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EXT SPRINGFIELD DAY

LINCOLN is posing for a campaign-trail photograph outside his house. He stands with
sleeves rolled up, a five-foot straight log in one hand, a large axe in the other. A
PHOTOGRAPHER is bent over his camera. There’s a small CROWD of spectators.

GRACE BEDELL (VQ)
October 15 1860, Honest Abe Lincolu, Dear Sir, T am a little girl only
eleven years old, but want you should be President of the United States
very much

The flash goes off und the photo is done. Applause from the CROWD as LINCOLN smiles
and relaxes. Then with one easy movement he lets go the log and while it’s balanced in
the vertical he splits it in two. It's an impressive show of coordination and strength —
from a six-feet four, athietic fifty year-old, His lean, clean—shaven face is the face of u
man in his prime.

INT TOWN HOUSE DAY

GRACE BEDELL, o pretty dark-haired eleven year-old, sits at a kitchen table reading
aloud a letter she’s just finished writing. Next to Grace a small baby sleeps in a rocking-
eradie. As GRACE reads she vocks the cradle with her foot. In front of Grace on the table
is « presidential campaign picture of Abraham Lincoln - Honest Abe, the ‘rail-splitier’
candidate. To emphasise the point, the picture has a decorative border of rail fencing.

GRACE BEDELL
... T hope you won’t think me very bold fo write to such a great man as
you are. Have you any liitle girls about as large as I am if so give her my
love and tell her to write to me. [ have got four brothers and part of them
will vote for you any way and if you will let your whiskers grow I will try
and get the rest of them to vote for you. You would look a great deal beiter
for your face s so thin. All the fadies like whiskers and they would tease
their husbands to vote for you and then you would be President.

GRACE hos stopped rocking the cradle. The BABY whimpers. The BARY is awake,
smiling up al Grace. GRACE BEDFELL, all love and competence, rocks the cradie with
her foot, then picks up her pen and wwrites:

GRACE BEDELL (VO)
(proudiy) 1 have got a little baby sister she is nine weeks old and is just as
cunming as can be. (pause) T must not write any more.

T LANCOLN'S HOUSE : NIGHT

LINCOLN is sitting at a small writing-desk answering correspondence, o large quantity
of which lies all over the desk, It's late and Lincoln is tired. He's reading a leiter with a
soft smile on his clean-shaven face.



GRACE BEDELL (VO)
Answer this letter right off. Goodbye. Grace Bedell,

TITLES BEGEN

EXT SPRINGFIELD STATION DAWN
Three months later. A four-car Presidential train, decked out in celebratory flags ced
inaugural banners, waits in the station, sieam gently hissing in the cold and sieet.

INT LINCOLN'S HOUSE DAWN

The first thing we notice — as LINCOLN knots a rope around a trunk then writes on the
label ‘A Lincoln, White House' — is that he’s grown a beard. MARY Lincoln enters, a
girlish forty year-old, still sleepy in her nightdress but radiant with pride. They embrace.

INT BARBER SHOP DAY

BILLY THIE BARBER, a black man, has just finished cutting LINCOLN's hair and beard.
BILLY fusses around Lincoln, brushing his neck and shoulders, then for a moment they
Just stand and smile at each other. LINCOLN puts out his hand, BILLY clasps it with both
hands.

INT LAW OFFICE DAY

Two men sit facing each other — Abraham LINCOLN and his law pariner of twenly years,
Billy HERNDON, some years younger than Lincoln and his junior in every sense.
Everyihing’s been said and all that’s left is the parting. LINCOLN, smiling sadly, slowly
gets up from his chair, followed by HERNDON — who has tears in his eves as they shake
hands.

EXT OUTSIDE LAW OFFICE DAY

Watched by Bitly HERNDON, LINCOLN steps out of the office onio the sireel. He gives
the sign on the office froni - “Lincoln and Herndon — Law Practitioners” - a look of fond
furewell before he's surrounded by WELL-WISHERS and OFFICE-SEERERS.

EXT CEMETERY DAY

It's sleeting heavily now. LINCOLN stands in front of a grave, his arm round MARY, who
is weeping. The gravesione reads ‘Fdward Todd Lincoln bovn 1845 died 18507
LINCOLN moves forward, pulls off a glove, puts the hard (o his lips then ploces it on the
headstone. The big hand ienses, fuking o powerful grip on the stone — before relaxing and
letting go as he turns and guides MARY away.



EXT SPRINGHIELD STATION DAY

A large CROWD has gathered 1o see their man off to the White House. Billy HERNDON
is at the front. There's a brass BAND, playing an up-tempo version of ‘When Johnny
Comes Marching Home'. The sleel has turned io vain. LINCOLN, MARY and their three
sons - TAD, 7; WILLIE, 10; ROBERT, 17 - stand on the platform at the back of the
Presidential car. LINCOLN lifis his hand in farewell. We rise into the mist and rain as
below us the train begins to pull out.

A MONTAGE SEQUENCE:

Yo the sound of the band playing 'When Johany Come Marching Home', the
Fresidential train pulls in and out of stations, past people gathered in cities, villages, or
Just alongside the track in the middle of nowhere. Farmhands wave in fields,; children
wave from bridges as the train passes beneath.

EXT WESTFIELD STATION DAY
LINCOLN is standing on the rear platform and addressing a CROWD at a station whose
sign reads "Wesifield'. He's grown a beard.

LINCOLN
Three months ago [ received a very pretty letter from a young lady who
lives here, advising me to let my whiskers grow. Well the letter was

certamnly prettier than the result — but I wonder: is there a Miss Grace
Bedell here?

Silence, The camera reveals GRACE BEDELL is indeed present — but is toc shy to
announce herself. Then a sudden cry.

BOY
There she is

A BOY sitiing on a posi, points to GRACE BEDELL. She’s standing with her FATHER
and MOTHER, who holds the five-monih old BABY givl in her arms. LINCOLN walks
over to GRACE REDELL and lifis her up in his arms.

LINCOLN
What do you think, Grace? Am [ improved?

GRACE BEDELL just smiles af him for a moment, inspecting him in that self-possessed
way of hers.

GRACE BEDELL
(decidedly) Yes. (her FATHER prompis her and she adds) Mir President.



LINCOLN kisses her on both cheeks and lowers her to the floor.

' LINCOLN
(a hint of sad finality) Goodbye Grace.

LINCOLN turns and walks back to the irain amidst loud cheers.

TITLES END

EXY WASHINGTON DAY

Washington. Inauguration Day, March 1861. A wide shot shows contstruction of the
Capitol Dome has barely begun. Nearby, Inauguration guests and officials are taking
their seats on the podium. Beyond and below them a crowd is gathered and waiting.
Closer shots veveal: sharpshooters positioned at various vantage points, including the
rim of the nascent Capitol dome; soldiers blocking off side rouds onto the procession

route; soldiers searching people; soldiers manning a light artillery batiery on Capitol
Hill.

LINCOLN (VO)
Fellow citizens of the United States: T appear before you to address you
briefly, and to take, in your presence, the oath prescribed by the
Constitution of the United States . . . Apprehension seems to exist among
the people of the Southern States, that by the accession of a Republican
Administration, their property, and their peace, and personal security, are
to be endangered. . . .

EXT CAPFFOL WALKWAY DAY

A covered walkway. 1t’s normally open on both sides but has been shuitered by
temporary, bullet-proof steel borriers. SOLDIERS are posted at intervals along these
shields.

LINCOLN (V)
{ declare that ‘1 have no purpose, directly or indirectly,
to mterfere with the institution of slavery in the States where it exists.

INT CAPYTOL WALEWAY BAY

LINCOLN, surrounded by a small group of DIGNITARIES, with SOLDIERS in front and
hehind, walks along the sealed walkway in silence, LINCOLN's long easy siride makes
him seem o glide while some of the DIGNITARIES have almost (o scurry. LINCOLN is
calim and dignified.

LINCOLN (V)



1 believe I have no lawful right to do so, and [ have no inclination to do
s0.”

EXT INAUGURAL PODIUM DAY

Cut to LINCOLN on the podium, poised to deliver the two final, inspired poragraphs of
his Address. He's surrounded by grave faces. His voice is strong but natural, without the
cultivated richness of the professional orator. It’s a little on the high side, but remarkably
clear and carrying, resonant with sincerity and conviction.

LINCOLNM
One section of our country believes slavery is right, and ought to be
extended, while the other believes it is wrong, and ought not to be
extended. This is the only substantial dispute. . . .

In your hands, my dissatisfied fellow counirymen, and not in mine, is the
momentous issue of civil war. The government will not assail you. You
can have no conflict, without being yourselves the aggressors, You have
no ocath registered in Heaven to destroy the government, while 7 shall have
the most solemn one to “preserve, protect and defend” it

Along, hearifelt pause,

I am ltoth to close. We are not enemies, but friends. We must not be
enemies. Though passion may have strained, it must not break our bonds
of affection. The mystic chords of memory, stretching from every
battlefield and patriot grave to every living heart and hearthstone all over
this broad land, will yet swell the chorus of the Union, when again
touched, as surely they will be, by the better angels of our nature.

LINCOLN folds his papers amidst silence far and wide.

INY LINCOLIN’S BEDROOM DAY

Fhe duy afier the Inauguration and the morning of the first cabinet meeting. MARY is
proudly ridying her husband, LINCOLN acis patient bul he’s enjoving this moment as
much as she, She stops wiping and smoothing, looks seiisfied, then looks at his hair and
sighs. She picks up a brush. He gives a groan of reluctance.

LINCOLN
Mother, I'm going to be late.

MARY
They I wait, Come downi!

LINCOLN bends all the way down to her and she brushes his hair

a



MARY
Good,

LINCOLN grins and kisses her. MARY takes hold of his Jace and looks into his eyes.

MARY
When you walk into that room remember: every man in it wants your job.
Seward and Chase think it’s theirs by right - and that you are a second-rate
compromise candidate whe fluked his way into office and is completely
cuf of his depth!

LINCOLN smiles.

LINCOLN
Mother, Do you have to sound so convincing?

JIMT WHITE HOUSE DAY
LINCOLN sirides down a corridor towards o half-open door.

INT HAY’S OFFICE DAY
HAY lounges at a desk, waiting. HAY is an attractive, spirited young man in his mid-
twenties — and Lincoln's secretary. '
HAY
Good morning, My President.

LINCOLN grins at him. HAY grins back, congrotulaiory, delighted.

LINCOLN
Alright fohn, Let’s go.
INE WHITEHOUSE HALL DAY

A few hundred OFFICE-SEEKERS, PETITIONERS and curiows VISITORS mill around
in the main enirance hatl,

CHASE(VG)
1t’s o bear-park down there. He’s told his stafl to admit anyone — ayone -
who wants to see him.

FNE CABINET ROOM DAY

Seven men — Lincoln’s cabiner — are seated around o lavge table, waiting.



CHASE
And we have one hour! The country in crisis and he decides to give his
cabinet one hour. So the rest of the day can be passed in conversation with
nonentities!

SEWARD — more urbane than Chase, less intense — smiles.

SEWARID
He's a man of the people, Chase. Man of the people,

CAMERON
And what must hurt is: a lttle more of the common touch from either of
you at the convention - he’d be sitting there right now waiting for one of

YOou.
BATES
That’s assuming either one of them would invite his chief rival into his
cabinet.
SEWARD

Oh I'd have chosen Honest Abe for my cabinet. You, Chase?

CHASE remains coldly silent. SEWARD smiles io himself,

INT WHITE HOUSE DAY

LINCOLN, HAY and NICOLAY approach a door. LINCOLN pauses before it and raises
his hand to give a polite knock — then stops. He gives HAY and NICOLAY u litile smile
and a gesture which says ‘Of course. I'm the President. ] dou 't have to krnock.” He opers
the door.

INT CABINET ROOM DAY
From Lincoln’s POV: seven men gei (o their feet and look at him,

LINCOLN

Morning gentlemen.

VARIOUS
Morning My President.

LINCOLN

You know my secretary Mr John Hay .|

They do. LINCOLN and HAY take their seais.



LINCOLN
Gentlemen I'm here to listen to anything you want to say.

INT WHITEHOUSE DAY

A wide shot of the Hall and the CROWD of petitioners, office-seekers and curious
members of the public. We go closer and find MARY meandering, alone and
unrecognised, listening and observing. MARY pauses by a group of CRITICAL LADIES.

CRITICAL LADY 1
Well T know of several finer houses in this fown alone.

CRITICAL LADY 2
11’s so faded and jaded. Looks like a run-down, second-rate country hotel.

CRITICAL LAIYY 1
But it’'11 look like a palace to the Lincolns. They’re Westerners, remerber.
He was born and brought up in a onc-room log cabin. Can you imagine the
squalor?

CRITICAL LADY 3
They will not have an idea about style. How could they, poor things?

MARY doesn 't look offended ~ just thoughtful. She moves off.

INT CABINET ROOM BAY _
Continuation of the cabinet meeling. Treasury Secretary Salmon CHASE, a leading
Abolitionist, is holding forth in a typically lofty moral tone.

CHABE
The Republican Pariy we serve was created to oppose the spread of
slavery. Now, the slave owners’ rebellion makes the outright abolition of
that disgraceful institution a political as well as moral necessity. God has
placed in our hands a sacred opporiunity and a sacred duoty: the destruction
of servitude, the establishiment of liberty, and the fulfilment of this
nation’s destiny!

They wait for LINCOLN to respond. To CHASE's irvitation, LINCOLN remains silent.
SEWARD stepy into the vacuum,

SEWARD
17d like to mention a more mundane matter, Mr President. Despite the
admirabic certaintics expressed by the Secretary for the Treasury the fact
remains this administration has no clear staieraent of policy. Which in the



country means we have no policy. I respectfully suggest it’s time we did.
(o biief pause) As Secretary of State I believe [ can best assist you, Mr
President, this cabinet, and the conntry, by drawing up a statement of
general policy as soon as posible.

SEWARD is making an innocuous-sounding but, in fact, bold play to pick up the reins of
power. He looks calmly into LINCOLN's eyes —~ which betray a glint of amusement, even
appreciation. LINCOLN admires the nerve and style of this man.

LINCOLN
Thank-you, Mr Seward.

Is that a 'ves' or 'no’? LINCOLN picls up his glasses and begins to spin them berween
thumb and forefinger. A strange suspense takes hold as SEWARD and the CARINET wait
Jor Lincoln to speak again. The spin of the spectacles is becoming hypnotic. Bang! The
momenti is shattered by a crash against the door, so loud some of the CABINET start in
alarm. Then there's laughter and a commotion as the door Slies opei — to reveal WILLIE
holding the halter of @ GOAT harnessed to a box containing TAD. WILLIE immediately
drives the GOAT and TAD into and around the room.

WILLIE
Look Pa! We made a chariot!

LINCOLN bursis into laughter. The CABINET is appalied.

LINCGOLN
Boys! Boys! John! Get these rascals out of here!

The BOYS take not a joi of notice. A small table and chair go fiying. Chaos reigns. Shock
and disapproval on CABINET faces. John HAY gets up, holds the door openr wide, and
shouts.

HAY
Williel Tad! (cracking up) You are not members of this cabinet! And
neither is that goat!

LINCOLM
Mot that he didn’t receive serious consideration,

At this HAY cracks up completely. LINCOLN, oo, Most of the CABINET ore unamused,

HAY
Willie! Tadl Oui!

WILLIE decides to oblige and the charior team continues on its way, leaving o stunned
cabinet behind it. SEWARD locks suspicious, s if he's wondering whether the stuni was



somehow contrived 1o undermine him and the meeting. (Its timing was so perfect.) HAY
closes the door and sits down, still grinning. LINCOLN, too.

LINCOLN
I’m sorry gentlemen but they’re young, Time enough for them to get old
and pokey.

CHASE gives Lincoln a look of uiter incomprehension. He's at a loss.

LINCOLN
Mr Chase. Do you know the story about the young man about fo go to war
whose sisters were embroidering his belt?

CHASE
(irritated) No.

LINCOLN
They were embroidering his belt with the words “Victory! Or Death!”
“Victory or Death”?” said the young man. ‘Oh no, ne,” he said, “don’t put
it quite that strong. Putit ... “Victoryt Or Get Hurt Pretty Bad.”

LINCOLN beams and chuckles. SEWARD grins. HAY smothers his laughter.

‘ LINCOLN
My point Mr Chase is that your tone just now reminded of those sisters. I
see mote the young man’s point of view. I'm not sure any cause justifies
the destruction of human life. In other words Mr Chase I want very much
to avoid a war. (pause, without bitterness or self-pity) My father, instead
of sending me to school, would put me to work for neighbouring dirt-
farmers. Servitude is not something about which I feel indifference. If
slavery is not wrong, nothing is wrong. But my primary duty, be it sacred
or any other kind, is nof to abolish slavery. My prumary duty, your
collective task, and (fooks at Seward) the entire policy of this
administration, is to hold this conntry fogether. To preserve the Union. A1l
else is secondary. Because from that preservation alf else . .. will flow,

LINCOLN gets slowly (o his feel. 1t 's over.
LINCOLN
Thank-vou gentlemen. We'll meet again in four days. When there’ll be

plenty of official business. Meanwhile forgive me but Lhiave an
appointment.

LINCOLN leaves, followed by HAY. HAY is trying not to grin. SEWARD stares afler
Lincoln for moment then lights a thin cigar. He's thoughiful — and impressed.
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SEWARD
Not bad - for a boy who had to teach himself to read and write.

CHASE
You think a man who can’t control his children can run a couniry? And
handle a crisis of this magnitude?

SEWARD's expression is non-comimital for a moment,

SEWARD
Well, Chase . ..

SEWARD takes a puff on his cigar, turns and looks at Chase.

SEWARD
.. . he certainly handled us.

INT WHITEHOUSE © NIGHT

MARY sweeps along the corridor leading 1o Lincoln’s Office. There’s a line of OF FICT-
SEERERS, many asleep, lined up waiting to see Lincoln. Managing the queue is an old
black servant called HMMY, seated ar o desk outside Lincoln’s door.

MARY
Jimmy, you look exhausted and no wonder! Bid these people goodnight!

JIMMY
(grinning) Yes Mrs Lincoln]

MARY sweeps on through the door.

INT LINCOILN’S OFFICE NIGHT
LINCOLN is doing some paperwork - like a doctor between puatients. MARY enters.
LINCOLN lights up.

LINCOLMN
Hello Maother!

MARY
These people will wear vou ous!

LINCOLN

Ohb they don’t want much, and they get but litile. Least [ can do is see
them.
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MARY
No-one can move around here for office-seckers!

LINCOLN
This house belongs to the people.

MARY
Their house - but our home. I want to talk to you about that.

MARY takes him firmly by the hand.

MARY
Come with me.

LINCOLN allows himself to be tower from the room.
T GRAND STAIRCASE NIGHT
MARY leads LINCOLN down the stairs fo the hall.

MARY
Look around. Look! What does this place rexmind you of?

LINCOLN
MNowhere ['ve ever been before.

MARY
You never been in a run-down, second-rate couniry hotel?
LINCOLIN
I been 1n all of thers.
MARY

(putting ant arm round his waist, leaning against him) 1 want to make this
place fit for the President of the United Siates. A place the pecple can be
proud of A place which tells them the Administration is strong and well.
And fmows what it is doing.

LINCOLN is being persuaded. Above ihem, unseen, small pieces of paper are folling
through the siv. MARY turns to LINCOLN,

MARY
I'm so pround of you darling. (eyes moving around the hall, seeing @

transformed White House) And U'm going to make you proud of me.

LINCOLN

12



'm already proud of you. I always have been.

ENT WHITE HOUSE DAY

WILLIE and TAD are at lessons with a GOVERNESS. TAD is clearly unhappy and
struggling. WILLIE finishes writing and puts down his pen. He watches TAD struggling
with a look of concern. The GOVERNESS picks up Willie's book and reads. She is
seriously impressed. This is a gified child.

GOVERNESS
Oh this is wonderful William. Listen to thig, Thomas —

WILLIE
No, don’t . ..

The GOVERNESS looks at Willie and understands. He doesn’t want his cleverness
paraded before his already demoralised brother.,

GOVERNESS
Alright, William. You can go. Your mother’s waiting. Thomas and I will
have to persevere a little longer.

As WILLIE begins to leave, she turns to Tad ond looks down at his dyslexic scrawl with a
despondent sigh.

INT WHITE HOUSE DAY
MARY sits next to WILLIE, listening to him play the piano. Fe's good, naturally. MARY
is pleased, He stops playing, abrupily.

WILLIE
Ma. Can 1 go and get Tad now? He's been in that lesson too fong.

ENT WHITE HOUSE DAY

TAD is manfully but miserably struggling on with a writing exercise. The GOVERNESS,
ot an unkind woman, looks on despondently. WILLIE enters and without a word walks
over o TALD, iakes im by the hand, and leads him gently out of the roor, WILLIE
pauses s he's about o close the door, He gives the GOVERNESS a sweetly apologetic
smile. The door closes behind them, leaving the GOVERNESS looking somewhat helpless
but undersionding.

EXET WHITE BOUSE ROOF EARLY EVENING
LINCOLN walks owt onto the flat roof carrying three four-foot logs under each arm.
Stung over his back is a telescope. WILLIE and TAD have buils mock fortifications and
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gun-emplacements with sandbags along the parapet. Theyre happily painiing a couple of
logs black 1o resemble cannons.

LINCOLN
Here’s the rest of your artillery, boys.

LINCOLN puts down the logs. His face is very close to Tad's. LINCOLN smiles at him.
TAD stops painting only long enough to give the grin of a boy who's having such a good
time he can havdly bear it,

TAD
Ankshpa! (Thanks, Pal)

TAL’s speech is hard to understand, Ii’s immature, comes in o rush and is scrambled by
a speech impediment. But this only adds charm to his enthusiasm. WILLIE gives his
father a glowing smile. In this one look we see the maturity of Willie and the depth of his
love for his father. LINCOLN raises the telescope (o his eye.

EXT FORT SUMTER DAY
Seen through a telescope: above Fort Sumter, a fortress on an island out in the bay
beyond Charleston Harbour, flies the Union flog.

EXT CHARLESTON HARBOUR DAY
A Confederate OFFICER is looking through o telescope. He lowers i,

OFFICER
el

The shot widens to show several pieces of artillery opening up. In the background a large
CROWD of civilians starts cheering and throwing hats in the air.

[ICHY LINCOLN’S OFFICE DAY

LINCOLN, appailed, siares at o telegram. He looks up at HAY, standing nearby hoaving
Just handed Lincoln the telegram. HAY's eves are full of empathy and regret. LINCOLN
stumps back in Bis chaiv, as if suddenly exhausted.

EET FORT SUMTER DAWN
The Confederaie flag is raised over the ruins of Fort Sumier.

EXT CHARLESTON HARBOUR DAY
Seenes of jubilation amongst the crowds waiching ihe flag go up over the fort.
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INT LINCOLN’S OFFICE DAY

Crisis atmosphere. General SCOTT ~ commander of the US Army — is addressing
LINCOLN and the CABINET. He's a huge 75 year-old, Jast losing a war against old age,
tightly clad in a splendid uniform. He looks like something from a bygone age.
Nevertheless Scott is an experienced and highly respected commander. He's standing in
Jront of a large wall-map of the once-United States using a stout walking cane as a
pointer. The map picks out the Confederate states, the Border States and the Union states
in different colours.

SCOTT
The attack on Fort Sumter — an army outpost in a southern harbour - was a
symbolic gesture, more an assertion of independence than an act of war,
Secession is by definition defensive and isolationist, not aggressive, Our
response should be to establish a naval bockade of rebel ports; take
conirol of the Mississippi from Cairo to the Gulf of Mexico, scaling off
the entire Confederacy politically and economically. Then wait! For Dro-
Union sentiment, and good sense in general, {o force their leaders 1o
negotiate peace - and re-unification. (pause) While we need most
assuredly go to arms - there is no need to go to war. This rebellion can be
put down without spilling one drop of Northern blood!

SCOTT's final flourish resounds with confidence. But LINCOLN s expression doesn 't
change - he just staves thoughtfully at the map.

LINCOLN
General. 1 find your analysis and your strategy appealing. Very appealing.
(brief pause) 1 have two concerns. Effective isolation of a resourcefu]
people occupying a vast area is difficult to achicve, Bven if achieved it
could require years of commitment — human and financial - 1o take effect.
(pause) I'm a patient man by nature General. But I’m not prepared o wait
years for an uncertain outcome.

BEWARD
(searchingly) But are you truly prepared to Jet slip the dogs of war?

LINCOLN looks ot Seward for a moment then pauses thowughifully, and smiles.

LINCOLN
i remember before the Mexican War broke out there was a lot of
exciternent i Springfield. Bven the old town loafer caught it. He said,
. “Damn § el so patriotic!” ¥ asked him what he meant. “Welll” he said. ‘I
feet like I wani to kill somebody or steal something!’

LINCOLN chuckles affectionaiely at the memory of the old miscreant,



CHASE
Can we be clear on your point, Mr President?

LINCOLN
My point is there’s a great deal of patriotism out there. On both sides.
(pause) Take a telescope to the roof of this building and you can see rebel
flags just across the Potomac. Only fwenty-six miles from here there’s a
Confederate army gathering at Bull Run. (pause) General I'm not prepared
to accept a military strategy based on the arrogant assumption that the
other man won't fight. Particutarly when he’s just a day’s march down the
road!

Demolition complete. The GENERAL looks pained and humiliated.

LINCOLN
I’ve delayed this too long - because I believed it would be inflammatory.
I’m going io issue a proclamation instructing the loyal states to start
recruiting urgently. I want 75,000 men in uniform as soon as possible.

INT WHITEHOUSE NIGHT

LINCOLN strides towards the porch of the main entrance. A carriage has drawn up
outside. There’s distant lightning flickering and thunder rumbling. SCOIT is about to
hobble out to his carriage.

LINCOLM
Generall

SCOTT turns. LINCOLN comes up to him, close.

LINCOLN
" General I was too hard-pounding in there just now. I ask your forgiveness.

SCOTT
(touched, dismissing if) Ohh . .. 8ir . ..
LINCOLN
[ wery much hope you will remain in overall command of the army -~ but
alse need someone (o lead that anmy in the field.

Brief pause.

SCOTT
Lee. Colonel Robert B Les.
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INT LINCOLN’S OFFICE NIGHTY

There’s a thunderstorm rumbling outside. Lighining flickers at the window. LINCOLN is
stiting at his desk. Opposite him, standing, too unhappy to sit, is a distinguished-looking
officer in US Army uniform, Colonel Robert E. LEE. There’s been o long silence as LEE
agonises.

LEE
Mr Lincoln, I see sccession as anarchy. Id free every slave in the South
for the sake of the Unton. But lead an army against my own state? Against
my home, my family, my friends? 1 could not do that,

Silence. The air is full of bitter regret. LINCOLN nods — with acceptonce and
understanding.

LINCOLN
What will you do, Colonel?

LEE stares at Lincoln for o moment,

LEE
Resign my commission. Go home.
LINCOLN
And?
LEE

Stay there. Until the country refurns to its senses.

LINCOLN looks at LEE with sympathy and understanding.

INT CABINET RGOM DAY
Close-up of General McDOWELL.

SCOTT (OFF-CAMERA)
General McDowell has presented his plan of battle. Which 1 fully support,

The room coniains LINCOLN, John HAY, the CABINET, General SCOTT and
MeDOWELL — who looks like a younger version of Scott, There’s « large, deiailed, hand.-
drawn map of the Confederate positions at Bull Run hanging over the printed map of
North America. The atmosphere in the room is momentous and iroubled

SCOTT

Al ihe same time I {ully share his reservations. The General needs more
time to frain and to diseipline.
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Silence.

CHASE
The country has been screaming ‘Onward to Richmond’ for weeks now.
No administration can risk losing the confidence of the people by
prolonged inaction.

SEWARD
No. But there’s a quicker way: defeat.

Stalemate. Everyone waits for LINCOLN to speak. When he does, it’s the lawyer we hear.

LINCOLN
(to McDowell) In the Virginia theatre we have 50,000 facing 30,000.
You're green it’s true; but they’re green alse; you're all green alike. The
argument for action is numerical superiority - an advantage we possess
now but may not possess much tonger. That, General, is why I believe we
should fight them. Now.

General approval from the CABINET, with the exception of SEWARD, who looks neutral.
Silence from the MILITARY. McDOWELL looks at Scott. SCOTT gives him a look which
says ‘That's an order. What can Ido?’

INT WHITE HOUSE NIGHT

MARY is in bed, asleep. There’s a thunderstorm outside. She’s woken by a clap of
thunder — and is immediately terrified. She steadies herself, then geis out of bed and
opens the connecting door to Lincoln’s bedroom. His bedside lamp is on but Lincoln’s
bed is empty. There’s a book lving on the covers. MARY walks over and picks itup. It's
‘Flements of Military Art and Science’ by Heury W. Halleck. A louder clap of thunder
sharters her fragile composure. She drops the book on the floor and heads for the main
door.

INT LINCOLNS GFVICKE NEGHT

LINCOLN is in his nighishivi studying a map. This is ¢ man in o state of debilitaiing
anxieiy. MARY enters. Fe looks up — and, emerging from his absorpiion, hears the stovm
for the first time.

LIMCGLN
Ohh Mother. Py sorry. 1didn't .. . hear the storm.

MARY
Dron't worry. 1t's an Hastern affair — all fuss and feathers.
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He opens his arms and she goes over to him. He Jolds his long arms around her. While
remaining nervous about the storm, hev concern Jor him becomes dominant.

MARY
1t’s four o’clock in the moming. You're a strong man. But you must sleep
—or you’ll become weak. And you cannot allow yourself to do that.
Because you are the Commander In Chief. No-one ¢lse. And no-one clse
can save this country.

LINCOLN
Please don’t tell me that.

MARY
I 'must! Because in times like these . . . there is only ever one!

INT LINCOLN’S BEDROOM NIGHT

LINCOLN is on his back with his arms round MARY, who is lying across his chest.
They 're both asleep. The storm rumbles in the distance. MARY stirs. LINCOLN s hands
move up and tenderly cover her ears. He falls asleep. He dreams:

INT WHITEHOUSE NIGHT

The Bad Dream: LINCOLN is wandering alon g endless corridors, searching for the
source of a mysterious noise: men and women sobbing with grief. He passes a number of
doors then stops in front of one. The sobbing is coming from the other side. He takes hold
of the handle and siowly begins io open the door,

OFFICER (VO)
Well I’ be damned!

EXT BULL BUN DAY
The speaker is ¢ Confederate OFFICER, slack-jawed with amazement, staring through
binocculars. We curt to the OFFICER s poini of view:

EXT PHONIC BILLSIDE DAY
Seew through binocculars: well-dressed civilians unloading food and drink from
carriages, and luying owl splendid picnics.

CET BULL RUN DAY
The Condeferate OFFICER lowers his binocculars and turs 10 o GUN-CREW,

OFFICER

9



(shouts) Half of Washington society’s on that hill!

GUMNER
(shouts) Well sir, seems only polite we give ‘em a show to remember!

Nervous cheers and loughter from the GUN-CREWS. The camera pulls back o show the
UNION FORCES advancing towards the Bull Run river and the CONFEDERATE
FORCES on higher ground on the other side.

HXT PIHCNEC HILLSIDE DAY
A group of picnickers is settled down on rugs — two foppish BEAUX and two LADIES.
The LADIES have opera glasses, the BEAUX have telescapes.

BEALIX 1
They’re going to move on their left flank over there. Turn “em out, isolate
‘em, then they’1l move on the centre, drive ‘em south. They’Il be back in
Richmond this time tomorrow.

BEAUX 2
Mo Charlie. They’ll be dead by nightfall or marching in chains to
Washington. We got 35,000 men down there. They only got 20,000,

LADY 1
How d’you know ali this?

BEAUX 2
How do I know? it’s been in the papers all week!

LADY 2 looks puzzied and niens to LADY 1.

LADY 2
In the papers . .. 7 Shouldn’i it be a sceret?

The LADIES — obviously more inielligent than their Beawx — look at each other doubifully

then raise their opera glasses.

THE UNFOLDEING OF THE BATTLE HERE. SHOW CONPEDERATE
REMNFORCEMENTS ARRIVING BY TRAIN ANDG SWINGING THE BATTLE.

EXT PIONTC HELE DAY
The two BEAUX and their LADIES are transfixed by the disaster wnfolding before them.
The LADIES are the first to realise their danger, LADY 2 scrambles io her feer.
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LADY 2
Get us out of here, Charlie! Come on, Sis’!

LADY 1 gets to her feet and follows LADY 2 10 their carriage. CHARLIE starts io pack
up the picnic gear,

LADY 2
For pity’s sake, Charlie! Legve it!/

LADY 2 pushes LADY 1 into the carriage. The shot widens io reveal an entire hillside of
PICNICKERS running, scrambling into buggies and carriages, whipping up horses. In a
Jew moments it looks from a distance like o mad, reckless cross-couniry race — the start
of a landrush. We go closer and see carriages crash into one another and overturn as
they converge on the road,

EXT BULL RUN DAY

UNION FORCES, under fire and in extreme disorder, retreat across o Jord in the river,

© But the numbers are such that most of the soldiers are Jorced into deeper waters, where
pressure from soldiers piling in behind creates a desperate struggle to siay upright, non-
swimmers thrashing at the margins as they begin lo drown. The ford itself is becoming
clogged with fallen bodies. SOLDIERS turn to extricate fallen friends and comrades — but
are driven back. General McDOWELL comes riding along the bank with a couple of
AIDES.

McDOWELL
Reform, men! Reform! We must reform - and counterattack!

Here and there, SOLDIERS steady and regroup, but are swept info disarray by the
majority who just keep on going, throwing down their weapons as full-scale panic takes
hold. SOLDIERS trample over dying and wounded in the river, repeatedly foreing them
under until their strength is gone and afl they can do is drown. Bodies float genily
downstream, except when heaved into the air or onto the banks by cannon fire.

MeDCQWELL has reined in, motionless, siaring af irreversible defeat as soldiers flood
puast, ignoring him. A strange sound vises in the disiance, its savage intensity piercing the
noise of battle. McDOWELL looks across the viver 1o the brow of the hill opposite as
CONFEDERATES pour over it in a bayonet charge, yelling like furies. The sound rises
and rises. McDOWELL s horrified. It's the first time McDOWELL has witnessed IroOps
gripped by the ruthless passion of baitle. And the first time any Unlon soldier has heard
the rebel yell

HEED LANCOLN'S OFFICE MIGHT
LINCOLN is alone, expressionless, lying on the chaise-longue ond siaring of the wall
The door opens and MARY appears. She siays in the doorway. She doesn’t know whai o



say. LINCOLN looks at her, still expressionless. MARY doesn't move, just gazes back at
him with a look of pain and pity. LINCOLN gives her a sad, affectionate smile and lifts a
hand as if to say, ‘Don’t worry. No use talking to me anyway. Forgive me, sweetheart,
but you go on, I need to stay here and think for a while.” MARY closes the door.

INT DUTSIDE LINCOLN’S OFFICE NIGHT
MARY stands motionless, hand still on the door handle, staring at the door, struggling
against an overpowering sense of loss and exclusion. She turns and walks sadly away.

INT SENATE HOUSE NIGHT

The camera moves through the high spaces of the Senate Chamber, past coloured
marbles and ceiling paintings glowing in the flickering light. As we descend strange
sounds begin to feed in — becoming cries of pain and screams of agony. Finally we reach
the floor io see the the Senate Chamber has been transformed into a huge charnel house
of an operating theatre.

INT LINCOLN’S OFFICE DAWN

LINCOLN is still on the chaise-longue, staring ai nothing. He hasn't moved all night.
Then he geis slowly to his feet and moves to his desk. He sits down, takes a clean sheet of
paper, picks up a pen and writes "Memoranda of Military Policy Suggested by the Bull
Run Defeat’. He underscores the heading and continues writing, quickly, fluently and
effortlessly — it’s all there in his head,

INF CORRIDOR. MORNING
Still early. LINCOLN walks quietly along the corridor holding a few sheets of paper in
his hand. He opens a door.

INT TAD’S BEDROOM MORNING
TAD s bed is empiy.

INT CORRIDOR MORNING
LINCOLN gives a litile smile ar the empty bed, moves on and opens enothey door.

INY WILLIE'S BEDROOM MORNING

TAI and WILLIE are asleep in Willie’s bed. They look angelic - and profoundly
peaceful. LINCOLN, fromed in the doorway, watches them for a few seconds, then guieily
closes the door.
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INT MARY’S BEDROOM MORNING

MARY has fallen asleep fully dressed on the bed. LINCOLN enters. MARY wakes.
LINCOLN, still holding his memoranda, walks over to her. He offers his hand and she
lakes it. She lies there without moving, looking up at him, He smiles down af her, a sad
but strong, encouraging smile.

INT HOSPITAL BAY

An OFFICER shows LINCOLN and MARY into o huge public hall that’s now crammed
with beds of all kinds, many of them makeshift, containing wounded and dying sodiers.
MARY cannot hide her horror, She vecoils and nearly fuints. A NURSE takes MARY ou,
LINCOLN moves forward amidst the beds. We see in his Jace the immense and formative
impact the terrible scene makes on him. He seems literally and metaphorically to age
before our eyes.

EXT CAMP DAY

LINCOLN, flanked by a chastened-looking McDOWELL and o couple of his OFFICERS,
rides at walking pace ihrough an army camp. It's a demoralised, disorganised mess.
SOLDIERS are sitting or lying around, quiet and listless. As LINCOLN passes by, some
SOLDIERS get to their feet io see what s happening.

EXT CAMP PBAY

Hundreds of SOLDIERS have gathered together, others still moving onto the fringes. At
their centre is the tall imposing figure of LINCOLN on horseback. Around LIN COLN’s
humane, caring presence, a mood is taking hold — they 're silent and ashamed, waiiing for
Lincoln to speak, like sinners hoping for absolution. As he looks around at their needy,
trusiing faces LINCOLN is deeply moved.

LINCOLN
{rentlemen. You do me . . . too much honour . .

For a moment he's lost for words, A powerfid pulse of empathy and undersian ding passes
between LINCOLN and the SOLIDIERS. LINCOLN goes on looking into their faces — az if
he wanis fo look info the eyes of every man he sent inio batle. A voice comes out of the
crowd,

SOLPHER |
We let vou down, Abel

LINCOLN shakes his head and warmiurs,

EINCOLM
Mo .. . MNo . ..
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SOLDIER 2
We ran like jack-rabbits!

The briefesi of silences.

_ SOLDIER 3
¥ ran faster than that!

A ripple of laughter. LINCOLN gives a sudden grin.

LINCOLN
T never knew but one man could run like that. Jimmy Hanson. Friend of
mine back when we were both young men in Hlinois. Jimmy was sparking
this fine looking girl — with some success, But the girl’s father took such a
dislike to Jimmy he threatened to shoot him if he ever caught him on the
farm again. Then one evening Jimmy hears the old man’s gone to the city,
and he ventures out to the girl’s house, He’s sitting in the parlour with his
arm round the girl’s waist when suddenly he sees the old man coming
round the corner of the house with a shotgun in his hand! In two seconds
flat Jimmy’s out the window and travelling along the garden path like
greased lightning - when out in front of him jumps this jack-rabbit. In
about two strides Jimmy’s right up behind him. Jimmy gives the rabbit a
great kick up in the air and e yells “Out of the road, gosh dern you, and
let somebody run that knows how!’

LINCOLN grins and chuckles s warm, appreciative laughter moves through the crowd,
gathering strength, Then LINCOLN raises his hand in an appeal for silence. LINCOLN
pauses, The silence is profound.

LINCOLN
You are not responsible for what happened vesterday. That responsibility
is mine. 1 asked too much, too soon. Of you and your officers. We have
learned a hard lesson and having learmned it we can gather strength and we
can go on and win this fight. But only if vou'il stay with me for as fong as
it takes. If you'll re-enlist to serve our country throughout the hour ofifs
greatest need. (pause) I you do, Tpromise you | will not spare myself to
give you every possible means of support. (pause) So tell me. Arg we
together on this?

A roor of affirmation. He has won them completely, Cheer after cheer,

INT LINCOLN'S OFFICE DAY
The CABINET plus SCOTT is reading a four-page document — Lincoln's "Memoranda of
Military Policy Suggested by the Bull Run Defear” written fust o few hours before - in a
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collectively awed silence. HAY watches them with a degree of sarisfacffoﬁ. SEWARD
closes the document, purses his lips and looks profoundly mystified.

SEWARD
He’s covered everyihing. A total reorganisation of the army . . . a move
towards a new three-year enlistment policy . . . retraining of officers . ..
dismissal of incompetents . . . a new strategy embracing every theatre of
war on the continent . . . even international relations . . . it’s staggering.
No-one I've ever known could’ve produced this overnight - let afone lass
night.

CHASE
It was probably done carlier. As a contingency.

SEWARD
(smiling, shaking his head) Chase . .. Chase . . . That’s beneath you,
Beneath all of us.

LINCOLN enters, pale with fatigue. LINCOLN lowers himself into a chair and gathers
himself.

LINCOLN
Lowe everyone in this room and particularly you General an apology. 1
failed to understand that green troops against green isn’i an egual
equation, it’s a lottery. I was seduced by the easy notion of a single
decistve blow. By the idea that the rebels would collapse after a single
defeat. But the fact is they were no more going to do that than we are now.

Slow, reluciant murimurs of agreement. Silence.

LINCOLN
Has everyone had time io read this?

Nods and murmurs of ‘yes’

LINCOLN
Any roactions?

SEWARD
Yeg,

Brief silence as SEWARD verurns LINCOLN's steady gaze.

SEWARD
Hail.
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SEWARD raises the document in one hand,

SEWARD
Hail to the chiel

A moment between LINCOLN and SEWARD. LINCOLN looks at every face in the room
and senses unity. LINCOLN gives a brief, lumble smile and a barely perceptible nod of
the head.

INT TREMONT HALL NIGHT

An Abolitionist rally. DOUGLASS is addressing a crowd of black and white
ABOLITIONISTS. Banners proclaim ‘No Union With Slavery!” A Fight For The Union
Must Be A Fight For Abolition!” DOUGLASS is very powerful rhetorician with
masterful range of tone and emotion.

DOUGLASS
So now at last Mr Lincoln understands: this is a country at war/ Buf at war
for what? That, it seems, is something our President has yet {o
comprehend!! This is a war caused by slavery and being fought by our
enemies to preserve slavery! And yet this President tells us it has nothing
to do with slavery! But this is the man I heard with my own cars, in this
very place, precisely where [ stand before you tonight, speak these
wonderful words: ‘Let us have faith that righr makes might, and in that
faith, let us, to the end, dare to do our duty as we understand it.” (pause)
“‘Faith.”! ‘Right”.! ‘Dare.”! “Duty.”! Oh yes indeed Mr Lincoln! Yes
indeed! Noble words and a noble sentiment!

A group of suspicious-looking men in bully couts quietly filter in ot the back of the hall,
wnnoticed by most people in the audience. (These men will shortly be revealed as anti-
abolitionist THUGS ) DOUGLASS sees them, however, and we see the flicker of
recognition in his eyes, before he continues with equal passion.

DOUGLASS
S0 how can that same man tell us this war is about the survival of
democracy and rof about the dastruction of slavery? About an ciernal
Union and sot about the deepest divisicen in our land? There can only be
one conclusion: our President has no moral certainty, and no moral
courage! Oh Mr Lineoln, when will you understand? When will you
comprehend? To fight against slave-holders without fighting against
slavery 1s bui a half-hearted business. War for the destruction of liberty
must be met with war for the destruction of slavery! This is a war for
Abolition!

THUG LEADER
(roaring above the general clamour of approval) Bollocks!



A shocked silence. But DOUGLASS is unjased. He's been expeciing this.

THUG LEADER
We?ll fight all right! For the Union! But not . . for the nigger!

The racist THUGS have taken clubs and bats from under their coats. Two strong-looking
young black men in the front row either side of the central aisle ~ LEWIS and CHARLES,
whom we assume to be Douglass’s bodyguards - get io their Jeet, ready to move.
DOUGLASS stills them with a gesture.

DOUGLASS
This is s private meeting! And you arc not welcome!

THUG LEADER
Oh really? Is that right?

The THUG LEADER strides up onto the platform, brandishing his elub. DOUGLASS
lakes his glasses off and puts them in a case. The THUG LEADER mounts the platform,
grabs hold of Douglass’s speech, tears it in two, and throws the Pleces into the aiv — and
glares contemptuously and challengingly at Douglass. DOUGLASS punches the THUG
LEADER clean off the platform. LEWIS and CHARLES surge forward 10 meet the
RACIST THUGS siorming up the aisle. The hall erupis into a brawl,

INT LINCOLNS OFFICE MIGHT

That night. A clock tells us it’s ten o clock. LINCOLN is reading « newspaper ~ one of
many piled on his desk. The one he’s reading is entiiled ‘Douglass Monthly' HAY comes
in.

LINCOLN
You read this?

LINCOLN indicates the article.

HAY
Yes sir. Quite a speech.

LINCOLN is suddenly angry — something we see for the first time — with u combination of
personal hurt, sheer frustvation and above all o fierce intellectual conviction, He slams
the paper down on the desk.

LINCOLMN
Fim surrounded by people who seem to think this war is 2 damn fine thing!
But gven if that were so - and it is moi/ - a war with the South canmor be
won withoul conirol of the Ohio and the tississippi! And what Chase and
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the radical wing of the party, and agitators like Frederick Douglass, wil
not understand - in the ecstasy of their righteousness! - is thatl they may
demand abolition at the tops of their voices but if 7 just breathe the word,
every one of those Border States could join the Confederacy. And if that
happens . . .

LINCOLN's intensity subsides as he shakes his head hopelessly at the thought.

LINCOLM
... the hottom is out of the tub.

HAY
Mever fear Mr President. You have God on your side.

LINCOLN
John, I do hope so. (@ sudden grin} But Imust . . . have Kentucky.

EXT HILLSIDE DAY

Several weeks later. Two impressive batteries of artillery open up on each side of a wide
hill brow. Then between the baiteries an immaculate tide of blue infantry crests the hill
and starts moving down the slope in perfect formation. Then, in a movement of abstract
perfection when seen from distance, the solid massed rank of blue infantry begins to split
from front to back into two columns, between which comes thundering a lavge cavalry
formation. Cut to:

EXT OBSERVATION POST bAY

General Geovge McCLELLAN — powerfully-built, shortish, young, strikingly handsome,
charismatic — watches the large-scale training manoeuvre. He Is immaculately dressed,
exuding confidence and power. He is surrounded by an impressive-looking STAFF. Also
present are LINCOLN, MARY, and Secretary of War, Edwin STANTON. They are being
studiously ignored by McCLELLAN — who is well pleased with whai he sees.

MeCLELLAN _
Excellent. Bxcellenl. (1o biv staff) Congratulations, gentlemen!

The STAFE are theilled.

LIMCOLM
Very impressive, General,

With a deliberaie delay, which makes it clear he thinks Lincolu is an unnecessary
distraction, McCLELLAN turns to LINCOLN,

MceCLELLAN
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(coolly) I'm delighted you think so.

McCLELLAN turns back to watch the manoeuvre,

EXT ARMY CAMP DAY

An OFFICER escorts LINCOLN, MARY and STANTON on horseback through the camp
where we saw Lincoln address the demoralised post-Bull Run troops. The camp,
previously a shambles, is now immaculately organised, the SOLDIERS morale high.
Lincolr observes the contrast with deep satisfaction.

XT ARMY CAMP DAY
MARY, STANTON and some OFFICERS are seated on o low platform before the
TROOPS. LINCOLN is addressing them.

LINCOLN
... Tcannot recall seeing anything or anyone so guickly and so
dramatically improved as this Army. If I were . . .

LINCOLN pauses as his words are drowned out by a rising commotion coming from the
rear of the TROOPS, o commotion quicky resolving into cheering. The cheering rises and
moves forward through the Troops. MeCLELLAN appears, striding around the far corner
of the front rank. The TROOPS cheering and shouting ‘Little Mac!” with somethig close
to passion, are entirely focused on McCLELLAN now as he strides onto the platform.

McCLELLAN
My apologies. It was a matter of some importance. (implying ‘this isn't’)

LINCOLN waiis patiently for the cheering 1o subside, smiling with pleasure at his
Generol in Chief’s popularity. MARY, however, is furious.

ENT CARRIAGE DAY
LINCOLN ond MARY come away from the Armry Camp in o closed carriage. LINCOLN
Frins.

LINCOLN
You don't ke him do vou?
MARY
MNeo 1 do notl
LANCOLN
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Mother. George McClellan is recognised as the outstanding soldier of his
generation. And he’s cerfainly the only man Fknow can lick an entire
army into shape in six weeks.

MARY
He's the only man / know can strut sitting down! And that six weeks was
three months ago. Since then it’s been parades, manouevres, reviews . . .
When's he going to do some fighting?

LINCOLN looks at her thoughsfully.

MARY
You know, here we are, in the White House, but more and more [ miss the
early days, when we were just starting out. Because in those days you
valued my opinion. Now you don’t even ask for it.

LINCOLN gives a her a sad look.

LINCOLN
I miss those days, too. {smiles feasingly) So tell me, seriously, what is
your considered opinion of George McClellan?

MARY gives him a brief, intense stare.

MARY
I think he’s dangerous. And I don’t mean to the Confederacy.

EXT BOSTON COMMON DAY

DOUGLASS addresses a crawd outdoors. He's on top form — shifting intriguingly
between passionaie ouirage and baffled incredulity. He's flanked at o distance by his
sons LEWLS and CHARLES, who look around warily from iime o time, ready to defend
thetr father from aitack.

DOUGLASS
What an carth is the matter with the American Government and people?
Do they really covet the world’s ridicule as well as their own social and
political roin? What are they thinking about, or don’i they condescend to
think at all? . . . ‘Men! Men! Send us men!” they scream . . . and vet . .
steadily and persisiently refuse to receive the very class of myen which
have a deeper mterest in the defeat and humiliation of the rebels than all
others . .. What a spectacle of blind, unreasoning prejudice and
pusillanimity is this! . .. Why does the Government reject the negro?

This continues as VO inio
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EXT CONTRABAND CAMP DAY

Frederick DOUGLASS is walking through a Contraband Camp - a very overcrowded
refugee camp for slaves who have escaped from the South. Wooden huts and tents
comprise the scant accommodation. DOUGLASS looks at the Jaces of the MEN he
passes.

DOUGLASS (VO)
Is he not a man? Can he not wield a sword, fire a gun, march and obegy
orders Jike any other man? Instead of placing the many thousands who had
the courage 1o escape into the Union in squalid camps or leiting our armics
use them as unpaid labour — that is as sloves! — let us put them in uniform.
Let the slaves and free colored people be called info service and formed
nto a liberating army, to march info the South and raise the banner of
emancipation. If persons so humable as we can be allowed to speak to the
President of the United States . . |

LINCOLN (VO)
(picking up from Douglass) . . . We would tell him . . . Men in camesi
don’t fight with one hand, when they might & ghi with two,

INT LINCOLN’S OFFICE DAY
LINCOLN holds a newspaper and reads Douglass’s speech to SEWARD and HAY.

LINCOLN
and a rnan drowning would not refuse to be saved cven by a colored
hand.” (pawse) Brilliant! No-one could have put it better! (deep respect,
even incredulity) This man was a slave . .. [’ve had to work hard on
occasions — but him . . . T can’t imagine how great fis struggle must have
been.

LINCOLN siares gt o the newspaper porirai of Douglass. We see it in close-up.

T WHITE HOUSE MAIN HALL DAY

A close-up of DOUGLAS. We pull back 1o reveal him in the main holl of the White
House, which is packed with people. DOUGLASS eniers the hall, dignified bz wary,
habitually prepared for rejection. He looks around for someone io approach. HAY comes
hurrying through the hall with o bundie of different newspapers. DOUGLASS senses his
officiality.

DOUGLASS
Young man! Excuse mel



HAY looks in the direction of the voice, then, recognising Douglass, he stops, smiles, and
approaches.

HAY
I think you are Frederick Douglass!
DOUGLASS
Yes, I ant
HAY offers his hand.
INT WHITE HOUSE CORRIDOR DAY

We’re looking along a line of OF FICE-SEEKERS and PETITIONERS, every one of them
white, leading away from Lincoln’s office door - where the queue is being administrated
by JIMMY, an old, black member of the White House siaff. A SHARPLY-DRESSED MAN
steps out of Lincoln’s office and closes the door. The OFFICE-SEEKERS and
PETITIONERS stare at him, the question ‘Well, did he give you what you asked for? ' in
every eye. The SHARPLY-DRESSED MAN strikes « bravura air,

SHARPLY-DRESSED MAN
Turned me down! Saw straight through me! But he was just so
gentlemanty about 1t!

With a smile, a flowrish of his cane, the SHARPLY-DRESSED MAN sets off, as HAY
comes walking towards us with DOUGLASS. OFFICE-SEEKERS look surprised io see o
black man who, judging by his dignified siride alongsidetAY, is a respected official
visitor. The next in the gueue, a SELF-IMPORTANT MAN, hasn't seen them
approaching, and steps forward and hands his card to JIMMY, with a certain disdain.

HAY
Jimmy . ..

JIMMY looks up and sees HAY arvive with DOUGLASS.

HAY
Anyone in thexe?

JIMMY veturns the card 1o the Self-Important Man, with o cericin safisfaction.
FIMMY
Mo,

The SELF-IMPORTANT MAN retreats in a state of shock i being superseded by « black
man. DOUGLASS offers his cord and JIMMY fakes it —



DOUGLASS
Thank-you,

- without taking his glowing eyes off Douglass. He doesn't even sslance at the cord
before dropping it into the box with dozens of others.

JIMMY
Thank-you, Mr Douglass.

HAY knocks on Lincola’s office door and goes in. DOUGLASS hesitates, siaying oulside
though the door is open.

JIMMY
{quietly urging) Go in.

INT LINCOLN’S OFFICE DAY
DOUGLASS enters behind HAY, LINCOLN, who has seized the moment to go through a

piece of correspondence, glances up and, seeing only the Jamiliar HAY, goes back to the
leiter. DOUGLASS enters.

HAY
Sir. Mr Frederick Donglass.

LINCOLN immediately gets o his feet, smiling broadly.

INT WHITE HOUSE CORRIDOR DAY

JIMMY, looking at the disgruntled QOF FICE-SEEKERS, gets up and closes Lincoln’s
office door - with a certain satisfaction. He looks down a1 the box of cards, picks out
Douglass’s and places it in his breast pocket — as a souvenir. He pals the pocker and sits
down.

INT LAINCOILN'S OFFICE DAY

There’s a moment gs DOUGLASS and LINCOLN, take in each other’s powerful
presence. Douglass is not as tall as Lincoln, but more powerfully built, HAY senses his
presence is redundant. He rirns on his heels and leaves. DOUGLASS takes Lincoln’s
extended hand, saying nothing, The handshake is long and stow,

LINCOLM
Thanle-you for coming.

DHAIGLASS
1’5 an honour,



LINCOLN
All mine, Mr Douglass, All mine. I'm very glad to meet you.

There is already a sense that these men instinctively like each other.

LINCOLN
Sit down.

DOUGLASS sits while LINCOLN stays where he is.

Brief pause.

Silence.

LINCOLN
You interest me greatly Mr Douglass. I think you are a man of the most
enormous personal achievements.

DOUGLASBS
Thank-vou.

LINCOLN
However . . . 1 believe you regard me with some disappointment.

DOUGLASS
Yes, sir. I do.

LINCOLN
{grinning) Reticence is not normally one of your weaknesses Mr
Pouglass.

DOUGLASS
Very well. You came into office saying you had neither the right nor the
mechination to inferfere with slavery. Mot a good beginning for those of us
who can sec no higher moral purpose in this war than the abolition of
slavery. In recent months your entive conduct of the war has been slow and
uncertain - devoid of purpose. The navy it is true has done some useful
things. Buf you have an enormous army that does nothing but mareh and
countermarch along the banks of the Polomas. You have a4 General'in
Chiet who 1o peace was a declaved prosiavery, pro-Southern Democrat
and who in war behoves as such! And vou refuse to recruit the very
soldiers who would fight this war out of desire rather than duty, as a
righteous war of vengeance, to be fought with fire and sword! (pawse} You
wish e to say more?

LINCOLN
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That’ll cerlainly do to be going on with, (pause) But first . . .

LINCOLN pulls up a chair and sits down close to Douglass. LINCOLN's eyes shine with
an intense curiosity.

LINCOLN
-+ I'd like to ask you: what is it that drives you?

DOUGLASS
The desire 10 see four million slaves set free.

LINCOLN
(with deep respect, even envy) Yos. {pouse) You see what drives me is by
comparison vague, even self-centred. (iniense, baring his soul} FEver since
Lwas a boy I have simply wanted to be remembered. Remembered — for
doing something useful for humanity. Something . . . good.

Well now you have your chance. Take it!

Mr Bouglass I"'m by nature a moderate man. I'm slow to anger and, |
hope, not slow to forgive. I have little time for the notion of vengeance.
What’s done is done and cannot be undone. Certainly not by vengeance.
And since seeing the resulis of one small battle, the notion of full-scale
war appalls me.

DOUGILLASS
There is no altemative!

LINCOLN looks Douglass in the eye. He nods.

Silence.

LINCOLN
Iihink you’re right. Just that T cannot fuiry myself . . | into the
staughterhouse. '

LINCOLN
Butnow. T have a question for you. If T were to offer you & formal
commission to organise the recruitment of black troops, would you
accept?

DOUGLASS is amazed — ond delighted - by ihis question.

BOUGLASS
When can T atap?
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LINCOLN
When the time is right.

DOUGLASS
(disappointed, angry) 1 am not a man to be patronised or toyed with.

A sudden warm grin from LINCOLN. He reaches out and puts a hand on DOUGLASS s
shoulder.

LINCOLN
I most certainly know that. (pause) Mr Douglass, I'm a cautious man ~—
and you’'re going to have to be patient with me,

The two men look into each other’s eyes in a frank stare of assessmen.

INT WHITE HOUSE DAY
MARY is trying on a stunning white silk dress (more details here of the famous dress)
aided by her seamstress MARY KECKLEY, a black woman of similar age to Mary.

MARY
This is simply wonderful. Simply wonderful. You’re a genius, Mary
Keckley. A genius.

MARY twiris.

EXT WHITE HOUSE DAY

Quiside, an immense cylindrical object, a column of some kind, supporied on slings
between two rows of TRADESMEN, say thirty in afl, is corvied up the sieps inio the Whiie
House main entrance.

INT WHITE HOUSE DAY

MARY KECELEY is marking an adjusiment to the dress when LINCOLN, followed by
WILLIE and TAD, appear in the door. MARY KECKLEY steps aside and MARY holds
herself for inspeciion. LINCOLN staves at her for a momeni, then admiration and
approval spreads across his face. He steps forward, smiling and nodding. The BOYS, ivo,
are impressed, open-mouthed in fact. The dress is specincularly low-cul.

MAIRY
Weli?

LINCOLN

Well, Mother . .. that is quite 2 dress. (smiling, teasing) But you sure
some of the tail doesn’t belong at the front?
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MARY
Yes Mr Lincoln. Quite sure.

PINCOLN
Yes. Me too.

INT WHITE HOUSE BAY

The cylindrical object, now placed on the floor at one end of a huge empty room and
stripped of its converings, is a carpet. Several TRADESMEN are on their knees about to
roll it out. The DESIGNER is there, oo, with the FOREMAN, We cut io an overhead shot
to witness a glovious transformation as rose-studded, brilliant green velvet sweeps across
the floor like an ocean wave strevn with flowers.

INT CONSERVATORY DAY

MARY is the White House Conservatory surrounded by a wonderful variety and
abundance of flowers. She's sad, seeming 1o take consolation in the beauty around her.
She cuts a beawsiful flower, an fris.

INT WILLIE’S ROOM DAY

Close-up of a vase full of Irises. We pull back 1o see MARY and LINCOLN anxiously
watching a distinguished-looking man, DOCTOR ROBERT STONE, examine WILLIE,
who is semi-delirious with fever.

INT CORRIDOR OUTSEDE WILLIE’S ROOM DAY
LINCOLN and MARY listen intently to DOCTOR STONE. He addresses himself 1o Mary.
He puts a gentle hand momeniarily on her shoulder.

DOCTOR STONE
Mirs Lincoln, your son is very sick, but he’s in no inmediate danger.
Given his strength and usual good health there is every reason for an early
TECOVETY. EVEIY reason.

DOCTOR 5TONE offers LINCOLN his hand in o gesture of sympathy and support. They
shake hands briefly. DOCTOR STONE leaves, Silence for a moment or two.

MARY
We have to cancel the ball,

LINCOLN
Mother. Doctor Stone is the best docior in Washington -
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MARY
I don’t care what Doctor Stone says, I’m his mother and that boy s sick . .
cand 1. .. I'm frightened! couldn’tbear . . .

LINCOLN
(prompis her, gently, he wanis it out) . . . 10 lose another child.

LINCOLN moves close and takes her shoulders in his hands.

LINCOLN
Mother. Eddic was a three year-old child, with tuberculosis. Willie is a
strong, healthy boy, with a fever. Which will pass. (pause) The ball is ten
days away; Willie will be on the mend if not recovered. And that’ll be
worth a celebration. (pause) You've worked so hard for this — and it’ll be
a trivmph! For you. I don’t want you to miss that . . .

MARY looks up at him. The look suggests ‘Alright you win. But you better be right.’

BXT WHITE HOUSE NIGHT

The WHITE HOUSE windows are brilliantly it in the dark of a February night. As we
go closer we see carriages queueing along the drive to the main entrance where people
queue to enter and be announced,

INT WHITE HOUSE NIGHT

Everywhere opulence and elegance — including strifing displays of fresh flowers from the
White House conservatory - as people mingle or wander from room io room admiring
the splendour of the new White House interior. Amongst them, we pick out the three
CRITICAL WOMEN (whom Mary overheard being condescending in an earlier scene).
They're looking around, iwo of them trying their damnedest not to be impressed.

CRITICAL WOMAN 1
Well T don’ know which impresses most — the extravagance or the
vulgarity,

CRITICAL WOMAN 2
Yulgarity is without question the victor,

CRITICAL WOMAM 1
In what has clearly been an epic contest.

CRITICAL WOMARN 3
Well .. sotually . Flike it L think #7s . . really rather wonderful.

Her two companions look at her in shock, then one smiles puatronisingly.
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CRITICAL WOMAN 2
Well I suppose there are certain colours and combinations which are not
entirely offensive,

CRITICAL WOMAN 3 looks at her companions as if she's seeing them for the first time,

CRITICAL WOMAN 3
No. I love it. The whole thing. It’s just gorgeous.

She furns away.

CRITICAL WOMAN 1
Jane. Where are you going?

CRITHCAL WOMAN 3
To find Mary Lincoln - and congratulate her.

INT WHITE HOUSE NIGHT

We pick out MARY, receiving compliments from a GUEST. MARY is clearly going
through the motions. She’s repeatedly glancing at the stairs, and when LINCOLN,
looking grave, appears at the top of them she becomes totally distracted, looking up at
him anxiously,

MARY
(to the Guest) That’s very kind. Would you forgive me? There’s
something I must attend to.

MARY moves away, heading for the stairs — bui she’s intercepied by CRITICAL
WOMAN 3.

CRITICAL WOMAN 3
s Lincolt. Mrs Lincoln . . .

MARY pouses.

CRITICAL WOMAN 3
Forgive me for breaking in on you — for one moment only I assure you -
but T just have to say what a magnificent job you have done in this house.
Quite magnificent. And . . . (visking o tone of confidentiality) worth every
perny. No matter what anyone says.

MARY smiles. She's touched

MARY



Thank-you. That’s very kind.

Suddenly MARY is trying to hold back tears. She briefly touches Critical Woman 3 on the
hand.

MARY
Thank-you.

Tears well into her eyes as she turns away. CRITICAL WOMAN 3, surprised and
concerned, waiches MARY walk quickly up the stairs. We watch her hurry towards
LINCOLN. They have a brief but intense exchange - he holds her arm as they talk, trying
to give her sirength amd reassurance, she all anxiety iinged with anger - before MARY
hurries on up the staivs. LINCOLN straightens up, manufactures a smile, and advances
into the party.

INT WHITE HOUSE NIGHT
MARY hurries along the corridor. She opens the door to Willie’s room.

iNT WILILIE'S ROOM NIGHT

WILLIE is in bed. His deterioration since we last saw him is shocking. He's just been
retching into a container held by a NURSE. She lowers him back onto the bed. TAD siis
by the bed, dressed for the party, just staring miserably at his brother. MARY hurries io
WILLIE s side, sits on the bed and very gently takes him in her arms.

MARY
Hello my darling, My brave, brave boy.

He smiles - bravely.

WILLIE
Ma . ..

MARY has to put her ear 1o his mouth io hear him.

MARY
Yes my darling.

WILLIE
Tell Tad . . . he should go . . . to the party.

MARY
Ohhb sweetheart . | .

MARY is deeply touched by Willie's concern for his brother even approaching exireniis.
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MARY
He doesn’t want to be at some silly parly — he wants to be with you.

WILLIE looks at TAD and puts out his hand. TAD holds Willie'’s hand. TAD has a lost,
bewildered look, as if sensing his brother is slipping away from him.

INT WHITE HOUSE NIGHT
Downstairs, LINCOLN is surrounded by guests, whom he is enrteriaining with an
anecdolie.

LINCOLN
“ ... you are the most two-Taced individual | have ever met!l” So Isaid to
- him, ‘Now. Be reasonable. If I had two faces, would 1 be wearing this
one?’

Laughter.

LINCOLN
Reminds me of the old lady when [ was a young man working in a field.
She comes by on her horse then stops, looks down at me and says ‘My vou
are ugly. I think you must be the ugliest young man in the county.” I said
*Well, ma,am, I'm sure sory about it, but there’s not a lot I can do about
it.” She said, “Well, you could’ve stayed home!’

More laughter. LINCOLN is laughing as loudly as anyone — but while he’s laugthing he's
glancing up the stairs, watching Jor Mary,

INT WILLIE’S ROOM DAY
WILLIE lifis a hand io his face and as he does so he rnotices something.
WILLIE
Ma . ..
MARY

Yes my darling boy?
He holds up the emaciated hond to rhe lighi.

WILLIE
Loan, .. see . .. the bones .

MARY stares ot the hand in horror, TAD, to0. Suddenly be starts to erv with feoy.
g b .
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TAD
Ma! Williegundie! . . . Williegundie! . ..

MARY puts out a hand over Tad's mouth — but too late. The same realisation hits WILLIE
Jor the first time. He stares at his mother in shock. But MARY is frozen, helpless in the
grip of her own ferror.

EN'E WHITE HOUSE NIGHT
The party's over. Fveryone's gone home.

N WILILIE’S BEDROOM NIGHT

MARY, still dressed for the ball, has fallen into an exhausted sicep in ¢ chair. TAD, too.
LINCOLN s sitting on Willie's bed. He and WILLIE are gazing at each other with «
calm, muguad love,

WILLIE
Pa ..

LINCOLN leans forward and puis his ear to Willie's mouth.

WILLIE
...8ing .. .tome. ..

Very, very genily, LINCOLN picks WILLIE up, cradling hin in his arms. He stands,
holding WILLIE like a baby, and walks the room with him, gently swaying, as he sofily
sings.

LINCOLN
(sings) Rock-a-bye baby in the tree top
When the wind blows the cradle will rock
When the bough breaks the cradle will fall
And down will come cradle baby and all.

LINCOLN s eves betray just a gleam of tears.

EXT WHITE HOUSE DUSK
The next evening. The air is still and there ave very fow lights in the White House.
Nothing moves.

EXT WHITEHOUSE ROOF DUSK
HAY siands on ihe roof, with TAD in his arims, watching the sunses
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INT WILLIE’S BEDROOM NYGHT
LINCOLN, MARY, & NURSE and DOCTOR STONE are gathered round WILLIE. He's
barely breathing.

EXT WHITEHOUSE ROOF NIGHT
TAD has fullen asleep in HAY s arms. HAY looks at T AD, smiles a very sad smile, and
furns towards the door.

INT TARD'S ROOM NIGHT
TAD is sleeping restlessly, watched over by a NURSE. 4 rising ¢y of agony comes from
the nexi #oom.

INT HAY’S OFFICE NIGHT
HAY is stumped over his desk, arms outsiretched, hands clasped. He's praying. Fe looks
up as he hears the cry from above.

INT TAD'S ROOM NIGHT
TAD wakes and looks af the NURSE.

TAD
(weakly) Qosainoi? Satma? ("Whe made that noise? Was that Ma?’)

Fhe NURSE has no answer.

INT WILLIE’S ROOM PDUSK

MARY is sitting on the bed, eyes screwed shut, clasping WILLIE s hand. On the other
side of the bed, the DOCTOR iy rising to his feet, having just pronounced Willie dead. Ha
straightens and looks at LINCOLN, who is stending at the foor of the bed looking at
Willie, WILLIE s corpse is shockingly wasted, but the fuce is peaceful A few feer from the
bed, o NURSE sits in a chair, head bowed, still, The DOCTOR steps close to LINCOLN

DOCTOR
L eannot tell you how sorry .

LINCOLN briefly meets the DOCTOR s eves and gives a lisile nod with on EXPYEssion
which says, "I know, don’t worey, 1 kaow, you did your best’.

DOCTOR

(10 Lincoln but with a slight inclination of fiis head towards Mary) 1 shalt
be close by,
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LINCOLN turns to Willie again as the DOCTOR moves past LINCOLN towards the door.
As he does so, the NURSE stands and walks with him to the door. They leave. Now MARY
gives a long cry of agony and utter, utler despair ~ and another, and another, and
another. LINCOLN moves towards her and puts a hand on her shoulder. At the touch she
Jreezes momentarily — before turning away from Willie and clasping him about the waist
with fierce intensity. There is nothing pathetic or needy in her action. It's ferociously
demanding - and determined to make things otherwise by sheer effort of will.

MARY
He's not dead. He's not dead. 1He’s not dead. Look at him. Look at him.
And tell me, ¥ know. He’s not dead. Tell me.

LINCOLN holds her genily about the shoulders. She looks up at him. His eyes move from
hers — all demand and denial - 1o Willie. And now he, too, begins to sob. As MARY
waiches him weep she gradually releases her grip. Her denial fades, to be replaced by
desolation and loneliness. She slowly turns (o look at Willie — but she guickly turns away
again, unable o bear the sight, and gives u piercing howl of grief.

ENT HAY’S OKFICE NIGHT

HAY is no longer praying or weeping. Fe's just sitting back in his chair, staring out the
window. The door opens. LINCOLN enters. The two men look at each other. LINCOLN is
dazed-looking. Uncomprehending, HAY s expression is full of love and pity.

LINCGLN
Well John, he’s gone. (fong pause) My boy . . . is actually gone.

Now LINCOLN's eyes fill with tears and his body convulses. HAY begins to sob. The two

men, without moving from their places, weep.

INT MARY’S ROOM DAY
MARY is wailing and thrashing on her bed, powerless in an avelanche of gfzef DOCTOR
STONE and the NURSE approach her. He opens his bag.

INE HAY’S OFFICE DAY

LINCOLN and HAY weep. LINCOLN gets o hold of himself.
LANCOLM
I'must go and see Tad.
INT TADE ROOM DAY

LINCOLN eniers. The NURSE gets up and leaves. TAD siares at his father,



TAD
Zwillie de’? (‘s Willie dead?’)

A brief, agonised pause.

LINCOLN
Yes, Taddie. He is.

TAD bursts into teavs. LINCOLN goes over to him, gently scoops him out of the bed and
stts with the frail child cradled in his huge arms. They both weep freely.

TAD
Waseeim. Pa. Waseeim. (7 want 1o see him.’)

After a few moments, LINCOIN stands and carries TAD from the room.

INT MARY’S ROOM DAY
MARY is in bed, sedaied but weeping steadily and incessantly. MARY KECKLEY is
sitting alongside, holding her hand.

ENT WILLIE’S ROOM DAY
LINCOLN is sitting alone by Willie's bed. WILLIE looks peaceful. He's been washed and
tidied. LINCOLN reaches out and touches his still-warm Jace.

LINCOLN
It is hard. Hard to have you die. But then . . . T loved you. 50 very much.

TN CEMETERY EVENING
With the same expression we have just seen, LINCOLN stares ai an emply vaull. Sianding
at a respecifil distance is the UNDERTAKER.

LINCOLRN
omust be dry in there,

UMDERTAKER

. Itwill he,

LINCOLN
Pecause | .

He beging (o break dows but retrieves his COMPOSUFE,
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LINCOEN
Because when 1 go home to Springfield . . . I'm taking my boy with me.

Another moment, then LINCOLN nods his approval at the UNDERTAKER, and walls
slowly towards a waiting carriage.

EXT FORT DONELSON DAY

A hand writes, ‘I can offer you no terms except your immediate and unconditional
surrender.” The camera now reveals the writer: a slight, intense man with a permanent
undercurrent of anxiety in his eyes, Ulysses GRANT {check rank), seated ail a table
outside his headquarters tent. He folds the paper he's just written on and furns (o o
Confederate MESSENGER.

GRANT
Your commanding officer and { were friends at West Point. We fought
together in Mexico. (handing over the message) With my compliments.

The MESSENGER salutes and mounts his horse. The shot widens to show Grant’s army
outside Fort Donelson.

EXT WHITE HOUSE DAY
A carriage pulls up ouiside the White House. STANTON jumps out, cluiching a few
papers in his hands.

INT PINCOLN'S OFFICE DAY
LINCQOLN is working on some papers. He's a grief-siricken automaton, STANTON
eHECHS,

STARNTON
We've 1akken Fort Donelsond

LINCOLN is quite still for o moment — then his entive body sags with relief. Slowly
LINCOLN s eves begin fo glow,

LINCOLN
Cioneral Halleck’s man again?
STANTON
Grant, Strange thing 1s all the falk says Grant is insubordinate, unreliable

and addicted to whisky.

LINCOLN
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Really? Then I'want you to do three things. Make him a Major General,
Find out what brand of whisky he drinks. Send a case to every general we
got. (looking up at the wail map) What’s he doing now?

STANTON indicates on the map the route of Grant’s march along the Tennessee River
Jrom Donelson.

STANTON
Grant says Confederate forces are concentrating at Corinth, near
Memphis. He aims to get there as fast as he can and force them into a
decisive engagement. Al the moment he’s about here,

STANTON points to an areq on the Tennessee, marked Pittsburg Landing. LINCOLN
ponders.

EXT GRANTS HQ DAWN
A hut. There's a camp-bed in the corner. GRANT sits down to eat breaifast alone, served
by GEORGE, a black manservant, attentive yet fotally self-possessed.

GRANT
Thanks George. Now go eat yours.

This is delivered considerately but also with a clear edge of ‘Leave me alone I want {0

think,’

GEORGE
I alveady did.
GRANT looks up at George.
GRANT
Well have another one.
EXT SHILOH DAWN

GRANT'S ARMY encampment near some woods. It's very peaceful. Hurdly anyihing is
moVing vet.

BET WOODS DAYWN
A CONFEDERATE ARMY moves quietly and purposefully througk woods.

EXT SHILOH DAWN
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GRANT'S ARMY encampment, spread over o wide area and in different large sections.
Some way beyond the encampment is « river.

INT TENT DAWN

In the tent are four SOLDIERS. Three are sleeping peacefully, noked, one is quietly
pulling on his breeches. SOLDIER I picks up a few pieces of torn newspaper and leaves
the tent, heading for the woods.

EXT WOODS DAWN
The CONFEDERATE ARMY is moving more quickly now.

EXT WOODS DAWN
Three Union SCOUTS spot the CONFEDERATE ARMY moving through the woods and
start to head back as fast as possible.

EXT SHILOH DAWN
In another part of the encampment, SOLDIERS are dressed and cooking breakfast

EXT WOODSsS DAWN

SOLDIER I is squaiting in a dense thicket. He looks up as the birdsong goes quiet and he
Jeels a pulse in the ground and in the air - which becomes a soft deep rhythmic
percussion, picking up speed all the time, ther breaking up info one sieady roll of
CHCOMING MOVemenf,

EXT SHIELOH DAWN

In vet another part of the encampment, breakfasting SOLDIERS look up in amazement as
the SCOUTS emerge from the woods in desperate haste, firing rifles in the air, and
velling.

BCOUT
The Bebs are right behind us! Their whole army! Their whole army’s

coming al us!

SOLIERS siart to grab for their weapons, shout for officers, take up defensive positions.

BHT WOODS DAWN
A mass of CONFEDERATE INFANTRY starts to break into double time and then into o
run as they see the clearing and the encampment ahead.
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INT TENT DAWN

The ihree sleeping SOLDIERS start awdke to the incredible, terrifiving sound of the rebel
yell coming from a thousand throats. Then they hear SOLDIER I screaming ‘It’s the
Rebs! The Rebs! It’s the Rebs!’ Then gunfire, and the sound of bullets ripping holes in the
fent. The naked SOLDIERS start scrambling out of their bedding when SOLDIER 1
appears af the mouth of the tent. A shot, and his throat erupis. Blood is everywhere in the
lent before he fulls into it. The YOUNGEST SOLDIER cowers into the back of the tent,
trying to make himself disappear under the bedding. SOLDIER 2 rushes naked at the
mouth of the tent and stops, a bayonet protruding from his back. A shot and SOLDIER 2
is blown backwards off the bayonet and into the tent, partially revealing the
CONFEDERATE SOLDIER ouiside. SOLDIER 3, with a scream of pure aggression,
launches himself forward.

EXT ENCAMPMENT DAWN

SOLDIER 3 cannons into the CONFEDERATE INFANTR YMAN outside the tent,
knocking him to the ground. They grapple, while all around half-dressed or naled men
are being shot and bayoneted,

INT HUT DAWN

GRANT looks up as he hears the sound of gunfire. For a moment there’s a look of sheer
incredulity on his face. Then he leaps up Jrom his unfinished breakfust, grabs a box and
starts stuffing his pockets with cigars.

EXT BATTILE DAY

GRANT (somewhat surprisingly a brilliant horseman, possibly the best of all the Civil
War generals) rides a big powerful horse at Sull tilt across a chaotic batile scene.
Occasionally he reigns in, disvegarding the missiles flying around him, fo focus on a
porticular feature of the baitle.

EXT SHERMAN'S HQ DAY
A tent. General SHERMAN is outside in a frenzy of activity, shouting orders ot o group of
OFFICERS while scribbling and handing notes to COURIERS

SHERMAN
Tell Preniiss he smust maintain his position. At all costs! Tell him our
entive situation depends on him! Tell MceClernand if we T30 back we shall
be falling back on his position - and not 16 — you listening to me son? — not
to fire at anvihing in bluel

GRANT rides up, geis off his horse, handing ihe reins to a young ORDERLY As SOOH as
SHERMAN sees GRANT, he calms, profoundly reassured by Grani's urbanc presence.
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SHERMAN
Well General. This is the devil. Pm afraid Beaurcgard got us on the back
foot.

GRANT lights a cigar as he speaks. The odd bullet zips by and the roar of baitle is close
and loud but an uncanny calm develops around GRANT as he speals in his matier-of-fuct
way.,

GRANT
That he has. But he’s Jetting his forces get fragmenied. Which gives us
something to work with. What we have o do today is stop them backing
us down to the river. That’s all we can do. And that’s what we must do

EXT SHELOM DAY

We move over scenes of uncoordinated baitle — fierce but separate actions taking place
around the Shiloh church, in a cornfield; along a country lane. Everywhere Union forces
are trapped, cornered and taking a fierce beating.

EXT SHILOMH NIGHT

It’s raining. Dead — mainly Union dead ~ lie on the ground: scattered around the
wrecked encampment, the church; amidst the cornfield, plants levelled right across the
Jield, cropped by gunfire; the Union dead are three or four deep in the lane.

EXT HUT NIGHT

GRANT dismounts outside his HQ. He looks exhausted - and beaten. He walks into the
hut, feeling his pockets for a cigar. There isn’t one. He's smoked every one. He opens o
box, takes out a cigar, sits on his camp-bed. He gets up: the bed is wet. There’s rain
coming into the hut af several points. He smokes and thinks.

EXT HUT NIGHT
SHERMAN approaches Grant’s hut. Fe steps inside. Iis empiy.
SHERMAN
General?
GEGRGE appears.
GEORGE

Went for a walls, Said 1 was drier outside.

SHERMAN
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You'd better start packing up, George. We’ll be pulling out before
morning.

GEORGE
Marse Grant didn’t say nothing about pulling out,

SHERMAN
After the beating we took today, he doesn’t have a choice.

FXT SEEI.OH MNEGHT
GRANT is standing alone in the rain, smoking a cigar while sheltering under a tree.
SHERMAN approaches.

SHERMAN
Well sir. It’s been a bad day for us.

SHERMAN waits for the ovder to refreat. Grant briefly considers his cigar.

GRANT
Yep.

GRANT takes a short but thoughtful puff.

GRANT
Beat “em in the morning though.

GRANTs expression is deadpan. SHERMAN goes from surprise 1o doubt.

INT BAR OF WILLARDY’S HOTEL NIGHT ‘
s late. There are several late DRINKERS in the bar — but their mood ranges from
lacklustre to morose. HAY strides in, looks around, receives a few nods and gestures of
‘hello” then sivides to the bar andleans back against it with a huge grin on his fuce.

HAY
Good evening gentlemen! [ have news fresh from the White House, Do 1
have your full attention gentlemen? Are you listening? (pause) Grant . .
beal ‘em! Counter-aftacked this moeming and whipped ‘em all day! Grant’s
beat "em again! Now! Who’s buying me a drink?

There is no shortage of takers as DRINKERS jump delightedly o their feer,

N WHITEHOUSE NIGHT



The Bad Dream: LINCOLN is wandering along endless corridors, searching for the
source of a mysterious noise: men and women sobbing with grief. He passes o number of
doors then stops in front of one. The sobbing is coming from the other side. He takes hold
of the handle and very slowly begins to open the door.

INT LINCOLN’S BEDROOM DAWN
LINCOLN wakes from the Bad Dream. Ii's pre-dawn. He gets up.

EXT WASHINGTON DAWN
LINCOLN rides with urgency along an emply roud.

T TELEGRAPH OFFICE DBAWN
LINCOLN stares in mounting horror ai the information coming off the telegraph
machine. The telegraph GPERATOR, ioo, looks deeply shocked,

LINCOLN
It must be a mistake. It must be.

BT WHITEHOUSE STABLE YARD MORNING
LINCOLN clatiers into the stable yard on hovseback. It’s still very early.

INT WHITEHOUSE STABLE MORNING
LINCOLN stands quite still, eves closed, his head leant against the horse’s neck.

INTE WHITE HOUSE MORNING
LINCOLN is eating breakfast with TAD close alongside him. TAD looks up ai him. He
stands up on his chair and puts his arms round his father’s neck. They re face io face.

TAD
Wassmapa? (What's the maiier, Pa?)

LANCOLN Lifts Tad inio his lop.

LINCOLN .
P oupset, Taddy, There's been 2 lot of soldiers killed.
TAD
TMonfor?
LINCOLN
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A Jot more than before.

INT MARY’S BEDROOM MORNING

MARY is sitting in a corner of the dark room, heavily dressed in mourning, staring into
space. MARY KECKLEY is sitting nearby, sewing. LINCOLN enters, walks over to
MARY, leans down and kisses her very gently on the cheek. He strokes her Jface. She
doesn 't move. He and MARY KECKLEY exchange a look; gratitude from him, sympathy
Jrom her. He turns and leaves.

INT WHITE HOUSE DAY
A cabinet meeting in Lincoln's office. LINCOLN is under siege.
BLAIR
The fact is Grant has killed —
STANTON
Lost.
BLAIR

- losi ten thousand men -

WELLES
- which is almost twice as many as at Bull Run, Wilson’s Creek, Fort
Donelson and Pea Ridge combined!

CHASE
Neither the party nor the country has the stomach for slanghter on this
scale.

BLAIR

And as for the press (reads from a newspaper) * 1t is little wonder our
valiant troops were taken by surprise. It is commonly asserted their
commanding oflicer had spent the preceding night in an aleoholic coma.
And when finally aroused General Grant was in no condition fo command
an army.’

SEWARD
You belicve that?

BLAIR
IDoes the public beligve it? is more o the point.

CHABE



For your sake, for the sake of the party, for the survival of the Union and
the cause of freedom, you must relieve General Grant of command!
Immediately.

Silence. LINCOLN studies the floor with pursed lips. Then he raises his head and looks ar
Chase.

LINCOLN
No. [ can’t spare this man, (pause) He fights!

EXT HARRISONS LANDING DAY
The huge encampment of the ARMY OF THE POTOMAC in the field, on the banks of a
vast river. 11°s quiel.

INT MeCLELLAN S HG DAY
A large, lined, floorboarded, sumptiously well-appainted tent. McCLELLAN is having
breakfust with his OFFICER CORPS. It's silver service from a platoon of WAITERS.

INE HAY’S OFFICE A DAY
HAY is working alone. LINCOLN enters in a state of witer dejection. He throws himself
into a chair Silence for a few moments.

LINCOLN
For God’s sake John ask me what’s the matter!
HAY
What's the matier?
LINCOLN

Stanton has just received a message from General McClellan, The
General’s scouts and spies tell him he is massively outnumbered. This
cannot be the case! Where does he gef such information? He’s demanding
reinforcernents of 100,000 men before he will advance a vard! 1t°s
oulrageous and impossible. But the devil is T cannot get rid of him. The
armny adores this man!

LINCOLN shakes his head in disbelief. He's poised between laughter and vage,
LINCOLN
I think his numbers game is a smokescrean. | think his motive for inaction

lics elsewhere, What do vou think, John?

HAY
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(after a pause togather his thoughts) 1 agree about McClellan. He's clearly
looking for reasons not to fight. Why I do not understand. But I also think

HAY hesitates.

LINCOLN
o on, John

HAY
. .. that there’s a dangerous level of despondency in the public mind, On
the one hand it cannot contemplaie further losses like Grant’s af Shiloh; on
the other it cannot bear that McClellan is so close to Richmond yel
unwilling to make the slightest attempt to take it. The two taken tfogether
make a paralysing brew. The public could lose all will to fight, And if the
Border States see that happening, then . . |

LINCOLN nods, impressed.

LINCOLN
.. . the bottom is out the tub,

INT COMMITTEE ROOM/HOUSE OF REPRESENTATIVES DAY
LINCOLN is addressing several CONGRESSMEN Jrom the Border States,
LINCOLN
Gentlemen let me put it as simply and carnestly as I can. You must get off
the fence!
Protest.
LINCOLN

Your people cannot go on backing the Union with their heads and the
Confederacy with their hearts!

Louwder protes.
LINCOLN
It's time your people understond they cannot remain part of & viciorious
Union and hold their slaves! Slavery cannot long survive a Union vicioryl

Mor should it

LINCOLN pauses while the hubbub dies, then mojes o powerful shifi io the conciliatory.

LINCOLN
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Now gentlemen, hear me out! Hear me out! | am proposing that the federal
government pays Delaware, Maryland, Kentucky and Missouri five
hundred dollars for each slave in their possession . . .

Total silence now.

LINCOLN
<« - provided your stale legislatures enact a system of gradual
emancipation to be complete within twenty years. This to give ample time
for your economies to adjust to this profound change. If you accept, |
belicve Congress will ratify this generous proposal for the sirnple reasen
that it will require one-third of the expenditure required to support the war
for one year. [ urge you, by all that is reasonable, and all that is just, o
accept this proposal.

LINCOLN looks around the room. Bui the room is silent and unresponsive, There's a hing
of desperation in LINCOLN s disappointed eyes. Cut to:

INT RECEPTION ROOM/WHITE HOUSE DAY
the same look of desperation and disappointment in LINCOLN s eyes.

LINCOLN
Gentlemen. Thank-you for coming to see me.

A group of black CHURCHMEN sits or stands in front of Lincoln. There’s a clear and
sombre sense of occasion amongst the group. LINCOLN smiles warmly, without qudite
effacing his unease.

INT KITCHEN DAY
A kitchen in a modest but middleclass home. A black WOMAN prepares breakfast.
LEWIS and CHARLES enter, each kissing the WOMAN on the cheek before sitting down.

DOUGLASS (FROM ANOTHER ROOM)
‘The man has no moral compass! He’s 2 huckster! A mere opportunist!

ANNA DOUGLASS
Now I wonder who could this be your father’s tatking about with such
enthusiasm.

DOUGLASS enters, eves glued to a newspaper.
DOUGLASRS

(reading) ‘The President outlined a proposal to establish a colony in
Africa or South America where freed slaves could go on o voluntary basis



to live independently and manage their own affairs.’! The Jfirst fime a
black delegation has been asked to set fool in the White House and what
does he want to talk to them about? Colonization!

CHARLES
(dismissively) That old chestnut never has floated and it never will.,
LEWIS
So long as it remains voluntary.
DOUGLASS
It will. Even Lincoln wouldn’t attempt mass deportation.
CHARLES
He’s probably only doing it to swing the Border States.
MRS DOUGLASS
50 what’s wrong?
DOUGLASS

What’s wrong!?
DOUGEASS looks at his wife, outraged. She looks back, defiantly unimpressed,

DOUGLASS
(to Lewis and Charies) Finish your breakfast! And let’s get to work!

DOUGLASS stalks our. LEWIS looks ot CHARLES,

LEWIS
Finish your breakfast?

LEWLS sighs resignedly, grabs a picce of bread and gets to his feer,

(1SN PRINTING WORKS DAY
DPOUGLASS, sleeves rolled up, stands by o printing machine operated by o black
PRINTER, waiching newsprint voll out inio the tray. DOUGLASS picks up a sheet and
reads. Through a glass partition we con see LEWIS and CHARLES in a singll room,
Carreciing proofs.

DOUGLASE (V)
The nation’s fowr million staves are as much the natives of this country as
any of their oppressors! And they have most assuredly earned a greater
title to citizenship than their rebel owners,



INT WHITE HOUSE DAY

LINCOLN is walking through the White House, reading a newspaper — Douglass’s
newspaper the ‘Douglass Monthly - Special Edition’ - as he walks. We hear what he's
reading in the powerful rhetoric of Douglass's voice, broken by Lincoln's pauses to look
up occasionally io see where he's going. LINCOLN looks hurt and disapointed.

DOUGLASS (VO)
The tone of frankness and benevolence which the President assumed in his
speech to the colored commitiee is too thin a mask not to be seen through.
The genuine spark of humanity is missing in it, no sincere wish o jmprove
the condition of the oppressed has dictated it. Tt expresses merely the
desire to get rid of themn . . . and . . .

LINCOLN enters his office.

INTF LINCOLN’S OFFICE DAY
LINCOLN stands by his desk, reading the newspaper to HAY,

LINCOLN
" .. its ouly practical effect will be to furnish a weapon to all the ignorant
and base, who will interpret such a rejection by the highest authority-in the
land as license to commit all kinds of violence and outrage on the black
community — on the grounds that if they will not g0 away voluntarily, then
they must be driven away, cleansed from the land!’

LINCOLN stops reading.

LINCOLN
MNow that . . . is a profound argument.

He drops the newspaper on his desk. He looks at HAY, deep in thought for several
moments. Then he turns and looks out of the window.

N WHITE HOUSE RECEPTION ROOM DAY

A small delegazion of senior Border States CONGRESSMEN ~ some af whom we
recognise from the carlier scene when Lincoin made his plea for compensared
emancipation - wails sifently, even guiitily,

INT LIMCOLN'S OFFICE DAY
LINCOLN looks desolately at the delesation of CONGRESSMEN.

LINCOLN



Gentlemen I fimplore you to reconsider. I made the proposal of
compensated emancipation for one reason above all. Because I believe it
will shorten the war and save many lives. The terms are gencrous. In
addition I've attempted to promote colonisation — to help assuage your
people’s fears of what might follow emancipation. (pause, an edge of
bitterness) I can do no more.

Silence. LINCOLN turns away in aceeptance and despair.

EXT WHITE HOUSE GARDEN BAY
LINCOLN is in his shivt-sleeves. With controlled rage, ke is splitting long logs with o
single siroke from a large axe. One powerful Blow after another.

INT WHITE HOUSE CONSERVATORY DAY
LINCOLN, sweating, still in his shirt-sleeves, enters the CONSErvatory.

LINCOLN
Mary? Mary you in here?

We move through an abundance of cultivated Flowers in a large conservatory to discover
MARY, dressed in black, simply standing and looking around in a vacant way. A few
moments latey LINCOLN appears at her side. Silence. Then

MARY
He was the only little boy I ever knew who toved flowers.

Silence. The look of hopelessness, of neediness, in LINCOLN s eyes is so marked, i
penctrales even MARY s preoccupation.

MARY
Whai's the matter?

LINCOLN sighs deeply and gives a helpless shrug.
LINCOLN

Lately all f seem to have been trying to do is sell my saul. (pause) And no-
ore . .. wangs it

INT HAY’S OFFICE MGRNENG
HAY is working, LINCOLN eniers,

LINCOLM



John we're going down to see McClellan. See if I can find out what’s
going on inside his head. And get some time to think. I need to make my
mind up about something important.

EXT JAMES RIVER AFTERNOON
The ARIEL, a steam yacht, makes its way in bright sunshine along a broad river, On the
top deck in a spot of shade, LINCOLN sits alone, thinking.

BXT ARIEL AFTERNOON

On a covered lower deck some SAILORS are holding a contest of strength: who can hold
an axe at arm’s length the longest? 4 powerful-looking SAILOR is swealting it oul,
shaking with the effori, axe beginning to waver more and more, while g PETTY
OFFICER times him.

PETTY OFFICER
Thres minutes!

The SAILOR keeps it going for another Jew seconds then, with a great gasp of relief,
lowers the axe.

(OFF-CAMERA) LINCOLN
Excuse me, gentlemen . . |

The SAILORS look up and see LINCOLN leaning over q rail ubove them.

LINCOLN
You mind if an old man takes 2 turn? For old times’ salke?

EXT ARIEL _ AFTERNOON

LINCOLN stands in his shirtsleeves, axe ot arm’s length, Most of the CREW and
OFFICERS have gathered 1o watch, JOEN HAY is there, too, smiling and shaking his
head at this blatant piece of showmanship.

PETTY OFFICER
Four minutes!

Another few seconds and LINCOLN lowers the axe. He hos ¢ huge grin of boyish pride

on his face.

EXT ARIFL FEYVENING
The boat is moored alongside o jetty. LINCOLN sits on the rear deck, alone, serions bu
relaxed, looking of the evening light on the river, and thinking. Behind him alf along the
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banks of the river is the Army of the Potomac’s vast encampment. A few feet from Lincoln
is a single empty chair.

A litile distance beyond Lincoin, we see a gang of black LABOURERS slouch
dispiritedly onto a neighbouring jetty. The Labourers are accompanied by o bad-
tempered white CORPORAL.

CORPORAL
Come on! Move yourselves! Or get back to your plantations you lazy
bastards!

Cut to LINCOLN, watching the Corporal and the Labourers. Cut back o the
LABOURERS, standing before a small cargo boat, staring ar LINCOLN.

CORPORAL
(threateningly) What the hell d’you think . . .

Now the CORPORAL sees Lincoln. He, 100, is struck into silence — one which resonates
with resentment. This man, we guess, is not fighting for emancipation. The CORPORAL,
not knowing what else to do, salutes Lincoln. LINCOLN nods — and fixes the CORPORAL
in a thoughtful stare. The CORPORAL is uncertain, guilty, thinking Lincoln may be about
lo say something. But it’s not Lincoln who speaks. '

LABOURER
Marse Lincoln. That you?

LINCOLN releases the CORPORAL from his powerful gaze and turns to the LABOURER
—a strong-looking man who isn’t humbled or over-awed, but simply delighied by the fact
that Abvaham Lincoln is sitting a few yards away from him.

LINCOLN
Yes. Hxeept I'm not your master. Merely vour President,

A moment between LINCOLN and the LABOURER - who knows exactly what Lincoln is
saying. The LABOURER s eyes glow with appreciation. Then the LABOURER suddenly
gring and turas o the other LABOURERS.,

LAROURER
What you all staring at? Lei’s give President Lincoln some respect and
some privacy! (with a pointedly dismissive look at the Corporal) And let’s
get this boat unloaded!

The LABOURER fumps aboard the cargo boat, followed by the other LAR (OHJRERS,
griRping from ear 1o ear,
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EXT JETTY EVENING
MeCLELLAN and his two AIDES clatter onto the jety.

EXT ARIEL EVENING

LINCOLN gess to his feet as McCLELLAN appears, flanked by his AIDES. Immediately it
can be seen by McCLELLAN s expression that this is not so much o meeling as o
confrontation. The AIDES clearly share that idea. T, hey salute, coldly. LINCOLN smiles.

LINCOLN

Welcome aboard, General. Please, sit down,

McCLELLAN sits,

LINCOLN

[ hope you're not inconvenienced by the spontaneity of my visit.

MeCLELLAN

Mot at ajl.

LINCOLN

Usimply felt the strong desire to sit down with you and have a discussion.
The two of us.

LINCOLN glances up at the AIDES. who give no sign of taking the hint, and refurn
Lincoln's amiable expression with cold arrogance, making the point that they take their
hints only from the General. MceCLELLAN gives a moment ov iwo for the point to sink in.

McCLELLAN
Gentlemen. If you wouldn’t mind.

The two AIDES salute McCleilan smartly, ignoring Lincoln, and go. Silence Jora
FOIREnt or fwao.

LINCGLN
How are the troops, General?

MeCLELLAN
Disappointed. They had haped to be in Richmond by now.

LINCOLN
The entire country is disappointed on that account, General,

McCLELLAN
The couniry has no right to be disappointed. {pause) But those men have
every right to be disappointed in their country.



LINCOLN tenses a little. This is an extraordinary thing Jor a general to say - for ‘their
country’ read “their commander-in-chief”.

LINCOLN
I’m not sure ] understand.

McCLELLAN
Then with your permission, sir, I will explain. Those men face vasily
superior numbers and equipment. And as their commanding officer I
cannot gamble against such odds with their Hves and will not until ‘their
country” provides them with the resources they need. (pause) But there is
also another and decper source of discontent. (pause) My men believe
radicals and emancipationists are gaining control of your administration.
That the war my men volunteered to fight - the war to defeat a rebellion —
is being turned into a war to deprive the slave owner of his property. This
is the heart of their disappointment. This the heart of their growing
disatfection. I flatter myself their loyalty to me, and my power to
command them, is undimmed. But - I tell you plainly, sir, - this army will
not fight . . . for the negro,

Silence. The implicit threat is clear. The two men hold each other in an even stare. There
is no possibility of further discussion.

INT DINING TENT NIGHT

LINCOLN is dining in some style with McCLELLAN and his resplendarnt OFFICER
CORPS in a spacious, lined and floor-boarded tent, Theve is a sense not ouly of
MeCLELLAN's hostility but of LINCOLN s thoughsfid detachment from hiy
surroundings. HAY waiches Lincoln, observing his dignified isolation.

KX HELLSTDE NIGHT
LINCOLN and HAY have walked 1o the top of a hill. Beneath them is an extraordinary
sight: the lamps and fires of the vasy Army of the Potowmac, strefching for miles,
LINCOLN
HAY

The Grand Avmy of the Potomac,

LINCOLN
Mo, Jobn. That is General MeClellan’s personal bodyguard.

LINCOLN surns and looks a1 HAY for a long moment,
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LINCOILN
All'my life I've believed that given time most people will see what’s right
and act accordingly. Which is why I'm a patient and compromising man.
But these are uncertain times. My son is dead. My wife is nearly insane
with grief, And that army down there, rather than defend the best form of
popular government the world has ever seen, may choose instead to turn
the United States into a military dictatorship. (pause) Uncertain times,
John., Which is more foolish therefore — to act in haste, or to wair for the
right moment? (pause) I'm grateful to McClellan for providing me with
the answer.

INT CABIN NIGHT
LINCOLN is asleep in his cabin on board the Ariel. The porthole is open. LINCOLN
dreams:

EXT STEAM YACHTRIVER DAY
the Good Dream.: LINCOLN, back to camera, leans against the rail in the prow of o
steam-yacht moving swifily elong a river.

INT CABIN DAY
Next morming. LINCOLN, his shirisieeves rolled up, is seated at o desk in his cabin, deep
in thought. There's a blank sheet of paper in front of him. Jt's hot. He’s sweating.

EXT ARIEL/RIVER DAY
The ARIEL makes its way back up the river.

INT CABIN DAY
LINCOLN turns towards the open porthole. He geis up, goes to the porthole and looks
out. He smiles as he sees:

EXT RIVER - DAY
a noked boy swinming alongside the Aviel. It s WILLEE. He doesn 't look ai Lincoln — but
fie’s smiling and happy.

FNT ARIEL DAY

LINCOLN stands af the porthole, smiling. He lurches sideways, regaing his balance, and
goes back to the porthole. His look of diseppoiniment tells us he can no longer see Willie,
The door apens and HAY appears.
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HAY
We're aground.

LINCOLN nods and smiles,

EXT ARIEL DAY

LINCOLN, seen from behind, stands in the prow of the Ariel. The sun beats down
overhead. LINCOLN is wearing only a light sill dressing-gown. He throws it off and
plunges headlong into the river.

EXT RIVER 117:9 4

LINCOLN surfaces and gives a profound sigh of relief. Then he staris to swim away from
the boat, striking out against the gentle current, his body surprisingly elegant and
powerful in the water. The boar seems long way behind him. He continues to swim,
powerful, siill thoughiful, bui somehow ar peace. He's smiling. The camera rises to look
down on LINCOLN moving gracefully through the water — and revealing WILLIE o few
feet away from fim. They swim side by side, neither looking at the other.

EXT ARIEL DAY
HAY waiches LINCOLN swimming in the distance.

CINT ARIEL DAY
LINCOLN, hair siill wet, but dressed and back at the desk in the saloon, has the pen in
his hand, He's staring at the blank sheet of paper. He looks ot the hand holding the pen.
it's shaking slightly. It siops shaking, and he PULs pen to paper and writes
Froclamation’. He continues 10 write. We don 't see what he s writing, only the intease
conceniration and determination in LINCOLNs face.

HICES LINCOLNS OFFICE MIGHT

LINCOLN is writing — and judging by the same deiermined EXPIESSION we assume it s the
same document he began on the Ariel. There's o knock ai the door and HAY puts bis head
round the door.

HAY
Anything you want me to do, sir?

LANCOLN
Tust enjoy vour evening, fohn,
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INT DRESSING ROOM NIGHT

Close-up of a man staring at his reflection in a mirror. His hand comes into view and
smears somethng bluck across his cheek. We pull back to reveal 22 white men, all
‘blacking up .

INT LINCOLN’S OFFICE NIGHTY

LINCOLN writes. The door swings open. TAD appears in his nightshire, LINCOLN is so
engrossed he doesn’t notice, until TAD appears at his side. LINCOLN smiles softly,
reaches an arm around TAD and lifis him onto his lap, TAD immediately snuggles down
and LINCOLN goes on wriling.

INT THEATRE NIGHT

The AUDIENCE smiles and laughs. In the Audience we pick out HAY, with a YOUNG
WOMAN, both smiling and lavughing along with evervone else. Hooley's MINSTRELS are
on stage, singing and dancing. Cut from a mistrel s fuce to:

INT WHITE HOUSE NIGHT
a close-up of JIMMY. He’s sweeping and generally tidying along the corvidor leading io
Lincoln’s Office.

INT LINCOILN'S OFFICE NIGHT

LINCOLN, with TAD now sleeping in a chair next to him, puts down his pen. He's
Jinished. For a moment he looks at the sheets of paper, then evens them up in a neat little
pile. He stands, gathers TAD up, and heads for the door.

INT WHITE HOUSE NIGHT
JIMMY is working in the corridor. LINCOLN, carrying TAD, comes out of his office and
turns the other way — then stops. He turns.

LIMNCOLN
Jimmy.

JIMY turns and sees Lincoln and Tad. He upproaches Lincoln.

JIMMY
(quistly so as not io wake Tad) Y os My President.

LIMCOLN

There’s a brief proclamation on my desk. Which 'l annonnce o the
cabinet in the morning. But it occurs to me it would be more fitting for
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you to be the first to read it. So, as a favour to me Jimmy, go into my
office, sit down, and read what’s on my desk.

LINCOLN turns away and walks on. JIMMY looks mystified.

INT LINCOLN'S OFFICE NIGHT

JIMMY sits at Lincoln’s desk, reading with rapt attention. He's holding the Proclamation
in his hands. His hands start to shake as emotion begins to overwhelm him. He puts the
document back on the desk — and very stowly gets 1o his feet. He leans forward on the
desk with both hands and looks up at the ceiling, eyes gleaming with tears.

INT WHITE HOUSE DAY

LINCOLN strides along « corridor and then up a flight of stairs, holding o few sheets of
paper one hand. From the landing he turns and walls along another corridor. It's a part
of the White House we 've never seen before. It's reminiscent of the Bad Dream,
particularly when he approaches a door, and hesitates before it. He opens the door, goes

through and closes it behind him.

INT OVAL LIBRARY DAY
LINCOLN stands in the oval second-floor library. The entire CABINET is gathered
there, waiting in an wimosphere of curiosity and puzzlement. LINCOLN sits down.

LINCOLN
Gentlemen. This is not a cabinet meeting. Hence this room rather than the
cabinet room. (pause) 1intend to make a Proclamation. But first ¥ want to
read it to you. Then I will listen to your response, if any. But there will be
no debate. I have given this a great deal of thought. And my mind is made
up.

EXY FIELDS DAY
SLAVES at work in cotion fields.

LINCOLN (VD)
I, Abraham Lincoin, President of the United Stajes of America, by virtue
of the power in we vested

EXT FIELDS WAY
SLAVES at work in cornfields. Amongst them are NURSING MO THERS with BABIES
sirapped fo their backs.

LANCOLN (V0O
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as Commander-in-chief of the Army and the Navy of the United States in
time of actual

INE IRON FOUNDRY DAY
SLAVES at work in the heat and molten glow of iron, casting cannons.

LINCOLN (VO)
armed rebellion against authority and govemnment of the United States,
and as a {it and necessary war measure

INT ARMS FACTORY DAY
SLAVES, many of them children, at work making rifles, bullets and shells.

LINCOLN (VO)
for suppressing said rebeltion, do hereby proclaim and declare . . | that it is
my purpose, upon the next meeting of Congress to . .

EXT EARTHWORKS BAY
Hundreds of SLAVES, watched over and instructed by CONFEDERATE SOLDIERS.
build huge defensive works outside a town.

LINCOLN (VO)
recommend that on the first day of Jamuary in the year of our Lord, one
thousand eight hundred and sixty-three,

INT OVAL LIBRARY DAY
LINCOILN reads to the CARINET
LINCOIN
all persons held as slaves . . . shall he then, and thenceforward, forever

free.

Everyone in the room looks stunned, Then mixed ractions begin o show themselves on
the faces of the CABINET. The {ABINET gather their thoughts. First off the mark is
Chase.

CHARE
Sir this is premature. Dangercusly premature. Bmaneipation as a declared
war-ainn is one thing. As a great and glorious prize of victory. But this .. |

this will ereate depredation and massacre across the Confederacy! It
reduces a noble cause to a vicious and contemptible act of spite which
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could seriously damage our cause - and bring international support to the
Confederacy.

LINCOLN stays silent and shows no reaction,

BLAIR
Mr President you have never, unlike Mr Chase, underestimated the
strength of racist feeling in the Norh. With this measure you’re doing
exactly that. Not only could we lose the Border States but we risk a
backlash across the country. And for what? To announce the freedom of
slaves that are beyond your powers to free! For a Proclamation made on
the grounds of military necessity which will make no difference to a single
slave in the Confederacy while having no effect whaisoever on the
Confederacy’s ability to wage war.

LINCOLN shows no reaction, Neither Chase nor Blair has said anything which Lincoln
hasi't alveady considered.

SEWARD
(cautiously) I approve —

STANTON
S0 do T

SEWARD

Eapprove. In principle. But I question the wisdom of its issue at this
juncture. In our current situation it could be seen as the last desperate
measure of an exhavsted government on the road to defeat, {pause) Mr

President. I think you should delay. Until we have a mulitary victory.
SEWARD looks at Lincoln now with powerful empothy.

SEWARD
This 1s too profound a measure for it to be said ‘He only did it . . . because
he was losing the war.”

LINCOLN's expression graduaily chan ges now — from lmperturbable ceriainly fo deey

disappointment and, finaily, io acceptance. This is the one objection he bods s
aniicipeied, And he sees its wisdom unreservedly,

N LINCOLN'S OFFICE BAY
HAY looks up expectontly as the door apens aid LINCOLN enters. He opens ¢ driwer,
drops the Proclamation inio i1, and shuts it

LIMNCOLN
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Ineed a victory John. I can’t have that without a battle. Grant isn’t ready.
And George McClellan is simply disinclined to oblige.

INT WHITE HOUSE NIGHT
LINCOLN walks along a corridor in deep depression. Once again this is reminiscent of
the Bad Dream. He stops outside a door — and listens.

INT WILLIE’S ROOM NIGHT
A séance in progress. MARY is there, MARY KECKLEY at her side, in o group of about
eight SPIRITUALISTS. The MEDIUM is an exotic-looking man with long white hair,

MEDIUM
Yes. .. Yes. ... the presence is growing stronger . . . A boy . . .

There's a look of rapturous expectancy on MARY's face.

INT WHETY HOUSE NIGHT
LINCOLN listens a litile longer — with a look of desperation, despair, and anger. He
walks on.

INT LINCOLIN’S OFFICE NIGHT
LINCOLN and HAY are working in silence. MARY enters — in a sitate of exultation.

MARY
If happened! He came to me! My darling boy came to me!

LINCOLN gives a HAY o look. HAY gets to his feet and leaves. MARY approaches
Lincoln, full of pity for his exclusion from her joy.

MARY
Oh dearest. Join me! And you'll see how thin the veil between ns and our
son really isT T witnessed a miracke tonight!

LINCOLN
(coldly, bitrerly) 'm too busy praying for a miracle of my own.
MARY
What miracle could be greater than being in the presence of your son once

agam? (aecusingly) What could be more important to you?

There's a look of intense emotional pain on LINCOLN's face.
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LINCOLN
{anguish) Nothing! . . . Ohhh . . . Nothing . . . Nothing . . .

He begins 1o weep.

MARY
Oh dearesi. Dearest. Join me. You'll see.

LINCOLN's grief suddenly becomes intense anger. He seizes MARY violently — an
unprecedented act which shocks her to the core — and pulls her towards a window,

LINCOLN
You see that Hght? The one on top of the hill? Do you know what that

place is?

She’s speechless with shock and fear,

LINCOLN
(shouts) Do you know what that place is?
MARY
No...No...
LINCOLN

You do, Mary. You do! It’s an asylum for the insane!

LINCOLN holds her head o the window, virtually shoving her face against i,

LINCOLN
L.ook at it! Think about that place! Because Mary 1f you dont’t stop all this,
if you don’i come back to us — to me and Tad - ’m afraid, very afraid!
that T will put you inside it!

LINCOLN is trembling with rage. MARY is trembling on the edge of collapse. She looks
very frail - she's been eaten away by grief - and more vulnerable ai this moment than
he’s ever seen her, LINCOLN closes his eyes in despoiv and misery. He furns MARY
fowards him and folds his arms around her, For some momenis it looks s if they 've
Jound each other — then suddenly she pushes away from him and rushes to the door,
pousing to give him a look of fear and loathing, before she slams it shut. He sinres af the
door, drained of all emotion except ¢ crushing sense of isolation.

X ROAD BAY

LEFR turns in the saddle to look at his ARMY, ow the march, His expression mingles pity,
pride and admiration. They ve strikingly less well-cquipped than the Unjon iroops. The

weaponryy and uniforms vary in type and quality. Many are ragged. Some men march on
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Jeet that are bave or bound with rags. But the overwhelming impression is of a
disciplined, purposeful, determined foree. Cut io:

INT WAR OFFICE DAY
a close-up of LINCOLN, grim, cold. He's reading a despatch. Behind him STANTON
looks deeply concerned, even scared. SEWARD enters.

SEWARD
What’s happening?

STANTON
Lee has struck north - and crossed into Maryland.

SEWARD is appalled.

SEWART:
Damn McoClellan, Damn hin.

LINCOLN looks up with an intense expression of hope that belies the air of erisis.

LINCOLN
Yes. But Lee has put McClellan where we want him. Because now the
North is being invaded, even McClellan has no choice but to fight.

EXT STEAM YACHT/RIVER DAY
The Good Dream: LINCOLN, back to camera, leans against the rail in the prow of a
steam-yachi moving swifily along a river.

INT LINCOLN’S BEDROOM DRAWN
LINCOLN wakes from the dream. There's a faint look of hope in his eyes.

EXT FIELI DAY
An envelope, unsealed, lies on the grass. We pull back to see o small Union CAVALRY
DETACHMENT puldl up ar ¢ nearby stream to vest and water the horses.

EXT FEELD DAY

Two CAVALRYMEN streich out on the ground, failing 1o notice ihe envelope o few feet
away. One rolls over on his front, streiches — and sees the envelope, He reaches oul,
picks it up and takes our o couple of sheets of paper wrapped round three cigars. His foce
breaks into surprise and delight as he drops ihe paper and holds the cigars to his nose,
inhaling with rapture.
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CAVALRYMAN 1
(holding up his find with a big grin) Peter. You got a light?

EXT FIELD DAY

The two CAVALRYMEN are lying on their backs enjoying the cigars. CAVALRYMAN ]
absentmindedly reaches out, takes hold of the discarded paper and looks at. A gradual
coming Lo altention moves through his entire body. He stops smoking and stares at the
paper in amazement. Suddenly he sits up.

CAVAIRYMAN |
(vells} Capiain!

EXT McCLELLANS HQ DAY

By the look of astonishment on MceCLELLAN s Jace, we know the sheet of paper in kis
hand is the same one discovered in the field. e looks up at the OFFICERS gathered
round him.

McCLELLAN
Well, gentlemen. This is, it really is, a copy of the battle plans for the
Axrmy of North Virginia.

Wonderment slowly becomes excitement.

McCLELLAN
Now. If I can’t whip Bobby Lee with this picce of paper U'l1 be willing to
pack up and po home!

BATTLE OF ANTIETAM — A BLOQDY ST ALEMATE, BUT TACTICALLY A
VICTORY. LEE IS FORCED 70 WITHDRAW FROM MARYLAND,

EXT STAIRCASIE DAY

LINCOLN walks up the stairs, restraining o desive 1o 1ake them two or threc ai a fime. He
walls rapidly olong a corvidor. He's passing Willie's Room, when he notices the door is
apen. He siops and begins to pull the door shut. then pavses and opens it instead. He
sees.

INT WILELIE’S ROOM DAY

MARY is alone in the room, dressed in movrning, standing by o window with hey baek o
the door. LINCOLN enters. He waiches her Jor a moment, hesilating — but then connot
resist sharing his grear news with her.,
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LINCOLN
Mother . . .

MARY turns and looks at him, giving nothing.

MARY
Don’t call me that.

LINCOLN is a litile like a BOY too desperate for contact and approval io back off.

LINCOLN
Mary. We've beaten Lee at Antietam. This time — #is time ~ we beat him!

Still she gives nothing. He waits. Finally, she speaks.

MARY
How many died?

LINCOLN becomes crestfallen — and g little ashamed of his excitement.

LINCOLN
(kindly, beginning to retreat} 'm sorry Mary I should -

MARY
(coldly insistent} How many?

The light begins to drain from LINCOLN's eyes.

LINCOLNM
They say we lost . . . twelve thousand,

She looks at him as if there’s something about him she Jinds déeply puzzling. Then her
expression hardens.

MARY
Twelve thousand?

EANCOLN

Yes,

MARY
And the Confederates - even more presumably.

LINCOLN
(grint umour) Not necessarily. Not with our Generals,
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Silence. He goes to her and genily iakes her Jace in his hands, like something
indescribably fragile.

LINCOLN
Mary I should go. Ineed to —

MARY
Fact is I don’t care how many. Any more than you do.

LINCOLN goes on holding Mary's face, looking into her eyes - which are angry ond
challenging. LINCOLN looks deeply unceriain. He hasn 't been here before and he can't
read the signs.

LINCOLN
I cave, Mary. We both do.

MARY
No.

MARY takes Lincolus® hands from her fuce, lowering them and releasing them as she
turns away to the window.

MARY
This entire country is drowning in blood. But all the pain I feel is for
Willie. No-one else.

LINCOLN
Mary. ['know your nature. Your pain is for all of them. That’s why it's 50
great.
MARY
(sudden intensity) WNo!
MARY iurns on him.
MARY

Youw maybe! My painis all . for my son!
LINCOLN nods sadly, patiently, undersiandingly,

MARY
Lron’t give me that understanding fook! Because you don't. Because
there’s a difference between you and me. {pause) You know what that 157
The real deep-down, honest-io-God difference?
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LINCOLN
No Mother. Tell me.

MARY
No matter how ferrible the loss, you always find some great work to bury
it under. Some great cause. Some great disaster. Some great victory.

LINCOLN gazes at her, struck by the truth of her claim.

MARY
The difference is / never can. There is nothing for me - but to endure!
‘That’s how it is with me. (pause) With us.

A long painful moment. LINCOLN is shocked by Mary’s anger — but move, much more,
by her sense of isolation.

LINCOLN
Have Tdone . . . so little for you? Do you really feel so alone?

Their eyes meet and hold.

MARY
Fi_naliy ... yes. Always.
LINCOLN
Oh Mary . .. Ghh Mary . ..
;S’z'f(afzce.
MARY

Leave me. Please.

MARY [urns away io the window - with finality. LINCOLN stares bleakly ot her back for
a while.

LINCOLM
If vou wish.

MARY
i do.

LINCOLN is deeply wounded. FHe moves io the door and opens if.
MARY

Don’t talk of the war to me again. (pause) Not in this room. And never .
1 the presence of my son!
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LINCOLN stops, alarmed by this last note of incipient madness, and turns, but she still
has her back to him. There’s nothing to be said. He carvies on and closes the door behind
him. '

EXT CORRIDOR DAY

LINCOLN stands outside the door, still, eyes closed, breathing deeply. After a moment or
twa, he opens his eyes, turns and walks purposefilly down the corridor. His focus has
shifted back to the war — and the Proclamation.

EXT TREMONT TEMPLE DAY
several weeks later. A large CROWD, many of them black, is gathered in the bitter cold
outside Tremont Temple in Boston. They re waiting in silent expectation.

IN7Y TREMONT TEMPLE DAY
The hail is packed with AROLITIONISTS, including DOUGLASS, his FAMILY and the
SHAWS. The tension is verging on deep anxiety.

DOUGLASS
(reassuring) If he has taught us anything it is that we can trust his word.
He will sign. Never fear, He will sign.

INT LINCOLN’S OFFICE DAY

In close-up, LINCON’s hand trembles, pen poised Jor signature by the date I January
1863, His other hand comes across to steady the pen hand. The shot opens out to show
LINCOLN in his office, surrounded by HAY, SEWARD, CHASE and other members of the
CABINET plus assorted foreign DIPLOMATS and GRANDEES. The dooy is open
revealing a major New Year's Day reception in the White House beyond. Everyone is
Jormally and festively dressed.

LINCOLN
(holding his hand and grinning) 've been shakin o hands flat out for three
hours,

Lavghter. LINCOLN holds out his hand. It’s stopped shaking. He lowers it 1o the
FProclamation . . . and signs.

o

EXT BOSTON BAY
A MESSENGER runs flat out through the strects of Bosion —~ and through the crowd
outside Tremoni Temple like a runining guarier-back - and on up the steps and inside,



ENF TREMONT TEMPLE DAY
DOUGLASS and TREMONT TEMPLE erupt into joy.

EXT CONTRABAND CAMP DAY

LINCOLN, HAY and TAD ride through the camp on horseback., The CONTRABANDS
(escaped slaves) are lined behind a rope barrier, cheering and waving with joyous
enthusiasm. Occasionally a CONTRABAND ducks under the rope to run up and seize
Lincoln's hand. TAD, dressed in a Union army wniform, beams and salutes.

LINCOLN
(to Hay) My word is out to these people. And T won’t let anyone take it
back.

In the background is the incomplete Capitol Dome.

EXT MEETING HALL NIGHT
DOUGLASS addresses an enlistment meeting. There are banners for the 54"
Massachusetis. (More detail here.)

DOUGLASS
Now for the first iime during this war I am at liberty to call and counsel
you to arms. By every consideration which binds you to your country, by
every aspiration which you cherish for yourselves and for your children 1
urge you fo fly to arms — and smite with death the power that would bury
the goverpment and your liberty in the same hopeless grave.

INT HARVARD YARD DAY
DOUGLASS addresses an enlistment meeting. (More detuil heve, )

DOUGLASS
« . you will stand more erect, walk more assured, feel more al ease, and
be less liable to insult than you ever were before . .. Onee let the black
man get upon his person . . .

INT SMALL TOWN HALL NIGHT
DOUGLASS addresses an enlistment meeting. (More detail here,)
DOUGLASS
... the brass letiers “US’; an eagle on his bution, & musket on his

shoulder, and bullets in his pocket, there is no power on carth which can
deny he has eamed the right of citizenship in the United States!
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EXT SMALL TOWHN 5QUARKE BAY
DOUGLASS addresses an enlistment meeting. (Move detail here.)

DOUGLASS
120 you say you want the same pay that white soldiers get? I believe that
the justice and magnanimity of your country will speedily grant it. Do I
hear you say you want black officers? I have not the siightest doubt that in
the progress of this war we shall see black officers, black colonels, and
generals even!

For the first time we see LEWIS and CHARLES at ¢ recruitment rally. They are both in
Union army uniform.

INTE OFFICER’S MESS NIGHT
McCLELLAN is sipping brandy and smoking o cigar amongst an intimate group of
OFFICERS.

McCLELLAN
['seriously regeret not coming out against the Original Gorilia’s
Proclamation - his infamous call for servile insurrection. Now we face
black recruitment, But the fact is gentleman I have a strong presentiment
the first time a negro regiment goes into battle, it will cut and run. And
thai’l] be the end of the negro bearing arms.

vET FORT WAGNER . DAY

In close-up we see two young black soldiers, Douglass’s sons — LEWIS and CHARLES,
LEWIS is a sergeant. We pull back to see the black 54" Massachusetis regiment on the
march, Then we see thot at their head is o voung white Colonel on horseback, COLONEF,
SHAW, with two other white OFFICERS. The regiment is morch ing along a sandy beach
towards Fort Wagner. It looks formidable. Not far ahead of the regiment, shells are
vegianing to explode. COLONEL SHAW halts the column, dismounts and hands the
reins.io a very young black ORDERLY. The belt of shellfire abead intensifies. LEWIS
furns his head slightly towards his younger brother, CHARLES, and speaks low and
earnesily, while keeping eves front.

LEWIS
How've vou doing?

CHARLES
Mot bad.

CHARLES is frighiened, but steady.
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LEWIS
We're going to be all right.

CBARLES
I know that.

COLONEL SHAW takes out his sword, A white LIEUTENANT COLONEL behind him
does the same,

COLONEL SHAW
Men of the 54" Massachuseits! You’ve made me proud to be your
commanding officer! Now! Let us make Massachusetts proud of us all!

He turns to order the charge. As he does so, we cut to an aerial shot and watch them
stream forth into the death zone of the shellfire — and on to the groundworks of the fort,
suffering heavy casualties all the way. Ne-one ‘cuts and runs’,

EXT FORT WAGNER DAY
The batde is over and lost. A Confederate BURIAL DETAIL loads dead of the 54"
Massachusetls onto wagons. In the background there’s an vecasional shot.

EXT FORT WAGNER DAY
A WORK DETAIL, mude up of Confederate soldiers and 54" Massachusetts PFISORERS
and watched over by armed GUARDS, is digging a deep trench in soft sandy soil,

EXT FORT WAGNER DAY
The BURIAL DETAIL guthers corpses. Now we see, ahead of them, hwo Confederate
EXECUTIONERS are picking oul those casualties still alive, and shooting them.

EXT FORT WAGNER DAY

The WORK DETAIL has finished the irench. The Confederate soldiers who were pare of
the Work Detail hove climbed out leaving only the 547 Mussachusetts prisoners in the
french — some of whom begin fo seramble upwards os Confederate EXECUTTONERS
shooi them,

EXT FORT WAGNER DAY
The BURIAL DETAIL comes geross the body of COLONEL SHAW. One of the BURIAL
DETAIL calls across fo an OFFICER.

BURIAL DETAIL
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What we gonna do with the Colonel?

OFFICER
Put him in the french with his niggers!

COLONEL SHAW is thrown onto the pile of dead in the wagon. He lies on his back, shor
through the heart, but looking otherwise untroubled. Another body comes in to lie parily
on Shaw's. They sirike an attitude of sleeping lovers.

EXT STATE HOUSE DAY

Frederick DOUGLASS and MRS DOUGLASS ARE amongst a predominantly black
CROWD waiting in solemn unity for an OFFICIAL to make an announcement, Next to
the DOUGLASSES is an upper-class late-middle-aged white couple, the SHAWS, the
woman weeping and both dressed in mourning. \

OFFICIAL
As you know, other than the death of Colonel Shaw, the enemy has
refused to give any information regarding our regiment. This is a list of
confirmed survivors. (brief pause) Amelia, Josepht Bowen, Laurence!
Brown, Thomas! Chalmers, Henry!. . .

The OFFICIAL spits out the names, forcing himself through this awful task. As he does
s0, here and there in the CROWD, expressions of unbearable suspense collapse into
sudden despair as the alphabet moves relentlelsly onwards.

QFFICIAL
Colson, Christian! Douglass, Charles! Douglass, Lewis! Emerson, John!

Joy and relief on the faces of Frederieck DOUGLASS and MRS DOTUGLASS They have
already recetved news of their son’s death. The DOUGLASSES and the SHAWS turn to
each other, MRS SHAW smiling through her tears at MRS DOUGLASS - who takes MRS
SHAW's hands in hers and holds them tight.

[IcE e COMMITTER ROOM BAY
DOUGLASS is addressing a mainly white New Eagland RECRUITMENT COMMITTEE.

IMOUGLASE
When I plead for recruits 1 want to do it with all my heart, without
qualification. I cannot do that now. Black prisoners are bein g killed or
faken into slavery. And not even a word of setalistion cornes from M,
Linceln or the War Department. (pause) T can accept my song may be
killed in battle. I cannot accept they may be murdered in cold blood. Nor
can T ask that of any other parent or child.
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DOUGLASS gets 1o his feet and walks out. He's deeply wounded rather than angry. The
look in his eyes is one of betrayal.

INT DINING ROOM DAY
DOUGLASS and ANNA DQUGLASS are eating in silence — because he’s brooding,
uiterly distracied, the same look of betrayal in his eyes.

ANNA DOUGLASS
Go and seec him. Don’t wait for an invitation. He’s a very busy man. Last
thing he’s going o volunteer for is an argument with you! But he won’t
turn you away. GGo and sce him!

INT SEGREGATED RAILWAY CAR DAY
DOUGLASS sits amongst other blacks in a railway carviage.

EXT WHITE HOUSE MAIN ENTRANCE DAY
DOUGLASS strides up the steps to the White House front door. A POLICEMAN sees

Hin.

POLICEMAN
Hey you! Boy! Where do you think vou’re going?

DOUGLASS stops and turns towards the POLICEMAN.

DOUGLASS
P've come to see the President.

POLICEMAN
o you have an invitation?

DOUGLASRS
Mo, But he will see me,

POLICEMAN
(comempiyoushy Like hell he will. Beat it. Nigger.

DOUGLASS turns away and continues walking inio the White House. The POLICEMAN
goes after Douglass, taking out his stick, and grabbing Douglass’s shoulder.

POLICEMAMN
Hey you! You're coming with me!



DOUGLASS turns and suddenly takes hold of the POLICEMAN s stick hand with an ivon
grip,

DOUGILASS
No. You are coming with me/

The POLICEMAN yells with pain as DOUGLASS turns the POLICEMAN's arm,

INT HAY’S OFFICE DAY
HAY is working, A knock at the door.

HAY
Comein. . .

The POLICEMAN is thrust into the room, sprawling onto the floor. DOUGLASS appears.

HAY
Mr Douglass .., !

HAY almost immediately grosps the situation and starts grinning.

HAY
How good to see you again Mr Douglass!

The POLICEMAN looks up from the floor, defeated.

INT LENCOEN'S OFFICE DAY
LINCOIN and DOUGLASS shake hands.

LINCOLN
I'm glad to see you Mr Douglass. I hope you weren’t kept waiting.

DOUGLASES
{allows him the slightest smile) No. I wasn’i.

LINCOLN
Good. Mow tell me what’s on your mind.

LINCOLN sintles and moves away a_few paces, towards ihe window. DOTGELASS stands,
agitated and hesitant for o moment, then comes af it head o,

DOUGLASS

Lo you regard black soldiers in your army as less valuable than white
soldiers?
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LINCOLN turns to face Douglass.

LINCOLN
Adter their valour at Milliken’s Bend? Port Hludson? Fort Wagner? No.
Certainly not.
DOUGLASS

Then why don’t they receive equal pay? And why do you allow them to be
murdered with impunity when captured? There are so many inequalities
but these two will suffice for the moment.

LINCOLN
Then I can offer some seassurance. A substantial increase in pay will be
annownced next week.

DOUGLASSE
(barely missing a beat}) A ‘substantial increase’? To what? Three-quarter
manhood? Seven-eighths equality? (pause) Mr Lincoln, men 1 urged with
all my heart fo enlist, enlisted in the Massachusetts regiments under the
promise from your War Department of equal pay.

LINCOLN
Mr Douglass. I can only ask for your patience. These things are subject to
law and public opinion. Changes in either can only be achieved in the
fullness of time.

DOUGLASS
That’s what you said aboul emancipation! But when vou found the will,
you found the way!

LINCOLN barely reacts, but his expression intensifies just enough io show he’s strucl by
the insight in Douglass’s vemark. He sits down in his desk chair - giving the floor to
Douglass. LINCOLN is intellectually engaged now, in that calm fearless way of Fis.

LINCOLN
That’s true. That is very true. But if I'd made that proclamation just six
monibs earlier neither the country nor the army would have stood for it 1t
would have been lost.

DOUGLASS
You can talk all you wish of political expediency -

LINCOLN
Imperatives, My Douglass. imperatives.
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DOUGLASS
There are no political imperatives! Only moral imperatives. What is right,
and what is wrong. (pause) Mr Lincoln. Surely you’re not going to tell me
that political expediency accounts for your silence when prisoners of war
{from your army are being murdered?

LINCOLN
No.

LINCOLN turns to his desk and picks out a document.

LINCOLN
This is the draft of a Retaliatory Order. Which T will sign as soon as it has
been properly drawn up. fhe reads) ‘the law of nations and the usages and
the customs of war permit no distinction as 1o race in the treatment of
prisoners of war . . . for every soldier of the United States killed in
violation of the laws of war, a rebel soldier will be executed; and for every
one enslaved a rebel soldier will be placed at hard labour.”

LINCOLN drops the document on the desk and looks at Douglass who, though he's had
the wind taken out of his sails, shows only relief and approval,

DOUGLASS
That, sir, is well done. Very well done.

LINCOLMN
You think if’s right?

DOUGLASS pauses, understanding the weight of the guestion. His answer is ¢
considered one.

DOUGLASS
I do.

LINCOLN
I think i’s wrong. Show me the rebel who executed the prisonsr and T will
sign his death warrant. But this (picks up the proclamation as if weighing
it} is indiseriminate retaliation. Once begun where does it end? This is
stepping out on the slope to barbarism.

LINCOLN puts the docwment down.

DOUGLASS
(impatient, challenging} Then why are you going to sign it?

A pause.



LINCOLN
Political expediency.

LINCOLN stares ai DOUGLASS, looking for understanding.

LINCOLN
I believe the recruitment of any black troops at all has been a major
achievement. I believe unequal pay was a necessary concession to smooth
the way. Right or wrong, I can only promise you in time they will receive
equal pay. Paid retrospectively from the day they enlisted. {inay eur too
much on the side of caution, Mr Douglass. I am certainly slow. But once
embarked on a course 1 try hard to keep to it

Brief silence.

DOUGLASS
Daoes that include your course towards colonization?

Brief silence. They both know that was a little below the belt. But LINCOLN's expression
reads ‘Alvight. Fair enough.’

LINCOLN
No. I finally saw the limitations, even . . . the absurdity, of that idea.
(pouse) God knows I am not a perfect man, Mr Douglass!

The two men look into each other’s eyes for a long moment.

LINCOLN
Twill do my best to correct the present injustices suffered by black
soldiers, The Union needs them. Not only because they fight and die as
well as any other but because it’s essential they have a part in the struggle.

DOUGLABS
Fundersiand that. Betier than you.

LINCOLN realises he's being patronising, gives o little smile of ackowledgemeni and
apology.

LINCGLN
Yes. Which is why I need your support, (pauses And your fiendship.

Along silence. Finolly, decisively . .

DOUGLASS
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Pl give you my support, Mr Lincoln. Because I've witnessed your
humanity, your sincerity - and your terrible weariness.

DOUGLASS steps closer to LINCOLN and looks into his eyes. DOUGLASS radiates an
imposing, fierce kindliness.

DOUGLASS
But if we’re to win this war, you must find the strength - and the will - to
fight it with a passion, as a noble cause, as an enterprise of moral
grandewr! (pause) And I will not be your friend . . . until you do.

LINCOLN nods his acceptance of this, DOUGLASS looks at Lincoln Jor a moment or
two, gives him a respectful aod, then turns (o leave, LINCOLN thinks for a moment then
goes (o his desk. He begins a letier,

INT MeCLELLAN'S HEADQUARTERS DAY
An AIDE hands McCLELLAN a letter. McCLELLAN opens it ond reads. He's stunned,
Then with a look of sudden rage he scrunches the letter in one hand,

McCLELLAN
Pramn him! Damn that long-armed baboon!

INT LEE’S HQ DAY
LEE is studying a map with General LONGSTREET as a COURIER enters and hands
him a couple of despaiches. LEE opens one and reads.

LEE
MeClellan’s been replaced. By Burnside.

LONGSTREET
Crood. MeClellan was always capable of developing,

LEE
But T undersiood him, Pete. My fear is if they continue to make these
changes they may find someone | don 7 understand,

LONGEIREET smiles ot his chief, who is reading the second desparch.

LOMNGETRERT
But that zint Bumside, General, ie it?

LEF looks up. Brief pause,

LEE
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No. Burnside is all lion; none of the fox.

LEE turns to the map and studies it for a moment.

LEE
He’s moving towards the Rappahannock. At a good pace,

He nods io himself. He places a finger on the map and looks up at LONGSTREET,

LEE
Fredericksburg. He will iry to cross at Fredericksburg.

EXT BEHIND FREDERICKSBURG  EVENING

LONGSTREET sits astride a horse on o hill looking down at Fredericksburg, a pretty
lown on the banks of the Rappahannock. On the opposite bank of the river the Union
army, 110,000-strong, is ranged. Their engineers are building three pontoon bridges, one
directly af the town, one on its southern fringe and one downriver from the town.
Alongside LONGSTREET are several pieces of artillery and, on foot, artillery Capiain
ALEXANDER, a graceful, artistic-looking man in his mid-twenties. Immediately behind
the well-defined limits of the little town beneath them is g half-mile of open ground, open
until it meels a strong stone wall behind which is a sunken road.

LONGSTREET
General Lee thinks Burnside will attempt surprise by sending his main
force at the town. We will offer only moderate resistance. The town is the
bait, Colonel. That open ground down there is the hook. They must not be
allowed to wriggle offit . . .

ALEXANDER
General, a chicken couldn’t live in that field once we open on it.

EXT PONTOON BRIDGE MNIGHT

A bright moon amidst broken clond above, shifting mist below on the river, where
ENGINEFRRS are working feverishly io build o pontoon bridye. Occasionally there's o
distani shot and the whine of o bullet, fired more in hope than belief und pretiy much
ignoved by the ENGINEERS, Suddenly they pause and fense as the mist clears and the
moon comes oul. mmediately accurate rifle fire comes at them from the lown. One of the
ENGINEERS af the head of the pontoon is killed instantly and falls into the viver
Another is wounded. He's gathered up in the hasty retreat back io the bank, and cover,
where luid oui in a vow are about twenty dead ENGINEERS. The swiviving ENGINFERS
stand around in indescribable tension waiting for the moon to disuppear and the mist 1o
reform around the ponicon.
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EXT BURNSIDE’S COMMAND POST DAWN

General BURNSIDE — a large man with extravagant sidewhiskers (the original
sideburns’) - studies the misty dawn scene through binocculars. The pontoon bridge is
luntalisingly close to the opposite bank.

EXT PONTOON BRIDGE DAWN
ENGINEERS are retreating along it under fire. Dead ENGINEERS litier the bridge.

X BURNSIDE’S COMMAND POST DAWN
BURNSIDE, watching the Engineers’ retreal, is deeply pained. He's a decent, sensitive
man unsulted to command an avmy in battle.

BURNSIDE
Enough. Enough. (i an dide) Convey my sincerest thanks to the Colonel
and tus men. Tell him he may stand down for the moment.

The AIDE goes. BURNSIDE turns to another OFFICER.

BURNSIDE
(grim reluciance) Begin.

EXT RIVERFRONT DAWN

Stillness and peace all along the quaint walerfront buildings of Fredericksburg ~
instantly shattered by a mass of explosions, up io a hundred, as an intense artillery
barrage begins.

INT RIVERFRONT BUILDINGS DAWN
Three Confederate SHARPSHOOTERS in a pleasanily furnished bedroom, two asleep on
the bed, one watching by the window, are blown apart.

SHARPSHOOQTERS are killed instantly in-:

an upstairs office;

o garret bedroom;

a juni-filled lofi space.

SHARPSHOOTERS run through an exploding riverside warehouse.
Two SHARPSHOOVERS scrambie inio a cellar.

X RIVERFRONT FREDERICKSBURG DAY
Quier. The riverfions is a smoking shambles now.
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EXT OPPOSITE FREDERICKSBURG DAY

ENGINEERS rush onto the pontoon bridge, some carrying tools, others pulling pontoons.
They reach the end and set to work putiing the next ponton in place. A shot vings out,
Then another. An ENGINEER is hir,

INT RIVERFRONT RUINS DAY
From behind huge timbers in the wreckage of the warehouse roof two of the three
SHARPSHOOTERS we saw earlier are hard ai work fiving and reloading,

A SHARPSHOOTER lies on his belly, squeezing off a shot, in o rat-hole of o space
amidst o pile of rubble.

From behind a wall of a top-floor room which is now ceilingless and roofless
SHARPSHOOTER 1 fives, puis down his gun, quickly picks up another and fires again.
SHARPSHOOTER 2 is sitting on the floor beside him, badly wounded, reloading for
SHARPSHOOTER I, who keeps up a pitiless rhythm of fire.

EXT OPPOSITE FREDERICKSBURG DAY
The ENGINEERS retreat along the pontoon bridge, carrying wounded and leaving dead
behind,

EXY BURNSIDE'S COMMAND POST DAY
BURNSIDE's expression is beginning to set into dogged resclution, his thinking already
losing all flexibility under the pressure.

BURNSIDE
send in the boats,
EXT OPPOSITE FREDERICKESBURSG DAY

TROOPS rush down the rivey bank towards waiting boats.

EXT BOATS DAY

OARSMEN, all lnrge powerful men, row with every muscle and nerve at full siveich while
between them SOLDIERS crouch and behind them the waterfront buildings erupt once
again with artillery five. Nevertheless the Shorpshooters are still ar worl ~ Carswmen and
Soldiers are being hit ai an increasing rate as the boats surge through water, dviven bya
desperate desive to reach the bank. An OARSMAN foils forward onto his oar, shot in the
buck of the head. Behind him OARSMAN 2 cries owi, his siroke fultering.
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OARSMAN 2
Jimmy! Jimmy!

The dying OARSMAN’s oar sticks up at an angle as if held there, allowing the others to
continue rowing without intervuption. OARSMAN 2 quickly regains his stroke and rows
like a mighty automaton while staring at the blood pulsing gently from the head of the
Jriend dving an arm’s length away from him.

Ahead we can see the first boats hit the other side. SOLDIERS scramble out and crouch
in the shelter of the bankside structures as the OARSMEN stow their oars and snaich up
their weapons. Each boat has a number of casualties lying in it. The artillery barrage
overhead subsides as the SOLDIERS gather to move forward.

EXT PEE'S COMMAND POST DAY
LEFE lowers his Binocoulars.

LEF
Tell Barksdale to withdraw.

EXT FREDERICKSBURG DAY

SHARPSHOOTERS emerge from ruined building and start loping back through the
streels, some dragging or carrying wounded. We see SHARPSHOOTER | emerge from
building alone.

INT ROOKFLESS BUILDING DAY

SHARPHOOTER 2 has been left behind o die. He's stumped in o corner, hugging his
rifle. His breathing is shallow and his eyes are closed. A Union SOLDIER enters the
space, suddenly and aggressively. Fle doesn 't see the Dying Sharpshooter at first and
when he does he takes him for dead. SHARPSHOOTER 7 apens his eyes.

SHARPSHOOTER 2
{as if pleasanily surprised) Hello Yank . ..

Boom! The Union SOLDIER lurches backwards doubled up. MHe chiiches his siomach ond
falls onto his side, screaming, SHARPSHOOTER 7 grimaces ai the noise, as if it were
disturbing his thoughts. He closes his eves agoin and, despite the noise, goes
HACORSCIONS,

XY FREDERICKSBURG DAY
Union SOLDIERS move causiously along the streets, hugging the sides of buildings,
puzzled by the lnck of any serious opposition.
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EXT FREDERICKSBURG DAY
A few hours later. The pontoon bridge is complete and Union troops are pouring inio the
town,

EXT SUNKEN ROAD DAY

CONFEDERATE INFANTRY are taking up position all along the wall flanking the
surken road. As they do so, General George PICKETT, o long-haived dondy and all-
round striking figure of a maw, vides slowly along the road. He smiles at the men ond
doffs his hat with genuine affection and respect for the men. The feeling is evidently
mutneal. There ave salutes, grim smiles and greetings of ‘Marse Georgel’

EXT OPEN GROUND DAY
UNION INFANTRY come pouring out of the streeis onio the open ground, shouting,
cheering, standards flying.

EXT HILLSIDE DAY
ALEXANDER s artillery opens.

KXT OPEN GROUND DAY
The fire, as promised, is accurate and devasiaiing. The UNION INFANTRY falter then
Jall back. As soon as they have reached the shelter of the town the shelling ceases.

EXT : HILLSIDE DAY
ALEXANDER looks down on the open ground, waiting.

EXT LEE’S COMMAND POST DAY

X OPENM GROUND DAY

UNION INVANTRY charge ogain, this ifme in greater numbers and with greaier pace
and determination, The conceniralion of fire on them is terrible bui if lessens as thev go
Jorward, Alexander’s five keeping well beyond the wall and the Confederate Infaniry,
creciing o sense of safely being ahead as much as it is behind, UNION INFANTRY press
on with a desperate will, iowards the wall. ”

EXT SUNKEN ROAD DAY
CONFEDERATE INFANTRY wait behind the wall, tense, guict.
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EXT OPEN GROUND DAY
UNION INFANTRY is within a hundred yards of the wall.

EXT SUNKEN ROAD DAY

OFFICERS all along the road yell orders - ‘Take up your positions!’, 'Wait for the order
to fire! Waitl” - and the CONFEDERATE INFANTRY get to thelr feet, They form in four
ranks.

EXT OPEN GROUND DAY
The UNION INFANTRY is within fifty yards of the wall.

EXT SUNKEN ROAD DAY
The first of the four ranks is now in position, aimed and ready.

OFFICER.
Firel

An explosion roars along the wall like some giant firework.

EXT SUNKEN ROAD/OPEN GROUND DAY

seen fron above: the four ranks of CONFEDERATE INFANTRY rotate with such
efficiency they look from a height like one long, rippling organism, The sound is of one
giganiic machine-gun, also organic in nature, lulling and surging but never falling silent,
The UNION INFANTRY thar has made it through the artillery fire is felled (o a man. The
entive field is litiered with dead and wounded. The guns Jall silent.

EXT LEES COMMAND POST DAY
LEE looks down on the scene with LONGSTREET in silence.

EXT OPEN GROUND DAY
There's only the sound of the wounded and the dying. Then suddeniy o gathering roar of
@ Hoorrranah’ and out from the fown surges anothes charge of UNION INFANTEY,

EXT SUNEKEN ROAD DAY
The CONFEDERATE INFANTRY seem to be foading and firing with Increusing speed,
having found o deadly rhvihim and concentration.



EXTY CONFEDERATE BATTERY DAY
Captain ALEXANDER watches the latest wave of UNION INFANTRY breok ond dissolve
before the wall. He is moved — admiration and disbelief in equal measure.

EXT SUNKEN ROAD DAY
General PICKETT is watching from a vantage point at one end of the road.

PICKETT
Daran . .. Damn . . . They are magnificent . . .

EXT FREDERICKSBURG/OPEN GROUND DAY

Another ‘Herrragaaghh!’ — now more o simple roar of distilled aggression - as another
wave of UNION INFANTRY bursis out of the town and into the band of shellfive that
greets it. No sooner has this attack been repulsed than arother begins, the waves coming
faster now. And as each wave advances:

EXT SUNKEN ROAD BAY

All along the wall CONFEDERATE INFANTRY vise in tribute to their enemy’s courage,
holding their rifles up in salute and cheering — before dropping down to continue the
slaughter.

EXT LEE’S COMMAND POST DAY
LEE watches with LONGSTREET. They are boih deeply moved.

LEE
1£”s well that war 15 50 teryible - or we might grow too fond of it

BXT OPEN GROUND NIGHT

The ground is covered in Union dead, so thickly we know the attacks have, incredibly,
continued alf afferncon. It's bitterly cold. Behind the wall CONFEDERATE INFANTRY
shiver in inadeqguaie clothing and blankets, doing their best {0 sleep, trying not io heor
the cries of the freezing and the dving in ihe field beyond, while theiv sentries waich the
UNION AMBULANCEMEN gather up the wounded in an unearihly light: above this
Golgotha glows and dances o freak display of the Novthern Lights.

EXT FREDERICKSBURG MEGHT
BURNSIDE waiches the last of the wounded broughi ashore. He's a broken man.

BURNSIDE

94



Destroy the bridge,
He looks up at the Northern Lights, dancing overhead in mocking celebration.

BURNSIDE
Maybe God is a Confederate after all.

INT TELEGRAPH OFFICE BAY
LINCOLN is staring at a telegram. STANTON is with him,

LINCOLN
My god. My god. What will the country say?

LINCOLN lowers his head into bis hands. This is o moment of veal despair. STANTON
moves forward and puts o hand on Lincoln’s shoulder. STANTON has tears in his eyes.

INT WILILIE’S ROOM MORNING

MARY is sitting by the window, Jacing into the yoom, still dressed in black. Rut she looks
almost serene. LINCOLN enters, eves still haunied by despair, MARY 's eyes harden a
little when they meet his. He walks across the room to her, slowly goes down on his
knees, puts his head in her lap.— and begins to sob inconsolably. She looks down at him,
with a look of deep disiaste. Then slowly, slowly, somewhere deep inside her, Pity stirs.
She puts out a hand and, very uncertainly, she begins io stroke his head.

FNT PATENT OFFICE HOSPITAL DAY

The Patent Office has been converted to a crammed hospital ward. Wounded soldiers,
not all of them in beds, lie amidst the sirange ranks of specimen cases containing all
manner of inventions. LINCOLN is shows in by an QFFICER. LINCOLN turns at the
threshold and holds ow his hand to someone. The hand draws MARY into the room,
looking very fragile. The place gradually falls silent as the news ravels through the place
that the Lincolns are present. An ARMY SURGEON hurries pasi, oblivious. MARY is
shocked by his blood-soaked apron. Someone nearby starls crying oul in pain, An urgent
voice says, ‘Quit that can't you! The President's here - with bis wife!’

MARY
No! Not

She turns and looks around, appalled. For o moment i) seems ihat MARY, overwhelmed,
’s about to tyn and run, LINCOLN reaches ot to steady her.

MARY
Mol Who ig that?
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MARY moves towards the sound of the wounded man.

MARY
I he needs to cry out he must cry out!

MARY walks round a specimen case and comes face to face with a PATIENT who has
had both hands amputated. He's holding up his missing hands in self-supplication: "Stop!
Stop making that noise!’, his face all misery and shame, his body trembling with the
effort of keeping his jow clamped shut. After a brief moment of shock MARY moves
spontaneously to the man's bedside. She holds out her hands. He stares at her, trembling,
Jor a long moment - then slowly raises his arms. Even more slowly, with infinite
gentleness, she takes his stumps in her hands. There are fears coursing down her jfoce.
Other PATIENTS waich transfixed while the PATIENT s tremors gradually subside.
LINCOLN watches with a deep pride, drawing strength and inspiration from his wife.

BURNSIDE RESIGMS. LINCOLN APPOINTS MEADE IN HIS PLACE.

OGRANT ATTACKS VICKSBURG — CONFEDERATE STRONGHOLD, KEY TO THE
MISSISSIPPL

LEE INVADES THE NORTH AGAIN. MEADE SENT TO INTERCEPT.
MEADE AND LEE BLUNDER INTO EACH OTHER AT GETTYSBURG - JUST
SIXTY-0DD MILES DUE NORTH OF WASHINGTON.

ESTABLISH THAT IF GRANT TAKES VICKSBURG AND MEADE DEFEATS LEE,
THE WAR IS AS GOOD AS WON

TWO DAYS LATER. DAY THREE OF THE BATTLE. LINCOLN IN A STATE OF
HIGH TENSION - EXHAUSTED AFTER TWO DAYS AND NIGHTS VIRTUALLY
NON-STOP IN THE TELEGRAPH OrriCE. HE HAS THE BATTLE POSITIONS
MAPPED GUT IN FRONT OF HIM. HE PONDERS LEE’S NEXT MOVE., THERE IS
ALSC A MAP OF THE VICKSBURG 5ITUATION ON THE WALL. ESTARLISH,

BEXT GEITYSBURG DAY

A big HARE stands up and locks around. [t's early morning on the third day ai
Gettysburg. A genile breeze idles across a wide, sunlit field which vises o ¢ wooded
ridge on each side — Seminary Kidge on the lefi of picture, Cemetery Ridge on the right,
Only iselated birdsong breaks the silence. The hare iakes off, up a gende grassy slope, Tn
the backgroud we can see frees.

SOLDIER (OFF-CAMER A}
Run ol hare! If I was ol hare, Td run oot

Laughter (off-camera).
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XY SEMINARY RIDGE DAY
The laughter comes from Confederate SOLDIERS leaning, lying, sitting in woodland at
ihe foot of Seminary Ridge.

SOLDIER
Yeah! But sure as hell not in thas direction!

More laughter — this time with an edge of ‘Aint that the truth!’

RXT SLOPE BAY
The HARE crests the ridge af the top of the slope - and stops dead, siaring aeross the
Jield towards Cemetery Ridge,

EXT SEMINARY RIDGE DAY

Seen through binocculors as they pan through through the woods: thousands of
CONFEDERATE SOLDIERS everywhere, silently waiting. Suddenly the binocculars shift
Jocus.

EXT SLOPE DAY

The binocculars pick up the hare. I stands up, looking straight into our eyes. Then, as if
alarmed by what it sees, it turns and takes off with a will, racing across the field, held
captive all the way within the binoceulars' civeular frame.

EXT UNION BATTERY/CEMETERY RIDGE DAY
A Union ARTILLERY OFFICER, binocculars raised to his eyes, mouth smiling ar the
sight of the hare, stands on the wooded slopes amidst a battery of cannons. Below him,
banked behind a wall ave hundreds of RIFLEMEN. T ey, too, are at ease, waiting. The
ARTILLERY OFFICER lowers his binocculars and looks across the half-mile expanse of

field towards Sentinary Ridee.

NT QUTSIDE GIBBON’S TENT DAY

Somewhere in the woods on Cemetery Ridge, GENERAL MEADE, GENERAL GIBRBON,
ETC. lounge and smoke cigars after o decent al Jresco lunch. They too, like everyone
else, are listening to the unnatural hush of a world contemplaling apocalypse.

ENT LEES HQ DAY
ROBERT E.LEE, "FETE' LONGSTREET and a group of OFFICERS are staring
infensely at g map on a rable.
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LEE
What would you favour, Pete?

LONGSTREET
Attack the southern flank. Turn them. Fall back towards Washingion.
Which will force them to attack us - on a ground of our choosing. Weaken
them; counter-attack from a position of strength; and destroy them.

LEE
(with intense approval) Yes, Yes!

Bui LEFE pauses, deep in thoughs. He takes o deep breath and exhales.

LEE
{carefully, thoughtfully) But for two days now the men have fought
magnificently. They would see a flanking manoeuvre as retreat.
Demoralising good men when their blood is up is deeply unwise. They're
in the mood to fight. And win. Here. Today.

Brief silence. All eyes on Lee.

LEE
The enemy is here — and I will strike him. And strike him where we shall
Jinish him — in the cenire!

LEE jabs a finger onio the map: the section marked Cemetery Ridge. LONGSTREET is
deeply troubled. LEE looks at him.

LEE
I see doubt in your eyes.

LONGSTREET
General . . . Ibelieve there never was in any army twelve thousand men
who could make that attack snccessfully.

LEE stares al the map with flerce concentration. A brief silence. LEE's eyes light up with
conviction. He looks up at Longsireet.

LEE
Fete. Thelieve when their blood is up our boys can do anyeing!

LONGSTREET winces slightly — it's the shock of seeing something he's never seen

before: Lee allowing his passion o rule his veason, Lee plaving by ¢ whole new ser of
rriles.
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EXT UNION BATTERY/CEMETERY RIDGE DAY
The ARTILLERY OFFICER has his binocculars trained on Seminary Ridge.

BXT CONFEDERATE BATTERY/SEMINARY RIDGE DAY
Seen through binocculars: Captain ALEXANDER the young Confederate artillery

- commander looking straight back. The binocculars move on, panning siowly across the
Confederate guns — 140 of them.

EXT UNION BATTERY/CEMETERY RIDGE DAY
A raw YOUNG GUNNER waiches the Officer and turns to his SERGEANT.

YOUNG GUNNER
sergeani can he see their guns?

SERGEANT
Oh yeah.

YOUNG GUNNER
Why we not firing on them?

SERGEANT
Battle aint started yet.

The SERGEANT iakes pity on the YOUNG GUNNER s mystification.

SERGEANT
We got the high ground son. They’re coming to us. And we ain’t using
ammunition til they do - cos when they do, we gonna need all we got.

EXT SEMINARY RIDGE DAY
James LONGSTREET rides through the woods, barely able 10 look af the SOLDIERS as
he passes by.

XY CONFEDERATE BATTERY/SEMINARY RIDGH DAY
MESSENGER arrives with message telling ALEXANDER when io OpEn up.
ALEXANDER returns message stressing limited ammumition and expressing doubt that
barrage will be totally effective in reducing the Union firepower (o the point where an
advance can be made with any certainty of success.

X DUTSIDE GIBBON'S TENT BAY
Lunch scene continnes,
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EXT FIELD DAY
Reprise of opening shot of Gettysburg sequence: peaceful valley.

EXT SEMINARY RIDGE BAY
General LONGSTREET continues his ride through the woods. He stops by George
Picketr. Fe's on horseback, too.

LOMGSTREET
Hello George.

PICKETT
Good afternoon, General.

LONGSTREET
I suggest you tell your men to find what cover they can, Our guns are
prepaning to open.

PICKETT
Should we be ready to advance when they stop?

LONGSTREET looks his old friend and comrade in the eye for a long momeni.
LONGSTREET s eyes are an ocean of regret. Pickeii understands.

PICKETT
We’ll be ready, Pete.

PICKETT turns his horse and canters away, leaving LONGSTREET looking after him,
with deep respect and sadness.

BXT QUTSIDE GIBBON'S TENT DAY
A single booming report in the disionce. There's o brief silence as the GENERALS rense,
listening hard.

SIBRBON
Signal gun?
BXT CONFEDERATE ARTILLERY DAY

ALEXANDER s batieries open up — creating the biggest single mon-muade noise in
American hisiory,



EXT OQUTSIDE GIBBON’S TENT DAY
GIBBON hears the whine of shells -

GIRRON
Yes!!

closely followed by the sound of the guns, and then the shells exploding. GIBBON is first
on his feet, and running for his horse.

BXT UNION BATTERY/CEMETERY RIDGE DAY
Uniow ARTILLERYMEN scramble into position and start returning fire.

EXT FIF LD DAY
A wide shot of the valley shows both vidges ablaze with artillery fire and exploding shells.

EXT SEMINARY RIDGE DAY
Shells begin to fall amongst Confederate SOLDIERS waiting in the woods. Colonel
ARMISTEAD walks calmly along the front rank of his Soldiers.

ARMISTEAD
Find shelter where you can, men! We may be here for some time!

INT TELEGRAPH OFFICE DAY
LINCOLN waits for news with STANTON. The telegraph machine starts clicking. The
message gives the tirae of the commencement of fire. Or clock on the wall?

EXT SEMINARY RIDGE DAY

Colonel ARMISTEAD fearlessly walks his lines telling his men to ‘Lie down! Lie down!
Take any shelter you can find!” A soldier who wants to stand to see what’s happening
remains standing. Armistead barks “Lie down!” ‘But Sir, you aint doing it!” “Yes but
never mind me. We want men with guas in their hands. Now get down!’

EINCOLN AND STANTON IN TELEGRAPH OFFICE DISCUSSING WHERE
CONE EDERATE ATTACK WILL COME. CLOCK ON WALL SHOWS 50 MINLUTES
HAL PASSED
CONIFEDERATE OFFICER ORDERS CEASE FIRE

WIDE SHOT OF FIELD AS CONFEDBRATE GUNS FALL BILENT, SHORTLY
FOLLOWED BY UNION GUNS
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LONG DEEP SILENCE
PICKETT RIDES TO LONGSTREET AND ASKS WHETHER TO ADVANCE

PICKETT
General, shall 1 advance?

LONGSTREET stares at his old friend and comrade — and cannot bring himself to speak
the order.

PICKETT
Creneral. Do 1 have the order (6 advance?

LONGSTREET can barely even nod ‘ves'. Instead he lowers his eves, sags forward in the
saddle und lowers his head. 4 moment.

PICKETT
sir, 1 shall lead my division forward.

PICKETT turns his horse and canters away.
PICKETT PULLS UP IN FRONT OF HIS TROOPS.
PICKETT
Up, men! To your posts! (pause, then roars) And remember! You are from

old Virginia!

ALL THROUGH THE WOQODS CONFEDERATE TROOPS GET TO THRIR FRET
AND START FALLING [N

COLONEL ARMISTEAD ADDRESSES HIS MEN.
ARMISTEAD
Remember what you are fighting for! Remember vour homes! Remember
your wives, your mothers and your sisters! And yvour sweethearts! |
UNION GENERAL GIRBON WATCHES
UNION ARTILLERY OFFICER WATCHES
ABMISTEAD TAKES OUT HIS SWORD, TAKES OFF HIS HAT AND PLACES 1T

OMTHE END OF THE SWORD, HOLDING 1T ALOFT. ‘FOLLOW THIS HAT ALL
THE WAY TO THOSE GUNS OVER YONDER! (AND INIYEED THEY WILL)
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EXT CEMETERY RIDGE DAY
The ARTILLERY OFFICER, binocculars to his eyes, recoils slightly, lowers his glasses,
briefly screws his eyes inio a squint, then waiches in amazement as:

EXT FIELD DAY

A line of intense light bursts into being along the edge of the field. At first it's a filament
which slowly broadens, then suddenly shatters into thousands of tiny diamonds. It s the
sun reflecting on 12,000 polished Confederate bayonets.

vXT CEMETERY RIDGE BAY
The Union ARTILLERY OFFICER siaves. The expression in his eyes is a blend of fear
and pity.

ARTILLERY OFFICER
My God . ..

EXTE FIELD DAY

In long shor, the TROOPS continue fo emerge onto the field. From this distance they 're
merely a new colour and presence — which grows in some perfect but entirely natural
process — an immaculate tide nearly a mile long, moving forward with siow, perfect
monenium.

General PICKETT is out front on his horse. Behind him ARMISTEAD walls af the head
aof his troops, his hat on his sword.

All along the line, SERGEANTS in ihe front rank glance left and right, occasionaily
calling out "On me! On mel” (o keep the line straight.

Drums roll and gorgeous flags flutter in the breeze.
EXT CONFEDERATE BATTERY/SEMINARY RIDGE DAY
ALEXANDER takes o small sheaf of notes from o SERGEANT and leafs quickly through
thew - with increasing alorm. He turns and looks dowsn ar the AD VANCING SOLDIERS.
He turns back to the Sergeant.

ALBXANDER

Find General Longstreet, Tell him T st speak with him - urpently,

EXT CEMETERY RIDGE BAY
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General GIBBON sits astride his horse, watching rank afier rank of Confederates roll up
over the ridge and on into the field. Disbelief flickers momeniarily across his calm eyes.
Then he nods slightly, having to tell himself 'Yes. They really ave going to do this.’
GIBBON turns his horse and walks it along the RIFLEMEN banked up behind the wall.

GIBBON
They’re coming, boys . . . They’re coming . . . We're going io have to be
steady . .. Very stcady . . .

EXT CEMETERY RIDGE DAY
The Confederate artillery SERGEANT s eyes are glowing with awed admiraiion.
SERGEANT
Take a long look at this, boy. You aint never gonna see anything like this
again.
BEXT CONFEDERATE BATTERY/SEMINARY RIDGE DAY

ALEXANDER is waiching the advance below him in a state of anxiety. LONGSTREET
rides up.

LONGSTREET
Colonel.

ALEXANDER
General T do not have enough ammunition left to support this charge
properly.

LONGSTREET

Then as Artillery Officer you have the authority to delay the charge - until
maote is brought up!

ALEXANDER
General - there is no more o bring up.

LONGETREET sags hopelessly.

Piekett’s Charge blown apart in one of the most ouistending examples of gallaniry and
slaughter in military bistory. Union riflemen chant “Fredericksburg! Fredericksburg
Fredericksburg!” as they cut down the advancing Confederates.

ARMISTEAD 15 one of a tiny handful who penetrate Urndon lines. Placing 2 hand on
cannon and turning to encourage the remmnants of his troops, he is shot.
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Confederate spirit is broken and they fall back in a retreat which is almost as deadly as
the advance.

Pickett stares in disbelief at the remnanats of his troops. He says “Where? Ol where is
my division?” He weeps. ‘Oh my boys. My brave brave bays . . .’

Lee rides along retreating line of roops, overcome with remorse and pity, saying over
and over ‘It is all my fault. It is all my fault”
EXT MEADE’S COMMAND POST DAY

MEADE watches the Confederate retreat. He looks profoundly sad. GIBBON arrives.

GIBBON
General! Shall we prepare to counter-attack?

A silence. Other OFFICERS, as well as GIBBON look af Meade.

MEADE
No.

GIBBON
(incredulity) Sir?

MEADE

(quietly but emphatically) No.

GIRBON
Sir we can finish them - if we counter-atiaclk now.

MEADE turns and looks GIBBON in the eye.

MEADE
General Gibbon. (pawse) The men have done enough today.

(Note: Bruce Cation males the point that one principal reason for so many fuilures io
connter-atiock — itself o major reason for the extent of the Civil Wy — was that the
generals in these major hatiles were witnessing and directing, Jor the first rime isn modern
hisiory, slaughter on a stupefving scale.)

INE TELEGRAPH OFRICE RARLY EVENING
The wall-clock says six-thiviy. LINCOLN is reading o telegraph despatch. STANTON con
hardly restrain himself from jumping up and down with delight.

STANTON
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Congratulations Mr President! Meade was an inspired choice! Inspired!
LINCOLN is staring at the telegraph despaich. He smiles happily but thoughtfully.

LINCOLN
Yes. It’s a magnificent victory. Magnificent. (pause) But there’s been no
counter-attack. (pause) Send Meade a direct order: he must pursue at the
earliest possible moment. He must capture or destroy what remains of
Lee's army — before he escapes across the river.

STANTOMN
=i, don’t think Meade needs that order.
[INCOLN
send it all the same.
EXT GETTYSBURG LATE EVENING

it's getting dark. MEADE and some senior QFFICERS, including General GIBEBON,
ride slowly through shatiered formations, assessing the situation. A COURIER rides up
and presenis a message to MEADE. He takes it and opens it. He raises his eyebrows and
sighs with exaggerated paiience.

MEADE
A somewhat redundant order from the President, gentlemen, instructing
pursuit and capture of the enemy.

MEADE corelessly stuffs it inlo a pocket.

GIBBON
Shall 1 give the necessary orders General?

MEADE
Mo, There’s no urgency. The Potomac is in flood. Our cavalry have
already destroved Lee’s pontoons. Pursuit before we are fully ready makes
us vulnerable to counter-attack. Lee will be there for the taking for some
days vyei.

N TELEGRAPE OFFICE ErAWIN
LINCOLN watches a message come off the ielegraph machine. STANTON iakes it and
rends. Fle is overjoyed.
STANTON
Yicksburg has surrendered! We have the Mississippit The West is ours/
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LINCOLN jumps to his feet and stands there, eves dght shui with happiness and relief.
He gives a long, deep sigh. Then he opens them and stares intently at the wall-map of the
Gettysburg region — and the Potomac.

LINCOLN
Now! Now we can finish this!!

EXT POTOMALC DAWN

LEE is sitiing on his horse Traveller in drenching ruin on a bank of the swollen River
Potomac. He waiches anxiously as the last elements of his army hurry across a fragile
pontoon bridge, improvised from miscellaneous timber. LEFE looks up, On the brow of o
hill on the opposite bank, UNION CAVALRY appear. LEE looks down, ENGINEERS are
at the river's edge, smashing the holding poinis of the bridge. The bridge yaws away
Jrom the bank and quickly starts to disintegraie in the powerful current. The Union
CAVALRY COMMANDER waiches, grim-faced.

T LINCOLN’S OFFICE DAY

HAY comes in and stops, shocked, by what he sees. LINCOLN is sitting ar his desk,
weeping. LINCOLN looks up at Hay in despair. He holds out a hand and opens if, palm
upwards.

LINCOLN
Meade held the war in the hollow of his hand. And would noi close jt!

INT LINCOLIN’S OFFICE DAY

LINCOLN shows GENERAL MEADE into his office. The clawmarks of stress,
superhuman workrate and lack of sleep have been tnereasingly evident on Lincoln'’s fuce
Jor some time now — but never more so than af this moment. MEADE s body-language is
defensively erect and even arrogant.

LINCOLN
General, I wanted (0 add something to my pibiic statements of admiration
and deeply-felt gratitude for your historic victory.

MEADE, smelling something other than more congratulations, makes no response.
LINCOLN
General Meade. We lost twenty-three thousand men in that stroggle.

Twenty-three thousand, What was their achievement?

MEADE
To drive the invader from our soil. For ever,
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LINCOLN looks at MEADE for a moment with unspeakable weariness. Then he turns (o
a map of America.

LINCOLN
So Lee and his army are nowhere to be found on this map? (pause) When
will the officers of Army of the Potomac understand? The whole country
1s ‘our soll’! (pause, trving but failing to cool downj General those men
died so that men could be free, and this great country made whole agam!

LINCOLN's expression safiens - before the weariness and frustration gei the better of
him once again.

LINCOLM
Why did you pursue Lee’s army with such lack of purpose? Why did you
< not aitack before he could cross the Potomac?

MEADE
sir. Taking into account all proper caution against counter-attack, 1
pursued General Lee’s army with vigour!

Suddenly LINCOLN flares into anger. But this is the anger of o man too exhausted for
rage. LINCOLN subsides into coldness — something we have never witnessed in him
before.

LINCOLN
“Vigour’?! You know what your pursuit of the Army of Northern Virginia
reminded me of?

MEADE
Mo,

LINCOLM
An old woman trying 1o shoo her geese across the creek!

MEADE is shocked. Ouiraged.

MEADE
with fire} Birt L object] ¥You have no —
7 4

CINCOLN
(freezing intensity} Yes, Generall You object! And yes - 1 have no right io
address you, or anyone else, in this way. (pawuses, subsiding inio infinite
weariness and sadness) But 1 am so deeply, deeply sick of the waste of so
many men's lives . . .



MEADE is stilled by the sincerity and depth of Lincoln s pain. The anguish. 4 long
silence.

LINCOLN
Iask your forgiveness.

MEADE gives a little nod. LINCOLN s compaosure rapidly reforms.

LINCOLN
Lremember General McClellan claimed a great victory after Antietam.
Because Pennsylvania and Maryland were ‘safe’? {(pause) Nowhere is
“safe’ ~ until we destroy Lee’s army!

EXT MOUNTAINS PAY

In long shot we see the ARMY OF NORTH VIRGININA on the march through verdant
mountains. We can hear them singing. In closer, we see LEE riding slowly along the
column as if he's trying to make eye-contact with every single one. Many are in bare feet,
they ‘ve hungry, skinny, but their morale is amazingly high, they re singing. The
SOLDIERS respond to Lee in various ways, some with Just a smile, some with a cheer of
greeting and exclamations of ‘Gen’rall’ or ‘Fine day Marse Roberi! Fine day!” There's
an intimacy abowt this, And there’s an intepsity, too — it’s the passionaie semi-mystical
devotion the great general can inspire in his soldiers.

LINCOLN DECIDES HE MUST GO TO GETTYSRBURG TO CONSECRATE THE
CEMETERY. HE LEAVES TAD ILL WITH A RAGING FEVER AND MARY
FRANTIC. LINCOLN DEEPLY WORRIED AND GUILTY. LATE THE NIGHT
BEFORE THE ADDRESS, AT HIS GETTYSBURG LODGING, LINCOLN
RECEIVES WIRE FROM MARY SAYING TAD MUCH BETTER. NGW HE TURNS
TO PUTTING THE FINISHING TOUCHES TO THE ADDRESS HE WILL DELIVER
NEXT DAY,

BEXT STEAM YACHT/RIVER DAY
The Good Dream: LINCOLN, back ro camera, leans againsi the vail in the prow of o
steam-yacht moving swiftly along a river.

EXY CETTYEBURG BATTLEFIELD/CEMETERY DAY
A big HARE moves cantiously ihrough the grass and pauses by o carriage wheel fying on
its side. The picture widens to show a broken gun-carriage. Then the camera moves on
over the familiar londmarks of the batilefield, everywhere scattered with the remnants of
battle, many already parely overgrown, and inio o graveyard, moving low and c¢lose over
thousands of fresh graves. It rises - over g targe and sombre CROWD i arvive af its
centre and o small platform bearing DIGNITARIES, SEWARD and HAY are there, ioo.
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LINCOLN is on his feet about io speak. He holds a small piece of paper in his hand ~
which he only glances at from time fo time — as if he had abandoned the speech in his
hand and decided to speak spontaneously and directly from the heart.

LINCOLN
Four score and seven years ago our fathers brought forth on this continent
a new nation, conceived in Liberty, and dedicated to the proposition that
all men are created equal. Now we are engaged in a great ¢ivil war, testing
whether that nation, or any nation so conceived and so dedicated, can fong
endure. We are met on a great battlefield of that war. We have come to
dedicate a portion of that field, as a final resting place for those who here
gave their lives that that nation might live. It is altogether fitting and
proper that we should do this. But, in a larger sense, we can not dedicate —
we can not hallow — this ground. The brave men, living and dead, who
struggled bere, have consecrated it, far above our poor power to add or
detract. The world will little note, nor long remember what we say here,
but it can never forget what they did here. Tt is for us the living, rather, to
be dedicated to the unfinished work which they who fought here have thus
far so nobly advanced. It is rather for us to be here dedicated to the great
task remaining before us — that from these honoured dead we take
increased devotion to that cause for which they gave the last full measure
of devetion — that we here highly vesolve that these dead shall not have
died in vain — that this nation, under God, shall have a new birth of
freedom — and that government of the people, by the people, for the
people, shall not perish from the earth.

EXT STREET DAY

Tt's cold. DOUGLASS, in overcoot, scarf and gloves, buys a newspaper at o stond which
displays an advert ‘President Speaks Ar Geltysburg’. He starts reading the fronl page as
he walks, Cut to

EXT BUSY STEFS DAY
DOUGLASS, stands on o busy sione stairease, literally iransfixed by what he’s veading.
Hurrving people flow around this vocklike presence on all sides.

LAINCOLN (VO
* ., Tt is rather for us to be here dedicated to the great fask remaining
betore ug - that from these

DOUGLASS s inner voice picks it up.

DOUGLASS (VO)
.. from these honored dead we take ncreased devotion to that cause for
which they gave the last full measure of devotion - that we here highly

i
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resolve that these dead should not have died in vain — that this nation,
under God, shall have a new birth of freedom . . .’

As the last five words ring owt, joy and profound admiration burst through DOUGLASS s
rapt expression.

DOUGLASS
(low and passionate) Now Mr Lincoln, Now I can be your friend!

He reads on, finishes, folds the newspaper and walks on down the sigps radiont with a
Joyous eertainty.

INT WILLARDS HOTEL DAY

In the lobby, GRANT stands before a DESK CLERK — who Jails to recognise the non-
descript, unkempt individual in front of him. (GRANTs been travelling hard Jor days and
his worn old uniform is even dirtier than normal. J

CLERK
I'm afraid all rooms are taken, sir.

GRANT
You have nothing at all?

CLERK
Nothing. I'm sorry, sir.

GRANT
Look son. This is 4 large building and I'm 2 small man - with no great
taste for hxury. Couldn’t you find me a corner somewhers just for one
night?

ENT GARRET ROOM DAY
GRANT can barely siand in @ tiny, bare attic room with o very small bed and o postage-
stamp of ¢ window.

T WILLARDS HOTEL DAY
The DESK CLERK tidies behind the counter then furns to close the registrations book,
e stops, staring in disbelief — ai the lost name and signature on the page: US Grant.

CLERK
My god . .. My god! US Granel/
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INT GARRET ROOM DAY
GRANT is lying on the bed smoking a cigar. He hasn't bothered to open the window.
Smoke already thickens the air of the tiny room. There’s a nervous knock at the door.

GRANT
Come 1!

A smartly-dressed man in a state of embarrassed agitation enters. We guess he’s the
HOTEL MANAGER.

MANAGER
Mr Grant . .. 5irt . .. I'mean General! General In Chief -

GRANT
Mot “til tomeorrow. “Til then just General will do.

MAMNAGER
General Grant, my desk clerk has made a quite ridiculous blunder. We
have an entire suite available for your immediate use.

GRANT
That won’t be necessary.
MANAGER
But. .. why, General? Because you are in some way offended . . . ?
GRANT

No! Because your desk clerk doesn’t strike me as the blundering kind.
And T suspeet that suite will belong by rights to someone else. Which
suspicion will make me less comfortable on that bed than on this.

GRANT sertles back on the bed and smokes.

INE WHITE HOUSE NIGHT
Guests arvive ol the White House for the weekly formal reception.

BN GARRET ROOKM NIGHT
GRANT takes out lis pocket waich, geis off the bed, feels in his pocket and sakes out o
key, He puis il to the lock on the trunk. It doesn’t fit. B's the wrong key.

GRANT
Praamn!
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INT WHITE HOUSE NIGHT
The White House is filling up with GUESTS at o Jormal reception. LINCOLN and MARY
are already surrounded by elegantly dressed GUESTS vying for their attention.

INT GARRET ROOM NIGHT

GRANT is sitting on the edge of the bed, smoking and contemplating the lock on the
trunk. Then he sighs, shrugs philosophically, geis to his feet, picks up his uniform jocket,
knocks some dust out of it and puts it on. He does the same with his coat, makes o feeble
attempt to smooth himself, then opens the door.

INE WHITE HOUSE NIGHT

Through the glittering throng at the White House moves a seruffy, slightly stooped
individual — who is either ignored or merely glanced at with a mixture of curiosity and
disapproval. GRANT sees the tall figure of LINCOLN, his back to him, some distance
away.

An impeccably dress-uniformed MILITARY ATTACHE talking to LINCOLN stops talking
with a look of surprise. He's just recognised Grant,

GRANT, head down, is continuing his modest progress across the room

GRANT
Pm sorry . . . Bxcuse me . . .

when

LINCOLN {(OFF-CAMERA)
Welll Here . . . is General Grani!

GRANT looks up 1o see LINCOLN beaming at him from several yards away. Suddeniy the
LLEGANT CROWD around GRANT focuses in on him with ¢ mivture of disbelief and
exciternent. GRANT glances shily about him.

GRANT
Hvening . . .

I KAST ROOM MIGHT

GRANT is standing on a sofa, mobbed by people, bending and stretcliing io shake hands
in ali divections. LINCOLN and MARY watch from a distance. MARY is cold and distan
LINCOLN attempis a pleasantry.

LINCOLN
I think we all expected General Ulysses S Grant to be about ten feet tal]
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MARY
Instead of which he’s rather ordinary. Like most butchers.

MARY moves away.

INT LINCOLN’S OFFICE NIGHT
LINCOLN and GRANT come in out of the reception and seitle into chairs. LINCOLN
eyes the modest-looking man in front of him.

GRANT nods ~ grimly. 4 moment of deep sadness shared by both men.

LINCOLN
All T ever wanted was a general-in-chicef with the ability o make decisions
and act. You are that man. I will not interfere with you in any way. I will
simply do my best to make surc everything vou ask of my government you
shall be given.

GRANT
Thank-you, sir.

Awwinkde in GRANT's eye sparks off a moment of warm intimacy between them, when
each senses what's in the other’s mind.

GRANT
How about ancther 250,000 men?

LINCOLN
(with a smile) Impossible. (pause) However while you’re here 1 do have ..

LINCOLN unvolls a map of the Virginia campaign.

LINCOLN
... Asuggesion.

ORANT smiles. GRANT knows Lincoln will alwoys have his say ~ and i1 be worth
listening 1o, LINCOLN knows Grant won't be pushed inio anvihing unless he's in tofal
agreement, 1175 clear these two will be o formidable team,

BATTLE OF THE WILDERNESS, THE MOST HELLISH OF ALL THE CIVIL. WAR
BATTLES. FOUGHT AMONGST THE BONES OF THE DEAD FROM THE
PREVIGUS YEARS FIGHTING. WOUNDED MEN BURNED ALIVE WHEN THE
UNDERGROWTH CATCHES FIRE. EVEN ‘BUTCHER’ GRANT CRACKS,
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WEEPING UNCONTROLLABLY AT THE HORRORS OF THE FIRST DAY’S
FIGHTING.

GRANT AND LEE BECOME LOCKED IN A TITANIC, UNENDING-SEEMING
STRUGGLE, FIGHTING A SEQUENCE OF BATTLES WITH ENORMOUS LOSSES
CULMINATING IN THE SIEGE AT PETERSBURG.

LINCOLN VISITS GRANT AT THE FRONT. THEY REVIEW THE SITUATION.
BOTH AGREE TO RESIST RISING CLAMOUR FOR NEGOTIATED PEACE. THEY
BOTH BELIEVE THIS WOULD LEAD TO THE ABANDONMENT OF THE
EMANCIPATION AND A BETRAYAL OF ALL THOSE WHO HAVE ALREADY
DIED. THEY DETERMINE TO FIGHT ON FOR AN QUTRIGHT VICTORY.

LINCOLN
General I think we both know the spirit of resistance in the Sonth just
won’t be beaten. It has to be crushed. Finally and quickly. What do you
need?

GRANT
Two hundred thousand men.

LINCOLN DECIDES TO TAKE AN ENORMOUS RISK. AND DRAFT 300,000 MEN

LINCOLN
Now I know how exactly Macbeth felt.
‘Tam in blood
Stepp’d in so far that, should I wade no more,
Ketorning were as tedious as go o’er.’

DBRAFT RIOTS IN THE NORTH. STANTON ORDERS GRANT TO SEND A
SUBSTANTIAL NUMBER OF HIS BESIEGING ARMY AT PETERSBURG NORTH
TO ENFORCE ORDER. GRANT PROTESTS SAYING HE COULD LOSE HIS GRIP
ON PETERSBURG. LINCOLN SEES GRANTS DESPATCH AND INTERVENES
SHOWING NERVES OF 8TEEL, WIRING GRANT:

"Thave seen your despatch expressing your unwillingness io break your
hold where vou are, Neither am §Wiéln’w Hold on with a bulldog grip, ang
chew and choke as much as possible.”

GRANT RECEIVES LINCOLN'S TELEGRAM AND LAUGHS DELIGHTEDRLY.

GRANT
That man has more nerve than ali his advisers put together!”
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INF LINCOLNS OFFICE TAY
LICOLN is working at his desk. HAY shows in a DELEGATION of eight men. They look
a little sheepish. LINCOLN knows why they have come — and he's very unhappy about it.

LINCOLN
(coldiy} State your case gentlemen.

CHIEY DELEGATE
Mz President we felt you should know from us, the representatives of your
home state of Illinois, the depth of unpopularity and outright opposition
being created by the draft, It is deeply felt that Hlinois, from the heginning
your staunchest ally, has already given more than its fair share of men. We
respectfully ask that linois be granted an exemption.

LINCOLN stares of the DELEGATION in stony silence.

SECOND DELEGATE
It is becoming inpossible, sir. There have been several riots. The situation
is dangerously unstable. We ourselves, every one of us, are subject to
public abuse on a daily basis. '

LINCOLN
Abuse, On a daily basis . . .

LINCOLN suddenly gets to his feet, takes a box from a shelf —

LINCOLM
Abuse?

and throws the contents — dozens of letiers — onio the floor. A shocked silence.

LINCOLN
Agsassination threats, gentlemen! For the month of June!

LINCOLN towers over them, becoming incandescent with a scovnful rage.

EINCOLN
I remember when we stoed on the brink of this catastrophe - and I was
praying for, working day and night for, and beseeching! moderation — no-
one demanded war with greater clamour and righteousness than you
gentlemen! (cold furv) 8o now [say io you ... go back to Hlineis! And
raise your guotal!
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MeCLELLAN EMERGES AS DEMOCRATIC CANDIDATE IN COMING
PRESIDENTIAL ELECTION!

BOMBSHELL: SEWARD TELLS LINCOLN THERE ARE MOVES TO OFFER THE
REPUBLICAN PARTY NOMINATION TO GRANT. LINCOLN IS STUNNED BY
THIS BETRAYAL -~ BUT IN A TYPICALLY LINCOLN MOMENT, HE RECOVERS
AND 5AYS:

LINCOLN
Well I suppose { feel like the paticnt whose just been told he's got a fatal
disease. And he says “Well Doc, this is very unwelcome news, But there’s
one consolation. 1f' T got to die of a disease, that’s the one 1’d choose.”

REPUBLICAN DELEGATION SECRETLY VISITS GRANT AT THE FRONT TO
PERSUADE GRANT TO ACCEPT THE REPUBLICAN NOMINATION, SAYING
‘LINCOLN CANNOT WIN. TOO UNPOPULAR. YOU ARE THE ONLY MAN WHO
CAN BEAT GEORGE McCLELLAN.” GRANT TURNS THEM DOWN IN NO
UNCERTAIN TERMS. 8AYS THEY ARE NOT WORTHY OF LINCOLN.

INT WHITE HOUSE/RECEPTION ROOM DAY
DOUGLASS wails, standing, looking out of the window.

LINCOLN (OFF-CAMERA)
How good it 1s to ses you again, My, Douglass.

DOUGLASS turns 1o see LINCOLN smiling at him. They meet in the middle of the room
and shake hands.

LINCOLN
Thank-you for coming,

DOUGLASS
‘Thank-you for inviting me.

o PANCOLNS OFFICE DAY
DOUGLASS is setiling into a chair. There’s a brief silence.

LINCOLM
1 helieve ' going to be beaten, MrDouglass, and beaten badly,

DOUGLASS

Lrod forbid. But vou kaow you have my unequivocal support. Ts there
anything more | can do?
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LINCOLN
There is. (pause) McClellan will make peace. And on terms which will
leave slavery intact. (pause) Before that happens, 1 want to give as many
slaves as possible the opportunity to escape North. (pause} I want to set
up, as a matter of thegreratest urgency, an underground railroad system
that can bring people out from the furthest recesses of the South.

For ¢ moment DOUGLASS staves ai LINCOLN.

DOUGLASS
You, Mr President, are a true original. You never cease {0 surprise.
(clicking into gear) But bringing them out is step two, T believe slaves in
those places know nothing of the emancipation. Step one is to send in
agents to spread the word.

LINCOLN
Yes, Yes of course. Will you to recruit those agents. Will you work with
me on this?

DOUGLASS smiles at Lincoln — a smile which says "Well I once doubted your motives
for the emancipation. But never again.’

DOUGLASS
Most certainly, Mr President.

KXT CARRIAGE EVENING

MARY and MARY KECKLEY are riding in an open carriage. They are virtually
immersed in, and the carriage is literally full to overflowing with, fruit and flowers. The
flowers look wonderfil in the colour-rich evening lLight.

INT HOSPITAL NIGEHT
MARY is sitting by a bed writing « letier dictated by a young dying soldier.

DYING SOLDIER
And Ma vou must believe me that 1. .. feel no pain but only . . pride in

the cause . . . and . . . deep affection . . . for all of you at home. (exhausted,
fo Mary) 12ocs that say epough?

MARY
That says everything,

A few beds away, MARY KECKLEY approaches o double ampuiee with a basket of fruir.

MARY KECELEY
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Would you care for some fruit?

WOUNDED SOLDIER 1
Yes. But not from you.

MARY KECKLEY
Why not from me?

WOUNDED SCLDIER 1
Because your kind are the cause of all this.

MARY KECKLEY
(gently) No. We are not. And you know we are not.

She looks into the angry, bitter eves of the WOUNDED SOLDIER for a long moment, He
looks away. She sits on his bed.

MARY KECKLEY
You know I am not.

She can see tears of misery filling the man’s still-averted eyes. She places her hand close
o his.

MARY KECKLEY
Take my hand,

A long moment as the tears flow more freely. Then, still without turning his head, he
slowly moves his hand, feeling for hers. It touches, hesitates, then takes her hand He's
sobbing now. Suddenly he turns towards her and they take each other in their arms. She
strokes his head as he sobs like o child,

EXT CONTRABAND CAMP DAY

LINCOLN and MARY, sitting some distance apart, are being serenaded. The singing is
wonderful - joyous and profound — a negro spiritual about deliverance. LINCOLN looks
across af his siill-distant and cold wife. MARY looks back at him, moved by the singing.

" There s the faintest spavk of vevival in her eyes.

N7 WHITE HOUSE DAY
MARY is on the way owl with MARY KECKLEY (ore assumes 1o visit o hospital).

LIMCOLN (GOV)
Maryl
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MARY turns to see LINCOLN walking towards her, a stightly sheepish smile on his fuce.
He hesitates. There's a touch of the firsi-date about what follows.

MARY
Yes? What 1s 187
EINCOLN
Would you like to take a carriage ride this afternoon?
MARY
Who with?
LINCOLN

(an apologeric smile) Me. (pause) Just the two of us.

MARY smiles warily,

MARY
Yes,
LINCOLN
Four o’clock?
MARY
Four o’clock.
LINCOLNM

Good!
LINCOLN turns and strides away. MARY waiches him for a moment.

MARY
(to Mary Keckley) Well . .

MARY and MARY KECKLEY continue on their way out. MARY gives Mory Keclley o
knowing look,

MARY
Something will come up,
EXT OPEN CARRBIAGE DAY

LINCOLN and MARY are in the carriage, rolling along at an easy pace, looking out on
oposite sides af golden afternoon light on Spring folinge. LINCOLN turns towards Mary.
MARY turns towards him. Theiy eyes meet and hold, LINCOLN puts his arm round
MARY.
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LINCOLN _
I don’t want to lose this clection. Because too much pain and sacrifice will
be lost with it. But . . . I sure would be happy to go home, Mary.

She smiles in agreement — and moves in close 1o him.
EXT WHITE HOUSE DAY

The carriage pulls up at the back of the White House. The DRIVER siarts to get down in
order to open the door and hand the Lincolns down.

LINCOLN

That’s alright, Charles. We can manage for ourselves.
DRIVER

You sare, siy?
LINCOLN

i sure.
LINCOLN gets out, folds down a step and holds out his hand for Mary.

LINCOLN
Mirs Lincoln.

MARY descends.

MARY
Mr Lincoln.

They turn towars the house, then stop and wait. TAD is ruaning across the lawns towards
them, pursued by o frisking young DOG. TAD leaps into LINCOLN s arms. LINCOIN
swings him around twice then deposits TAD in MARY’s arms. She s surprised and taken
aback. Her eyes meet LINCOLN's — and she folds TAD in her arms. TAD hugs her
tightly. LINCOLN watches them for a momeni, smiles, then bends to pet the DOG,

VICTORY AT ATLANTA . NORTHERN VICTORY NOW LOGKS CERTAIN.
BLECTORAL MOOD CHAMNGES,

HLECTION DAY, ARMY VOTES BN MASSE FOR LINCOLN NOT McCLELLAMN.

EXT WASHINGTONAINAUGURAL PODIURM DAY
The day of Lincoln’s second inauguration. It’s been wet and windy for days. The rouds
are deep in mud. As the Presidential pariy moves onfo the platform gnd LINCOLN
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appears, the crowd defies the gloom with a great display of flag-waving and with cheer
on cheer. As LINCOLN steps forward to speak, holding a small piece of paper in his
hand, a profound, even reverential, silence falls on the huge crowd. Suddenly o shaft of
sunlight breaks through the clouds, striking LINCOLN, bathing him in an extracrdinary
radiance.

INT WHITE HOUSE DAY

The post-inaugural reception. MARY is radiant. LINCOLN is happy and relieved but also
deeply tived. HAY stands in attendance. A White House STAFF MEMBER comes up to
him and talks quietly to him. LINCOLN looks concerned, even annoyed.

LINCOLN
Of course he’s to be admitted! (turns o HAY) John if you wouldn’t mind.
Find Mz Douglass. Tell him

EXT WITITE HOUSE DAY

DOUGLASS is standing to one side of the entrance stairway, maintaining his dignity (this
is not the occasion for a fracas) alongside two POLICEMEN — one young and the other
middle-aged. The OLDER POLICEMAN eyes Douglass somewhai offensively. But we get
the idea the YOUNGER POLICEMAN is uneasy about the situation.

OLDER POLICEMAN
(o Younger Policeman) Relax. No negro has ever been a guest at & White
House reception. (looking at Douglass) Maybe that’s why they call it the
White House.

FAY grrives.

HAY
(offering his hand) Mr Douglass,

DOUGLASS
(shoking hands) Hello again.

HAY
(Toudly, making a poini} 'The President apologises for your delay and says
he'd take it as a compliment if you’d join him right away.

The OLDER POLICEMAN is confounded, the YOUNGER POLICEMAN angry with his
cotleague.

POLICEMAN
Sir. Dapolopise.
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DOUGLASS looks ai him for a moment, uncompromisingly ~ then smiles and pats him on
the shoulder.

BOUGLASS
Don’t worry, son. Afier all, he's right. I’m the first.

DOUGLASS walks proudly inio the White House.

INT WHITE HOUSE DAY
DOUGEASS accompanies HAY across the room, turning heads as he goes. LINCOLN
sees him coming.

LINCOLN
Ah here’s my friend Mr Douglass!

LINCOLN holds out his hand, siniling warmily. They shake hands.

DOUGIASS
Mr President.

DOUGLASS, watched by everyone around him and revelling in the moment with
imperious confidence, takes MARY’s hand and brings it lightly to his lips.

DOUGLASS
Mrs Lincoln.

MARY
(siniling vivaciously) Mr Douglass.

LINCOLN puis a hand on Douglass s shoulder and leans iowards him.
J 4

LINCOLN
Now tell sne. What did you think of my speech?

DOUGLASS smiles, Jlattered 1o be asked, yer somehow reluciant (o answer. {f zeems he
doesn 't wani io embarrass Lincoln with his disapproval - particularly as all around hin
are waiting for his onswer.

DOUGLARS
Siron this great occasion my opinion is scargely of imporiance.

LINCOLN looks at Douglass for ¢ moment,

LINCOLN
Mr Douglass. There is no man in the country whose opinion T value more,



DOUGLASS knows Lincoln is utierly sincere. A long silence between these two
extraordinary men at the centre of the crowd, of America in fact — o silence which
resonates with mutual recognition and respect.

DOUGLASS
Mr Lincoln. That speech . ., was a sacred effort.

LINCOLN gives o smile of deep appreciation. Both men are moved, knowing this is one
of the most profound moments of their lives.

EXT WASHINGTON DAY

Amisty dawn in the copitol. Suddenly we hear the roar of artiflery. TRADESMEN,
CLERKS, DELIVERY BOYS — anyone early o work — stops what they 're doing and looks
up in alarm.

Cut to rank upon rank of ARTILLERY firing in sequence.

Cut back to the faces we have just seen — the TRADESMEN, CLERKS, DELIVERY BOYS,
ETC. Alarm is changing to realisation — and joy. With cries to everyvone and no-one in
particular - 'Lee’s surrendered . . . t’s over! . .. They 've surrendered!’ - these early
people start to run in various directions to spread the news - as the five-hundred gun
salute roars on and on.

EXT WHITE HOUSE NIGHT

A large jubilant crowd gathering outside the White House calls for LINCOLN. ‘Abel
Abel Abe!' ‘Come on out Mr Lincoln!” Come and talk to us, Abe!’ ‘Abe! Abel Abe!l Abel’
In the background, every major building in Washington, including the Capitol, is it up in
celebrarion. Here and there fireworks go up into the night sky. A band forms up ai the
Jroni of the crowd s the shouis for Lincoln continue. Then onio a second floor
balustrade steps LINCOLN with MARY on one arm and the other avound TAD. A great
cheer goes up.

IHTE LINCOLNS BEDROOM NIGHT
Four nights later. LINCOLN is sleeping peacefully, He stirs slightly. We close on his face
and go inio; : .

EXE STEAM YACIHIT/RIVER AY

The Good Dream: LINCOLN, buck (o camera, leans against the rail in the prow of a
steam-yachi moving swifily along a viver. The boat passes a small BOY swimming naked.
The BOY seems not o notice Lincoln or the boar. LINCOLN turas and watches the
swimming BOY as he recedes into ihe distance.
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MARY’S BEDROOM NIGHT

MARY is sleeping peacefully.

INT

TAD'S BEDROOM NIGH'T

TAD is asleep. Curled up on the bed is the preity voung DOG.

INE

WHITE HOUSE MORNING

LINCOLN strides down the corridor, with a spring in his step and looking younger by the
day. He knocks briefly on Hay's Office door before opening if.

INT

HAY’S OFFICE MORNING

HAY is sitting ar his desk gelting in gear with « cup of coffee. LINCOLN doesn’t enter
properly, just leans into the room.

LINCOLN
Ihad the boat dream again last night. You know what that means.
HAY
{smiling indulgently) Next day’s an important day.
LINCOLN
A good day.
HAY

Well . . . today is Good Friday,

LINCOLN
Yos! So it i,

LINCOLN grins happily, turns on his heels and goes.
£ Fa 2 &

EXT

WIHTTEHOUSE DAY

LINCOLN is addressing o § argely black AUDIENCE gathered ouiside the White House,

LINCOLN
... and there is 1o doubt in my mind thet e/ educated men who have
fought for their country deserve the i ght o vote for who governs their
couniry ...
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The following words are drowned out by shouts of affirmation from black members of the
AUDIENCE. The camera picks out John WILKES-BOOTH — a strilingly handsome,
somewhat dendified, man in his early thivties. He turns to Lewis PAINE, a powerful
grim-faced man of similar age.

WILKES-BOOTH
That’s it. He means to do it. He means to have nigger citizenship.

EXT CLOSED CARRIAGE/WASHINGTON NIGHT
The DRIVER drives Lincoln's closed carriage through Washington at o reloxed pace.

INT CLOSED CARRIAGE NIGHT
LINCOLN and MARY — dressed in formal evenig wear - hold hands in silence.
LINCOLN
You know. There’s been so much sadness. I think it’s time we were happy

again.

MARY looks up at him. Her smile fills with hope. He kisses her very tenderly on the lips.

INT BOX/FORD’S THEATRE NIGHT
In the Presidential box MARY leans close to LINCOLN, putting her head on his shoulder.
LINCOLN iakes takes hey hand and arimn in his. She smiles up ot him.

MARY
(quietly) What will they think of us?

By ‘they’ Mary means in particular MAJOR and MRS RATHBONE who sit o Jew feei
away, on another sofo.

LINCOLN
Whatever they want to think.

FNE THEATRE CORRIDOR NIGHT
We can hear ihe loughier of a theatre audience. A large POLICEMAN sits along from o

door bearing the sign "Presidential Box’. By the door stands o DOCGRMAN. The
POLICEMAN grimaces and gets io his feet holding his stomach, gesturing ic the
DOCBMAN I got to go again’. The DOORMAN nods sympaihetically and the
POLICEMAN goes. John WILKES BOOTH comes striding conjidently down the
corridor. He's dressed in elegant riding clothes and wedaring spurs. He approaches the
door of the Presidential Box and presents o card, After inspecting the card briefly, with
an expression of "I know who you are, you're that actor fella’, the DOORMAN opens the
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door and BOOTH goes through it. The DOORMAN closes the door. We heur a burst of
laughter from the audience — and a small explosion.

EXT PETERSON HOUSE DAWN
7.30 the next morning, A large, silent, exhausted CROWD is gathered outside a house
across from the theatre.

INE PETERSON HOUSE DAWN
The death-bed scene. (more details here)

STANTON
Now he befongs to the ages.

EXT PETERSOGN HOUSKE DAWN

The CROWD stands in stunned silence, staring at a DOCTOR — who has just delivered
the news. There is not a sound. Then the CROWD gives a profound groan — as if its
lifebreath had just been squeezed out of it. For a few moments the CROWD waits for
someihing, anything, more from the Docior. The DOCTOR looks out at the crowd with
tears in his eyes. He lowers his head and turns away.

TN LINCOLN’S BEDROOM DAY
MARY is curled up on Lincoln’s bed, all his clothes heaped around her, her face buried
in his dressing gown, sobbing incessantly. MARY KECKLEY sits with her.

EXT WHITE HOUSE ROOF DAY
TAD 15 alone on the roof. He looks around at the ‘fort' Willie and his Jather made for
him.

INT LINCOLN'S OFFICE DAY
Jolm HAY is standing alone in the room, crushed by an incredible, unbearable absence.
He's quire still. Then o thought sirikes through the numbress,

EXT WHITE HOUSE ROOF DAY

TAD iy standing af the edge of the roof. Suddenly John HAY emerges onio the raof. TAD
ttrns and looks af him, HAY returns Bis look, calm, still Jull of compassion. HAY walks
slowly across the roof 1o Tad, TAD waits. HAY puis his arms rownd him, holds him - and
fooks out over Washingion.
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T WHITEHOUSE NIGHT

The Bad Dream: LINCOLN is wandering along endless corridors, searching for the
source of a mysterious noise: men and women sobbing with grief He passes a number of
doors then stops in front of one. The sobbing is coming from the other side. He takes hold
of the handle and slowly begins to open the door. This time the door opens to reveal:

ENT EAST ROOM DAY

the East Room. Six hundred mourners cram the room where LINCOLN lies in his open
coffin, head on a white pillow, the irace of a smile on his lips, the coffin itself atop &
catafalque covered in flowers. At the foot of the coffin stands TAD and his older brother
ROBERT, in Union Army uniform. At the head stands GRANT, sobbing unashamedly as
the coffin Is sealed. Mary isn’t there. Overhead is o chandelier swathed in black crepe.

INT MARY’S BEDROOM DAY
The curtains are drawn. MARY, once more dressed in black, lies on her bed in the gloom,
holding onto MARY KECKLEY s hand, prostrate with grief.

EXT PENNSYLVANIA AVENUE DAY

We're looking down at Pennsylvania Avenue and Lincoln’s enormous funeral procession,
led by a detachment of BLACK TROOPS. Behind the funeral car walks a RIDERLESS
HORSE, Lincoln’s boots in the stirrups. Then follow thousands of OFFICIAL
MOURNERS, TROOPS and WOUNDED SOLDIERS, then four thousand BLACK
CIVILIANS.

INE CAPITOL ROTUNDA DAY

Fwelve military PALLBEARERS lower the coffin onto its catafalque for the fying in state.
Paintings and statues are droped, obscured, in black — except for the siatue of George
Washington, which wears a simple black sash.

XY GRAVEYARD BAY
Two STONEMASONS ease a sione panel out of its ploce on a vaul:,

EXTY GRAVEYARD DAY
Willie's caffin is removed from his vauli and carvied to a waiting hearse.

EXT WASHINGTON DAY
The hearse passes along a street busy with joyless people, nearly all dressed in
MOUFRInNg.



EXT WASHINGTON STATION DAY

The horse-drawn hearse enters the station and approaches the nine-car Presidential
Juneral train. The hearse pulls up alongside. The car containing Lincoln’s coffin is
opened. Someone raises the drapes on one side of the catafulque, exposing the space
underneath. Willie's coffin is taken out of the hearse and placed beneath Lincoln’s. The
drapes are lowered into posirion once again. The station is a seq of grief.

EXT WASHINGTON STATION DAY
The Presidential funeral train pulls out.

A MONTAGE SEQUENCE:

1o the accompaniment of a stow, sombre version of ‘When Johnny Comes Marching
Home’: the Presidential’ funeral train very slowly passes mourners gathered in cities,
villages, or just alongside the track in the middie of rowhere, farmhands kneeling in
Jields, the glass-sided car containing Lincoln and Willie lit up as it passes through the
night.

The DOUGLASS FAMILY, deeply affected, are gathered, with the SIiA WS, at the head
of a black SOLDIERS delegation from the 54" Massachusetts, as the train pulls inio a
starion.

At WESTFIELD STATION, the crowd stands aside before ihe steps into the funeral car,
to aliow a lovely young woman of sixteen, GRACE BEDELL, holding the hand of her
‘cunning " little SISTER, now five years old, to enter the car in pride of place,

A black FAMILY — four generations - sits in silence in a horse-draws cart, waiching for
the train to appear in the disiance.

SCHOOL-CHILDREN scaiter flowers down Jrom a bridge as the train passes slo wiy
beneath, Finally:

EXT SPRINGFIELD STATION DAY

The music continues, played by o band on the platform as the trai pulls inio Springfield
s vaining. As the irain comes to o hair amongsi the crowd of mourners, the sun bursts
through the clouds and bathes the scene in a special glow: golden yellow light on wer
surfoces.

FLASHBACE Tih



EXY WASHINGTON/INAUGURAL POBIUM DAY
the same golden yellow light bathes LINCOLN in an extraordinary radiance as he begins
his Second Inougural speech.

LINCOLN
On the occasion corresponding to this four years ago, all thoughts were
directed to an impending civil-war. . . . Both parties deprecated war; but
one of them would make war rather than let the nation survive; and the
other would accept war rather than let it perish. And the war came. . . .

EXT RUINS OF RICHMOND DAY
LINCOLN and his COMPANIONS ride siowly into the deserted ruins of Richmond.
LINCOLN is appalled by the exteni of the devastation.

LINCOLN (V0}
Meither party expected for the war, the magnitude, or the duration, which
it has already aftained. . . . Each looked for an casier trivrnph, and a result
less fundamental and astounding. . . .

From the shadows emerge EX-SLAVES — slowly, fearfully, barely able to believe that this
unmistakable figure is actually Abraham Lincoln. While the vest of his party stay
mounted, LINCOLN dismounts and leads his horse amongst the silent EX-SLAVES,
reaching oul to fouch their extended hands.

EXT McCLEAN HOUSE DAY
LEE, very sombre but splendidly dignified in full dress uniform, comes out onio the porch
of a small wood-built house.

PINCOLN (VO) _
Both read the same Bible, and pray to the same God; and each invokes his
atd against the other. . . .

As LEE walks down the few steps to mount his horse, the scrufly figure of GRANT
emerges onto the porch, followed by a number of other UNION OFFICERS. LEE mounis
Traveller then turns to Grani and raises his hat. GRANT raises his in return. We pull bak
o show the house is survounded by a host of Union CFFICERS and SOLGIERS, many
deeply moved, all of whom are laking off their hais.

EXT ROAD FROM MeCLEAN HOUSHE DAY
LEE rides slowly along « road lined with CONFEDERATE TROOPSE, boys and old men

these are not beaien men. Thelr prowd body-language and expressions of bitter
disappoiniment leave no doubt they would fight on and fight fiercely.
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LINCOLN (V)
The prayers of both could not be answered; that of neither has been
answered fully.

LEE cannot bear fo look any of them in the eye, as they begin to move forward, many
sobbing now, to stroke Traveller or touch LEE’s boots.

LINCOLN (VO)
Fondly do we hope — fervently do we pray

EXT WASHINGTON/INAUGURAL PODIUM DAY
We've back in the Second Inaugural and the speech.

LINCOELN
-~ that this mighty scourge of war may speedily pass away,

LINCOLN pauses before delivering the final paragraph of his speech.

LINCOLN
With malice toward none; with charity for all; with firmness in the right,
as God gives us to see the right, let us strive on to finish the work we are
in; to bind up the nation’s wounds; to care for him who shall have borne
the battle, and for his widow, and his orphan - to do all which may
achieve and cherish a just, and a lasting peace, among ourselves, and with
all nations.

A brief silence. As we pull away, applause — not of celebration but of passionate approval
— volis like an ocean beneath us, and we see for the first time the newly-compleied
Capitol dome, gleaming whire against black clouds, as it grows into the frame to tower
majestically over the multitude of Americans, and over Lincoln, the small brilliant figure
ot their heart.

N
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