THE LADI ES OF THE SACRED SOUTH

FADE | N:

EXT. RAPI DAN RI VER. SOUTH BANK. DUSK. THE PAST.

A pastoral |andscape of idle river, nuddy banks, and tall
still trees.

NARRATOR [JACK] (V.Q)
This is a story about the Past. Not
t he past of history books. O of
peopl e's nmenories. Not the
reconstructed, restored or romantic
past. No! It is a story about the
actual past.

A smal |l contingent of Confederate CAVALRY patrolling the
bank of the river. A light rainis falling. There is no
particul ar urgency evident.

NARRATOR [ JACK] (V.O.) (CONT' D)
The funny thing about the actual
past is that no one alive can ever
know it. No one. Not ever. Except
you.

It is very quiet and still.
The Patrol is |l ed by CAPTAIN ROGER SWAI N
ANGLE. ON CAPTAI N SWAI N

NARRATOR [ JACK] (V.O ) (CONT' D
This -- is Captain Roger Swain.

A young man whose face and posture show the scars and
weariness of war. Not a handsonme man, he sports a goatee
and noust ache.

The stillness is broken by a nmuffled thud in the distance.
ANGLE. ON THE PATROL.

A shell explodes in the air over the River. Captain Swain's
horse rears up and the Captain is thrown into the R ver

Fl ashes of flame | eap fromthe dark woods on the opposite
Bank. The Patrol has been anbushed.



2.

The Captain, firing his pistol, rallies his Men, and after
an intense but brief exchange of fire, it is still and silent
agai n.

ANGLE. ON THE RI VER

The snoke fromthe skirm sh dissipates. There have been no
casual ti es.

DI SSCLVE TQO

EXT. A SMALL SOUTHERN TOMN. DOANNTOMN. MORNI NG

As the mst clears, we are |ooking down upon a brick Min
Street with angl ed parking serving several Flea Markets and
Antique Stores in the surviving ol der buildings.

NARRATOR [JACK] (V.Q)
Now, that is what is known as a
"di ssol ve" because it takes us from
the past to the present. Let's just
call it "Today", and, | mght add, a
day on the cusp of spring.

ANGLE. ON A CAFE

The busy "Boll Wevil Cafe" w ndow di spl ays the "Breakfast
Special"™ as a "2 + 2 + 2".

Parked in front of the Cafe is a Pick-Up Truck.
ANGLE. ON THE TRUCK

A QUARTET OF MEN stand around the opened hood. The engine
turns over but doesn't start. Four big white coffee Migs
sit on top the cab. In the bed of the Truck are bags of
fertilizer and a nud-splattered off-road vehicle.

EXT. DOMNTOM. COURTHOUSE SQUARE. MORNI NG

The Town Square, a block of ancient |ive oaks surrounding a
Court house of red brick. Many benches supporting A d Geezers.

NARRATOR [ JACK] (V.Q)
Legend has it that the town grew up
around t hese gentl enen. And when the
| ast one dies, so will the town.



EXT. JEFF DAVI S BLVD. MORNI NG

An historic neighborhood lined with over-reaching |Iive oaks.

EXT. ANOTHER RESI DENTI AL STREET. MORNI NG

A nei ghbor hood of old and shabby houses with the occasi onal
nodern ranch-style brick hone.

Two such houses face each ot her.

NARRATOR [ JACK] (V.Q.)
Now, you gotta see this.

On the awmn of one of the houses a m ddl e-aged BLACK MAN is
pai nting his white Lawn Jockey black and in the other, a
m ddl e-aged WHI TE MAN is painting his black Lawn Jockey white.

NARRATOR [ JACK] (V.O) (CONT' D)
| believe this is what they call the
"new sout h".

EXT. HENRY CLAY STREET. S| DEWALK. MORNI NG

We see in CLOSE-UP two sets of feet treading the cracked and
uneven sidewal k. The shoes are those of A d Ladies, one set
advancing with the help of a netal -ti pped cane.

NARRATOR [ JACK] (V.Q)
Now, | don't want you to get the
idea that this story is about ne.
Though | do have a part to play.
This is a story about the Past and
those who love it. It is about Five
A d Ladi es.

The feet stop.
ANGLE. ON PERI W NKLE AND WYSTERI A.

The feet are those of ROSABELLE PERI W NKLE, tiny and frail
yet vigorous and in her 80's, and OLIVIA WSTERI A, sonewhat
younger and in |lavender. Both Ladies carry casseroles.

They are contenplating a Redbud tree in the wild and overgrown
yard of a decayi ng wood-frane house.

NARRATOR [ JACK] (V.O.) (CONT' D)
These are two of the Five A d | adi es.
( MORE)



NARRATOR [ JACK] (V.Q ) (CONT' D)
Yes. Those are casseroles. And

that means one of two things in the

South: they're either on their way

to a neeting or a funeral.

ROSABELLE PERI W NKLE
Vell! Palmer Motley's Redbud is
bl oom ng. Can spring be far behind?

After contenplating the tree they resune their walk.

QLI VI A WSTERI A
M ss Periwi nkle, | have seen this
tree bloomng at Christmas. And
there Pal ner Mdtley would be, planting
hi s preci ous tonatoes.

EXT. MOTLEY' S FRONT PORCH. MORNI NG

The door opens. A figure stands behind the screen-door. It
is PALMER MOTLEY, a wild-looking man in a ragged and dirty
dark suit with a green vest whose brass buttons gl eam

He steps onto the porch. He is holding a flat of tomato
plants. He whips out a gleamng trowel. A curious smle
conmes over his face.

ROSABELLE PERI W NKLE (O S.)
Pal mer Mbtley has faith in that tree,
M ss Wsteria, and when it correctly
heral ds Spring, he is rewarded with
the first and nost splendid tomatoes
of the season

Pal ner Mbtl ey heads with determ nation down the street.
| medi ately after, a tall, gangly youth of 12, PALMER MOTLEY

JR appears fromthe darkness of the house, skateboard in
hand. He surveys and dashes off.

EXT. ROBERT E. LEE LANE. MORNI NG

We are now foll ow ng PERI WNKLE and WYSTERI A down Robert E
Lee Lane, an amal gam of concrete and asphalt, anply-ditched.



ANGLE. ON THE STREET.

A beat-up faded red pick-up truck approaches. Singing "The
Sound of Music" in a falsetto is JACK, an ex-Californian
actor in his 20's.

NARRATOR [ JACK] (V.Q)
You' ve probably been wonderi ng,
"Where's the body to go with this
magni fi cent voice?" There | ani

JACK
Top ‘o the day to ya, Ladies!

He resunes his song.
ANGLE. ON PERI W NKLE AND WYSTERI A.

oLl VI A WSTERI A
Jack is in good voice this norning.

ANGLE. ON THE STREET.

We follow the progress of Jack's truck until it corners onto
anot her street leaving us with a view of a baseball field.

EXT. BASEBALL FI ELD. BACKSTOP. MORN NG

PALMER MOTLEY busily digs into the earth at the base of the
chain-1ink Backstop. Hs intensity is such that this is not
mere gardening: it is a M ssion.

NARRATOR [ JACK] (V.0O)
Now i f this was the A d Country Pal nmer
Motl ey would be the Village Idiot.
But, being fromCalifornia, | fill

that role.
(uni ntentional | y)
And quite well, I mght add... Pal ner

Motley is runored to be in |ine of
succession for the coveted

sout heastern corner bench in
Cour t house Squar e.

EXT. MAGNOLI A WAY. MORNI NG

PERI W NKLE and WYSTERI A have paused at a peeling white picket
fence through whi ch huge azal eas have grown.

Periwinkle is drawn to a | one branch with bl ossons.



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

Periwi nkl e renoves a ribbon fromher hat and ties it onto
t he branch.

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

As they step to the gate, PALMER MOTLEY, JR cl ackety-cl acks
by on his skateboard.

Periw nkl e and Wsteria quickly step in and shut the Gate.

EXT. MAGNOLI A GROVE PLANTATI ON. FRONT YARD. MORNI NG

It is as though PERI WNKLE and WYSTERI A have stepped into a
different world. A different Tine.

The azal eas cl ose behind them Lowering |inbs of ancient
oaks are everywhere, jungle-like.

But through the linbs a House is glinpsed in tantalizing
flashes. Its white Colums nost evident.

DI SSCLVE TO

EXT. WOODS. N GHT. THE PAST.

ANGLE. ON A CAMPFI RE

A snol dering fire struggles against the continuing rain.
ANGLE. CAMP.

The MEN of the Patrol eat, sleep, |ounge about.

The CAPTAIN | eans against a tree. He is snoking a pitiful
fragnent of a cigar. He knocks off a section of ash.

ANGLE. ON THE CAPTAI N.

He renoves a Locket fromhis coat. He opens the Locket.



ANGLE. | NS.

Inside the Locket is a finely detailed Mniature of a
beauti ful YOUNG LADY.

DI SSCLVE TQO

I NT. MAGNCLI A GROVE. UPPER BEDCHAMBER. MORNI NG
ANGLE. ON A PORTRAIT.

O Hom ny Ann Hanpton wearing a Bridal Dress. She stands,
hol di ng magnol i as, before grand white col ums.

NARRATOR [ JACK] (V.Q)
This is the lady in the | ocket.
Hom ny Ann Hanpton. Today. It's al
very confusing, you say? Patience.
Patience. Just renenber in the South,
you see, the Past is always Present.

ANGLE. ON THE ROOM

The Portrait hangs above a four-poster Bed in a snall
Bedchanber, perneated with an air of profound stillness and
peace. Lying on the Bed is the Bridal Dress of the Portrait.

A sinple Secretary, opened, with a handwitten letter and
t hree-quarter burned candle. A Dresser.

The mantel Cock's pendulumis still. It is three o'clock.
ANGLE. THROUGH THE W NDOW

Through wavy gl ass and a gauzy curtain, we see PERI W NKLE
and WYSTERI A wal ki ng down the gravel path toward the House.

EXT. MAGNOLI A GCROVE. FRONT GALLERY. STEPS. MORN NG

PERI W NKLE and WYSTERI A have stopped at the foot of the steps
to rest.

We notice, nearly obscured by vines, a sign: "Magnolia G ove

Plantation. Operated by The O fspring of the Ladies of the
Sacred South."

EXT. MAGNOLI A GROVE. FRONT YARD. MORNI NG

A once grand house: six |large white colums. A huge Lower
Gal l ery, or porch, and an Upper Gallery.
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Vi nes cover the sides of the house and are naki ng headway up
t he outer col ummns.

NARRATOR [JACK] (V.Q)
Magnolia Grove Plantation has existed
for 83,220 days. This is the story
of one of those days. Today.

I NT. MAGNCOLI A GROVE. PARLOR MORNI NG

BUCK, a gentle black man of indeterm nate age, is setting
out a tea service and cakes, humm ng "Sweet Bye and Bye".

As is the case with every roomin the House, the Parlor is
crammed with generations worth of "stuff", fromthe subline
to the garish, the esoteric to the practical; yet all placed
with the utnost skill and precision to appear as though it
bel onged nowhere el se but where it is.

NARRATOR [JACK] (V.Q)
No one who's |ived here has ever
t hrown anyt hing away. That's anot her
reason the Past is always Present in
t he Sout h: i nadequat e garbage
col | ecti on.

Above the Mantel is a Portrait of a Scowing Wrman in bl ack.

NARRATOR [ JACK] (V. Q) (CONT' D)
Rachel Hanpton. M stress of Magnolia
Grove during the..
(clears throat)
War for Southern I ndependence. And
still keeping an eye on the help.

ANGLE. ON BUCK

As he neticul ously makes the final placenent of the Tea
Service. He hears the sound of Voi ces.

ANGLE. ON THE W NDOW
Through which we see PERI W NKLE and WYSTERI A on the Gallery.
ANGLE. ON THE ROOM

As Buck sighs in expectation, trying unsuccessfully to avoid
the glaring presence of the Scow i ng Wman.



| NT. MAGNCLI A GROVE. ENTRANCE HALL. MORNI NG
BUCK enters the generous Hall. The main Staircase dom nates.

On the wall at the landing hangs a | arge and i npressive
Painting of a Bearded Man in a Confederate O ficer's Uniform

An upright Piano, with sheet nusic, against the wall.

A small desk with a 1940' s-era Tel ephone and a stack of
br ochures.

Buck greets PERIWNKLE and WYSTERI A, openi ng the door for
them He takes their casseroles.

oLl VI A WSTERI A
Oh, Buck, are we early?

BUCK
No ma’ am

EXT. MAGNOLI A GROVE. PARKI NG LOT. DAY

A huge maroon Continental screeches to a dusty stop. The
door is thrown open and MRS. LAWRENCE WORTHI NGTON BROWN | |
emer ges.

She is in a state of excitenment but pauses to take in the
House and a deep breath.

MRS. BROWN | |
This is the nost inportant day in
the long history of Magnolia G ove!

Despite the gravity of this pronouncenent and the majesty of

t he House, she is distracted by a stray cigarette butt on
t he ground.

EXT. MAIN STREET. BOLL WEEVIL CAFE. MORNI NG

A car pulls up next to the pick-up Truck, its engine still
being mul | ed over by the Men.

ANGLE. ON DRI VER S- SI DE DOOR.

And we see that it is the property of the "Georgia Historica
Soci ety".
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NARRATOR [JACK] (V.Q)
Woa! Did you see that? The "Ceorgia

Hi storical Society". |If this was a
Western these guys would be wearin'
bl ack.

ANGLE. ON STREET/ CAFE

The car's passengers are HENRY BAXTER. a md 40's, md-| evel
bureaucrat, nicely but informally dressed, and his protege,
CAROLI NE HUGHES, 20-ish, lovely but overweight, who has |ong
ago cone to terns with her bulk. She is dressed in bl ack.
He carries folders, she a notebook.

NARRATOR [ JACK] ( CONT' D)
There's sonet hing about a big gal in
bl ack who thinks she's a 98 pound
super nodel
ANGLE. ON THE STREET.
A long and gl eam ng Bus, in gold and green, |unbers through
town. Shinmmering silver lettering proclains it belongs to
"El Dorado Tours".
ANGLE. ON BAXTER AND M SS HUGHES.
As they watch the progress of the Bus.
HENRY BAXTER
Wen the azal eas bl oom can the
tourists be far behind?

They go into the Cafe.

| NT. BOLL WEEVI L CAFE. MORNI NG
A WAI TRESS i s seating BAXTER and M SS HUGHES at a boot h.

VWAl TRESS
Cof f ee?

HENRY BAXTER
Pl ease.

M SS HUGHES
"Il have tea.

Barely disgui sed disbelief and di sapproval fromthe Witress.

M ss Hughes finds a place in her notebook.
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