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The au-
thor of the television series presents his
character, Johnny Yuma, in an original stage adapta-
tion placing him in the thick of the action at a piv-
otal point in history. The final battle has been fought
and lost. General Robert E. Lee is about to surrender
to General Ulysses S. Grant at Appomattox Court
House on Palm Sunday, April 9, 1865. But Johnny
Yuma has a plan. If he assassinates Grant, if a
Southerner kills Grant, the south will go on fight-
ing—and the North, without their great general, will
lose. Yuma knows that Grant will humiliate Lee dur-
ing the surrender. From the attic, Yuma has a bead
on Grant, and he takes dead aim. Fenady, who wrote
the lyrics to the song “The Rebel” made famous by
Johnny Cash, has used Lee’s and Grant’s actual
words in the play’s reenactment.
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THE RE BEL: JOHNNY YUMA AT AP PO MAT TOX re -
ceived its world pre miere at the Palmdale Play house, Palmdale,
Cal i for nia, Jan u ary 27-30, 2005, with the fol low ing art ists:

CAST

GEN ERAL ROB ERT E. LEE . . . . . . . . . . . Wil liam Armstrong
PRI VATE DOUGLAS BAINES . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Ryan Au gust
GEN ERAL PHILIP HENRY SHERIDAN . . . . . . . . Dean Berg
COL O NEL PARKER . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Ja cob Ed wards
COL O NEL ORD . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Nick Ed wards
NAR RA TOR. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Ted Huetter
GEN ERAL ULYS SES S. GRANT . . . . . . . . . . . . . Bill Kramer
COR PO RAL JOHNNY YUMA . . . . . . . . . . . . Mi chael Murray
COL O NEL CHARLES MAR SHALL . . . . . . . . . Wil liam Smith

AR TIS TIC STAFF

Pro ducer. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Dea McAllister
Di rec tor . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Da vid Alan Smith
Pro duc tion De sign . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . An thony Moore
Makeup/Hair De sign. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Con stance Hansen
Light De sign . . . . . . . . . . . . . Philip Hopper & An thony Moore
Sound De sign . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . M. Ste ven Felty
Play bill De sign/As sem bly . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Deb bie Barrientes
Poster/Flyer De sign . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . An gel Elizondo

PRO DUC TION STAFF

Tech ni cal Di rec tor . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . An thony Moore
Pro duc tion Man ager . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Linda Wil lis
Stage Man ager . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Con stance Hansen
Audio En gi neer . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . M. Ste ven Felty
Light Board Op er a tor . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Philip Hop per
Amer i can Sign Lan guage In ter preter . . Wendy Kaye Reuschling
Back stage Crew . . . . . . . . An thony Moore & Da vid Alan Smith
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THE RE BEL: JOHNNY YUMA
AT AP PO MAT TOX

A One-act Play
For 9 or 10 men

CHAR AC TERS

NAR RA TOR (VOICE OVER)
GEN ERAL ROB ERT E. LEE
GEN ERAL WIL LIAM BABCOCK
COL O NEL CHARLES MAR SHALL
COR PO RAL JOHNNY YUMA
PRI VATE DOUGLAS BAINES
GEN ERAL ULYS SES S. GRANT
GEN ERAL PHILIP HENRY SHERIDAN
COL O NEL ORD (Non-speak ing)
COLONEL PARKER (Non-speak ing)
COL O NEL WIL LIAMS (Non-speak ing)
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THE RE BEL: JOHNNY YUMA
AT AP PO MAT TOX

(The stage is dark—si lent. Faintly—the mel an choly,
stac cato sound of a mil i  tary DRUM BEAT—then
louder—but still a sad tempo—the echo of march ing
ghosts, foot falls to bat tles lost and won.

Note: Use drum beat as deemed ap pro pri ate in the
course of the play.

Light cue. Slowly, two spot lights il lu mi nate—on high—
first the Con fed er ate flag, Stars and Bars—then the U.S.
flag, 36 stars.

Note: Drum beat fades as NAR RA TOR speaks. When the
NAR RA TOR men tions Palm Sunday, we hear the toll ing
of a CHURCH BELL.)

NAR RA TOR’S VOICE OVER. Ap po mat tox, Vir ginia.
Palm Sunday. April 9, 1865. A na tion less than a hun -
dred years old, di vided and bleed ing. A na tion whose
16th pres i dent, Abra ham Lin coln, wanted peace—but
who led his coun try into a blood bath. Bat tle af ter bat -
tle—thou sands of sons and fa thers bur ied. Thou sands
more, blue and grey, maimed, with limbs torn—sur vi -
vors who would never be the same.

7
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(Mu sic. Gen tle strains of “Dixie” in ter min gled with
heavier chords of “The Bat tle Hymn of the Re pub lic.”)

NAR RA TOR’S VOICE OVER. Clashes on land and sea,
in fields and streams, on horse back and foot—fire and
dev as ta tion—all lead ing to the in ev i ta ble end—Ap po -
mat tox. From the re cent spring rain, the sky above the
McLean house re mained mel an choly.

(As the lights fade from the flags, the cen ter stage is il lu -
mi nated re veal ing the McLean par lor. The set may con -
sist of dark drapes with a prac ti cal door on stage
left—or as much con struc tion as de sired. GEN ERAL
ROB ERT E. LEE, GEN ERAL WIL LIAM BAB COCK and
COL O NEL CHARLES MAR SHALL are all in Con fed er -
ate uni forms. LEE’s uni form is im mac u late, his boots
pol ished, his sword gleam ing. GEN ERAL LEE, look ing
straight ahead, sits on a hard-back chair near a small
ta ble. There is an other small writ ing ta ble, or sec re -
tary—up stage—and a chair. Other fur ni ture op tional.
BAB COCK lifts his pocket watch and checks the time.
They wait in heavy si lence. Back ground mu sic now only
“Dixie.”)

NAR RA TOR’S VOICE OVER. Within the McLean house, 
Gen eral Rob ert Ed ward Lee. He had grad u ated from
West Point at the head of his class—served with honor
and glory in the Mex i can War—be came the su per in ten -
dent at West Point and sup pressed the up ris ing lead by
John Brown at Harper’s Ferry. Now commander of the
army of North ern Vir ginia, Gen eral Rob ert E. Lee, a
man of el e gance and dig nity even in de feat, awaits the

8 The Re bel:
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ar rival of Gen eral Ulys ses Simpson Grant—the North’s
sledge ham mer of vic tory.

(COL O NEL MAR SHALL steps for ward to ward GEN -
ERAL LEE.)

MAR SHALL (softly). Gen eral… (LEE still looks straight
ahead—does n’t re spond. MAR SHALL con tin ues, louder.)
Gen eral Lee…

LEE (re acts). Yes…I’m sorry, Colonel…what is it?
MAR SHALL. Can I get you any thing? Is there any thing

you need, sir? 
LEE (a beat—then with a trace of irony, but no bit ter ness).

Is there any thing we don’t need, Col o nel? Guns—am -
mu ni tion—ra tions—med i cine. But it’s too late. What’s
left of our army is hun gry and worn out—no match for
the over whelm ing num bers against us. I think I’ve
known from the be gin ning that the Con fed er acy would
never have enough of any thing—ex cept cour age. And in 
war it takes more than cour age to be on the win ning
side.

MAR SHALL. Begging your par don, sir, but—you could
have been on the win ning side. Lin coln of fered you
com mand of his ar mies.

LEE. But he could n’t of fer me com mand of my con science. 
The Lees fought for Vir ginia be fore there was a United
States. Whether I chose cor rectly—is for God and his -
tory to judge and de cide.

MAR SHALL. Per mis sion to speak freely, sir?
LEE. Of course, Col o nel.

Johnny Yuma at Appomattox 9
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(MAR SHALL is a strong man and a su pe rior sol dier, but 
there is a tremor in his voice. He is one of the weary
who stayed with the col ors be cause of his un shak able
con fi dence in—and love for LEE.)

MAR SHALL. I don’t know about God, sir—and I don’t
care about his tory—but I do know that I’ve had the priv -
i lege, the honor—of serv ing with the most dis tin guished, 
most com pas sion ate, the most bril liant of fi cer of this—
or any other army. From Sumter to Lexington—to
Belmont and Shiloh. Fort Royal. Manassas. No one else
could have won those vic to ries. No one else could have
held out this long—and in your heart you know that, sir.

LEE. Maybe I do. And maybe that’s what preys on my
mind.

MAR SHALL. What do you mean, sir?
LEE. If we had n’t won in the be gin ning, then the end

would have come sooner—and how many young sol -
diers—the best and brav est of the North and South—still 
would be alive.

MAR SHALL. No, sir. With out you more of us would have 
died, many more. You beat all those Yan kee gen er als…

LEE. All but one.
MAR SHALL. By the time he came along, sir, by the time

Grant took com mand, we…
LEE. Col o nel…
MAR SHALL. Yes, sir?
LEE (qui etly, but firmly). Thank you.

(Light cue. Cen ter stage lights slowly fade.)

10 The Re bel:
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NAR RA TOR’S VOICE OVER. Out side the McLean house 
they stood—some of the Re bel rem nants—stood with a
weary rigidness—and waited, look ing to the North.

(A small area, stage right, is il lu mi nated, re veal ing part
of the in te rior of a barn—a stall and bales of hay. Two
Con fed er ate soldiers—CORPORAL JOHNNY YUMA
and PRI VATE DOUGLAS BAINES—their uni forms dirty
and torn. YUMA faces up stage lean ing against a stall.
BAINES, who is older than YUMA, sits on a bale of hay
with a small Bi ble in his hands.)

NAR RA TOR’S VOICE OVER. But in side a nearby barn
there were two oth ers—sol diers of the South—who, only 
the day be fore, had fought the last bat tle for the Con fed -
er acy.

(BAINES be gins to read aloud from the Bi ble. Once
again, we hear the toll ing of a CHURCH BELL.)

BAINES. “He shall cover thee…and un der his wings shalt
thou trust;

his torch will be thy shield and buck ler,
thou shalt not be afraid for the terror of the night;

nor the ar row that flieth by day,
a thousand shall fall at thy side, and ten thousand at

thy right hand; but it shall not come nigh thee.
He shall raise you up on eagle’s wings.”

(BAINES looks up to ward JOHNNY—whose face we
have n’t seen yet.)

Johnny Yuma at Appomattox 11
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BAINES. Thou sands did fall, Johnny, to our left and right,
but it looks like we’re gonna make it.

(YUMA turns to ward BAINES—speaks in a hushed ner -
vous ness—then paces.)

YUMA. Doug, we can’t let it hap pen…
BAINES. Let what hap pen?
YUMA. The sur ren der.
BAINES. Johnny…
YUMA. It’s got to be stopped.
BAINES. Johnny, your sad dle’s slippin’. You’re off your

feed…
YUMA. I’m tell ing you…
BAINES. You can tell me what ever you like, but you think 

a lit tle ol’ nubbin of a cor po ral, Johnny Yuma, is go ing
to tell Gen eral Rob ert E. Lee what to do? It’s all over,
son.

YUMA. Not yet, it’s not!

(BAINES rises from the stool and faces YUMA.)

BAINES. Well, it will be, and thank God, in a mat ter of
min utes. No more fear and death ev ery morn ing. Pretty
soon old fuzzy-face Grant and his staff’ll ride up to
McLean’s house out side and Lee’ll sign a piece of pa per 
and give him a tin sword and we can all go home, son.

YUMA. To what?
BAINES. Johnny…
YUMA. To boot lickin’ shame and sufferin’—that’s what!
BAINES. To life! To my Cora and lit tle Jimmy. Johnny,

we’re the lucky ones. We get to go home.

12 The Re bel:
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YUMA. What home? I fought with the third Texas, with
Jubal Early and Lee—like my fa ther fought with Sam
Houston—for the Lone Star, for Texas. But there won’t
be any Texas.

BAINES. Your fa ther and Sam Houston both were against
this war Johnny—against slav ery…

YUMA. So am I, but I’m for Texas—and al ways will be.
BAINES. Well Texas is go ing to have to change some and

so are you—and so am I—so we might just as well go
home and get at it. You to Texas and me to Kan sas.
Law rence, Kan sas—what’s left of it. Easy to find and
not much out of your way. Johnny, come visit a con -
tented old farmer and his fam ily. Cora’ll cook you up
the best beef stew you ever sat down to.

YUMA. No!
BAINES (trying for hu mor). What’s the mat ter? Don’t you

like stew?
YUMA. Have you for got ten the last four years just like

that?! (Snaps his fin gers.) We started out a bat tal ion and
ended up a pla toon. A lot of dead men ago, Doug—good 
men. Have you for got ten what hap pened yes ter day at
that bridge, not more than a mile away?

BAINES. Johnny…
YUMA. Have you for got ten Lieu ten ant Cane? A few

months ago he was teach ing Eng lish in a high school—
yes ter day he was lead ing what was left of our bri gade.

BAINES. And where is he to day?

(YUMA ig nores the ques tion.)

YUMA. Lis ten to me, Doug—just the night be fore, that
new boy, Randy, he was shiv er ing with fear—afraid that 

Johnny Yuma at Appomattox 13
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he’d turn and run, in stead of stand and fight. He told
that to the lieutenant. And the lieutenant quoted him and 
all of us some words from some poem—or play.

BAINES. I heard. I was there.
YUMA. I’ll never for get those words, Doug—“It seems to

me most strange that men should fear, know ing that
death, a nec es sary end, will come when it will come. A
cow ard dies many times. The val iant never taste of death
but once.” Why should we sur ren der so long as we’re
still alive?

(YUMA co mes closer to BAINES.)

YUMA. Have you for got ten the lieutenant on that bridge
scream ing “Charge! Fol low me, you val iant Rebs…val -
iant Re bels fol low me!” We took that bridge, Doug!

BAINES. What dif fer ence does it make? Lieu ten ant Cane
never lived to see it. Nei ther did Randy or most of the
rest of ’em. We’re beat, Johnny. Ev ery body knows it.

YUMA. Not me. I don’t know any such thing! 

(BAINES turns away and walks two steps.) 

BAINES. Well then, you stay and keep playin’ sol dier.

(YUMA ad vances, grabs BAINES and whirls him so they 
are face to face.)

YUMA. Don’t fun me, pa per back. I fought ev ery day you
fought…

14 The Re bel:
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BAINES. Did you fight as much as Stone Jack son and Jeb
Stu art? Hill and Pen der? And Rhodes? They’re all dead,
too…and most their sol dier boys with ’em!

YUMA. Sure they are, all dead. And if we give up now,
what’d they all die for—what?

BAINES. Some times you lose. 
YUMA. Well, not yet.
BAINES. Yes, yet! Now! Lost! Lis ten to me. I ain’t no

gen eral, but I know somethin’. Two weeks ago Gordon
had sev enty-five hun dred men. Now there’s less than
two thou sand, all starved. (YUMA turns away.) You
listenin’? 

YUMA. I’m lis ten ing.
BAINES. Field’s got more men ab sent than pres ent! All

that’s left of Pickett’s whole army is sixty bone beaten
men! Now what do you ex pect to fight with?

YUMA (turns and faces BAINES). So long as I got a gun I 
fight! 

BAINES. Johnny…
YUMA. If I did n’t, I’d be un true to those Rebs I charged

with at Ce dar Creek and Cold Har bor. We vowed to -
gether that we’d fight un til we were all dead if we had
to—and then our ghosts’d go right on fight ing.

BAINES. Yeah, well that’s about all we got left is a phan -
tom army—and as far as I’m con cerned, Grant’s wel -
come to the leavin’s.

(It’s as if a thun der cloud co mes across YUMA’s face at
the men tion of GRANT’s name.)

YUMA. Grant! That hog-back blisterface! That cra ven
drunk, no good blue-belly! I can see him strut ting up to

Johnny Yuma at Appomattox 15
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Gen eral Lee, try ing to make him grovel—hu mil i at ing a
saint—beat ing him over the head with the bones of the
Con fed er acy. Grant. U.S. Grant! He’s butch ered and
bled us dry. He won’t be sat is fied till ev ery man, woman 
and child south of the Ma son-Dixon is starv ing and beg -
ging for mercy.

BAINES. There’s nothin’ to be done about it, son. So you
better be con tent to wit ness some his tory this here Palm
Sunday.

YUMA. Wit ness? (He draws his side arm from its hol ster.)
I’m gonna make his tory—and alone if you’re not of a
mind to help…

BAINES. Johnny…what’re you nurturin’ in that hot Texas
head of yours?

(YUMA takes a cou ple of steps away, then turns back
still grip ping the gun in his hand.)

YUMA. Here’s what I’ve been nur tur ing! Sup pose Gen eral 
Lee does n’t have to sur ren der to Grant? Sup pose some -
thing hap pens to Grant be fore Lee sur ren ders?

BAINES. What’re you talk in’ about?
YUMA. Would n’t that make some his tory?
BAINES. What could hap pen to Grant?
YUMA. He could be dead.
BAINES. How?
YUMA. He could be killed.
BAINES. By who?
YUMA. By me! (Lifts the gun.) With this! One shot!

That’s all it takes!
BAINES. That’s all it takes ex cept for some thing else.

There’s a whole Yan kee army be tween you and him.

16 The Re bel:
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Gen eral Ulys ses Simpson Grant is the most im por tant
thing those Yan kees have got. Right now maybe even
more im por tant than Lin coln him self. You think that
Yan kee army’s gonna let some South ern scrub with a
gun get close enough to Gen eral Grant to take that shot?

YUMA. Yeah, well sup pose I know some thing that you
don’t know—that the whole Yan kee army does n’t
know—in clud ing Gen eral U.S. Grant? Some thing that’ll
let me take that shot. Would you like to hear what that
some thing is?!

BAINES. I’m lis ten ing.
YUMA. I’ve been in McLean’s house this morn ing.
BAINES. So?
YUMA. So right now Gen eral Lee’s sit ting in the par lor.

I’m climb ing around back to a room right over that par -
lor. A room with a vent. It’s there all right. I’ve laid it
all out, and when Grant walks in, he’s go ing to run
straight into a headful of lead…from this. (YUMA aims
the gun.)

BAINES. If you think…
YUMA. Doug, at Falls Church you saved my life. That

Billy Yank’s bay o net was right against my throat when
you pulled the trig ger.

BAINES. I see his face ev ery time I close my eyes.
YUMA. Maybe there was a rea son. Maybe it was fate.

Des tiny. Maybe I was n’t meant to die then be cause of
what I’ve got to do now.

BAINES. You’re fe vered.
YUMA. I sure am. If a South erner kills Grant, there’ll be

no sur ren der. No peace. I thought it all out—and it’ll
work.

BAINES. No it won’t.
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YUMA. Why not?
BAINES. Be cause you al ready made one mis take.
YUMA. What mis take?
BAINES. You told me about it.

(A pause—YUMA is puz zled—there is a sense of be -
trayal by his com rade.)

YUMA. Doug, we’re both on the same side.
BAINES. Not any more.
YUMA. Why not?
BAINES. Be cause you’re crazy—the whole idea is crazy.
YUMA. Why? Be cause I’ve got enough guts to change the

course of his tory with one shot? And I can do it! You’ll
see!

BAINES. No I won’t—and nei ther will you be cause you’re 
not steppin’ out of this barn—not till it’s over.

YUMA. What’s go ing to stop me?
BAINES. I am.
YUMA (YUMA’s voice is not loud—but it is de ter mined

and deadly). Af ter what we’ve been through I would n’t
want to kill you, Doug, but kill you I will, if it means
kill ing Grant too.

BAINES. That shows how ad dled you are, Johnny. You’re
not thinkin’ straight.

YUMA. I’m not?
BAINES. One shot from in here and this place’ll be

swarmin’ with sol diers.

(YUMA re al izes BAINES is right.)
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YUMA. Look, Doug, I’m not ask ing you to do any thing
ex cept stay here and keep quiet. I’ll do the rest. And
with Grant dead we’ll have to keep fight ing and you’ll
see, we’ll win.

BAINES. No, I won’t see, you young owl head. (BAINES
leaps at YUMA, grabs him—and tries to get the gun
away.) Give me that…

(YUMA smashes his fist into BAINES’ jaw—and as
BAINES starts to fall, YUMA lifts the gun to hit him with 
the bar rel but re al izes that that will not be nec es sary.
BAINES is un con scious as he hits the floor. YUMA looks 
around. He spots a length of rope across a stall. He
walks over, hol sters the gun, takes the rope. He starts to
tie up the un con scious sol dier ly ing on the floor.)

YUMA. I’m sorry, ol’ Doug. But now you know, and I got 
to make sure you don’t spoil it. Four years is noth ing.
We’ll fight forty. And we’ll win with out them hav ing
Grant.

(Light cue: As YUMA ties up BAINES, lights fade. An
area on stage left is be ing il lu mi nated. We can see part
of a tent, a cou ple of camp chairs and a small ta ble.
Stand ing in front is GEN ERAL U.S. GRANT. He strikes
a match on his belt buckle and relights a half-smoked ci -
gar.)

NAR RA TOR’S VOICE OVER. Gen eral U.S. Grant. There
never was a more te na cious, ag gres sive, de fi ant, and de -
ter mined of fi cer in the his tory of war fare. He never
shied from per sonal dan ger. Never hes i tated. Never fal -
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tered, no mat ter the cost—and the cost was ter ri ble to
the North—but worse to the en emy.

(GRANT’s face and uni form are used up and dirty. His
eyes tell of tired vic tory and in con sol able sad ness. He
puffs—sees some thing or some one—drops the match—
then raises an arm.)

GRANT. Sheridan!

(GEN ERAL PHILIP HENRY SHERIDAN ap proaches,
nods and smiles faintly. SHERIDAN’s uni form is not in
much better shape than GRANT’s. The two generals sa -
lute.)

GRANT. Phil, you made good time. But then you have
right along. How are you?

SHERIDAN. First rate, sir. Been wait ing long?
GRANT. Not too long…not for this. I wanted you to be

with me. 
SHERIDAN. Thank you.
GRANT. Phil, you’ve been with me since I took com mand. 

My right hand…the Wil der ness, Spotsylvania, Cold Har -
bor, Rich mond…the Shenandoah.

SHERIDAN (with sad ness but not re gret). The Shenan -
doah.

GRANT. I still re mem ber your re port…“even a crow fly ing 
over the Shenandoah Val ley will have to bring his own
ra tions.” Phil, we laid waste to half the na tion.

SHERIDAN. But it’s still a na tion, sir. Thanks mostly to
you.
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GRANT (shakes his head). Thanks to a man in the White
House named Lin coln and to those boys who fell at Fort 
Henry, Shiloh, Rich mond and…so many other places.
(GRANT starts to reach in side his coat to ward a vest
pocket.) Would you like a ci gar, Phil?

SHERIDAN (softly). No thank you, sir.
GRANT. You know, since the word spread that I smoke ci -

gars, peo ple have been send ing me boxes of ’em from
all points of the com pass (smiles) ex cept the South. Ev -
ery size, shape and strength you can imag ine. I could n’t
smoke half of them if I lived to be a hun dred.

SHERIDAN (smiles). It’s their way of show ing their grat i -
tude. And if I may say, sir, I think the time will come
when they show it in an other way.
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