
position --

CHARLES
(cutting him off)

I knew you were naive, but I thought at 
least you respected me.  Respected us!  

JACK
You know I respect you!

CHARLES
(in tears)

Then how the hell could you stand up 
there beside all those rednecks and 
bigots?  “Adam and Steve”?!  My God, 
Jack, that’s pure Pat Robertson! 

JACK
I’m not the one who said that, Charles!

CHARLES
Well, you might as well have!  Here -- 
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He hands Jack his conductor’s baton.

CHARLES
I quit!

He walks out.  THUNDER RUMBLES in the distance...

INT. CITY CAFE - DAY

A huge BUFFET is piled high with greasy, stale, artery-clogging 
food, and a long line of FAT PEOPLE are loading up their plastic 
plates.  Some TOURISTS are dressed in Confederate uniforms, 
others are in Union Blue.

Jack enters, noticably upset.  He meets senior citizen Dewey 
James and another oldster on their way out.

JACK
Hi, Dewey...Darrell...

They walk right past him, purposely ignoring him.  Jack turns, 
watches them leave, shakes his head.  A HOSTESS comes up, 
carrying a menu.

HOSTESS
How many today, Mayor?

JACK
Just one.

She leads him to a booth by the window, hands him the menu.

HOSTESS
(in a low voice)

Great speech today.  Iced tea?

JACK
(distracted)

Uh, thanks, Luanne.

Jack sits, stares morosely at the menu. 

FEMALE VOICE
Well, well, well...

Jack looks up to see Holly approaching with handsome CNN 
reporter Carlos Alvarez.
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HOLLY
...It’s our fearless leader, making 
another deathless decision.  Tell me, 
will it be Spaghetti and Meatballs or 
Chicken Fried Steak?

JACK
Give me a break, will you?

HOLLY
This is Carlos Alvarez of CNN.  Carlos, 
the Mayor of our fair city, Jack “Adam 
and Steve” Rice.

CARLOS
Of course.  Hi.

HOLLY
Are you sure we’re not intruding?  Good.

Holly drags Carlos into the booth beside her.  They make a very 
attractive couple, and it’s not lost on Jack.

JACK
I’m sorry, Mr. Alvarez, no interviews.

CARLOS
It’s Carlos.  And I’m off the clock.

(looks at Holly)
This is strictly pleasure.

Jack frowns.

HOLLY
(brightly)

Carlos thinks I might have a future at 
CNN...as an anchor...

JACK
Is that so?

CARLOS
Yes, indeed.  She could be the next 
Rachel Maddow.  Holly has a very strong 
presence.

JACK
Like a skunk.

44.



HOLLY
I’m thinking about moving to Atlanta.

JACK
Help you pack?

A MAN’S VOICE, deep and well spoken, breaks in:

MAN’S VOICE
Mayor Rice...

They all look up.  PETE PETERS, a handsome African-American, 
late 20’s, well-dressed, polished, approaches their table -- the 
best looking black man this town has ever seen. 

JACK
Yes...

PETE
My name is Pete Peters.  I’m from GLAAD.

A CHUBBY CONFEDERATE RE-ENACTOR suddenly comes up to Jack.   
He’s missing a front tooth.

CONFEDERATE RE-ENACTOR
Hey, Mayor, that was great what y’all 
said about the fags and the queers.  Go, 
Dixie!

He walks off before a red-faced Jack can respond.  

JACK
I didn’t say that! 

(looks at Peters, recovering)
...Glad?

PETE
With two a’s.  The Gay and Lesbian 
Alliance Against Defamation.

Jack turns redder...

EXT. SENIOR CITIZENS COMPLEX - DAY

Lightning flashes, and suddenly there’s a downpour.  The Senior 
Citizens Center and Nursing Home are both in one huge complex.
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INT. SENIOR CITIZENS CENTER - DAY

In a large, communal meeting room, dance floor and bingo hall, 
SENIOR CITIZENS are gathered in several groups, chatting, 
playing cards, napping, reading the Cleburne Hawk.  Rainwater 
drips from several places through the leaky ceiling, collecting 
in various pots and pans.  A flattering photo of Seniors’ hero 
Holly Morgan is posted prominently on the bulletin board.

A UNIFORMED NURSE comes out of the kitchen with a tray of Jell-O 
and juice, and Dewey James, a Senior we met earlier, comes up 
alongside her.  

DEWEY
Who’s that for?

NURSE
A new patient, nosey.

DEWEY
Do I know him?

NURSE
It’s a her.

DEWEY
What’s her name?

NURSE
That’s all I can say, Dewey.  See you 
later.

She leaves through a side door.  Dewey frowns.

INT. NURSING HOME - LOBBY - DAY

The Nurse strides past a waiting room of wheelchaired, staring 
RESIDENTS, turns down a corridor...

A moment later, Dewey peeks around a corner, follows her...

INT. CORRIDOR - DAY

The Nurse enters a room at the end of the hall, and Dewey 
tiptoes to the closed door.  He silently turns the doorknob, 
pushes open the door just a few inches...
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INT. ROOM - DAY

Dressed in a hospital nightgown, Millie Baker raves at the 
Nurse:

MILLIE
I want to go home!  There’s nothing wrong 
with me.  Potts is keeping me locked up 
here!

NURSE
(ignoring her)

Time for your medication, Mrs. Baker.

She offers Millie a tiny paper cup, with a gigantic pill in it.  
Millie immediately knocks it out of her hand.

MILLIE
You ain’t dopin’ me up, girly!

The Nurse presses a BUTTON CALL, and a LOUD BUZZER RINGS.

INT. CORRIDOR - DAY

Dewey scoots down the hall, passing a BURLY SECURITY GUARD going 
the other way, headed toward Millie’s room...

INT. ALCOVE - DAY

Dewey rushes up to a pay phone, dials a number:

DEWEY
Holly, it’s Dewey James...you won’t 
believe what I just saw...!

INT. CITY COUNCIL CHAMBERS - DAY

Randy enters the Chambers, joining Jack, Teresa, Rev. Payne and 
Councilmen Potts and Leach.  He looks suspiciously at GLAAD 
representative Pete Peters, who is sitting quietly at the front 
of the room.

RANDY
(taking a seat)

What the hell is this all about?  Who’s 
this guy?

47.



JACK
Take a seat, Randy, and you’ll find out.

(to Pete)
Mr. Peters...

Peters stands, addressing JACK and the Councilmembers:

PETE
I’ll get right to the point.  My 
organization is concerned about the 
insulting and inflammatory rhetoric 
coming out of this town: the ugly 
epithets --

(looks at Rev. Payne)
-- the “Adam and Steve” remark...

(looks at Randy)
...the public use of the word “fag” and 
“queer” by city officials...

Jack shakes his head.

RANDY
This is a free country, dammit!  We can 
call people fags anytime we want to!

PETE
Yes, indeed, Mr. Boyd, it is a free 
country.  People like you can make all 
the stupid, ignorant, hateful remarks 
they want.  They do it every day.  GLAAD 
only gets involved when the stupid 
remarks threaten to incite discrimination 
and violence.  The gay citizens in 
Cleburne are frightened.  They feel 
threatened.

POTTS
(angrily)

What gay citizens?!

JACK
(conciliatory)

I see your point of view completely, Mr. 
Peters, and as Mayor, I assure you that --

Potts walks over to Pete, elbowing Jack aside:
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POTTS
Listen, son, we don’t tell your little 
homo club what to do, and we don’t 
appreciate you coming down here to tell 
us how to handle our affairs.  

RANDY
So why don’t you just hop in your car and 
go back where you came from.

PETE
Then you’re not going to cooperate with 
us?

RANDY
We don’t need any big city queers telling 
us what to do. 

JACK
Randy!  For God’s sake...!

Pete calmly picks up his briefcase, heads for the door.

JACK
Mr. Peters, I’m really sorry...!

But the man from GLAAD is gone.  Jack and Teresa hurry after 
him.

JACK/TERESA
Mr. Peters!  Wait!  Come back!

EXT. CITY HALL - DAY

Jack and Teresa catch up with Pete on the front steps.  

TERESA
Mr. Peters, they don’t speak for the rest 
of us!

Peters stops and turns to them, livid, but cool about it:

PETE
You could have fooled me.  

JACK
We can work this out...really, we can...
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PETE
I was hoping it wouldn’t come to this...

TERESA
What?  What are you talking about?

PETE
(with an ominous smile)

We’ll be in touch.

He heads for his car.  Jack and Teresa look at each other 
anxiously.  Jack’s CELL PHONE RINGS.  He answers it:

JACK
Jack Rice.

(suddenly angry)
What the hell do you want?!  I’m not 
interested in anything you have to --

INTERCUT WITH:

EXT. NURSING HOME - DAY

Holly is on her cell phone, standing in front of the Senior 
Citizens Center/Nursing Home:

HOLLY
(urgently)

Don’t talk, just listen -- get over to 
the Nursing Home as fast as you can -- 
park in front and keep the motor 
running...

JACK
Go to hell, Holly, I’m not your --

HOLLY
Let’s argue later, okay -- Millie Baker’s 
life is at stake -- so just do what I say 
-- now -- I’m counting on you!

She clicks off.  Jack looks worried...

INT. JACK’S JEEP - DAY

He’s driving to the Nursing Home... 
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EXT. NURSING HOME - DAY

Jack parks his Jeep across the street from the Nursing Home, 
leaves the motor running.

He looks over at the entrance to the Nursing Home...Everything 
seems quiet...A couple of OLDSTERS are rocking on the front 
porch...

Jack frowns impatiently.  Suddenly, FIRE ALARMS go off, we hear  
ANGRY SHOUTS, and ORDERLIES run for the entrance.  Jack looks 
off...

Holly comes flying out of the Emergency Exit, with the tiny, 
limp body of Millie Baker slung over her shoulder!

Jack’s mouth drops open in surprise...

Holly races across the Nursing Home lawn...followed by TWO VERY 
FAT, VERY SLOW ORDERLIES, who couldn’t catch Holly in a million 
years.

EXT. JACK’S JEEP - DAY

Holly runs up, throws open the back door, puts Millie in the 
back seat, and jumps in the Jeep:

HOLLY
Go!  Get the hell out of here!

Jack jams the Jeep into gear, and flies off down the 
street...easily eluding the SECURITY GUARDS...

INT. JACK’S JEEP - DAY

Jack turns around, looks at Holly, then eyes Millie:

JACK
What’s wrong with her?!

HOLLY
She’s been drugged!

(looks back)
Quick, take a right -- !
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EXT. CITY STREET - DAY

The Jeep, racing down a street crowded with “Dixie Days” 
tourists, turns right, shoots past a  BRIGADE of YANKEE SOLDIERS 
and HORSE-DRAWN CANNONS, splattering them with mud.

INT. JACK’S JEEP - DAY

Jack yells at Holly:

JACK
Holly, this is kidnapping!

HOLLY
So arrest me!  Your buddy Potts had her 
locked up in there!  Leach and Payne were 
in on it, too, you can bet your ass.  
They don’t want her talking about 
Cleburne’s diary!  They know she’ll spill 
the beans.  

Suddenly, Millie pops up from the back seat, blinking her eyes 
groggily, still in a daze:

MILLIE
Is the war over?

EXT. BATTLEGROUND - DAY

BOOM!!  ANTIQUE CANNONS fire, shaking the earth and belching 
blue-white smoke all over the battleground.  Under this hazy 
cover, the Rebels launch their attack.  It’s the first day of 
several re-enactments that culminate with General Cleburne’s 
Last Stand.

A COLUMN OF CONFEDERATE SOLDIERS charge toward the Yankee line, 
yelling and FIRING their rifles!

THE YANKEES are ready for them.  CRAAAKK!!  A HUNDRED Union 
Soldiers all FIRE their guns at once.  It looks like REAL WAR.

THE CONFEDERATE LINE staggers, as it is hit by make-believe 
GUNFIRE.  A third of the soldiers fall to the ground, the rest 
keep charging toward the Yankees.  MOANS of AGONY rise from the 
“wounded” and “dying.”  Then...
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A “DEAD” CONFEDERATE PRIVATE suddenly raises himself off the 
ground, pulls out a SMALL DIGITAL CAMERA and takes a snapshot of 
the ongoing battle.  Then he collapses, “dead” again. 

LT. IRVING BUCK rides General Cleburne’s WHITE STALLION along 
the diminished, disconsolate Confederate line, trying to rally 
the troops, but the Rebel Soldiers aren’t buying his sad sack 
impersonation.

LT. BUCK
(unconvincingly)

If we are to die, let us die like men!

He raises his mighty steel SWORD, waves it unenthusiastically:

LT. BUCK
Fix your bayonets, and give ‘em steel..

But Cleburne’s famous rallying cry falls upon hollow ears.  The 
Confederate Soldiers shout out angrily:

SOLDIER 1
This is bullshit!

SOLDIER 2
Where’s the real General Cleburne?!  If 
we’re gonna do this, let’s do it right, 
goddamn it!

COLONELS GRANBURY AND GOVAN are riding nearby and hear this.  
They look at each other worriedly, then glance back at...

GENERAL CLEBURNE’S TENT, where Col. Cheatam stands just outside 
the entrance, pleading:

COL. CHEATAM
General, sir, you’ve got to take command!  
The men need you!

A strained VOICE comes from inside the tent:

GEN. CLEBURNE’S VOICEOVER
No!  I can’t face them!  I’m not coming 
out and that’s final!

ON THE BATTLEFIELD, a REBEL BUGLER blows “Retreat” and all 
fighting CEASES IMMEDIATELY.  
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A CONFEDERATE MAJOR rides through the war-torn battlefield, 
among the many motionless BODIES (“casualties”).

CONFEDERATE MAJOR
(shouts)

Resurrect!

Suddenly, all the Southern “dead” and “wounded” pop up on their 
feet, start walking toward their campground.

AN ENORMOUS CROWD OF SPECTATORS lower their video cameras and 
APPLAUD half-heartedly, looking disappointed at the Rebels’ lack 
of enthusiasm.

INT. HOLLY’S OFFICE - DAY

Holly’s tape recorder is rolling.  She pours a cup of strong 
coffee for Millie Baker, who talks into a microphone.  Jack is 
also there, stunned at what Millie says:

MILLIE
...It was that asshole Potts who locked 
me up, him and that idiot, Leach.  They 
threatened me.  Told me if I didn’t keep 
my mouth shut about the diary, they’d put 
me away for good.  

Millie downs the coffee, burps.  

JACK
(to Holly)

You were right.

MILLIE
It’s just like what happened to Cleburne 
at Chickamauga!  They tortured him, too, 

JACK
They tortured you?

MILLIE
With suppositories!

HOLLY
Kidnapping, drugs -- this is incredible -- 
and they must have done something with 
Cleburne’s diary -- hid it, destroyed 
it... 
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MILLIE
No, they didn’t.

HOLLY
They didn’t?  Wasn’t it in the museum 
safe?

MILLIE
(smiles)

It was never in the museum safe.  
I knew those old farts would try 
something.  I hid it.

Holly grins big.

HOLLY
Jack, we’re going to bury these bastards 
for good!  Will you help me?

Jack hesitates.

HOLLY
Give me a statement!  Tell me you’re 
shocked, you’re outraged... Ask for their 
resignations...You’ve gotta do something  
before this bullshit gets worse!

Suddenly, Holly’s high school intern, Ben, races into the 
office, excited and out of breath.

BEN
Miss Morgan, come quick!  You gotta see 
this...!

They all look out the window.

JACK
It just got worse.

EXT. HOLLY’S OFFICE - DAY

Holly, Jack and Millie quickly follow Ben out of the office and 
look off toward the Town Square...
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EXT. TOWN SQUARE - DAY

SIX LARGE BUSES are parking near the Statue of General Cleburne, 
all with banners representing different GAY AND LESBIAN 
ORGANIZATIONS.  HUNDREDS of MEN and WOMEN, the likes of whom 
have never been seen in these parts before, are pouring out of 
the buses.

Their looks run the entire gamut of gay society -- from ultra-
conservative-to-wildly-flamboyant.  They begin circling the 
Statue of Cleburne in a mass demonstration, locking their arms 
and CHANTING:

GAY DEMONSTRATORS
Cle-burne!  Cle-burne!!  Cle-burne!!!

Immediately galvanized, Holly shouts excitedly at Ben:

HOLLY
Get the camera!  Let’s move!

Holly and Ben run back into the office.  Jack looks off at the 
gay demonstrators, a sick feeling in the pit of his stomach.  

EXT. CLEBURNE’S STATUE - DAY

The GLAAD leader, Pete Peters addresses the assembled Gays and 
Lesbians through a MEGAPHONE:

PETE
If it’s a war this town wants, it’s a war 
they’re going to get!  

WILD CHEERS from the demonstrators.

PETE
Patrick Ronayne Cleburne was truly one of 
us!  The General is out of the bottle!

Even LOUDER CHEERS.  A shocked crowd of TOWNSFOLK and TOURISTS 
is growing on the Square.  Among them is...

REVEREND PAYNE, staring at the demonstrators, not wanting to 
believe his eyes...

OUTSIDE HOLLY’S OFFICE, a CBS NEWS VAN pulls up next to Jack and 
Millie, dropping off a REPORTER and CAMERA CREW.  The big time 
has arrived in Cleburne!
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CBS REPORTER
(to Cameraman)

Let’s go, Bobby!  Let’s set up fast!  New 
York wants a live feed!

They hurry toward the demonstration.  

JACK
(gravely)

God, Millie...it’s CBS!  I hope it’s not 
60 MINUTES.

Randy Boyd runs up to Jack:

RANDY
What the hell’s going on?

He looks off...

AROUND THE STATUE, the number of GAY DEMONSTRATORS continues to 
grow.  Shirtless men and braless women are waving Pro-Gay SIGNS 
and PLACARDS.  Curious Townspeople and Tourists are swarming 
around them.

PETE
(chanting)

OUT TO STAY, ALL THE WAY...
GENERAL CLEBURNE WAS PROUD AND GAY!

The gay crowd picks it up, starts CHANTING along.

RANDY looks like he’s been kicked in the balls.  POLICE SIRENS 
howl from every direction, heading toward the Square.  

ACROSS THE SQUARE, as several Police cars converge on the scene, 
Cleburne Police Chief TOM CALVIN, 40’s, turns off his SIREN and 
gets out of his Blue-and-White, surveying the scene.  Councilmen 
Potts and Leach and Rev. Payne hurry up to him.

POTTS
Get ‘em out of here, Chief!  Put ‘em in 
the hoosegow! 

Councilwoman Teresa Williams arrives just as Chief Calvin grabs 
a microphone from his police car, speaks to the demonstrators 
through its PA loudspeaker:
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CHIEF CALVIN
Break it up!  Break it up!  You are in 
violation of City Code 400.11, Paragraph 
C -- demonstrating on City property 
without a permit!  You have exactly five 
minutes to disperse!

THE GAY DEMONSTRATORS BOO the Chief, try to SHOUT him down.  
Randy Boyd runs up to Calvin and the Councilmen:

RANDY
Go on, Chief!  Break it up!  Arrest ‘em!  

CHIEF CALVIN
Move it, people!  Move it!  Let’s go!

ANGRY DEFIANCE from the demonstrators.  Nobody leaves.  

JACK is suddenly blocked by a wall of people, and he fights his 
way through them, hurrying to join the City Officials...

CHARLES BEAN watches anxiously from just beyond the 
demonstration.

Chief Calvin looks at his WATCH, speaks into his PA mike:

CHIEF CALVIN
Four minutes!  If you are still on City 
property in four minutes, you will all be 
arrested!

HOLLY MORGAN arrives, immediately confronts Calvin:

HOLLY
Hey, Chief, you ever heard of the right 
of free assembly?  It’s kind of an 
American thing.

RANDY
You stay out of this, Morgan!

CHIEF CALVIN
If they’ve got a legal permit, they can 
assemble wherever they want.

HOLLY
How much is a permit?  Twenty-five bucks, 
right?
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Holly starts taking bills out of her pocket.  Randy brushes the 
money away.

RANDY
Not for them.  It’s five hundred for that 
bunch.

HOLLY
Five hundred bucks for a lousy permit?  
Hell, why don’t you make it a thousand?!

RANDY
You got it!

HOLLY
This is discrimination, and I’ll get the 
ACLU in here from Washington, D.C.  If 
you think you’ve got trouble now --

TERESA
(cutting in)

I’ll call Jesse Jackson!

Everyone turns to Teresa, stunned.  Jack runs up as Chief Calvin 
speaks at the demonstrators:

CHIEF CALVIN
(through PA system)

You have exactly two minutes and thirty-
six seconds to vacate City Property!

JACK
Hold it, Chief!  Everybody just hold it!

Holly looks at Jack:

HOLLY
Mayor, those people have the right to buy 
an assembly permit the same as anyone 
else!  

TERESA
A twenty-five-dollar permit!

RANDY
Not as long as I’ve got anything to do 
with it.
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JACK
Shut the hell up...councilman.  You don’t 
have anything to do with it.  This is my 
call. 

Holly offers him the $25.  

RANDY
(glaring at Jack)

I’m warnin’ you, Rice...

Jack looks at Randy, at Potts, then at Chief Calvin, determined 
to do the right thing:

JACK
Let them stay.

HOLLY
All right!

Then Jack grabs Holly’s $25.  Randy glowers at Jack 
threateningly.  

INT. LIBERTY INN - LOBBY - DAY

Holly leads Pete Peters and a group of GAY ACTIVISTS into the 
large run-down lobby.  The place is almost barren; what little 
furniture exists is broken, tattered or tacky.  No wonder nobody 
wants to stay here.

A couple of scruffy LABORER-RESIDENTS look twice at the well-
dressed gay newcomers.

Holly takes Pete to the front desk, where a YOUNG CLERK is 
napping.  She pounds the BELL.

HOLLY
Wake up, Cecil!  You’ve got guests!

The Desk Clerk awakens with a start.

HOLLY
They need thirty-one beds.  Can you 
handle it?
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DESK CLERK
(rubbing his eyes)

Thirty-one?!  Sure.  We always got room 
in this inn.

HOLLY
Give them your special rate -- the one 
for pissed-off minorities.

PETE
(smiles)

We won’t forget this, Holly.
(looks off)

Melissa!  Orlando!  Put our stuff in 
here!

Immediately, the Gay Activists begin moving portable tables, 
laptops, fax machines and telephone equipment into the hotel.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. LIBERTY INN - LOBBY - A FEW HOURS LATER

The lobby has been completely transformed by GLAAD. 

The furniture has been tastefully re-arranged into inviting 
conversation corners.  Flowers and plants have been placed 
strategically around the room.  A colorful afghan now covers up 
a tacky sofa. 

Several tables have been set up, where ACTIVISTS are talking on 
cell phones, responding to media questions, and signing up new 
GLAAD members from town.  Someone is brewing cappuccinos.

Charles Bean stands in line anxiously, waiting to sign up.  He 
looks at the GLAAD ACTIVIST:

CHARLES
I’d like to help.

GLAAD ACTIVIST
Great!  We need all the help we can get.

Charles smiles, relieved, starts filling out an application.

EXT. THE GENERAL CLEBURNE MUSEUM - NIGHT

It is dark.
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INT. THE GENERAL CLEBURNE MUSEUM

A tiny flashlight beam fixes on a small floorboard being pried 
up with a long screwdriver.  The board pops up, and an aging 
hand reaches down into the darkness below...pulls out a SMALL 
LEATHER BOOK, wrapped in an airtight baggie -- General 
Cleburne’s diary.

Millie Baker hands it to Holly Morgan.  Holly grins wickedly.

EXT. TOWN SQUARE - NIGHT

A THOUSAND TINY FLAMES encircle the Statue of General Cleburne 
in a candlelight vigil.

A group of UNIFORMED SOLDIERS from the Gay and Lesbian Veterans 
of America -- retirees from every branch of the U.S. Armed 
Forces -- move solemnly forward to lay a wreath at the base of 
the Statue.  Everyone is SINGING an old Civil War hymn:

GAY DEMONSTRATORS
“...and the men will cheer, and the boys 
will shout, and the ladies, they will all 
turn out -- and we’ll all feel gay when 
Johnny comes marching home...!”

(repeating)
“...and we’ll all feel gay when Johnny 
comes marching home!”

The crowd breaks into CHEERS.  

EXT. FIRST BAPTIST CHURCH - DAY

A large complex of buildings, the centerpiece of which is a 
church with a giant steeple.

INT. CHURCH OFFICE - NIGHT

One of those MINIATURE REPLICAS of the now notorious Statue of 
General Cleburne and his Sharpshooter is in the center of a 
table.  

In an emergency session, FIVE PASTORS of the City’s Ministerial 
Alliance (the “God Squad”) are sitting around a conference  
table, coats off, sleeves rolled up, staring at the miniature 
Statue in deep concentration.  Paper coffee cups and dinner 
leftovers are scattered about. Rev. Payne finally breaks the 
silence:

62.



REV. PAYNE
I don’t know how we’re gonna do it.  All 
I know is we’ve got to fix it...We sure 
can’t leave it like that!

EPISCOPAL
But Virgil, the Statue -- it’s made out 
of bronze.

REV. PAYNE
I don’t care what it’s made out of.  

EPISCOPAL
We can’t just go off and do this on our 
own, can we?

REV. PAYNE
Don’t worry.  Potts will back us up.

METHODIST
Assuming we can fix it, what’ll we do to 
it?

REV. PAYNE
The first thing we got to do is get 
Cleburne’s hand off his boyfriend!

NAZARENE
How in the Lord’s name do we do that?  
Where are we gonna put his arm?

REV. PAYNE
I don’t know, Orvil, but where there’s a 
will, there’s a welder. 

EXT. LAKE CLEBURNE - NIGHT

A pickup truck is parked in the woods near the edge of the 
shimmering lake.  A Toyota Prius suddenly pulls up beside it, 
parks.  The headlights go out, and a MAN we can’t identify gets 
out, slips into the pickup.

INT. PICKUP TRUCK (PARKED) - NIGHT

The man from the Taurus is Charles Bean.  He looks at the pickup 
driver, whose face we still do not see.
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CHARLES
So what are you going to do?  

PICKUP DRIVER’S VOICE
About what?

Charles angrily opens the door to get out, but the Pickup Driver 
grabs his arm.

PICKUP DRIVER’S VOICE
Don’t go.  Please don’t.

We finally see the Pickup Driver’s face -- it’s gay-hating City 
Councilman Randy Boyd.  Charles stays, thaws a couple of 
degrees.

CHARLES
We can’t keep meeting in the woods like 
this -- we’ve got to take a public stand 
together on this thing.

RANDY
Now how the hell am I going to do that?
They’ll kick me off the Council, cut off 
my benefits.  Nobody will ever buy a used 
car from me again.  

CHARLES
So we just keep living a lie?

RANDY
What else can I do?  Can’t we just go on 
like before?

CHARLES
No.  No more lies. 

RANDY
Charlie, be reasonable...What other 
choice do I have?  I’ve got my reputation 
to think of.

CHARLES
I guess you’ll just have to decide what’s 
more important to you -- me or your 
benefits.
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Charles gets out of the truck and slams the door, heading for 
his car.  Randy just sits there, anguished.

VIDEO IMAGE - A CNN REPORT

Carlos Alvarez is doing a standup report in front of the Statue 
of General Cleburne:

CARLOS
(into camera)

...The revelation that Cleburne’s 
celebrated Confederate general was a 
homosexual has been particularly awkward 
for this small ultra-conservative town, 
which is fighting for its life, to 
accept.  We asked several of the 
townsfolk what they thought about it...

INTERVIEW ONE:

An OLD COUPLE dressed in Civil War clothing, coming out of the 
Post Office:

OLD MAN
Garbage.  I don’t believe it.

OLD WOMAN 
This is God’s town.

INTERVIEW TWO:

RANDY BOYD, at his huge used-car lot, BOYD’S BEST BUGGIES:

RANDY
It’s not right to tear down our heroes 
like this.  Seems like there’s nothing 
sacred no more...

INTERVIEW THREE:

DEWEY JAMES, at the Senior Citizens Center:

DEWEY
General Cleburne was a great hero.  This 
news changes nothing.  I’m proud to be 
living in a town named after him.
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INTERVIEW FOUR:

The three HIGH SCHOOL FOOTBALL PLAYERS (in lettermen jackets) 
who earlier violated the Statue, hanging on their pickup truck 
at the Dairy Queen.  

CARLOS
Do you think there are any gay people 
living in Cleburne?

FOOTBALL PLAYERS
No way!...
Better not be!...
Not if they know what’s good for ‘em!...

CARLOS’S VOICE
Cleburne Mayor Jack Rice had no comment, 
but the journalist who broke the story, 
local newspaper publisher Holly Morgan, 
did speak with us:

INTERVIEW FIVE:

HOLLY MORGAN, in her office, sitting at her computer:

HOLLY
What we’ve got here is an entire town in 
denial.  It’s how they deal with 
everything.  The same families have run 
this place for a hundred years, and when 
they don’t like the truth, they sweep it 
under the rug.  Then they throw a big 
parade to distract everybody...

A BIG PARADE:

The “Dixie Days” parade of distraction is strutting through 
downtown Cleburne...the HIGH SCHOOL MARCHING BAND is followed 
by...

...THE “GOD SQUAD” -- CLEBURNE’S MINISTERIAL ALLIANCE of FIFTEEN 
MINISTERS, led by Rev. Payne, dragging a heavy 10’ cross (on a 
tiny wheel) down the street.  The others carry a sign:  JESUS 
WAS A REBEL!  Then, from an intersecting alley...
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A NEW FLOAT slips in unannounced behind the Ministers -- a live 
version of the famous Statue of General Cleburne and his 
Sharpshooter, as recreated by TWO GAY MEN in glittering, 
flamboyant costumes...

THE PARADE CROWD ROARS with laughter...

Waving to parade fans, REV. PAYNE quickly looks around.  He does 
a double-take at the Gay Men.  Then, one by one, the rest of the 
Ministers turn to see the float... completely scandalized...

CARLOS’S VOICEOVER
This is Carlos Alvarez, CNN, reporting 
from Cleburne, Alabama.

INT. HOLLY’S OFFICE - DAY

The Hawk’s office is buzzing with activity.  Stacks of the 
latest edition are piled everywhere.  SENIOR CITIZENS, along 
with Ben Wilbanks and his TEENAGE FRIENDS, are bundling them 
with string and sticking on mailing labels.  The new headline 
reads:  

CITY OFFICIALS KIDNAP, THREATEN MUSEUM CURATOR  
“Potts drugged me,” Baker claims

And the victim herself, Millie Baker, is now answering the 
phones.

MILLIE
(into phone)

Cleburne Hawk.  We comfort the afflicted 
and afflict the comfortable!

Millie calls out, waves the phone at Holly:

MILLIE
It’s Diane Sawyer from ABC!

HOLLY
Get a number!...  

(looks up, calls out)
Ben!

Ben Wilbanks hurries over to her.  She hands him a large 
envelope.
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HOLLY
(winks)

Pictures of the parade.  Get them over to 
the printers ASAP.

BEN
Yes, ma’am!

The teenager takes off.  Holly looks over at senior Dewey James, 
sticking address labels on the latest edition of the Hawk.

HOLLY
Dewey!

Dewey hurries over to Holly. 

HOLLY
I need five hundred words on the plight 
of the elderly -- on what terrible things 
would happen if Cleburne didn’t have the 
Senior Citizens Center.  

DEWEY
(excitedly)

I’ll stay up all night if I have to.  
You’ll have it first thing in the 
morning!

HOLLY
We’ll get you that new roof yet.  Maybe a 
whole new building...

EXT. HOLLY’S OFFICE - DAY

Jack hurries down the street toward Holly’s office, pursued by a 
PACK of REPORTERS shouting questions at him:

REPORTERS
(overlapping)

Do you think homosexuals can be cured?...
What about the Civil Rights Act of 
1964?...
Will gays and lesbians all go to hell?...
Did you hear what Michele Bachmann said?
Are you gay, Mayor Rice?...
Que pensez-vous a Ellen Degeneres?...
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Jack takes refuge in Holly’s office, slams the door on the 
Reporters.

INT. HOLLY’S OFFICE - DAY

All work in the office abruptly ceases, everyone observing Jack.  
The only SOUND that CONTINUES comes from the back -- the frantic 
CLICKING of Holly’s computer keyboard...

With Cleburne’s diary open beside her, Holly is rushing out a 
new story:  CLEBURNE’S DIARY, Part 2 -- LOVE LETTERS FROM THE 
FRONT LINE.  

Distracted by the sudden silence, she stops typing, looks toward 
the front door.

HOLLY
Jack!

She gets up, carefully picks up the diary, hurries up front.  
Everyone else gradually goes back to work, but they’re listening 
discreetly.

HOLLY
What are you doing here?

JACK
GLAAD is picketing City Hall, the Gay and 
Lesbian Veterans of America are marching 
on my house.  I couldn’t think of 
anyplace else to go.  Holly, they all 
think I’m some kind of a raving bigot.  
It’s all over TV -- they’re blaming me 
for everything.

HOLLY
“To be silent in the face of evil is to 
be evil.”  Martin Luther King.

Jack notices the old notebook Holly is holding.

JACK
Is that it?

HOLLY
Cleburne’s diary.
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JACK
Oh, no.

HOLLY
You can read the next installment in 
tomorrow’s special collector’s edition of 
the Hawk.

JACK
Holly, please, I’m begging you.  Don’t 
print any more of that stuff.  Please 
don’t make things worse.

HOLLY
Relax, Jack.  Things can’t get any worse.  

JACK
You love it, don’t you?  I can’t 
understand why you are doing this!  

HOLLY
(her back up)

Because I care about this town, that’s 
why!

JACK
Like hell you do!  When you sabotage the 
one thing that could save us from the 
wrecking ball?!

HOLLY
If celebrating bigotry and slavery is all 
that can save us, then we deserve the 
wrecking ball!  The hell with it!

JACK
(steely-eyed)

You don’t care about anybody but 
yourself, do you?  You know, I’m really 
glad I’ve seen this side of you.  I 
really am.

HOLLY
Me, too!  
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JACK
Go off to Atlanta with Geraldo or Ricardo 
or whatever the hell his name is.  You 
two deserve each other.

HOLLY
Maybe I will!

JACK
Maybe you should!

Jack eyes Cleburne’s Diary, suddenly makes a grab for it.  But 
Holly yanks it back just in time, glaring at him.

Jack turns and storms out.  Holly yells after him: 

HOLLY
His name is Carlos!

Everyone in the office APPLAUDS and CHEERS Holly.  

INT. CHURCH OFFICE - DAY

The “God Squad” is back in session, staring bleary-eyed at that 
MINIATURE REPLICA of General Cleburne’s Statue.  Coats off, 
sleeves rolled up, they are thinking hard...  Suddenly:

REV. PAYNE
(impatiently)

...I’ve got it!

METHODIST
What?!

REV. PAYNE
We’ll just whack ‘em off!

METHODIST
(scandalized)

Do what?

REV. PAYNE
Cleburne’s arms.  We’ll cut ‘em both off 
at the shoulder!

METHODIST
Then we’d have to...uh...cut off the 
other guy’s arms, too, wouldn’t we?
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PENTECOSTAL
Hey, that’s good!  It’s like the Greeks -- 
their statues don’t have arms -- I seen 
‘em one time on a trip to the Holy Land.

METHODIST
But if Cleburne don’t have arms, what’s 
he doin’ up there?  That’s confusing.

NAZARENE
(worried)

Wait a minute!  Weren’t those Greeks... 
weren’t they all a bunch of... 
sodomizerists (sic)?!

PENTECOSTAL
Good Lord, Dickie, you’re right.  We 
gotta keep the arms.

Suddenly Rev. Payne jumps out of his seat.

REV. PAYNE
Praise Jesus!  I’ve got it!  

NAZARENE
What, Virgil, what?!

CAMERA MOVES IN on the Rev. Payne’s smiling face.

REV. PAYNE
It’s perfect...

EXT. TOWN SQUARE - DAY

You wouldn’t recognize the place anymore.  The quiet, 
contemplative spot in the center of town is no more.  On a small 
stage set up opposite the Statue of General Cleburne, a LIVE 
BAND of NUNS (gay men in habits) is playing ROCK MUSIC.

Tents and booths have sprung up all over the Square, each 
representing a different minority organization:  the 
NAACP...N.O.W...JEWS FOR JUSTICE...SENIORS FOR TOLERANCE...

...and a small booth on the fringe: KKK BAKE SALE, featuring 
white chocolate chip cookies...

JACK wanders the crowd, watching in amazement.
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ON THE STAGE, the Nuns’ SONG ROCKS to an END.  Pete Peters walks 
up to the microphone, applauding them:

PETE
Let’s hear it for “Sister Act”!

The crowd WHISTLES and CHEERS, overpowering some random BOOS.

PETE
Now we have a surprise guest -- someone I 
believe will be a major force for change 
in this community for years to come -- 
City Councilperson Teresa Williams!

AT THE BACK OF THE CROWD, Jack reacts in surprise...  

TERESA walks out onto the stage.  Pete hugs her, and they look 
out over the crowd of gay activists:

TERESA
(into microphone)

Thank you, Pete.  You know, there comes a 
time in everybody’s life when you can’t 
go on listening to the same old crap!  
When you finally have to speak out 
against stupidity and intolerance!  And 
for me, that time is now!

AT THE EDGE OF THE CROWD, Jack smiles at Teresa’s political 
emergence.  Then he glances off, sees...

HOLLY AND CARLOS ALVAREZ walking through the crowd together, his 
Cameraman videotaping another interview...

JACK frowns, moves through the crowd closer to Holly and Carlos, 
trying to hear what they’re saying.  

ON STAGE, Teresa is really getting into it now:

TERESA
Our founding fathers promised equality to 
all Americans -- black, white, yellow, 
and brown -- straight Americans and gay 
Americans...!

A CHEER RISES and DROWNS her out...it becomes a THUNDEROUS 
OVATION...
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HOLLY applauds wildly, WHISTLING, YELLING encouragement.  
Grinning, she looks back at Carlos, whose Cameraman is still 
taping her:

HOLLY
(passionately)

This is not about the diary anymore, is 
it?  Or whether Cleburne was gay or 
straight?  It’s about us, isn’t it -- 
about how we respond to it and behave.  
That’s the real story here, isn’t it?

Suddenly there’s a LOW RUMBLE, shaking the ground.  Holly and 
Carlos look off.

HOLLY
What the hell is that?

THREE LARGE TRUCKS are backing up to the rear of the Statue, 
pushing back the crowd.  WORKERS jump off immediately, start 
unloading scaffolding from the truck beds.  Holly and Carlos 
come over at once.

HOLLY
(to a Worker)

What’s all this about?

WORKER
We got orders.  We got a lot of work to 
do...

HOLLY
What orders?  Who gave them?

WORKER
I don’t know nothin’ about it, ma’am.  
Just let me do my job, please.

More WORKERS take the scaffolding toward the Statue, and Carlos 
pulls Holly out of the way.  Now Jack hurries up to them.

JACK
What the hell is going on here?

HOLLY
I don’t know, but it’s got Payne and 
Potts written all over it.  They’re going 
to do something to our Statue...
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Jack looks at her grimly.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. DOWNTOWN SQUARE - NIGHT

Scaffolding has now been erected all around Cleburne’s Statue, 
and a tarp is being placed over the entire monument.  From 
underneath, we begin to HEAR the WHINE and see the SPARKS of a 
welder at work...

INT. LIBERTY CAFE - NIGHT

Off the lobby of the hotel.  Holly enters with Carlos Alvarez, 
and the restaurant (packed mostly with Gays) instantly breaks 
into spontaneous APPLAUSE and CHEERS for her.  The second 
installment of Cleburne’s diary in the Hawk is in everyone’s 
hands.

After the enthusiastic welcome dies down, Holly and Carlos push 
their way through the crowd to the elderly cashier, LOIS, who is 
swamped by customers trying to pay their checks.

HOLLY
Lois, this is amazing!  I haven’t seen it 
this busy since --

LOIS
(cutting in)

-- V-J Day, back in ‘45, when I was  
nineteen years old.  Take any seat you 
can find, honey.

An ELDERLY WAITRESS rushes up, flustered.

ELDERLY WAITRESS
Lois, do you know how to make a...

(reads her order pad)
...double decaf mocha latte?

Holly grins at Carlos, spots a booth near the window.

EXT. HOLLY’S OFFICE - NIGHT

Dark, closed for the night.  CAMERA MOVES IN ON a newspaper 
vending machine containing copies of the latest issue of the 
Hawk, headline:  PAT & SAM: LOVE LETTERS FROM THE FRONT LINE.
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HOLLY’S VOICEOVER
“...After Major Talbot was released from 
the hospital, he and General Cleburne 
kept the forbidden flame burning in 
passionate poetry to each other...”

Suddenly, FOUR MEN IN DARK HOODS start smashing the windows and 
door!  One Thug starts SPRAY-PAINTING words on the exterior 
wall, while another Hood reaches through the broken glass and 
UNLOCKS the front door.  They all rush inside.

GEN. CLEBURNE’S VOICEOVER
“Tell me, do your footsteps still
Roam to yonder shady hill
Where the sweet May apple flowers
Lie neath pretty Dogwood bowers?”

INT. HOLLY’S OFFICE - NIGHT

A rampage -- quick and dirty.  One Hood trashes the PASTE-UP 
BOARD, another smashes CAMERAS, and yet another destroys Holly’s 
COMPUTER.

GEN. CLEBURNE’S VOICEOVER
“Will you not send one fair bouquet
To tell me you, too, mind that day
For let me wander where I will
Fond memory paints that meeting still.”

Then, on their way out, another Hoodlum throws a LIGHTED MATCH 
into a large WASTEBASKET overflowing with trash.

EXT. HOLLY’S OFFICE - NIGHT

The Hoodlums flee around a corner, but one of them turns to look 
back and falls.  The Hoodlum pulls off his hood, gets up.    

Randy Boyd smiles at the spreading fire and hurries around the 
corner.

INT. LIBERTY CAFE - NIGHT

Holly and Carlos are enjoying dinner together.

HOLLY
I’ve always wanted to live in Atlanta.  
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CARLOS
It’s a lovely city, and with you there, 
it’ll be even lovelier.  

HOLLY
You’re too much, Carlos.

CARLOS
(laughs)

CNN will go crazy for you.  You outgrew 
this town years ago...

HOLLY
(sighs)

...And everybody in it.

Ben Wilbanks bursts into the restaurant, quickly finds Holly.

BEN
Holly!  There’s a fire in the office!

Holly flies out of the booth, running for the door.

EXT. LIBERTY CAFE - NIGHT

Holly races down the sidewalk toward her office at the other end 
of the same large building, followed by Ben and Carlos and a 
dozen others.

EXT. HOLLY’S OFFICE - NIGHT

Smoke is billowing out the broken windows.  Holly runs up to the 
Hawk’s offices -- “QUEER LOVER” has been spray-painted in yellow 
on the wall outside -- she runs in, heedless of the danger.

INT. HOLLY’S OFFICE - NIGHT

The fire has spread from the wastebasket where it was started, 
and there’s a wall of SMOKE.  Holly grabs a FIRE EXTINGUISHER, 
and turns it on the flames.  

Suddenly Jack appears, grabs the extinguisher out of her hands 
and aims it at a roll of unused paper stock on fire.  When it 
doesn’t douse the flames, Jack struggles to lift the paper roll, 
and with every ounce of his strength, he throws it out the 
window and into the street.  
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Now there’s more smoke than fire, but the danger has passed.  
Holly and Jack survey the damage -- the smashed cameras, the 
splintered paste-up board, and her pulverized computer.

HOLLY
(suddenly alarmed)

Oh, my God -- !

Holly quickly throws open the door to a steel cabinet, looks at 
a small black safe.  She bends down, turns the combination 
quickly.  As she opens the safe, Jack looks in...

INSIDE THE SAFE is Cleburne’s diary, still in its baggie, safely 
intact.  

HOLLY breathes an angry sigh of relief, looks at Jack.

HOLLY
(softly)

Thank you.

...and she locks the safe shut.

EXT. CONFEDERATE CAMPGROUND - EARLY NEXT DAY

A REBEL SERGEANT is growling at a group of dispirited PRIVATES:

SERGEANT
(pleading)

Chin up, men, we’ve been through worse 
than this before!...

(continuing)
...And another thing about taking hits -- 
a scream or two is fine, but for Christ’s 
sake, don’t overdo it!  No long, drawn-
out, sissy death scenes!  And that’s an 
order!

Some of the Soldiers break rank, begin to walk away while the 
Sergeant continues speaking:

SERGEANT
Where do you think you’re going?!

SOLDIER 1
Screw this bullshit, I’m goin’ home.
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SOLDIER 2
Me, too...I can’t take this crap any 
more...

SERGEANT
Get back here!  Atten-hut!

But they ignore him, and now more Soldiers desert the camp.

INT. JACK’S APARTMENT - EARLY DAY

The living room is dark.  A PHONE RINGS.  Jack pops out sleepily 
from under a pile of covers on the sofa, still in his clothes.  
He reaches for the phone.

JACK
(answers it)

Jack Rice.

He snaps awake instantly:

JACK
They’re what?!...For God’s sakes, stop 
them!  

EXT. BATTLEGROUND PARKING LOT - DAY

Jack’s Jeep races into the lot.  He screeches to a stop and 
speaks to an ATTENDANT, who directs him toward the VIP section.

EXT. CONFEDERATE CAMPGROUND - “SUTLER’S ROW” - DAY

Jack hurries through the crowded souvenir area.

INT. CONFEDERATE HEADQUARTERS TENT - DAY

Jack ducks into the tent to find the three Re-enactor Colonels -- 
Granbury, Govan and Cheatam -- fit to be tied.  

JACK
I got here as soon as I could!

Col. Granbury paces worriedly.
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COL. GRANBURY
I’ll come straight to the point, Mayor.  
Ever since this bombshell exploded, the 
morale of our troops has dropped 
disastrously.  The men have lost their 
will to fight.  They want to pull out of 
the final battle.

JACK
(protesting)

We’ve got two thousand more tourists 
coming in this weekend for the ball 
tonight and the battle tomorrow!  You 
can’t leave, it’ll be a disaster!

COL. GRANBURY
I’m sorry, sir.  But the men feel 
humiliated.  They never expected to be 
betrayed by their own side.  We’re taking 
an enormous amount of crap from those 
damned Yankees.  Look at this --     

He hands Jack a TELEGRAM.

COL. GRANBURY
It’s a message to General Cleburne from 
one of the Union officers.  It came with 
a bouquet of gardenias.

Jack reads, looks up from the telegram:

JACK
He wants a date!

COL. GRANBURY
We cannot fight under these conditions, 
sir!  General Cleburne is so deeply 
depressed.  It’s been an enormous shock 
to his system.  He has started to doubt 
his own...manhood!

JACK
But he’s not really General Cleburne!  
He’s an orthodontist from Cincinnati, 
with a wife and three kids!  He’s not 
gay!  Give me a break!
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COL. GRANBURY
He takes his role very seriously...

JACK
Where is he?  Let me talk to him!

Colonel Granbury looks at Colonels Govan and Cheatam...They nod.

EXT. CLEBURNE’S TENT - DAY

Lt. Buck stands watch faithfully outside the tent.  Jack 
arrives, escorted by the three Colonels, and he immediately 
knocks on Cleburne’s tent pole.

JACK
General Cleburne, sir, it’s Jack Rice, 
the Mayor...

 He throws open the tent flap, enters.

INT. CLEBURNE’S TENT - DAY

He stops short at what he sees:  the great hero, lying flat on 
his back in his cot, half-dressed, eyes sunken, staring vacantly 
at the canvas ceiling.  The tent is filled with FLOWERS -- 
gifts, no doubt, from other merciless Yankees.

JACK
(gently)

General Cleburne...?

He glances at Jack weakly, sighs.

JACK
May I visit with you for a minute?

Cleburne nods, mumbles yes.  Jack pulls a small wooden folding 
chair near his cot, sits down.

JACK
Can I get you anything, sir...some grits, 
a shot of Southern Comfort?

Cleburne sits up wearily, shakes his head.

GEN. CLEBURNE
What can I do for you, Mr. Mayor?
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JACK
Well...when I heard that the great man 
who licked the Yankees at Shiloh, the 
General who routed the Army of the 
Cumberland at the Battle of Stones River 
was suffering, I just naturally came 
running...to see if I could help...

GEN. CLEBURNE
How very kind you are, sir.

JACK
The Pat Cleburne I know wouldn’t let a 
bunch of silly newspaper gossip keep him 
from his noble cause...

GEN. CLEBURNE
He wouldn’t?

JACK
No, sir.  Not the great hero of 
Chattanooga...and Chickamauga...and
Chattahoochee...!  Not the mean 
sonofabitch who whipped Sherman’s fat 
Yankee ass on Missionary Ridge!

Gen. Cleburne laughs, remembering.

JACK
Jeff Davis and General Lee are depending 
on you, sir.  And not just them.  Our 
Southern women need you, too...
desperately. 

GEN. CLEBURNE
They do?

JACK
They want men like you who can protect 
their honor.  Someone wise...strong 
...powerful...a stallion among men...

Cleburne strokes his beard thoughtfully.
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JACK
Remember our Southern Belles, sir?  Those 
beautiful, fragile, young creatures with 
their porcelain skin and curly, auburn 
locks and those luscious, ruby red 
lips...Remember those lips...Can’t you 
just taste those wonderful lips?

Gen. Cleburne shifts in his cot, clears his throat.  He suddenly 
looks at Jack with passion in his eyes.  

JACK
Fix your bayonet, General, and give ‘em 
steel!

EXT. CONFEDERATE CAMP - DAY

The Rebels are listless, demoralized.  Many are packing up their 
belongings, getting their gear together.  Then...

A MAN suddenly gallops by on the back of a white horse.  TWO 
REBEL SOLDIERS look up in disbelief...

SOLDIER 1
Wasn’t that...?

SOLDIER 2
My God, I think it was...!

GENERAL PATRICK RONAYNE CLEBURNE rides his magnificent WHITE 
STEED through the dispirited Confederate Troops, in full gray-
and-gold dress uniform, his sword held high.

Word of his return spreads fast, and his men come out of their 
tents, shout their greetings, salute him as he passes by, 
assemble at attention.  A GRATEFUL CHEER begins to rise...

Back in the saddle again!

EXT. AN ANTEBELLUM MANSION - DUSK

A big, beautiful old 19th Century estate in the old section of 
town, the home has four enormous white columns.  It’s lit by 
torches, draped with bunting and a huge banner, announcing 
tonight’s big event:  RHETT AND SCARLETT BALL - Everyone 
Welcome!
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Entering the mansion are BEAUS AND BELLES of the Old South.  A 
GROUP of GAY and LESBIAN PROTESTERS are marching out front and 
waving placards, putting a damper on the festivities...

INT. MANSION - BALLROOM - NIGHT

A giant PORTRAIT of General Cleburne hangs over the stage.  
Multicolored ribbons drop from the ceiling, and elaborately 
decorated tables circle the enormous dance floor.  Millie Baker 
and the Daughters of the Confederacy are fussing over every 
detail.

ON STAGE, in front of a gigantic CLEBURNE FLAG, Charles Bean is 
conducting an AUTHENTIC PERIOD BAND (banjo, fiddle and bass), 
alternating PATRIOTIC SONGS with WALTZES and REELS.  The number 
ENDS to great APPLAUSE. 

Dressed in a period tuxedo, and looking quite handsome, Jack 
walks up to Charles.

JACK
I’m glad you decided to come back, 
Charles.

CHARLES
Only because you let my new friends stay. 

(smiles)
Besides, how could I miss all this 
glorious madness?!

He offers his hand to Jack in friendship.  They shake.  Charles 
turns back to the band.

CHARLES
Gentlemen, “Bonnie Blue Flag.”

He gives the downbeat, and the band begins to play the old Civil 
War tune.

JACK glances off toward the entrance...

NOW AT THE DOOR, the Re-enactor playing General Cleburne enters 
with Lt. Buck and his loyal band of Colonels -- Granbury, Govan 
and Cheatam.  As he comes into the room, the crowd parts and 
CHEERS him.  General Cleburne is buoyed from all the attention 
he’s receiving.

Jack comes over, welcomes him immediately.
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JACK 
General Cleburne, sir, delighted to see 
you.  You’re looking mighty dapper 
tonight.

GEN. CLEBURNE
Why, thank you, my boy.  I remembered 
that little talk we had, and I felt I 
just couldn’t disappoint all our lovely 
Southern belles.

JACK
(winks)

Knock ‘em dead, sir!  

GEN. CLEBURNE
(smiles)

I intend to.

Lt. Buck leads the General away.

LT. BUCK
Let’s get you some punch, sir.

Colonel Granbury comes over, speaks in a low voice to Jack.

COL. GRANBURY
He’s still a bit shaky -- but I can see 
that the smell of perfume and powder is 
beginning to stir his manly juices.

Then Jack looks off...

AT THE DOOR, Holly Morgan strides elegantly into the ballroom, 
on the arm of the dashing Carlos Alvarez.  

The MUSIC STOPS.  Heads turn and conversations cease.  Holly 
looks absolutely sublime in a tight, low-cut, red velvet dress, 
with her hair swept loosely atop her head.  Jack approaches her. 

JACK
Well, what a pleasant surprise, Miss 
Morgan.  I thought you were boycotting 
“Dixie Days.”
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HOLLY
One last look around, Mr. Rice -- I 
thought it might be amusing -- before I 
leave for Atlanta...

JACK
You’re really going?

HOLLY
I’ve got an interview at CNN next week.  
Thanks to Carlos...

JACK
(to Carlos, coolly)

Taking her away from us, are you?

CARLOS
(smiles at Holly)

I hope so.  CNN needs her.  I need her...

ON STAGE, an old FIDDLER steps to the microphone:

OLD FIDDLER
Choose your partners for the Virginia 
Reel!

ON THE DANCE FLOOR, couples pair off and take their positions.  
A belle named VIOLET lines up across from Randy, Holly across 
from Carlos, and General Cleburne opposite an attractive YOUNG 
BELLE.  

JACK sees this, grabs Millie Baker’s arm.

JACK
Let’s dance, Millie --

He drags the surprised old woman into the dance group.  The 
MUSIC BEGINS.

QUICK CUTS of the lively old-fashioned line dance:  Randy leers 
at Violet...Jack scrutinizes the contact between Holly and 
Carlos...and, of course, Millie fixes on General Cleburne.

As the partners change, Jack and Holly are suddenly face to 
face.  He bows, she curtseys.  But Jack keeps staring at her.

HOLLY
What is it?
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JACK
You look good in a dress.

HOLLY
You’ve seen me in a dress before.

JACK
Only at funerals.  You should wear them 
more often.

HOLLY
I’m so happy you approve.

JACK
Really.  You look amazing.

HOLLY
And such a shame...all of this could have 
been yours...

At that moment in the dance, she flies back into the arms of 
Carlos, and Jack is suddenly facing old Millie Baker again.

JACK
Excuse me, Millie...

And he walks off the dance floor.

THE CONFEDERATE COLONELS, Granbury, Govan and Cheatam are 
watching General Cleburne, cheered by his good spirits and 
returning confidence.  Col. Granbury looks off, smiles at...

COUNCILMEN POTTS AND LEACH, who give him two thumbs-up.

ON STAGE leading the band, Charles Bean has an eagle eye on 
Randy Boyd...

ON THE DANCE FLOOR, the VIRGINIA REEL ENDS, and the couples 
disperse throughout the ballroom.  General Cleburne bows to his 
lovely young partner, who bows away.  He dabs perspiration from 
his forehead, catching his breath.  

WOMAN’S VOICE
(dripping honey)

Hi there, handsome...

Cleburne turns, sees a striking BELLE smiling at him.  The 
General flirts back:  
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GEN. CLEBURNE
Well, well, well...

The Belle fans herself shyly.  Then she lowers the fan 
seductively, winks at him.  Cleburne grins at her from ear to 
ear.  

GEN. CLEBURNE
And what do they call you, my dear?

MAGNOLIA
My name and what they call me are two 
different things...

(laughs)
Magnolia -- Magnolia May Hamilton.

General Cleburne leers at her, his swagger restored.

GEN. CLEBURNE
Well, Miss Magnolia May Hamilton, may I 
have the honor of this dance?

MAGNOLIA
You are so bold.

She offers him her gloved hand.  He kisses it, leering at her 
cleavage. 

EXT. MANSION - NIGHT

MUSIC from the ball CONTINUES OVER.  Jack leans on the porch 
railing, watching all the romantic couples in period dress 
strolling the grounds of the mansion.

Holly comes up behind him.

HOLLY
Hi.

JACK
Where’s Geraldo?

HOLLY
It’s Carlos, Jack.  His cameraman just 
got here.  They’re working.

JACK 
He’s very pretty, Mr. CNN.
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HOLLY
You said it.

JACK
And sexy.

HOLLY
Incredibly bright, too.  

JACK
Just your type.  Single?

HOLLY
Divorced.  But no kids.

JACK
How convenient.

HOLLY
He’s just about perfect.

JACK
I’d say.

HOLLY
Except for one thing...

JACK
He never won the Pulitzer Prize?

Holly smiles:

HOLLY
He’s not you.

That catches Jack totally off guard.  He almost blushes.

HOLLY
How about one last dance?

JACK 
Now?

(looks in the ballroom)
In there?

HOLLY 
Come on, Mayor, waltz with the big, 
horrible liberal in public...  
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Jack looks off, frowns...he’s tempted... 

HOLLY
I promise it won’t ruin your reputation.  
When the dance is over, you’ll still be a 
Republican...

Jack hesitates.

HOLLY
It’s just a little dance.  A three-minute 
commitment.

Jack’s reluctance is souring Holly’s romantic mood.

HOLLY
What’s the matter, afraid Potts and Leach 
might slap your hand?  Make you go to bed 
without supper?

Jack suddenly smiles.

JACK
Dance with me here...

He tries to pull her close, but she backs away.

HOLLY
No.  Inside, in front of everybody.

JACK
Why not here?  You said you wanted to 
dance.  Let’s dance.

HOLLY
Not out here.

JACK
That’s what I thought.  You don’t really 
care about dancing with me.  You just 
want me in there so you can stir up the 
shit.  Watch people squirm.  

Holly won’t deny it.
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JACK
That’s our whole trouble, Holly -- right 
there -- you love pissing everybody off!  
You’ll never change peoples’ minds that 
way!  And that includes me!

HOLLY
I’ve got to get their attention somehow!

JACK
Everything’s an issue with you, Holly.  
Everything’s a fight.  Even a three-
minute dance.

Holly fights back.

HOLLY
You’re a good man, Jack, you’ve got 
potential.  You work hard, you’re fair, 
and you care about people, but your 
problem is -- you don’t have any guts.  

It’s a low blow.  Jack’s steely eyes turn cold.

JACK
Have fun in Atlanta.

The calm finality of his words shocks Holly into silence.

She’s damned if she’ll let him see her tears, so Holly turns and 
starts walking away.  Jack watches her go, on the verge of more 
words, but finally he doesn’t speak.

Then Holly begins to run, down the street and into the darkness.

INT. BALLROOM - NIGHT 

RANDY AND VIOLET are dancing very close now, bodies grinding 
together... 

CHARLES watches Randy and Violet dancing.  He throws back a shot 
of Scotch...

ACROSS THE DANCE FLOOR, General Cleburne and Magnolia are 
waltzing, too.  Cleburne’s hand roams toward her breasts, and 
she pushes it away playfully.
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MAGNOLIA
Stop that, you nasty thing!

GENERAL CLEBURNE
Take pity on me, my dear.  I’m just a 
poor soldier about to go into battle.  
Give me one last beautiful memory before 
I die.

She smiles coquettishly, slaps his shoulder with her fan.

MAGNOLIA
Oooh, that is such a line.

AT THE PUNCH TABLE, the three Confederate Colonels are happily 
observing their amorous General.  They raise their glasses in a 
toast, look off across the room at...

COUNCILMEN POTTS AND LEACH, who wave back at the Colonels, also 
pleased with Cleburne’s success.  

GENERAL CLEBURNE leads Magnolia off the dance floor toward a 
darkened alcove...

NEAR THE BUFFET TABLE, Lt. Buck looks off at General Cleburne 
and Magnolia...jealously...

RANDY AND VIOLET are still dancing.  Suddenly, Charles Bean taps 
Violet on the shoulder, wanting to cut in...

Violet releases Randy so she can dance with Charles, but Charles 
moves past her and puts his arm around Randy’s waist to dance 
with him!  Randy shoves Charles away angrily.

RANDY
Get away from me!

CHARLES
Randy, please...it’s now or never!

ACROSS THE FLOOR, Magnolia hurries out of the darkened alcove, 
straightening her dress, pursued by the horny General Cleburne, 
who has lipstick smeared all over his mouth.

Violet breaks free of Randy, suddenly rushes up to them, aiming 
a CAMERA:
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VIOLET
General Cleburne, can I please get a 
picture of you two lovebirds?

Magnolia quickly grabs Cleburne, posing for the photo...then... 
she rips off her wig!  The CAMERA FLASHES...!

A STILL PHOTO OF GENERAL CLEBURNE, lipstick all over his face, 
clutched in the arms of “MAGNOLIA” -- a male gay activist!  
HORRIFIED SCREAMS echo through the ballroom.  

MAGNOLIA AND VIOLET, giving each other ‘high-fives.”  Both wigs 
are off now -- Violet’s a HE, too!

“VIOLET” 
You did it, you sonofabitch, you did it!

“MAGNOLIA”
You owe me fifty bucks!

COUNCILMEN POTTS AND LEACH react, horrified...THE CONFEDERATE 
COLONELS are completely frozen in place...

Carlos Alvarez points his Cameraman toward the General and his 
“lady,” bathing them in the FLOODLIGHTS...

GENERAL CLEBURNE goes green.  His legs turn to rubber.  Lt. Buck 
rushes to his side.

GEN. CLEBURNE
Get me out of here, Buck!  I’m about to 
be ill!

Lt. Buck and the Colonels hurry the General toward the exit and 
fresh air. 

EXT. CONFEDERATE CAMPGROUND - DAWN

Like a row of toppling dominoes, the CONFEDERATE TENTS collapse 
to the ground, one after another.  Rebel Soldiers start folding 
them up...

EXT. BATTLEGROUND - DAWN

REBEL CANNONS and their crates of mock ammunition are being 
loaded onto trailers.  At the same time...
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EXT. CONFEDERATE HEADQUARTERS TENT - DAY

Colonels Granbury, Govan and Cheatam, carrying MAPS and 
SUPPLIES, come out of their large tent just as it caves in.  
Jack and the City Councilmen confront them instantly.

JACK
(pleading)

Colonel Granbury, you’ve got to stay!  
There’s only one more day left...

POTTS
...Only one more battle!

LEACH
This isn’t our fault!

Lt. Buck escorts a hooded and embarrassed General Cleburne past 
them toward a waiting van.  Jack calls out to him:

JACK
General Cleburne -- !

The Re-Enactor throws off his hood and glares at Jack:

“GEN. CLEBURNE”
My name is Walter Kilpatrick, and if you 
ever call me that name again, I’ll bury 
my shoe up your ass!

He puts his hood back on, climbs into the van.  Jack appeals to 
Col. Granbury:

JACK
Our town won’t survive this!  We’ll go 
under. 

COL. GRANBURY
(sarcastically)

Look at me -- I’m cryin’.

He and the other Colonels brush Jack and the Councilmen aside, 
board the van and take off, leaving them behind.  

POTTS
What the hell are we gonna do now?
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LEACH
You can’t have a battle with just one 
army!

JACK
You guys just hold on -- this isn’t over 
yet!

Then he runs off, heading for his Jeep...

INT. HOLLY’S OFFICE - DAY

WINDOW GLASS is being replaced, TWO NEW COMPUTERS are being 
delivered, and the office is buzzing as usual with Seniors and 
Teenagers, repairing the office from the vandalism and fire 
scare.  

Holly is on the phone when Jack bursts in:

JACK 
(desperately)

Holly!  You’ve got to help me find an 
army!

HOLLY
An army?!

JACK
For tomorrow’s battle -- to save the town 
-- the whole Confederacy just deserted!  

HOLLY
At least somebody came to their senses.

JACK
If you won’t do it for Cleburne, then do 
it for me!

HOLLY
Now why would I want to help you 
perpetuate this Civil War crap?  

JACK
Then do it for the new library! 

HOLLY
What new library?
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JACK
The one we’ll build with the money from 
“Dixie Days”!  Just think of it --
new computers for the Junior High -- a 
new roof on the Seniors’ Center!  Hell, 
we’ll build them a whole new building!

Long pause.

HOLLY 
You need a whole army?

JACK
Yes!  Two-three hundred people --  I 
don’t care where you get them.

HOLLY
Come on, Jack.  Where the hell are we 
going to find an --- ?

She breaks off in mid-sentence, smiling...

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. BATTLE RE-ENACTMENT SITE - DAY

MARCHING FEET move along in step, wearing fancy RUNNING 
SHOES...It’s a group of high school TEENAGERS, being led by 
Holly’s intern, Ben Wilbanks:

BEN
(calling cadence)

...I love fighting for Robert E. Lee!

TEENAGERS
(answering)

...We love fighting for Robert E. Lee!

OTHER MARCHING FEET move along at a slower pace, these feet in 
SUPPORT SHOES, pushing a occasional WALKER...It’s a group of 
SENIOR CITIZENS, led by Dewey James, and they’re just as 
enthusiastic as the teenagers:

DEWEY
...U.S. Grant is a son-of-a-bitch!

SENIORS
...U.S. Grant is a son-of-a-bitch!
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STILL OTHER MARCHING FEET are moving along, not so confidently, 
but doing their best.  They’re all GAY ACTIVISTS and 
DEMONSTRATORS, being led by Charles Bean: 

CHARLES
...Got the blueballs, crabs, and the 
seven-year itch!

GAYS
...Got the blueballs, crabs, and the 
seven-year itch!

They march past Jack and the City Councilmen, who turn to Jack, 
thunderstruck and livid:

POTTS
...Absolutely not!  This is obscene!  

LEACH
Ridiculous!  A bunch of kids and old 
farts and...and...those people...

RANDY
No way!  Not a friggin’ chance!

JACK
Then we’ll have to cancel tomorrow’s 
battle and refund two thousand tickets.

POTTS
But we’ll be a laughingstock --  

LEACH
-- A joke to the world!

JACK
Gentlemen, we have already achieved that 
distinction.  The entire future of 
Cleburne is at stake.  Are you with me or 
against me?!...  

INT. THE CLEBURNE MUSEUM - DAY

Millie Baker stands at the door of a STORAGE ROOM, passing out 
CONFEDERATE HATS, UNIFORMS and ACCOUTERMENTS to the NEW 
RECRUITS.
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ACROSS THE ROOM, in front of a PORTRAIT OF CLEBURNE, Holly is 
helping Jack put on a FAKE MOUSTACHE and GOATEE, trying to match 
the General’s look exactly...Then she scrutinizes the part in 
Jack’s hair, frowns, starts recombing it.  

JACK
I ought to have my head examined.

HOLLY
What do you think I’m doing?

She finishes the new part in Jack’s hair, steps back, admiring 
it.

JACK
You saved the day, Holly.  I’ll never 
forget this.  

HOLLY
I’ll never let you.  

Now she helps Jack put on a replica of Cleburne’s beautiful gray 
and gold coat.  He pats down the fake moustache, straightens the 
fake goatee, then stands side by side with the PORTRAIT of the 
GENERAL -- a perfect double!  

Millie Baker comes over to deliver last minute instructions.  
She is wearing a Civil War nurse’s uniform:

MILLIE
Remember, Jack, at the very end of the 
battle, you wave your cap at your men and 
lead the charge over the Yankee line... 
As you’re going over, you yell --

She breaks off reluctantly.

JACK
-- “Goodbye, dear Sam, we’ll meet again 
in Heaven...!”  Right?

MILLIE
Maybe we should leave that part out.

JACK
Millie, I’m surprised at you.  Changing 
history like that.
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MILLIE
Leave it in.

EXT. CONFEDERATE CAMPGROUND - NIGHT

Small campfires dot the area of tents where tents have been 
hastily set up by the new rag-tag Recruits.

Carlos Alvarez is doing another standup report for CNN:

CARLOS
...I’m outside Cleburne, Alabama, where 
the first annual “Dixie Days” celebration 
winds up tomorrow with the re-enactment 
of the dramatic death of the town’s 
namesake, General Patrick Cleburne.  
After the sudden mutiny of all the 
Confederate troops this morning, a most 
unlikely new Rebel army has taken their 
place...

AROUND A CAMPFIRE, a group of gay “Rebels” are sitting on the 
ground, cross-legged, teaching Buddhist meditation to a group of 
SENIOR CITIZENS and HIGH SCHOOL STUDENTS...

AT ANOTHER CAMPFIRE, the “Rebels” are brewing espresso and 
sautéing skinless fat-free chicken breasts...

EXT. YANKEE CAMPFIRE - NIGHT

In stark contrast, UNION SOLDIERS are chewing on gristly beef 
jerky and drink mud-like java poured from their historically 
accurate tin coffee pots.  

The Soldiers start singing the “Battle Hymn of the Republic”:

YANKEE SOLDIERS
...“Mine eyes have seen the coming of the 
glory of the Lord...he is trampling out 
the vintage where the grapes of wrath are 
stored...”

EXT. CONFEDERATE CAMPGROUND - NIGHT

SONG CONTINUES OVER.  After listening for a moment, Charles Bean 
suddenly stands up, starts SINGING a different kind of ANTHEM:
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CHARLES
(acapella)

“What good is sitting alone in your 
room...Come hear the music play...”

A couple of Soldiers pick up on it, join in...

CHARLES & TROOPS
...Life is a Cabaret, old chum, come to 
the Cabaret...!

Now more Soldiers join in.  Radiant now, with newfound courage, 
Charles starts conducting them: 

CHARLES & TROOPS
“...Come taste the wine, come hear the 
band, come blow your horn, start 
celebrating...right this way your table’s 
waiting...”

EXT. YANKEE CAMPFIRE - NIGHT

The Yankee Soldiers continue singing their song:

YANKEE SOLDIERS
“...He has loosed the fateful lightning 
of his terrible swift sword ...Our God is 
marching on!”

EXT. CONFEDERATE CAMPGROUND - NIGHT

Now the whole Confederate Army joins in this unifying anthem, 
GAYS, SENIORS, TEENAGERS, all, drowning out the Yankee song:

CHARLES & TROOPS
“...Start by admitting from cradle to 
tomb...Isn’t that long a stay...Life is a 
Cabaret, old chum...Only a Cabaret, old 
chum...And I love a Cabaret!”

The soldiers all CHEER, and launch into the NEXT VERSE, in full 
blown fugal style, with all the harmonics...

EXT. BATTLE RE-ENACTMENT SITE - DAWN

The sun rises over the battleground.  Silent, beautiful, deadly.  
Soldiers on both sides prepare for war.  Their guns are pointed 
at each other...
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THE SPECTATORS, both gay and straight, grow larger in number 
than ever before, with even more TOURISTS crowding in.  
“Sutler’s Row” is doing mammoth souvenir business.  All the TV 
NEWS CREWS are setting up to cover Cleburne’s Last Stand.

COUNCILMEN POTTS, LEACH and BOYD walk through the Confederate 
Camp, scowling deeply at what they see...

EXT. CONFEDERATE LINES - DAY

Dressed as General Cleburne, Jack is waving his SWORD, hamming 
it up in front of his Army of SENIOR CITIZENS, HIGH SCHOOL 
STUDENTS, and GAYS:

JACK
Men, this is all I have to say to you: 
believe in yourselves, trust in the 
cause, and may the wind at your back 
never be your own!

The Troops YELL and CHEER with excitement, totally pumped.  Jack 
looks off at two of his officers:

JACK
Colonel Williams, Colonel James, do you 
have anything else to add?

Teresa Williams and Dewey James are standing to the side, 
dressed as Confederate officers.

DEWEY
Do your duty, men, make us proud!

TERESA
And don’t take any of their Yankee 
crap...!

EXT. RE-ENACTMENT BATTLEFIELD - DAY

BOOM!  A Yankee CANNON ROARS and the Union Army attacks!  GUNS 
blaze and SMOKE rises from the battleground.  The SOUNDS of fake 
war and real war are the same -- DEAFENING. 

JACK (AS GENERAL CLEBURNE) leads his brigade of Rebel Re-
enactors toward the Yankee line, a hundred yards away.  

THE NEW REBEL TROOPS -- Seniors, Students and Gays -- move 
forward in a massive wave.

101.



JACK waves his sword in the air, shouting:

JACK
Fire!  Fire! 

A fusillade of gunfire POPS from the Rebel guns.  Immediately 
some of the “less aggressive” soldiers react in shock, drop 
their weapons in horror.  Another handful of Soldiers fall 
dramatically to the ground, “wounded.”

THE YANKEE FORCES return the Rebel FIRE with all they’ve got -- 
CANNONS and RIFLES belching DUMMY AMMUNITION...

THE REBELS make their charge shoulder-to-shoulder.  Someone does 
a high kick, and that sets off a CHORUS LINE -- like the 
Confederate Rockettes!

THE YANKEES react in irritated surprise.  What the hell -- ?

THE SPECTATORS YELL and SCREAM like they were cheering for their 
favorite teams at the Super Bowl.

A GAY SOLDIER grabs his chest and drops to his knees, MOANING in 
imagined pain.  It’s a long, dramatic death scene, which ANOTHER 
SOLDIER shoots with his video camera.

SECOND SOLDIER
(directing)

Okay, okay...die already!

The Gay Soldier finally keels over, and his comrades APPLAUD his 
performance.

COUNCILMEN POTTS, LEACH and BOYD lower their heads in 
embarrassment.

CARLOS ALVAREZ AND HIS CAMERAMAN race alongside the advancing 
soldiers, videotaping it all.

ANOTHER REBEL GROUP has formed a CHEERLEADING SQUAD on the 
sidelines, and they do a yell:

CHEERLEADERS
Two bits, four bits, six bits, a buck!  
All for the ‘Federacy, lay down and 
---- !
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BOOM!  A cannon goes off nearby, drowning out the last word of 
the yell.

HOLLY and MILLIE watch from the sidelines.  They lower their 
binoculars, groaning.

DEWEY JAMES leads a line of Seniors straight for the Yankee 
line, half of them using canes and walkers.  They are 
invincible.  They refuse to die.  

A YANKEE SOLDIER fires his gun point blank at an ELDERLY REBEL 
RE-ENACTOR, but the old man won’t fall.  After firing two more 
rounds to no avail, the Yankee Soldier finally pushes him down!  

A GROUP of SENIORS go crazy and attack the Yankee Soldier, 
battering him with their canes and walkers!  Now the Yankee 
falls!

THE YANKEE GENERALS scream out:

YANKEE GENERALS
Foul!  Foul!  That’s not allowed!

THE REBEL CHEERLEADERS pick it up, mocking him:

CHEERLEADERS
Foul, foul, not allowed!  Foul, foul, not 
allowed!  Stick it up your Yankee butt! 

BEN WILBANKS leads his band of Students in hand to hand combat 
with the Yankees, tripping and kicking and pulling their beards.  
Suddenly the Rebels seem to be beating the Yankees.

THE YANKEE GENERALS are furious now:

YANKEE GENERALS
It’s not right!  We’re supposed to be 
winning!

TWO GAY SOLDIERS are shoulder-to-shoulder, fighting off a pair 
of Yankees with their blades in a classic Hollywood swordfight, 
played for all it’s worth.  One Gay Rebel thinks he’s Errol 
Flynn, the other, Tyrone Power.  When the Yankees begin to get 
the best of them, they suddenly drop their swords in surrender.  
Then the Gay Re-enactors grab their opponents and kiss them!

HOLLY lowers her binoculars, smiling now, looks at Mrs. Baker:
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HOLLY
Oh, dear God...

But Millie is smiling, too!  So they both begin to laugh.  Holly 
looks through her binoculars again...

HOLLY’S POV

She pans the glasses over the field, watching the Cheerleaders 
for a moment...then over to Jack, on his horse...then over to 
the Yankee line, where she HOLDS ON:

A YANKEE RE-ENACTOR, as he reaches secretly into his coat, and 
starts loading real bullets in his gun!

EXT. ENTRANCE TO REBEL LINE - DAY

Frantic, Holly runs toward the battlefield, but she’s suddenly 
stopped by a CIVILIAN BATTLE CO-ORDINATOR, who is wearing an 
ELECTRONIC HEADSET.  

BATTLE CO-ORDINATOR
You can’t go in there, lady!

The noise of the battle is deafening; they have to SCREAM at 
each other:

HOLLY
You’ve got to stop the battle!

BATTLE CO-ORDINATOR
Are you kidding, lady?!

HOLLY
Somebody out there has got real bullets -- 
one of the Yankees -- I saw him!

BATTLE CO-ORDINATOR
That’s impossible!  Real bullets are not 
allowed.

Holly can’t wait any longer.  She takes off running.

EXT. BATTLEFIELD - DAY

JACK suddenly appears out of the smoke on horseback... 
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ON THE SIDELINES, Holly stops running, trains her binoculars 
on...

The same Yankee Soldier, who seems to be taking dead aim at 
Jack.  He fires!

JACK’S HORSE suddenly stumbles, throwing him to the ground.  Has 
he been shot?  No...Jack gets up, continues his charge on 
foot...

HOLLY looks off in horror, shouts:

HOLLY
Jack!  Stop, Jack!  Turn around, come 
back!

But to no avail -- Jack cannot hear Holly -- her voice is lost 
in the SOUNDS of BATTLE!

The Yankee Soldier aims again.  HIS POV OVER THE RIFLE BARREL 
zeroes in dead center on Jack’s chest.  Suddenly, SOLDIERS 
charge past, blocking his view.  

Holly runs onto the battlefield, screaming:

HOLLY
Jack!  Jack!  Hit the ground!

JACK appears out of a WALL OF SMOKE and RAISES HIS SWORD in the 
air.  He looks back at his troops, gives Cleburne’s famous 
battle cry:

JACK
“Fix your bayonets, men, and give ‘em 
steel!”

The Yankee Soldier has been waiting for this exact moment...He 
aims his RIFLE straight and true at...

JACK, as he charges on foot toward the Union battle line, only 
twenty yards away now.

JACK
EEEEEEE-HAAAAAAA!!

HOLLY sprints desperately through the battlefield toward Jack, 
past the “dead” and “wounded”...
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THE SPECTATORS all jump up, CHEERING and SCREAMING their heads 
off, straining to see this climactic moment of the beloved 
General’s death...

THE YANKEE SOLDIER’S TRIGGER FINGER starts to squeeze...

AT THE RIDGE OF THE UNION LINE, Jack climbs to the top, holding 
his sword high, daring the Yankees to shoot him down.  He opens 
his mouth in a FINAL SCREAM:

JACK
“Goodbye, dear Sam, we’ll meet again!”

THE YANKEE SOLDIER fires!  At the same instant...

HOLLY leaps onto Jack’s back, knocking him to the ground!

THE BATTLE comes to an abrupt halt, the soldiers startled by 
this unscripted, decidedly non-historical revision...

CARLOS ALVAREZ AND HIS CAMERAMAN are still videotaping...

JACK AND HOLLY are sprawled on the ground.  Jack’s head is 
bleeding from a long scratch. 

JACK
(pissed)

What the hell are you doing -- ?!

HOLLY
Jack, are you hurt?!  Please, God, say 
you’re all right...!

JACK
(puzzled)

I’m fine...What are you doing out 
here...?

Holly gets up quickly, points off:

HOLLY
Stop that man!  

The Yankee Soldier who fired the shot suddenly breaks into a 
run.
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HOLLY’S VOICEOVER
(shouts)

He was using real bullets!

The Yankee doesn’t get far.  He runs right into the outstretched 
FIST of Charles Bean, and he goes down like a shot.  Charles 
shakes his bruised hand:

CHARLES
Owwwww!

Jack gets up from the ground.  Holly pats him all over:  

HOLLY
Are you sure you’re all right?  No 
bulletholes?

JACK
Does this mean you love me?

Holly kisses him passionately. 

THE SPECTATORS react in shock...

YANKEE AND REBEL SOLDIERS all over the battlefield stop and 
stare at Jack and Holly...

THE GAY SPECTATORS CHEER wildly...

COUNCILMEN POTTS, LEACH and BOYD watch them in disgust...Their 
worst nightmare has come true.

As the battlefield smoke clears, Jack and Holly are still 
kissing in the middle of the battlefield ...in front of 
thousands of people...

CARLOS ALVAREZ watches his dreams of Holly Morgan disappear in 
the smoke... 

THE SPECTATORS are going crazy!

ON THE BATTLEFIELD, Holly and Jack finally break their kiss, 
suddenly realizing that the crowd is cheering them.  She looks 
at Jack with twinkling, mischievous eyes:
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JACK
I guess this means we’re out of the 
closet.

SLOW DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. HOLLY’S OFFICE - TWO WEEKS LATER

Holly’s newspaper is back in business.  The vending machine by 
the front door displays the latest edition of the Cleburne Hawk.  
Headline:

CIVIL WAR FINALLY OVER
“New” Cleburne Statue to be Rededicated

EXT. THE GENERAL CLEBURNE MUSEUM - DAY

The parking lot is packed with cars and schoolbuses, including a 
large motorcoach from the GAY & LESBIAN ALLIANCE.

MILLIE’S VOICEOVER
...There was no truer patriot, no more 
courageous soldier in the Civil War than 
Major General Patrick Ronayne Cleburne...

INT. THE GENERAL CLEBURNE MUSEUM - DAY

It’s swarming with schoolchildren and tourists, gay and 
straight, crowding to buy up Cleburne memorabilia.  The 
MINIATURE STATUES (of the original) are selling like hotcakes. 

MILLIE’S VOICEOVER
...Honored by the Confederate Congress 
and worshipped by his men, his presence 
on the fields of battle brought comfort 
and relief to all...

Millie Baker is back at her old post as Curator, leading a class 
of ELEMENTARY SCHOOLCHILDREN through the story of Cleburne’s 
life.

MILLIE
Because they knew that General Cleburne 
stood for duty and devotion, courage and 
compassion.

Millie directs the kids’ attention to a NEW GLASS DISPLAY 
CASE...  

108.



CLEBURNE’S DIARY, preserved and protected by an alarm, is open 
to its last entry, and on either side of it are pictures of 
General Cleburne and Yankee Major Samuel Talbot.

MILLIE
Thank you, General Cleburne -- the 
gentlest of the gallant brave.

(misty-eyed)
“Mem’ry ne’er will cease to cherish 
Deeds of glory thou hast done.”

The Schoolchildren look up at the timeworn diary and the old 
photographs -- quiet, reverent, moved...accepting.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. TOWN SQUARE - DAY

Jack and Holly and a CROWD of very curious Tourists, Townsfolk 
and Media have gathered around the tarp-covered Statue of 
General Cleburne. 

Rev. Payne and the Ministers of the “God Squad” stand with City 
Councilmen Potts, Leach and Boyd.  Rev. Payne steps to a 
microphone. 

REV. PAYNE
(addressing the crowd)

After much deliberation, and acting on 
Divine instructions, the Cleburne 
Ministerial Alliance has restored the 
dignity and decency to this wonderful 
memorial to our great hero, General 
Patrick Ronayne Cleburne...

Payne nods at a MAN in a Welder’s mask, holding a rope.

REV. PAYNE
Okay, Leroy, let ‘er go!

And Leroy yanks the rope.  The tarp falls away...

CLEBURNE’S STATUE HAS BEEN DRAMATICALLY ALTERED.  The 
Sharpshooter has been removed entirely, leaving General Cleburne 
standing alone -- with left hand still on his hip but his right 
arm now extended in mid-air, his hand hanging limply.  Now he 
looks even more “gay” -- in the most offensive, stereotypical 
way possible -- the last thing the ministers wanted!
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THE CROWD GASPS in shock...The collected Media’s CAMERAS start 
CLICKING and VIDEOTAPING...the Gay Demonstrators start to CHEER!

Jack and Holly push their way through the crowd to Carlos and 
his Cameraman, where they can finally get a clear view of the 
revised Statue.  Like everyone else, they’re frozen on the 
spot...

REV. PAYNE, the “God Squad,” and the Councilmen look mortified! 

Jack and Holly can’t hold it back anymore -- they start LAUGHING 
and finally the rest of the crowd joins in...

THE END
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