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OVER BLACK

TITLE CARD:
"CIRCA 1860" SOUTH CAROLINA 

FADE IN:

EXT. FARM - DAY 

Wind BLOWS.  Acres of stalk lean.  Bits of cotton are chucked 
into the air. In the distance, a fixed speck.

As the speck increases in size, we speed forward and slam 
into a house.  A monstrous set of doors burst open.

INT. THURMAN HOUSE - DAY

With the wind we climb a spiral staircase before weakening at 
a bedroom door. 

INT. BEDROOM - DAY

Draped in candlelight is THURMAN - a pale wrinkled white man, 
old as dirt, lying motionless on a bed.  Short of breath, he 
whispers:

THURMAN
Come closer.  

Leaning into the frame, no more than twenty five or so, is a 
young woman. 

TITLE CARD:

BEVERLY

She bears a striking resemblance to Thurman - in spite of her 
tan complexion, full lips and wavy locks.

BEVERLY
Yes, sir? 

Thurman takes her hand.

THURMAN
Do you know who I am?

BEVERLY
Yes, Sir. I have a notion.

Thurman’s frail skeletal hands pull Beverly closer. 



THURMAN
Long ago...

Thurman stops for a moment, allowing his lungs to fill with 
air.

THURMAN (CONT’D)
Your mother prophesied you’d 
witness my death.

Beverly tries to pull away. Although feeble, Thurman 
maintains his grip.

BEVERLY
I'll get your nurse.

Thurman recounts his younger days.

EXT.  PORCH - NIGHT 

THURMAN (V.O.)
She was stunning.  I wasn’t suppose 
to like that... but I did.

BELLE, a tall, voluptuous, woman with dark skin stands at the 
bottom of the porch in tears.  

YOUNG THURMAN (V.O.)
And it angered me to no end.

A much YOUNGER THURMAN stands in front of her on the porch, a 
bull whip in his hand. 

YOUNG THURMAN
Why are you crying?

BELLE
No reason, sir.

Thurman slaps the handle of his whip in the palm of his hand.

YOUNG THURMAN
Do you take me for stupid?

BELLE
No, sir.

YOUNG THURMAN
Yes... I think you do.

BELLE
No, sir. I don't!
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YOUNG THURMAN
Come here!

Shaking, Belle climbs the stairs.  Now face to face, Belle 
turns her head.

YOUNG THURMAN (CONT’D)
You find me unattractive?

BELLE
No, sir.

Young Thurman chuckles, then binds her hands with the whip.  
He hoists Bell onto a silver hook hanging from the porch 
soffit. It's sharp edges dig into her flesh. Blood rills down 
her arms. Her feet struggle for footing.

BELLE (CONT’D)
sst...

Thurman stands obscenely close behind her, delighted.

YOUNG THURMAN
Mm...

He lifts her long skirt and runs his palms across her shapely 
thighs then between her legs.  

INT. BEDROOM - DAY

Beverly’s hands grip Thurman's throat.  She squeezes what 
little life is left from his frail body.  Thurman smiles and 
expires.

Beverly HEARS the shuffle of feet.

INTERCUT WITH:

INT. CORRIDOR - DAY

A stocky NURSE (50), in white, heads toward the room carrying 
a tray of medication. 

Panic stricken, Beverly looks for an escape.  

The nurse’s steps quicken; she nears the doorway.  Beverly 
sees an open window. The nurse turns the doorknob.  Beverly 
shoots out the window. 

INTERCUT WITH:
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EXT. HOUSE/YARD - DAY

Down a lattice, through the yard, past a massive, blood - 
stained hickory tree Beverly disappears into dense woods. 

The nurse enters the bedroom.  Noticing the billowing 
curtains, she sets down the tray and peers out the window.  

The weather’s changed; there’s no more wind.  No more hurling 
cotton.  It’s a beautiful, bird chirping spring morning.

The nurse checks on her patient.  A look of angst.  She takes 
his pulse.  There is none.

NURSE
(screaming)

Doctor, doctor!
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