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FADE IN:

EXT. THURMAN PLANTATION - DAY 

SUPER: BRUNSWICK, GEORGIA

Acres of stalk lean.  Rain pelts rich black soil.  Bits of 
cotton are swept into the wind.  

In the distance - a fixed speck.  We speed toward it.  The 
closer we get the larger it grows.

BLAM! We burst through a monstrous set of doors and into the

INT. THURMAN HOUSE - DAY

A two-story Colonial.  Huge rooms.  High ceilings.  Expensive 
furnishings.  With the wind, we climb a staircase.  Float 
down a long narrow

HALLWAY

Slip past a blurred figure in white and peek into a 

MASTER BEDROOM 

In candlelight, THURMAN - a man old as dirt - lies motionless 
on a bed. 

A YOUNG WOMAN (25), in spite of her brown paper bag 
complexion, shares an uncanny likeness to her white father.  

SUPER: BEVERLY

Thurman grabs her hand and inhales.  His lungs fill with air.

THURMAN
Your Mother... she prophesied my 
death.

Beverly tries to pull away.  

Although feeble, Thurman maintains his grip.  He recalls an 
encounter.

THURMAN (CONT'D)
She was stunning.
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EXT.  THURMAN HOUSE/PORCH - DAY 

BELLE - a dark, voluptuous woman all of sixteen - stands at 
the bottom of the porch in tears. 

THURMAN (V.O.)
I was not suppose to like that 
velvet skin... 

A YOUNGER THURMAN - but still much too old for the girl - 
stands armed with a bullwhip beneath a silver meat hook.  

THURMAN (V.O.)
...those inviting curves... 

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

THURMAN (V.O.)
... But I did.  And it angered me 
to no end.

He stomps his foot.  Belle starts.

YOUNG THURMAN
Come here!

Shaking, Belle climbs the stairs.  

YOUNG THURMAN
Closer.

Now face to face, she turns her head as not to look him in 
the eye.  

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

Belle shakes her head.

BELLE
No.  

Young Thurman chuckles.  He binds her hands with the whip.

BELLE (CONT'D)
Please, sir.

He hoists her onto the hook - his hands planted on forbidden 
parts. 

Sharp edges of the hook dig into her flesh.  Blood droplets 
stream down her arms.  Her feet struggle to find footing.  
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BACK TO PRESENT DAY

Beverly strangles Thurman.  He smiles.   His frail body goes 
limp.  

Then--

Beverly hears the shuffle of feet.  She panics.  Looks for a 
way out.  

Curtains billow in the wind - no doubt - a sure sign from 
God.

CORRIDOR 

The white blur comes into focus.  A NURSE marches toward the 
bedroom.  Her feet quicken with each step.

BEDROOM

Beverly shimmies out the window.

HALLWAY

The nurse turns the doorknob. 

EXT. THURMAN HOUSE - DAY

SERIES OF SHOTS

1) Beverly scales down a lattice.  

2) She prints through a yard.  

3) She runs past a tree.  

We barely notice its stripped bark and the noose that hangs 
from a limb.

Beverly keeps moving.  Quicker.  Harder.  Faster. 

INT. MASTER BEDROOM - MEANWHILE

The Nurse enters.  Notices the curtains and takes a beat - 
she doesn’t recall leaving it open.  She studies the yard 
through the--
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WINDOW

--as she closes it.  Thunder stops.  Lightning recoils.  Rain 
drizzles.  Cotton falls.  No one is in sight for miles.

The Nurse turns.  A look of trepidation.  She checks her 
patient’s pulse.  There is none.

She runs out the door--

NURSE
Doctor, doctor!
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