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FADE IN:

EXT. ONCE STYLISH BRICK HOUSE -  AFTERNOON

SUPER “Vicksburg, Mississippi - December 24, 1862”

DR. ERB (50, tall, gaunt) and MRS. ERB (40, dignified, 
petite, and eight months pregnant) wear their finest Sunday 
clothes.  They wait for a horseman at a cobblestone 
turnaround in front of a house on the battle lines. 

General VAN DORN (50, long black hair, rakish mustache) 
dismounts and heads straight for Mrs. Erb, and gallantly 
takes her hand.  Dr. Erb’s eyes narrow menacingly.

VAN DORN
Merry Christmas, Lady Erb!

Dr. Erb interrupts rudely and the men shake hands, Dr. Erb 
acting jealous.  Van Dorn wears a dress uniform.

MRS. ERB
General van Dorn, aren’t you 
afraid the Yankees will attack?

VAN DORN
I think not, Annie!

Van Dorn guides her gently with a hand around her tiny waist 
into the house by a domestic entrance on the side of the tri-
level house.  They both ignore Dr. Erb, who glares at them.  
Dr. Erb pauses at the door, surveying the area. 

VAN DORN(CONT’D)
Perfect time for it.

Dirty, ragged soldiers mill around the neighboring houses, 
tending to their horses, their weapons, and their wounded. It 
begins to RAIN, and Dr. Erb ducks quickly inside.

INSIDE

A wood fire ROARS in the fireplace of the large family room, 
featuring a small, intimate dining table, complete with 
candles and silver utensils. 

Officers move in rooms up half a flight of brick stairs in 
the upper two half-stories, talking quietly and studying area 
maps on worktables.

DR. ERB
A veritable repast, General, sir. 
If I may ask how you managed it?



Van Dorn assists Mrs. Erb with her chair, and the men take 
their places at the table directly in front of the fire.

VAN DORN 
Verily, dear. The siege is not as 
severe as you’re led to believe!

A cavalry officer, COL. BROWN (35, short, stout, days-old  
beard), runs into the room through a servant’s entrance, 
dripping mud, rain, and sweat.  He salutes van Dorn, then 
bows gracefully to the lady.  She glares at him, eyes 
narrowed.

Col. Brown hands a leather saddlebag to the General, who 
opens it and reads a message.  His expression worsens, then 
he stands up and starts to talk.  A muffled EXPLOSION sounds, 
then another, LOUDER, closer!

COL. BROWN
Silverware to swords, General. 
So says the Holy Bible.

Brown signals for a servant to get the General’s sword. Van 
Dorn takes the sword eagerly and buckles it on.  The 
artillery BARRAGE continues.  The house RATTLES, and random 
chunks of masonry fall from the ceiling.

VAN DORN
Meet me at the railroad yard, Col. 
Brown!  Muster your men and horses. 

Mrs. and Dr. Erb remain at the table, downcast.  Then in a 
fit of rage, she SMASHES her plates, SPLASHES her wine in Dr. 
Erb’s face, and CRASHES the wineglass into the fireplace.

DR. ERB
Worried about the dashing general, 
are we?  Really now, Annie. 

Dr. Erb stalks out of the room, sick with jealousy.

EXT. VICKSBURG RAILROAD YARD - SUNSET

General van Dorn ushers men and horses onto rail cars.  The 
engine BELCHES dark columns of smoke.  It’s RAINING hard and 
steady.  Dr. Erb GALLOPS forward and dismounts. 

Dr. Erb is wearing a white surgeon’s uniform now, but with a 
gun belt and a Confederate officer’s overcoat.

DR. ERB
The Yanks have landed north of the 
cliffs on the Yazoo River!  
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We’ve had a few engagements with 
their advanced scouts already.  If 
only...

Van Dorn turns, recognizes Dr. Erb, smiles.  Shells EXPLODE 
around them.  Soldiers hurry, towing cannons and munitions to 
nearby battlements.  The train STEAMS UP and inches ahead.

VAN DORN
Excellent!  They’ll have heard us!

Dr. Erb glares at the General, hatefully.

DR. ERB
You’re insane!  We’re under attack, 
and you’re hightailing it.

VAN DORN
Au contraire, el doctor. 

They hurry toward the train, increasing their pace as the 
train GAINS SPEED.  Their breath shows in the cold air.

VAN DORN (CONT’D)
Calvary’s on board.  Going straight 
to Holly Springs, sir.  We burn 
their supply line there and they’ll 
damn sure have to retreat.

Artillery rounds SCREAM through the low clouds and DETONATE 
all around them, RIPPING up the roadway, and evoking SCREAMS 
from wounded men and their horses.

DR. ERB 
While the bastards carry out a full-
scale assault down here?  You’re 
clinically insane.  If Vicksburg 
falls they won’t need supplies!

Van Dorn lights up a giant cigar, then jumps up on the 
caboose.  Dr. Erb has to run to keep talking to him.

VAN DORN
We need until daybreak, old friend! 
Just hold down the fort until then. 
I’m depending on y’all!  DAWN!

Dr. Erb slows down as the train speeds up.  Van Dorn waves 
his hat at him as the caboose disappears in the rain.  Dr. 
Erb watches briefly.  Then, shoulders hunched, he turns and 
walks back toward the depot.  Col. Brown approaches on horse.

COL. BROWN
Heard the train.  Thought our 
reinforcements had arrived.
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Brown dismounts and stands by Dr. Erb, who is staring down 
the empty train tracks.  LIGHTNING STRIKES nearby, and they 
both jump.  Brown’s horse runs back to the depot, spooked.

DR. ERB
Van Dorn’s on the Devil’s own 
errand.  Van.  Damn.  Dorn.

Col. Brown starts to say something, then doesn’t when he sees 
the dark expression in Dr. Erb’s eyes.  They stand, unmoving.

COL. BROWN
That’s it!

DR. ERB
What’s it?  We’re all dead meat? 

COL. BROWN
I assumed all the train noises were 
reinforcements, therefore...

They both dive for cover as a mortar ARCHES overhead and 
EXPLODES nearby, showering them with debris.

DR. ERB
I declare.  The Yanks will think 
the same thing!  They won’t know 
what the hell’s going on.  If we 
make enough racket hereabouts...

They both start walking toward the depot, slowly at first 
then faster.  Now, running, straight through the mud and 
puddles and mortar EXPLOSIONS.

COL. BROWN
Damnation!  I’ll rustle up some men 
and fire the boilers on the other 
engines.  Get you back to town and 
send out every spare soul you can. 

DR. ERB
If the Blue Coats think it's our 
reinforcements -- we'll stall their 
assault until at least dawn.  Yes!!

Col. Brown slaps Dr. Erb on the back, and they hurry off to 
their duties.  A cascade of THUNDER and lightning INTENSIFIES 
as the battle HEIGHTENS into full-blown mayhem.

The cliffs to the west of the depot lead to a shear drop to 
the Mississippi River crawling with boatloads of Yankee 
soldiers and their equipment.  White-hot artillery DETONATES 
near then, with sporadic FLASHES of rifle fire.
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INT. ONCE STYLISH BRICK HOUSE - DUSK

SUPER: “Later... After the Yanks retreat...”

Mrs. Erb paces furiously, wringing her hands, in the ruins  
of the heavily damaged house, in what was once the living 
room.  Only the brick fireplace remains undamaged, among 
crumbling brick walls and scorched wood rafters.  A SHOT 
sounds in the quiet outside the house! She stops suddenly, 
hands to her face in terror, and moves for the doorway.

MRS. ERB
Goodness gracious.

Dr. Erb and Col. Brown come running into the house, both 
wearing dirty, torn, bloody uniforms.  They are carrying 
General Van Dorn, who is SCREAMING from a head wound. 

They haul him up the brick stairs to what was once the 
surgery.  Only the metal operating table and a rack of shiny  
scalpels and surgery tools remain undamaged in the room. 

MRS. ERB (CONT’D)
Louis!  Dr. Louis Erb! You killed 
him?  In a jealous rage?  You 
killed the general!  How could you!

Dr. Erb pushes her rudely out-of-the-way.  He rolls up his 
sleeves and arranges his equipment on a side table. 

DR. ERB
Shut up, woman!  Control your 
irrational hysteria.  Give me room 
to do my work.  Help me here!

Mrs. Erb hauls an arm back and, with all her might, SLAPS Dr. 
Erb so hard his neck snaps around.  He reels backward.  

MRS. ERB
You shot him.  I know you did.  
I seen it in your eyes!

She gathers her petticoat up and scurries down to the main 
floor.  Col. Brown waits there, warming his hands before the 
fireplace.  He avoids eye contact and huddles in the warmth, 
while Mrs. Erb wrings her hands and paces back and forth.  
Then she rushes downstairs, and Col. Brown starts to pace. 

Something catches Col. Brown’s eye downstairs.  He rushes 
down the stairs.  Mrs. Erb’s is hanging from a chandelier, a 
rope around her neck, her lips blue and her eyes lifeless.  
Col. Brown feels her pregnant belly -- there's motion!  Dr. 
Erb shows up, SCREAMS.  They get Mrs. Erb down, and Dr. Erb 
begins a Caesarian section on the spot, crying like a baby.
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MONTAGE - MODERN DAY NEW ORLEANS

-- A Civil War-era paddleboat moves under the Mississippi 
River bridge past barges, tankers, and tug boats.

-- Tourists at Cafe Du Monde enjoy coffee and pastries as a 
tanker superstructure moves slowly down the river behind 
them.

-- Leaves swirl in small tornadoes among the grave markers, 
gargoyles, and other grotesque creatures in an above-ground 
cemetery.  A few bright winter flowers are visible here and 
there.

-- A St. Charles Street trolly SCREAMS through the Garden 
District beneath a dark sky alive with streaks of lightning.

-- A lone Jackson Square artist draws the final touches on a 
vengeful black-and-white sketching of Gen. Earl van Dorn.

EXT. ANTEBELLUM GARDEN DISTRICT HOME - MODERN DAY - SUNSET

A yellow, classic-style pickup with a small Silver Stream 
trailer in tow RUMBLES past old-money mansions.  The pickup 
pulls over at a Gothic antebellum home, just as it starts 
RAINING hard.

KASE (35, white, built like a linebacker) exits the truck and 
LIGHTNING STRIKES strobe him as he bolts for the house.  The 
porch light goes on as the door opens and a large well-
dressed Black woman shows Kase inside.  

INT. GARDEN DISTRICT HOME - MODERN DAY - AFTERNOON

MELBA (17, cinnamon-brown skin, stylish makeup and clothes) 
sulks, unseen at the top of a grand staircase, arms wrapped 
around an Army surplus duffel bag.

ANGELIQUE (38, large, Black, expensive white-pearl necklace) 
stands imperiously, arms crossed, feet TAPPING.   

ANGELIQUE
Pay your debts, Kase. Come on!

Kase hands Angelique a cashier’s check, with a little bow. 
Angelique checks the watermark in the chandelier light. She 
folds the check carefully and stuffs it deep in her bosom.  
Kase looks around, ogling the expensive furnishings. He talks 
with a soft southern accent.

KASE
Accounting fees for Plato?  Appears 
y’all need the money.  
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Where’s Master Plato hiding, 
anyway?  I’m owing the I.R.S.

ANGELIQUE
How goes the new house in 
Vicksburg?  All settled in yet?

KASE
Hard physical labor, just what the 
doctors ordered.  Like to killed 
myself once or twice. Don’t worry, 
Angelique.  I’ll keep trying.  

ANGELIQUE
You’re close to firing on all 
cylinders, Kase.  The other shrinks 
and I thought you’d never be able 
to work again. 

KASE
Just trying to get back to being an 
engineer.  Is that too much to ask?

Angelique gently kisses Kase on the cheek.  Kase accepts her 
kiss, bashfully.  She looks him square in the eye, concerned.

ANGELIQUE
Schizophrenia’s a long ways to 
bounce off the mark.  You aren’t 
off the meat hook yet.  Doctor’s 
orders!

Kase shakes his head, no. He backs away from her, suspicious.  
Angelique stands tall, looks him up and down proudly.  She 
smiles big, one gold tooth glistening. Kase shrugs.

KASE
Rebuilding houses isn’t what I went 
to four years of college for.  
Job’s not without its merits, 
though. 

Kase gets close, briefly, to admire a porcelain bust.

KASE (CONT’D)
Never knew how hard contractors 
worked to build my designs. Kudos!

Angelique fights back a smile.  They both look up the stairs 
as Melba HOOTS cheerfully, waving to Kase.

MELBA
You’re late, Kase.
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KASE
I called, talked to your Mom.  

Kase takes his glasses off, rubs beet-red eyes, and tries to 
focus on Melba.  He squints badly, blinking rapidly.

MELBA
Heard y’all on the phone.  I’m all 
packed and ready to go.

KASE
Get your fanny down here, then.  

They watch Melba descend the stairs.  Angelique is in shock, 
a  nervous twitch ticking her neck aside repeatedly.  Melba 
trundles down the stairs dragging a duffel bag.

MELBA
Got your whole color scheme all 
worked out.  How’s Victorian sound? 
Black trim inside, Gothic decor? 
Called in the paint order already.

KASE
You got better color sense than I 
ever had!  Thanks, Melba.  I’m 
owing you one.  You’re a winner!

Melba LAUGHS.  Angelique walks to the base of the stairs and 
points ominously at Melba.  Kase takes a step back.

ANGELIQUE
You cutthroat little drama bee.

KASE
I told you not to tell you-know-
who, Melba.  Now look it. 

ANGELIQUE
Shut your face, you crazy son of a 
bitch.  Fixing to bust your nuts.

KASE
Melba and I can't hightail it 
without you ever knowing? 

They both look at Melba, with disapproval.  Melba smirks. 

MELBA
I love y'all, too.

ANGELIQUE
Didn’t spend a small fortune on 
your schooling.  At a private white 
school!  Shame on you, Kase...
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A giant, gray-and-white, long-haired cat pads down the stairs 
and nestles in Melba’s lap.  DIXIE spits at the two adults. 
Melba picks the cat up and buries her head in his thick fur. 

Melba and Dixie both PURR, glaring at the adults.  Angelique 
is boiling over.  Dixie HISSES at Angelique, who then sweeps 
her body around, to target Kase with an accusing finger.

ANGELIQUE (CONT’D)
Jesus help me, don’t know why 
I let my family even associate 
with you.  She gets more like you 
every day.  Just plain hateful.

KASE
Don’t go all-out with the red-
carpet welcome, now y’all.    

Angelique blinks, shaking her head in dismay.  

ANGELIQUE
Plato helps you do the books for 
all these work therapy projects. 
Now, this antebellum slave-owner’s 
mansion?  Show us some respect!

KASE
Belonged to my family back then. 
Situated on the main battle lines. 
If I can’t do real engineering, at 
least I can help preserve the past.

Angelique is skeptical.  Kase steps away from her, toward 
Melba.  He nods his head toward Melba, accusingly.

KASE (CONT’D)
It was Melba, put the idea in my 
head.  Said it might help my, er,  
condition to get in touch with my 
old Civil War white-power roots.

They both look at Melba again.  She smiles slyly.  Angelique 
looks quickly away.  Melba enjoys her Mom’s agony. Kase jams 
his hands in his pockets, dejected, and walks out the open 
door into the rain.  Melba begs Angelique.

MELBA
I want out, Momma.  Just for a 
little while?  I hate New Orleans 
any more.  It’s so depressing, 
dirty, dangerous. P-lease?
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ANGELIQUE
Who am I?  Your whisky tit nanny? 
All your lily-white friends may 
still be at home in their cribs. 
Doesn’t mean you have to be. 

Angelique pushes Melba out the front door.  Melba goes 
happily, dragging the heavy duffel bag, struggling with it.

OUTSIDE

Kase shelters from the rain under a giant oak tree.  
Angelique approaches, gets directly in his face, out of 
earshot of Melba.  Spite is thick in her voice.

ANGELIQUE
Touch a hair on my girl’s head, 
Jesus and all the Disciples hear 
me.  You’ll roast in Purgatory!  

Angelique’s holds a fist in Kase’s face.

ANGELIQUE (CONT’D)
You wants to moonlight away with my 
Melba.  Let me tell you.  Melba’s 
at an impressionable age.  Kase 
don’t even know her any more.

Melba starts to say something, but Angelique turns and glares 
at her to stay the hell out of their argument.  Angelique 
gets Kase by the shirt collar and shakes him like a rag doll. 

ANGELIQUE (CONT’D)
Melba’s all grown up, now.  You, 
could be gone for weeks.  She...

KASE
... can’t decide between college or 
a fast-food hut in a strip mall. 
Marriage, temp-office employment, 
or enlisting in the Marine Corps.

Kase struggles in Angelique’s grip, his feet off the ground. 
Melba SNAPS open a giant beach umbrella as it starts to rain 
much harder.  Everybody huddles underneath the umbrella.

MELBA
Stop it, already.  Hawking me to 
the highest bidder.  I want out of 
New Orleans.  Either y'all spirit 
me away or I’ll run away on my own.
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Kase breaks out of Angelique’s death grip.  She rolls up her 
sleeves, then STOMPS one foot in a puddle.  Melba peers from 
behind the umbrella shaft, scared of Angelique’s fury.

MELBA (CONT’D)
Please, Mom.  Tell me your extreme 
menopause will be over soon.

The ladies glare briefly, then Angelique gives Melba a token 
hug good-bye.  Kase carries Melba’s duffel bag to his truck. 

ANGELIQUE
Keep your distance from that man, 
Melba.  You hear me?  He’ll carry 
you away in a whirlwind of 
emotions.  It’s a dark gift.

Melba, eyes narrowed, returns Angelique’s glare.

MELBA
Isn’t that why we both love him?

Melba speaks dreamily, eyes rolling toward Kase.  Angelique 
rocks Melba back on her heels with a shoulder punch.

ANGELIQUE
Push that man too far, he’ll run  
right back off the tracks.  He’s 
too fragile for the your 
unvarnished, teenage hormones.

Melba backs an arm’s length away, arms crossed in defiance.  
She turns with a last rebellious look, collapses the umbrella 
and runs away, leaving Angelique alone in the downpour.

EXT./INT. PICKUP IN GARDEN DISTRICT - NIGHT

Kase STARTS the engine and waits, windshield wipers going.  
Melba, holding Dixie in her arms, puts him in the trailer, 
then climbs into the cab opposite Kase. 

KASE
A color scheme worked out already? 
To think of all the lady friends 
I’ve scared off because of my 
unsightly color combinations.

Dixie CLAWS briefly at the trailer window to get out, then 
just howls silently.

MELBA
Shut up and drive!  Maximo distance 
between us and Big Bad Momma.
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The truck and trailer rig ease into the street.  Angelique 
stands in the doorway, waving with an evil pirate smile.

IN THE TRUCK

Melba SHAKES her head like a wet dog.  Water sprays 
everywhere, including all over Kase’s face and driving 
glasses.  He takes them off at a stoplight and cleans them.

MELBA
Woof!  Sorry about that.

KASE
Take my hand, Missy.  Commence 
the slippery path to Jesus.

They both laugh.  Melba flips down the visor, turns on the 
overhead light, and RIFLES through a selection of rap and R&B
CD’s.  She PEELS the remnants of laminated packaging left on 
one of the new CD’s and puts the disc in the player.

MELBA
You listen to this horrible music?

Melba looks herself over in the mirror.  She arranges her 
hair, unbuttons her blouse a notch, and touches up her bright 
orange lipstick, SMACKING her lips with satisfaction. 

She turns the overhead light down to a seductive level when 
she sees Kase watching, and GROWLS an angry cat sound.

MELBA (CONT’D)
Cats and dogs back there.

Melba snuggles down in the seat luxuriously.  As a song ends, 
she EJECTS the CD and talks in a hoarse, seductive voice.

MELBA (CONT’D)
Just making me feel comfy.  Psych.

KASE
Grubby old me?  Skipped that 
chapter in the single white male 
catechism.  

She PUNCHES Kase so hard in the side he swerves on the road.

KASE (CONT’D)
Like my new Sanford and Son wheels?  

MELBA
Babe truck.  Can’t fool me.
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Melba swivels in the seat, settles in comfortably, and nods 
off to sleep.  She opens one eye, smiling when his cell phone 
RINGS, with a ring tone just like a regular hard-line phone.   

Kase answers the phone.  The caller talks so LOUD and he has 
to hold the cell phone away from his ear. 

KASE
Howdy, Realtor Lady.  Just wanted 
to be sure you got that bloody mess 
taken care of?  We’ll be there 
tomorrow P.M.  Much obliged!

Kase hangs up, then pulls back into traffic. 

MELBA
What mess?  Blood and guts?  
Rotting flesh?  Pray tell!

Melba scoots over closer to him, wide-awake.  She grabs his 
driving arm so strong the truck swerves dangerously.

KASE
House had a nervous break down, 
soon as I signed on the contract.  
Zoom zoom.  Down goes the property 
value.

Melba sits up straight, scooting even closer to Kase, sliding 
an arm around his waist behind his back.  

MELBA
Your lawyer couldn’t help out?

Kase shakes his head, then turns onto an exit ramp.

KASE
How about we put all our stress on 
call-waiting? Chow call, hound dog!

EXT. GULFPORT - THE UGLY SIBLING TRUCK STOP - NIGHT

Kase’s yellow truck moves past dim outlines of gutted 
buildings at ocean-side, weaving through eighteen-wheelers 
parked for the night, engines RUMBLING.  They exit and make a 
mad dash through heavy rain for the dimly lit interior.

INSIDE

Melba scurries toward the lady’s room.  A waitress turns a 
“Closed” sign around to face outside the window.  Kase 
hesitates, but the butt-ugly waitress motions him on in, with 
a wicked try at flirting. 
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WAITRESS
Must be your lucky day, mister.

Melba slides into the booth opposite Kase.  Thin bra straps 
are now obvious beneath a sheer blouse with a newly 
temperamental neckline. 

MELBA
Hello?  Women’s lib?  I get to 
order.

KASE
Kase the handyman doesn’t know
what you like?  Say it's not so.

MELBA
Maybe not any more.  Grown myself 
some new appendages since you 
lived in the neighborhood.

Melba cups her hands under her breasts and heaves them up. 
Kase looks away, blushing purple.  Melba carefully lights a 
grimy candle at the table and leans over, PURRING.

KASE
Experts did a complete building 
inspection.  Then, after closing? 
Air-conditioning on the fritz. 
Lights.  Plumbing.  Sewer...

MELBA
Everything worked before you bought 
the place?  You sure?  

KASE
Building inspector and realtor came 
highly recommended. 

MELBA
Get back on your game, man.  You’re 
causing all your own stress with 
this Civil War phobia of yours!

Melba SIZZLES the candle flame out with the tips of her 
fingers.  Her face shows fiendishly in the indirect light.

MELBA (CONT’D)
Feminine whiles, don’t fail me now. 

Kase slides a folder stuffed with photographs across the 
table.  Melba ignores the folder, her thoughts faraway. 

KASE
You think maybe colored folks did 
it?  Ruined everything?  
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Because of my Confederate family 
history?  That still an issue for 
y’all?  

Melba replies in a scary little-girl voice.

MELBA
Jesus can’t roll the stone away.

Kase gets even more upset.  Melba pulls a stick of incense 
from her purse and lights it up, wafting smoke all around. 
Kase bows his head and holds his hands as if in prayer.

KASE
Humble servant begs forgiveness of 
Voodoo Goddess, to cancel bad curse 
on my new house.  Por favor? 

MELBA
Last annual field trip we had, you 
begged me to let a few more white 
boys play pro football.  See where 
that got you?  No go, mo-jo.

KASE
Been ten years since our little 
vacation tradition started.  It’s 
high time you pulled up a chair and 
did your fair share of sleuthing!

Kase points to the folder he’d placed on the table. 

KASE (CONT’D)
I bet you ten bucks on the barrel, 
it’s not one bit supra-natural!

They shake on it.  Then Kase SLAPS the folder.

INSERT - CLOSE ON DOCUMENTS

Kase opens a red binder with “MISSION IMPOSSIBLE” stenciled 
in giant letters on the front.  Melba’s small hands with 
black nails flip through the photos as Kase talks. 

KASE 
LIES!  Nothing but fucking lies on 
the inspection report!

The first document is a Xerox of an official building 
inspection report. She puts on thick, black, nerdy glasses.

MELBA
Prissy girl ogles tech.  Picks fat 
out of teeth with wood toothpick.
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INT. GARDEN DISTRICT HOME - PLATO’S OFFICE - NIGHT

Angelique strides into a business office, frantic.  PLATO 
(45, Cajun, tall, thin, mostly bald, squinty eyes from bad 
eyeglasses) SNAPS his suspenders absentmindedly. The room 
looks like a trading desk on Wall Street, showing moving 
ticker tapes and multi-color stock trendline graphs.

ANGELIQUE
Plato?  Tell me again why I forgive 
all trespasses by Mr. Kase Trahan?

Plato does a few mouse CLICKS to display photos of Kase in 
black robes giving mass in a New Orleans cathedral.

PLATO 
The Jesuit priest who went berserk 
after the Church excommunicated 
him?  Wanting to put the Archangel 
of Light in His rightful place?

ANGELIQUE
She’s not the clever tomboy any 
more, fascinated by his garage full 
of tools, machines, noise, and high-
voltage electrified danger.

Angelique paces relentlessly. Plato pushes his glasses on his 
forehead and leans back in his comfy leather desk chair.

PLATO
Church pays for him to get a degree 
in engineering, so he can do white 
collar confessions.  Then they nix 
him when he goes stark raving mad?

Plato gets up to stand and face Angelique.

PLATO (CONT’D)
Wait a minute.  That was Kase’s 
voice I heard earlier!  He’s back? 
Off the psych ward?  In our house!

ANGELIQUE
Melba ran off with him!  I couldn’t 
stop her.  

PLATO
Why would you want to stop her?

Angelique stops, thinks, and quickly gets angry. 

ANGELIQUE
What the hell are we gonna do? 
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Plato curses under his breath, jams his glasses in place, 
and, in a series of violent, jerky motions, pulls up some new 
data on his computer, CLICKING through several receipts.

PLATO
Got some new bills from his 
contractors emailed in today.  
Guess he really is off the psych 
ward -- and hard at work already.

ANGELIQUE
DON'T DO ANYTHING!  Tell him the 
bills are paid.  Get him in trouble 
with the IRS.  Drive him back 
insane, before he seduces her...

Plato stands up and gets right in her face, hands balled at 
his sides, his shoulders held rigid in frustration. 

PLATO
Kase pays me good money to do his 
accounting chores.  Leave him be!

ANGELIQUE
No fucking way.  He's crazy as a 
loon, and I ain't going to let him 
put his dip stick in my baby girl's 
high-synthetic motor oil!

PLATO
I got a say-so, too!  Dammit now.

ANGELIQUE
Taught you often enough how to eat 
crawfish.  Suck the head.  Squeeze 
the tail.  Get out of my way!  

Angelique merely stares at a still photo on one video screen.  
It’s a picture of a modest-sized, tri-level home on a hill.  
Contractors’ trucks line the steep driveway.  

INT. THE UGLY SIBLING RESTAURANT - NIGHT

Melba and Kase are close, in the same side of the booth now. 
They’re looking at a hard copy of Plato’s virtual photo of  
contractors’ trucks lining the driveway.

MELBA
Kase’s having a block party.  All 
the contractors show up, with soda 
pops and cracker jacks.  Howdy-do.

The next series of frames shows a small army of contractors 
mulling around, packing crates and tools scattered all over.
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MELBA (CONT’D)
Don’t you have insurance?

KASE 
Homeowner’s policies don’t pay for 
hoodwink repairs with no known 
contributing cause.  There’s more.

An amateur photograph shows a small bathroom littered with 
shattered glass and splatters of blood in a layer of dust.  
An elegant wineglass sits by the sink, half-full of deep-red 
wine.  Fresh blood covers the sink and countertop.

KASE (CONT’D)
Sorry.  That’s a picture from when 
I first visited.  Realtor Lady 
swore she’d have it cleaned up.  

MELBA
Mister clean, meet miss manners.  

A rapid series of skewed shots pan the room to reveal Sixties 
decor, peeling paint, red-brown tile floor, and black trim.  
The panorama moves into the rest of the house.  There are 
dead roaches everywhere, belly up. 

KASE 
Second-floor drain ripped loose in 
the ceiling.  Pissed ugly rust-
colored water into the den below.

Photos shows a vaulted nine-foot ceiling, with water slowly 
DRIP, DRIPPING out the ceiling (Melba makes these sounds with 
her mouth) around an antiquated ceiling fan.  Long cracks 
radiate from the ceiling fan mounting base, and plaster all 
around it has fresh, rusty-water stains.  

MELBA
Looks like P.M.S. to me.  House is 
a female, having her period.  A 
heavy one.  Case closed.  I win!

Melba SLAMS the folder shut, holds out her palm, and he hands 
over a ten dollar bill.  She folds it carefully, then with 
consummate panache stuffs it in her bra. 

Their dessert arrives, two bowls of vanilla ice-cream with 
thick, red syrup on top.  Melba takes the folder and jams it 
into her bottomless purse.  Then she leans over the table and 
whispers, acting mortified.

MELBA (CONT’D)
And?  You’re spending your nights?   
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KASE
Say again?

MELBA
Melba and Dixie the cat sleep in 
the trailer.  Kase sleeps alone.

Melba eats with genuine relish.  Kase raises his spoon 
meekly, points to the trailer, and stutters out the words.

KASE
Dixie?  You brought, that, heritage 
cat of yours?  I HATE CATS!  

MELBA
(fighting back tears)

Dixie’s all the family I have left.  

KASE
Hey, Melba.  You know, I’m not a 
priest any more.  What if I don’t 
want to sleep by my lonesome? 

Melba SIZZLES another candle out with wet fingers.  Kase 
softens as she swipes tears streaming down her cheeks. Kase 
gives Melba a Charlie Brown smile.

MELBA
Promise?  Dixie will be family, 
too?

Before he can reply, she gets up and heads for the rest room. 

KASE
Until stress do us part!

He holds up three fingers in the Boy Scout salute.  Melba 
turns to see.  She smiles big, then swishes half her hair 
around and over one shoulder, starting to braid it expertly.  

MELBA
Thank you, Kase. 

Melba emerges from the rest room, her hair in two little-girl 
ponytails.  She looks around for Kase.  The place is empty! 
The already dim restaurant lights FLICKER ominously.  Melba 
notices a sign on the back wall, and reads it out loud. 

MELBA (CONT’D)
Katrina water level.

A dark water stain, accentuated in the shadowy illumination, 
goes all around the room a foot below the ceiling.  Massive 
stains are suddenly obvious on all the walls.  MELBA PANICS!  
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MELBA’S POV

Snapshots on the back wall show images of wrecked homes, 
businesses, cars -- and lives.  Suddenly, there are ghastly 
ghouls of Katrina survivors, clawing to get inside.  She 
reads a sign on the wall.  

MELBA
Survivors’ wall.

Melba SCREAMS!  The cafe lights start to dim, then go out.  
Ghouls CALL OUT.  Melba collapses at the bar, SOBBING.  

WAITRESS
We’re closed, baby girl.  You have 
to leave.

The waitress taps Melba on the shoulder, points her thumb, to  
get out.  The Ugly Sibling holds up a “Closed” sign, then  
puts a napkin in Melba’s sweaty palm.  Melba grabs her purse, 
runs out, mopping tears off her cheeks.

EXT. GULFPORT - COASTAL HIGHWAY - DAWN

Whitecaps spray water in the ocean.  Dawn is breaking, 
lighting massively wrecked buildings.  It’s drizzling. Gutted 
buildings and piles of debris become more prominent as the 
sun gets higher, casting long, sad shadows. 

Melba runs out of the foyer, along a buckling concrete beach 
sidewalk.  Kase strides alongside her, close by.

MELBA
Mom says I have K.T.S.D. Katrina 
Stress Disorder.  She tried to have 
me committed.  As in permanently.  
I have flashbacks all the time. 

KASE
Melba?   Sorry for the lagniappe.  
Honest.  Ugly-as-sin cat can 
banquette with us, long as he 
likes.  Gonna make it up to me?

MELBA
I’m scared, Kase.  The docs 
want me to take antipsychotic 
drugs.  I don’t want to go 
brain-dead.  Can you help me?  
I’m too young for the rehab.

Melba fights back tears.  Kase puts his arm around her.  They 
walk along the waterfront, the wrecked city in the background 
on one side, empty beaches on the other.  Kase talks softly.
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KASE
You can do it, manage the symptoms. 
Don’t take nothing but a righteous 
self-discipline.  You got the 
gumption.  I know you do.

Melba fights back a smile and tries to be brave.

MELBA
Absolutely not.  Baby fat is gone.  
Nothing left but supermodel angst.  
Honestly, Kase.  How do you do it?

KASE
It’s all about stress.  Stress 
triggers my symptoms, same as with 
K.T.S.D. Learn what stresses you 
out.  Avoid it.  You’ll do fine.

Melba’s eyes brim with tears.  Kase clutches her hand.

KASE (CONT’D)
How about we play a game?

MELBA
I play the Confederates.  You play 
the Yankees.  How’s them odds?

KASE
That’s ass-backwards.

MELBA
You’re the obsessive, boozing, 
drunk Ulysses S. Grant.  Lusting 
after voluptuous vixen Vicksburg.

Melba manages a toothy smile and brushes big tears away.

KASE
That’s not role-playing.  That’s 
reality.

MELBA
Exactly.  Go with your hormones, 
chickadee.  I dare you. 

KASE
Let you make all the moves?

She rifles through her purse, pulls a condom out.

MELBA
Something wrong with your Southern 
pride, darling?  
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Condom in my sweaty palm with your 
name on it.  Should I roll it out 
for you?

KASE
Fouled out at the high school prom, 
did he?  Dork Kase takes a base. 
Damsel in distress feels at ease.

A HORN sounds in a parking lot ahead of them, and the 
headlights go on.  The big yellow truck waits impatiently. 
Melba’s confused.  Kase shows her his remote-control beeper 
key chain.  She SLAPS him playfully and runs to the truck.

MONTAGE - CITY OF VICKSBURG - DAWN

-- The interstate cuts through a checkerboard of corn and 
cotton fields fed by meandering waterways.  Mist haunts the 
Mississippi River delta in the distance. 

-- They approach, then move across, the dramatic steel-girder 
Mississippi River Bridge.  A long freight train RUMBLES on a 
parallel bridge a few yards to the north.  Kase slows and 
points at an estate on the east bank.

KASE (V.O.)
Yonder is where my Realtor Lady 
lives.  Spectacular view of the 
river from there.  Truly.

-- Picturesque paddle wheel casinos line the east bank to the 
left of the bridge.

MELBA (V.O.)
My friend the baby boomer worries 
about views.  Baby worries about 
Social Security being around, if 
she ever gets that old. 

-- They drive down Main Street, with cobblestone paving and 
quaint shops a-la New Orleans French Quarter architecture and 
ironwork, complete with apartments above the stores.

MELBA (V.O.) (CONT’D)
Cops seen that fresh crime scene in 
your house?  Sgt. Friday, sir?  
We’ll get him.  Destruction of 
evidence.  Suspicion of murder.

-- The gray-granite Old Courthouse, the Treaty Oak standing 
tall in front.
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-- Monuments and graves at the Vicksburg Battlefield National 
Park.  Confederate and Civil War-era Union flags fly at the 
Park entrance.

-- The yellow truck cruises slowly through the Garden 
District of Old Vicksburg, weaving around narrow streets 
populated with a panoply of elegant historic homes.  They 
turn into short, narrow Rose Lane going up a steep driveway. 

INT. 1979 SILVERADO PICKUP - MORNING

Melba looks around, nonplussed and cranky.

MELBA
Homesickness looms.  Where’s the 
concrete walls?  Where’s the dirty 
sidewalks?  Homeless people?  Rabid 
dogs?  I miss New Orleans.

The driveway disappears into unkept foliage.  They stop in 
front of a white mailbox covered with gray bug goo. 

MELBA (CONT’D)
Fearless swamp rats finally reach 
dry land.  Can’t find haunted house 
anywhere.  Agony and ecstasy.

They inch slowly up a steep, curving driveway.  Long branches 
BRUSH the side of the truck, SCREECHING like a fingernail on 
a chalkboard, and irritating Melba badly.  

MELBA (CONT’D)
Behold.  The haunting at hill house 
two.  Zero-budget thriller.  Oops. 
Sorry, Kase.  I know how all this 
horror stuff stresses you out.

On a hill to the west is a sturdy tri-level house dug into 
the hillside.  The sun comes out briefly behind the house, 
streaming out the windows like a fire was blazing inside. 

MELBA (CONT’D)
All Along the Watchtower...

Melba HUMS the Jimi Hendrix tune along with with the radio.  
The ragged outline of giant trees behind the house briefly 
dances crazily in a blast of wind, and the house looks like a 
battle-worn, Civil War-era outpost.  Melba gets out and runs 
up the driveway, directing Kase as he backs the trailer up 
the incline.
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COBBLESTONE TURNAROUND

Kase backs the trailer up the driveway.  The front facade of 
the house reveals it’s the Civil War home from the opening 
scenes.  The sun silhouettes Melba’s curvy profile, her hair 
framed in a halo.  Kase talks through the window.

KASE
Why did you come, Melba?  You could 
have emailed me your color 
selection.  I, I’m having trouble 
with celibacy issues.

MELBA
Don’t you know it.

Us Black women have the hots for 
older white menfolk!  You a virgin 
too, Kase?  Getting on your nerves?

Melba turns away to watch several squirrels cavorting in the 
trees towering overhead, jumping dramatically between limbs.

KASE
Same excuse Angelique gave me once. 
Didn’t ring true then, not now 
neither.  Praise the Lord and pass 
the sweet potatoes, darling.

Kase gets out, nursing a sore back.  Melba circles him as he 
walks deliberately to the yellow front door.  

MELBA
So this is how the slaveholders 
used to live.  Always wondered.

Sparrows scurry out of shrubs as they approach the house.  A 
stray cat darts away, down the lawn to a new hiding place.

INSIDE 

Kase kneels down in front of a wood-burning stove set in a 
brick fireplace, while Melba dances on the carpet, then 
bounds up half a flight of wood stairs to the second-story 
landing.  Kase jumps up when Melba SCREAMS -- and SCREAMS!

Kase vaults up the stairs, and runs into Melba as she backs 
out of the upstairs bathroom, petrified.  (The bathroom door 
is visible from the living room below.)  Melba turns around 
and SCREAMS again, full volume, right in his face. 

She jumps down the stairs and huddles in a corner of the 
living room watching Kase on the landing, doing and redoing 
her braids, eyes staring blindly at him, pupils dilated.
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KASE
What happened, Melba?  Huh?

UPSTAIRS BATHROOM 

Kase inches into the small bathroom.  Glass shards from 
broken shower doors CRUNCH under foot.  Dim light filters 
through ripped up window blinds and dirty windowpanes. 

A half-empty wineglass sits on the pedestal sink.  A puddle 
of glistening red fluid oozes on the floor.  

KASE
God damn Realtor Lady promised 
to have this all cleaned up!

Kase gets down on his haunches and pokes the red muck with a 
finger.  It’s thick and sticky.  He touches the fluid to the 
tip of his tongue, then yells over his shoulder to Melba.

KASE (CONT’D)
Slimy as okra.  Red.  Viscous. 
Rust!

He gets up on wobbly knees and backs out of the room, 
carefully closing the door. 

OUTSIDE

Kase talks calmly and quietly to her, arm at her waist.

KASE
Must have been a raccoon, got in 
the window.  Squirrel maybe.

Melba nods like a zombie, swiping tears off her cheeks.

MELBA
But, yesterday, the Realtor Lady? 
Said she had cleaned it all up?

Kase walks her through deep shade to a picnic table and sits 
her down, brushing thick spider webs away.  The table is in 
bright sunlight. 

Kase gets down on his haunches in front of Melba.  His eyes 
are deep red, and there are noticeable creases in the corners 
of his eyes carved deep into the flesh. 

KASE
You’ll be a big girl?  Got to 
unpack the trailer before dark.
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Melba nods.  She climbs up on the tabletop, stretches out, 
rolls up her pants legs, and luxuriates.  She motions for 
Kase to go away, SNAPPING a bra strap. 

MELBA
Black Barbi’s brand-new tits hurt. 
Go play with your boy toys. 

Kase hustles to the truck, unhooks the trailer, props open 
the front door of the house, and starts hauling boxes of 
tools and building supplies.  Melba shows up at his side.

MELBA (CONT’D)
Even that horrible restaurant had a 
powder room.  Kotex dispenser. 
Dirty roll towel face-drying 
thingy.  The very lap of luxury.

Melba is holding a change of clothes, a bath towel over one 
shoulder.  Kase pulls up short, then leads her to the side of 
the house.  He lets her in a glass side door.

DOWNSTAIRS BATHROOM

Late afternoon sun streams into the west-facing windows, into 
a large room that’s half-bathroom and half-laundry.  Melba 
scans the space, disgusted.  It’s filthy dirty.

MELBA
No curtains?  No privacy.  HERE?

KASE
This be a mud room in redneck Bubba
Land.  Just have to do, little 
misses.  I won’t look.  Honest.

Kase is already out the door, but still visible through the 
windows.  Melba shrugs and strips down.  She runs a hot bath.  

MELBA
Romance-novel nude.  Soaks in sudsy 
cast-iron tub.  Dreams of a hunk 
without limp-wrist-sex-in-a-closet-
with-a-Playboy-centerfold syndrome.

Water still running, Melba wraps a towel around herself and 
tiptoes to the window.  She peeks out.  Kase washes the 
truck, stripped down to the waist, muscles rippling. 

MELBA (CONT’D)
You owe me an expensive dinner in a 
swank restaurant, mister.
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INT. QUAINT CAFE IN DOWNTOWN VICKSBURG, MAIN STREET - EVENING

Angelique and Plato sit at a small table in a far corner. 
They wear large-frame dark glasses.  Angelique looks across 
the table at Plato, who stares at a menu, then pushes the 
sunglasses up to his forehead and squints at the menu. 

ANGELIQUE
Where are your prescription 
sunglasses?  They’ll recognize us!

PLATO
God almighty, aren’t there pills 
for menopause, bad as you got it? 
Tranquilizers?  If you won’t take 
them, I sure as hell will.

ANGELIQUE
You don’t have to be a shrink like 
me, to see how vulnerable Kase is 
now.  Isn’t it compelling?  Ex- 
priest and miss-lust-incarnate?

A gorgeous Black waitress arrives with their order, plus an 
ice bucket for their champagne.  She leaves and walks across 
the busy cafe toward where Melba and Kase sit.

PLATO
Eye candy like that in the house, 
he’ll fold all right.  Melba’s 
never been as stingy as you are 
with her sexual affections.

ANGELIQUE
Just because I gave you my name and 
my money doesn’t mean you got no 
license to fondle my child, even if 
it is just with your eyeballs!

PLATO
Never should a told her I could 
track Melba with the GPS chip in 
her cell phone.  We should leave 
them be.  Kase is a free man now.

ANGELIQUE
I’ll be God damned if I’m allowing 
Kase  to court her.  Get married? 
Can you imagine?  Having a schizo 
in the family?  No fucking way.
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PLATO
GPS chip’s supposed to be for baby 
girl, to be sure she gets to soccer 
practice okay, maybe piano recital.

Melba fills her glass with red wine from a small bottle.  
Kase nurses a large milk.  The place is full, with people 
waiting, so Melba and Kase don’t see her parents, who blend 
in.  Kase leans across the table and whispers to Melba.

KASE
You’re breaking big daddy’s heart.

MELBA
Been there.  Done that, already.

KASE
Don’t blame yours-truly, if I have 
a hot spot for you.

MELBA
Vino veritas.  In wine, there’s 
truth.  Won’t get past Vicksburg’s 
defenses that easy, Daddy.

Melba says the last sentence coyly, LOUDLY, tipping her 
wineglass toward Kase.  She’s a bit wall-eyed.  The waitress 
swoops their empty plates aside before they can even put 
their forks down after the last bite.  In the same deft 
motion, she leaves their bill face down on the table.  

KASE
Spank that service!  Happy to see 
our usual bleeding sarcasm has 
returned.  Feeling better, are we?

MELBA
Glad to see your mind’s in the 
gutter.  Mind if I join you there?

They both stare at the bill.  Kase leaves a small pile of 
cash on the table, not bothering to count.  Melba stares at 
the pile of money, licking her lips.  Kase pulls Melba’s 
chair out for her, then whispers in her ear.

KASE
Itching for a little retail 
therapy?  Calm frazzled nerves?

Melba gets up, suddenly uncertain, upper lip shaking.  Kase 
pulls a credit card out of his wallet and hands it to her.

KASE (CONT’D)
Here’s some play dough. Go 
shopping.  Sluff off the anxiety. 
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MELBA
Credit or debit?  Veni vidi vici.  
I shop.  I see.  I buy.

Kase gawks at her.  He quickly grabs for the credit card, but 
Melba swipes it away.  She runs pell-mell down the sidewalk 
toward the nearest boutique.  Kase yells at her back.

KASE
Save enough for eatables, will you?  
Milk.  Clean hotel room for later?

Angelique and Plato huddle in the shadows, following all 
this.  Plato has put his bifocals on to watch clearly, 
hunched over and acting a little embarrassed.

KASE (CONT’D)
Can’t wait to get my credit card 
statement.  Ouch!  That hurts, bad!

INT. 3030 ROSE LANE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Kase steps through the living room carrying a bucket, some 
rags and liquid soap.  He walks up the half flight of stairs 
to the upper level and gingerly opens the bathroom door. 

UPSTAIRS BATH 

Glass CRUNCHES loudly under foot.  Kase shines the flashlight 
all around, looking for a light switch.  He turns the lights 
on.  He sees his wild-haired self in the mirror, and jumps!  
He whispers into the flashlight (like it was a microphone).

KASE
Ghost Busters here.  All turned out 
in Vicksburg.  Got a screamer here. 
Realtor Lady swore she cleaned up 
the place, days ago... NOT!

Kase slides the window up and peers outside the second-story 
window.  He leans way out and points the flashlight every 
which way.  Lightning flickers in the clear sky repeatedly, 
in a bizarre strobe affect echoing across the lush green 
neighborhood and the tree lined cityscape beyond.

KASE (CONT’D)
No limbs close to the house.  
Couldn’t have been a coon got in 
this window.  Genuine haunting!  
Honest.  Hundred ten percent.
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Kase ducks quickly back into the room.  He squints from the 
bright light, reaches up and unscrews three of the four light 
bulbs in the fixture above the sink. 

The last bulb POPS, cutting his hand.  Blood oozes down his 
forearm.  A long, rolling RUMBLE OF THUNDER sounds outside, 
followed by a CRACK of lightning.  Kase stares out the 
window, but the night is clear and the sky is full of stars.

KASE (CONT’D)
Huh?  Blood on the floor.  Mystery 
storms brewing outside?  Yikes.

Kase fills up a bucket with water and starts mopping up the 
bloody ooze on the floor.  He cleans a space.  It oozes back 
up through the grout, briefly forming the face of a gargoyle. 

He cleans it up again.  Again, a bright red puddle quickly 
forms.  Then, in a mad rush, he screams around and cleans it 
all up lightning-fast. 

KASE (CONT’D)
Sub-prime Joe here.  Vibes are not 
on the happy side.  Au contraire.
This house is bad news bears!

Kase looks in the mirror.  Blood and sweat soak through his 
clothes.  His face looks like he has cried a few tears of 
blood.  He strips down, running a hot bath at the same time.  
Steam quickly obscures his muscular figure.

INT. TRUCK/IN THE DRIVEWAY - NIGHT

Kase gets in and starts up the engine.  It ROARS to life, 
exhaust showing in the frigid air.  He IDLES fast, blurting 
out the sound of DOGS BARKING, and just sits there in the 
dark for a spell and listens to the big engine TURN OVER.  

In the red dashboard glare, he’s wearing a fresh white shirt 
and blue jeans.  He looks at the dash clock, then SLAMS his 
fist into the dashboard, causing a crack in the windshield.

KASE
Bloody hell.  Got ten whole minutes 
to waste.  

He GRINDS the transmission into gear and drifts down the 
driveway into the neighborhood, past streetlights.  

He leans out the window, and slows to a crawl, talking to a 
bright red pickup truck (same year and model as his, but in 
infinitely better shape) parked curbside, acting drunk. 

He WHISTLES real perky as they approach.  
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KASE (CONT’D)
Howdy, little lady.  Where’s a 
fellow in this here one-horse town 
going to find a spicy hot V-8 at 
this wee time of the night?  

Kase looks down the street.  He nods agreeably.

KASE (CONT’D)
Rabid Cat Casino?  Wild time, 
indeed.  My kind of establishment. 
They got hotel rooms, too?  
Get out a here.

Kase tips a U.S.M.C. ball cap at the red truck, GUNS the 
engine, and rolls away straddling the middle of the street. 

He picks up a quart carton of milk from the seat by his side 
and throttles it like a wino.  He stops by a parked cop car, 
and talks out the window at the car’s chrome searchlight.

KASE (CONT’D)
Am not.  Just drinking cow’s milk. 
The lacteal fluid of the female of 
the bovine species is highly 
prolific to the nth degree.

Kase moves on, swerving through the Garden District.  He 
stops under a streetlight, rolls up one sleeve, and gets a 
small diabetic type blood test-kit and pricks his finger. 

Several drops of blood fall to the ground, and momentarily 
the earth TREMBLES beneath him.  A streetlight nearby 
FLICKERS noisily.

KASE (CONT’D)
Psycho checks blood dopamine 
levels.  Sky-high.  Bad.  Melba 
plus house equals too much stress! 
Dammit -- plumb forgot about Melba.

He BURNS RUBBER, hastening through the quiet neighborhood.

EXT. VICKSBURG’S FRENCH QUARTER DISTRICT - NIGHT

Melba sits on a park bench.  She looks scared, lonely and 
vulnerable.  A ragged homeless couple shuffle up to her and 
panhandle for a handout.  It’s Angelique and Plato, dressed 
in dirty rags.

ANGELIQUE
Penny for the righteous?
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Melba digs into her purse for a couple of dollar bills, 
stuffs one into each of their hands.  They act insulted, wait 
for more money, then rudely shuffle away into the night when 
Melba waves them off, frightened, and runs away.  Plato grabs 
Angelique and shakes her like a rag doll.

PLATO (O.S.)
Why are we terrorizing our own 
daughter?  Like, this is supposed 
to help her grow up to be a 
responsible adult?  YES?  NO?

Kase bumps the HORN to get her attention.  Melba gathers an 
unduly large number of packages and walks awkwardly to the 
truck.  She talks toward the couple on her way.

MELBA
Whole God damn town is cursed. 
HAUNTED!  And don’t I mean it, now!

Cars backed up behind them in the street HONK impatiently. 
Her whole world briefly goes skewed.  She runs for the truck.

INT. TRUCK 

Melba takes one look at Kase.  Her hands go to her hips and 
her tongue smooths lips sporting fresh, delicate orange 
lipstick, parting for the beginning of a real tirade.  

KASE
Nix the bedroom manners.

MELBA
Why, you’re drunk as a skunk!

KASE
Blame goes elsewhere.  Dopamine 
high activates the same brain 
cells as alcohol.  You can call me 
potato salad.  Stress!  STRESS!

Melba drops the angry Angelique act.  She grabs his arm so 
strongly the truck swerves.

MELBA
Are you serious?  What happened? 
You better relax, or you’ll be back 
on the psych ward.  Talk to me!

Kase ignores her.  He yanks his arm free, avoiding her eyes. 
The pupils of his eyes are seemingly red, the whites, too.
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MELBA (CONT’D)
Am I coming on too strong?  I don’t 
want to drive you off your rocker. 
I’ve seen what a horrific place 
psych wards are.  Talk to me! 

Kase drives fast, screams through a late yellow light, and 
pulls recklessly into the parking lot of a casino hotel.   

KASE
Just wanted to relax you with an 
elegant meal out, after that horror 
at my new house.  Not meant to be 
our first real, adult date.

The parking lot is full.  They have to park a long ways from 
the foyer, weaving in ragged car lanes.  

KASE (CONT’D)
Hotels haven’t been this full 
occupied.  Not since Katrina.

MELBA
Psycho priest's implying my Katrina 
Stress Disorder is objectionable?.  
Plantation’s buxom slave is on 
strike.  Make your own damn bed.

KASE
Bring your new clothes.  Show and 
tell me.  Let me see your uptown 
side.  I can handle it, honest.

EXT. RIVER SIDE CASINO/HOTEL - NIGHT

Melba piles everything into Kase’s arms and scampers beside 
him.  Kase maneuvers with seeming drunken difficulty through 
the parking lot toward the brightly lit foyer. 

Melba picks up the random package that falls free on the way.

KASE
Another scary day like this, I 
really will be back home on the 
psych ward.  Sad day all around. 

Melba SMACKS his buttocks.  Kase walks faster.

MELBA
What you need is a good, hard, 
horizontal work out.  That’ll take 
care of your stress, just fine!
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KASE
Sure, something to remember for the 
rest of my born-days.
When they lock me back up and throw 
away the key. They’ll never let me 
out again.

INSIDE

The large, brightly lit lobby is empty.  They both stand 
still on the threshold. 

Kase sobers up.  He checks in at a late-night automated 
terminal, pays with a credit card, and gets a room card key 
out of an ATM-like machine, HUMMING happily all the while. 

Melba grabs the receipt and studies the small print.  

MELBA
ONE ROOM?  Just one king-sized bed?

KASE
Nothing else available.  You want 
to go back to the big house 
tonight?

MELBA
Bad storm coming.  Heard people 
talking about it in the stores.  
Probably best we stay here.

KASE
Storm?  Radio head Sven on the 
weather band says we’re in the 
middle of a two-year drought!

They step into an elevator.  Angelique and Plato steal into 
the lobby as the elevator doors close, still dressed as dirty 
hobos.  The intercom news in the elevator talks a bad storm.

PLATO
I still don't understand...

ANGELIQUE
Idiot.  Subconsciously, she 
recognized us.  Now she'll be 
worrying, be more careful -- like 
her conscience was reinforced...

PLATO
Can’t we just confine her to her 
room?  Disinherit her?  Instead of 
this rabbit chase?  
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ANGELIQUE
Teach her a lesson!  Kids need a 
lesson.  They need fear!  Angst. 
Tragedy sometimes, even.  Without 
freedom, the lesson means nothing.

PLATO
For God's sake, treat her like an 
adult, and maybe then she'll behave 
like one!

PRIVATE HOTEL ROOM

Melba sits in front of a large mirror at one end of the room, 
brushing her hair.  She wears a sheer, see-through negligee.

Kase channel-surfs the news channels on TV.  He puts on 
glasses, then takes them off and rubs red eyes wearily.  They 
look tired and have a tinge of black in the flesh of the eye 
sockets.

THUNDER roils outside and a dense, wind-driven rain begins to 
POUND the thick-glass sliding doors.  Kase parts the heavy 
curtains.  Outside, the balcony offers a spectacular view of 
the Mississippi, boat lights sparkling in the looming storm.

KASE 
What in tarnation?  Heavy hail, no 
rain.  How can that happen?  
Weatherman Sven got no words for 
that.  Programmer’s psychosis.

MELBA 
Seems you’re headed for the dark 
side.  Are you up for it?

Kase turns off the TV, then turns off the bedside light.  

KASE
Darn right I’m going.

Melba waits briefly, then stands up and walks across the room 
to the window, being sure to silhouette her voluptuous figure 
nicely against the dim lighting.

Kase is flat on his belly, eyes closed tight, but his eyelids 
are alive with furious REM sleep. 

Melba reaches the window, and YANKS it open. 

MELBA
How about we save some energy 
tonight, sport?  Let’s cuddle up. 
I’ll warm you with my hot fire.
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The curtains BILLOW into the room, spilling dime-sized hail 
onto the carpet.  Melba turns away and approaches the bed. 
The crisp, clean bedsheets RUSTLE as Melba gets in.

Kase makes much ado about turning on his side to face away 
from her, gathering the sheets around himself tightly.  She 
kisses him gently on the cheek and whispers in his ear.

MELBA (CONT’D)
I’m gonna work your hiney off 
tomorrow, your holiness, dear.

EXT. 3030 ROSE LANE - COBBLESTONE TURNAROUND - EVENING

Kase bastes chicken halves on a small, portable grill perched 
on top of a picnic table.  Melba slices up vegetables and 
sets two places with paper napkins and plastic utensils.  
They work by the light of a private streetlight overhead.  

MELBA
Behold.  Bright new paint on the 
walls.  One uneventful day behind 
us.  Maybe it’s all in our minds.

Melba wears a once-brightly colored sweater and Kase a flea-
market jeans jacket.  It’s cold.  There are sundry colors of 
paint blotches on their hands, faces, and clothes.  

KASE
I’m pooped.  Thank god tomorrow 
eve’s Halloween, pumpkin.  Big fall-
equinox, devil-worshipping hoopla. 
Pagan holiday.  What a relief!

The streetlight flickers with a BUZZ and then goes out.  The 
country cricket CACOPHONY goes ominously silent.

Their faces are dimly visible in the orange glow from the hot 
charcoals.  Bats BUZZ through the darkness.  

MELBA
Could be you’re right.

The streetlight flickers again, then ZAPS on all the way.

KASE
Neck’s crawling with ants.  Like.  
Say, somebody’s eavesdropping?

MELBA
Been feeling like that all-day.  
All-night in fact, too. Can’t shake 
it.  Totally creeped out ‘bout 
those two beggars on the boulevard.
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Melba hands Kase two plates with all the fixings.  He puts 
chicken halves on each, and they sit down opposite each 
other, warily looking around as they chew.  Bat CHIRPS sound 
as little bats dart around the streetlight.

They both JOLT when a neighbor’s beagle dog starts HOWLING 
like a coyote after a gentle breeze blows smoke from the 
campfire that way.  Kase JAMS the cover down on the barbecue 
pit.  Melba tosses her plate in a makeshift trash box, then 
gives Kase a peck on the cheek.  

MELBA (CONT’D)
One more work-a-billy day like 
this, and you’re mine!  All mine! 

Melba walks the few steps to the trailer, and opens the door, 
flicks on a light switch, and the trailer windows brighten.

INT. 3030 ROSE LANE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Melba and Kase sit at a wobbly card table in the living room.  
Painting supplies are everywhere.  There are large dark 
circles under both their eyes.  Kase blinks often, 
erratically.  Melba watches this briefly, then looks away.  

Kase is eating Chinese take-out food from multi-section 
Styrofoam trays.  Melba holds unused chopsticks blithely. 
Kase uses a white plastic fork, digging in. 

MELBA
Inhale that fresh coat of paint. 
Chase all the evil demons away.

KASE
Toxic paint fumes.  Temporary state 
of paranormal psychosis.  Back in 
my own element, now.

MELBA
Take the edge off, will you? 

Melba gets up, irritated.  She speaks faster and louder.

MELBA (CONT’D)
You may think evil spirits haunt 
this place.  Because of the broken 
glass.  The blood.  The dastardly 
murder scene.  I know better!

Melba moves to one corner of the room and pulls a big, flat 
box out from a hiding place, puts it the table, and opens it 
to reveal a large, colorful cake.
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MELBA (CONT’D)
Happy birthday!

KASE
Why, spank me again.  You 
remembered.

Kase fixes himself up.  He takes his elbows off the table, 
sits straight up, rolls down his sleeves, tucks his shirt in, 
and slicks back his hair.  Melba watches him, amused.  

MELBA
Who could forget, a priest born on 
All Hallow’s Eve?  Your black 
robes, and scary Nixon mask, scared 
the holy crap out of all us kids.

Kase lights the candles with a World War II-era Zippo.

KASE
Now that really screams.  Puts a 
warm feeling in my pit-and-pendulum 
heart.  Tick, tock.

MELBA
Make a wish, teddy bear.

Kase closes his eyes to make a wish.  He opens his eyes, 
takes a big breath, starts to blow out the candles arranged 
in a colorful “3?” and then, just waits, holding his breath. 
He holds up his hands for Melba to not say or do anything. 

KASE
Hush.  Spirits are a moving me.

Melba looks all around the room, apprehensive.  Suddenly, a 
strong breeze GUSHES through the open windows and blows all 
the candles out.  Kase lets his breath out, slowly.

KASE (CONT’D)
Beware what you wish for.  Happy 
days can be as stressful as bad 
ones.  Too bad.

Melba GULPS loudly and quickly starts to cut the cake.  She 
hands a giant piece to Kase, who digs in with relish.  She 
cuts a small slice for herself, then just picks at it.    

Melba reaches into her pants pocket and pulls out a small 
package covered with bright wrapping.  She hands it to Kase, 
shyly.  Kase reels in genuine surprise.
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MELBA
I can’t get you a gift?  Giving is 
a feel-good stress relief, too.  
Right?

Melba’s shaking hands give Kase the package.  They both 
notice how her arms are bumpy with great big goose pimples.   

MELBA (CONT’D)
All grown up.  Almost eighteen 
years old and here I am.  Never, 
ever been so afraid on Halloween.

Kase is busy opening the well-wrapped package.

KASE
Heel, doggone it.  She’s just a 
dainty little gold rush timepiece.

Kase holds it out for Melba to look at.

INSERT - CLOSE ON WATCH

Kase’s handles an elegant gold watch with a thick, hairy 
leather band.  Hands turn to look at a little Buffalo icon on 
a string attached to the watchband.

KASE (CONT’D)
Made in the U.S. of A.  It’s an 
heirloom piece!

MELBA 
No, you Neanderthal.  It’s a 
genuine buffalo leather watchband.  
Supposed to go with gold ticker.

Kase turns the watch over.  He rubs some crusted, dried-blood-
looking crud off the back, revealing an embossed pentagram, 
with small letters beneath.  He tries to read the 
inscription, but can’t.  A shiny blob of blood drips on the 
floor.  The lights get brighter for a second, then BUZZ off.  
They stare briefly in the darkened room.

BACK TO SCENE

MELBA (CONT’D)
It belonged to your great 
grandfather, Colonel William N. 
Brown.  Came from a vintage 
antique store downtown. 

Kase looks around as the lights suddenly come back on.
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KASE
Note to self.  Check the electrical 
panel for bad breakers.  Hey!  
This looks to belong in a museum. 

MELBA
Enjoy it.  Until your credit card 
statement arrives. 

Melba gives him her best Girl-Scout-Cookie-Drive smile, then 
looks shyly at her hands in her lap.  Kase scratches stubble 
on his chin, confused.

KASE
Bunch of bills in the mail today 
from all my contractors.  Thought 
Plato was doing my taxes.  I HATE 
NUMBERS.  I hate the IRS even more!

Kase shakes it off, then beams as he straps the watch on.  
Melba smiles warmly and blows a kiss across the table.  

KASE (CONT’D)
Wonder if it works?  Hmmmmm.

There’s a moment of awkward silence as Kase puts the watch to 
his ear.  He nods, sure enough.  It works.  Melba rolls her 
eyes, slightly red and swollen, as if from crying. 

They both JUMP to their feet, upending the table with their 
knees and barely catching the cake from falling on the floor. 

KIDS’ CHORUS
Trick or treat!

Half a dozen kids of all sizes in sundry scary and authentic-
looking costumes are in the dim streetlight outside the front 
window, HOLLERING at the top of their voices.  Melba grabs 
her neck.  Kase puts his hand over his heart.

KASE
Evil kids.  Jesus says so.  Abraham 
and Moses, too.  

There’s a heavy KNOCKING at the front door.  Melba runs as 
the kids disappear from the window.  She opens the door.

REALTOR LADY
Happy all Confederate’s day!

Melba’s knees crumble and she faints.  Kase is just behind 
Melba and catches her in his arms.  REALTOR LADY is Angelique 
dressed up as the Wicked Witch of the North, with a gruesome 
boil disfiguring one side of her face, oozing blood gently 
down her neck and trickling into her cleavage. 
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REALTOR LADY (CONT’D)
Oh, my goodness.  

KASE
We weren’t expecting company.

Kase holds Melba meekly out toward the Realtor Lady, arms 
limp and face pale, still semi-conscious.

KASE (CONT’D)
My, lady friend.  Miss Brianna 
Rabalais.  Goes by name of Melba.

REALTOR LADY
The infamous New Orleans Rabalais?

KASE
Same.

Kase holds Melba’s pale limp hand out.  The Realtor Lady is 
right about now looking strangely at them, as she obligingly 
shakes Melba’s lifeless hand, as offered by Kase.

REALTOR LADY
I’m honored.  

The surprise, and her reaction to it, has popped several 
buttons on Melba’s blouse.  Melba comes to life, fumbles, and 
adjusts her blouse as best she can.  Kase stands her up, his 
hands holding tight her tiny waist.  Her knees still wobble.  

KASE
Pleasure is mutual, dear lady.

The kids come rushing past them and throw everybody out of 
kilter, herded forward by one big KID dressed in a 
Confederate general’s uniform, brandishing a sharp sword.

Melba is still in the middle of a psychotic episode.  She 
looks down at herself, and the buttons on the floor, and 
slowly figures things out.  Kase points to the Realtor Lady.

KASE (CONT’D)
Meet the Realtor Lady I told you 
about.  We’re neighbors now!

Melba blurts words out before she can help herself.

MELBA
You mean, the realtor from hell?

Melba holds her hand to her mouth, smiles demurely, curtsies, 
and then slips right away.  The kids are circling the table 
eyeing the cake hungrily.  Melba runs to intercept them.
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KASE
Really now.  I was hoping to marry 
her off to some filthy rich, 
powerful, giant of industry. 

Melba splits the ranks of the kids and starts cutting pieces 
of cake, handing them out on paper plates with napkins and 
adult-sized plastic forks.

MELBA
Sorry we have no candy.  Just moved 
in.  My goodness, y’all aren’t shy.

Several kids stand stock-still, staring at Melba’s cleavage 
as she leans over to cut the cake.  She has no bra on, and 
her breasts nearly tip out completely.  Kids wait eagerly for 
something to happen, standing on their toes.

MELBA (CONT’D)
What charming little costumes.

Melba spies them looking and quickly adjusts her blouse, 
purposely leaving a dab of white cake glued with icing 
prominently on the north face of one brown breast. 

KASE
Hmmm. Old man megabucks is going 
to have to wait.  Name withdrawn 
from celebrated dame’s bridal pool. 

One little boy dressed like a child vampire licks his lips at 
the sight of Melba’s breasts, then a little girl Cinderella 
KICKS him in the shin.  The Realtor Lady corners Kase, 
hurrying him urgently away from all the commotion.

REALTOR LADY
I.  Why, I feel just like a deer 
caught in the high beams.  Did I do 
something wrong?

She points toward Melba, hand on her rather unstable and way-
too-large, costume-enhanced bosom, acting offended.  Realtor 
Lady leans over toward an agitated Kase, revealing a little 
bit too much plastic decolletage.  

KASE
Oh, that?  A thousand apologies.  I 
asked you to clean up the bathroom 
upstairs.  The mess, you know. Red 
goo on the floor?  B.L.O.O.D.?

The Realtor Lady looks even more upset now.  Deep cracks form 
in her homicidal makeup, oozing real blood.
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REALTOR LADY
My odd-jobber did clean the room 
up.  Spick-and-span.  I inspected 
it myself, day before yesterday.  
Right after we talked on your cell.

Kase takes one step away from her, and his neck twitches 
nervously, several times.  She takes two steps toward Kase, 
right up into his face.  Realtor Lady is briefly tongue-tied, 
unusual for her.  Kase won’t look her in the eye.

REALTOR LADY (CONT’D)
You mean, the haunting!  The Civil 
War legends?  It’s all true?

KASE
What legends?  Haunting?  HERE?  
Come on, that can’t be.  Say again?

Realtor Lady grabs Kase by the lapel and maneuvers him around 
the corner from the living room, into a dark corner.  Realtor 
Lady talks rapidly.  

REALTOR LADY
The legends?  The van Dorn murder 
back when?  The same crime scene 
copied here, in this very house 
Nothing can remove it.  NOTHING!

KASE
I’m not believing this.  You all 
must be in cahoots.

Realtor Lady rustles in her pumpkin-shaped purse for a piece 
of paper.  She unravels it and shoves it in Kase’s face.  He 
takes it, BALLS IT UP and GRINDS it under foot, obsessively.

REALTOR LADY
THERE!  It’s the receipt from my 
odd-jobber.  He did clean the place 
up.  White-tornado clean.  
Inspected it myself afterward!!

KASE
God almighty, woman.  I told 
you stress aggravates my 
condition.  Why else would I 
move to this quiet little town?

Kase acts hurt.  He stumbles back into a walk-in closet.  
Realtor Lady follows.  But she’s already hurried past Kase, 
taking Melba assertively by the hand, hurrying her out the 
door.
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REALTOR LADY (O.S.)
Welcome to the neighborhood.  
You’ll just love Vicksburg.  It’s 
just such a wonderful little town. 
So much to do.  So much to see. 

Kase watches through the window, neck twitching repeatedly, 
as Melba and the Realtor Lady drift outside and sit chatting 
away happily at the picnic table.  Then he turns and marshals 
the kids into some lesser state of disorder.

One oversized bowlegged kid wears a Confederate uniform.  His 
face is gaunt from near-starvation, and his expression is 
squinty but intense.  He talks like General van Dorn.

KID
Hey, Mister.  You the famous 
Confederate engineer just moved in?  
She your nigger-lady courtesan?  Ha-
Ha-Ha.  She’s bodacious!

Kase quickly RIPS a few tears in his clothes and rubs lamp 
black around his eyes.  He grins wickedly at the boy soldier.

KASE
Katrina survivors.  You’re...

KID
General Earl van Dorn, at your 
service, kind sir.  You're 
standing on sacred ground.  
Haunted too.  Honest, like.  

The General bows, then points at the house.  As he does so, a 
speck of blood on his white shirt grows, slowly, then faster, 
eventually covering his torso in a crimson tide.

KID (CONT’D)
This place really is a cursed, 
mister.  Every year, the middle 
upstairs light comes on, all of a 
sudden.  Seen it myself, I have.

KASE
You know, what?  About haunted 
houses, child?  

All the kids reel backwards, away from the bleeding General.

KASE (CONT’D)
Plenty of good reasons for scaring 
rude little Rebels like you’s.
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KID
Me?!  Evil spirits torment this 
house.  Mighty perplexed, be it.  
God will vindicate.  DEO VINDICI!  
Them’s Latin words, dummy.

All the other kids pipe in, solemnly nodding a sincere 
affirmative, eyes big, black, and scared.  They’ve retreated 
to a mere a child’s arms distance away from Kase now. 

Kase juts his shoulders back, puts hands on hips in his best 
Commanding Officer pose before the child general.

KASE
You have permission to speak 
freely, General Earl van Dorn.

Melba and the Realtor Lady come back inside, the latter 
hovering like she’s ready to get herself and the kids the 
hell out of there, but the General blocks the doorway.

KID
Who said y’all could depart these 
premises?  Where’s your marching 
orders?  Come on, gimme!

Melba sees Kase’s hobo disguise and hurries to follow suit. 

KID (CONT’D)
Nobody’s lived in this house for 
generations.  That light up there 
comes on every single year. On 
Halloween.  Seen it myself, I have.

General van Dorn DRAWS his authentic-looking, shiny, sharp 
metal sword and points up toward the top of the stairs and 
the infamous bathroom.  Everybody is quiet, looking that way. 

Van Dorn slides his sword into its leather sheath, then walks 
over to grab a glass mug of red liquid.  He briefly goes from 
living-color to black-and-white as he guzzles.  Then he SPITS 
the drink out, CHOKING, with extreme angst.

VAN DORN
Bloody hell!  FRUIT JUICE?  Where’s 
the God damn red wine?

He YANKS the sword out angrily, SWEEPS the room with it, 
cutting the candles on the cake in half.  Then he suddenly 
disappears, first turning black-and-white, then POP!

Nobody moves a muscle for the longest time.  Melba goes to 
Kase’s side and grabs his shirtsleeve, backing him away 
slowly with all her strength. 
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MELBA
Time to check into rehab, Kase!

The bathroom door CLICKS open, and slowly, NOISILY swings 
wide.  Suddenly the lights come on in the bathroom, all four 
bulbs’ worth.  Fingers of fresh, dark-green ivy vine creep 
out of the bathroom doorway, CRUNCHING into the light.

The kids erupt in bloodcurdling SCREAMS and run out the front 
door, down the driveway, SCREAMING nonstop.  Realtor Lady is 
in spirited pursuit.  Melba freaks out.

MELBA (CONT’D)
Shit fuck hell God damn!

KASE
No need to be polite about it.

Melba and Kase have been backing slowly out of the room.  The 
bathroom light FLICKERS out.  As they move backwards, the 
ceiling lights in the living room FIZZLE out, one by one, 
darkening each section of the room as they baby-step out. 

MELBA
Too many late-night horror movies 
for me.  This place is evil!  
Wicked, I say.  

They reach the foyer, and Melba loses her nerve and just up 
and runs for it when the foyer light goes out right above 
them, with a LOUD POP.  Kase runs too, toward the truck

EXT./INT. TRUCK IN GARDEN DISTRICT - NIGHT

Halfway down the block, the yellow truck passes a 
neighborhood park.  They slow to the posted 20 MPH speed 
limit.  Melba fights back tears, then spots their visitors.

The Realtor Lady has all the kids sitting up on a park bench 
trying to calm their nerves.  She’s wiping tears away, 
patting them on the head, straightening their distraught 
costumes, and stuffing candy corn in their screaming mouths.  

MELBA
I think empty-nest Mom likes you.

The kids PANIC in unison when they see the bright-yellow 
truck inching past, Melba and Kase eyeing them. 

Four wide, white eyeballs watch the kids, set in the dark 
interior of the truck.  Kase SLAMS the dash with his fist.
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KASE
Whorehouse Momma?  Not to mention 
that pumpkin-knot kid of hers.

The Realtor Lady SWATS the kids into order, violently, then 
turns and rudely waves the yellow truck away, with some kid’s 
bright-orange hat. 

MELBA
You mean General van Dorn?  He was 
kind of cute.  Reality-show rustic. 

The truck moves slowly away.  Melba waves happy-go-lucky at 
them in the rear window.  Kase gestures violently at her. 

KASE
Yea.  A real lady killer.

Melba looks down, notices the spot of icing on the topside of 
her breast.  She swipes it off with one finger, then licks 
the finger seductively, grabs her breasts boldly, aroused. 

KASE (CONT’D)
A jealous husband murdered Earl van 
Dorn, in cold blood.  

Melba bats her long eyelashes at Kase, then catches herself.

MELBA
You wouldn’t.  Oh! 

KASE
Van Dorn seduced a doctor’s wife.  
Her insanely jealous husband up and 
put a bullet through his horny 
skull.  Happened right here. 

MELBA
Enough with this soul searching! 
Aren’t there any quiet, remote, 
off- limits, parks nearby?

Melba’s makeup streaks with tears.  She opens her purse, 
pulls out a Kleenex box and begins cleaning up her morbid 
black makeup in the visor mirror.

MELBA (CONT’D)
Starting to look like a damned 
ghost myself.  Feel like one, too!

KASE
Guess she’s not meant to be a 
trophy wife after all.  
Scratch socialite off Melba’s what-
I-want-to-be-when-I-grow-up list.
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INT./EXT. TRUCK - ALL SAINTS ACADEMY GROUNDS - NIGHT

Kase’s yellow truck pulls into the driveway of an elegant 
building, historic markers prominent.  Sundry colors of 
lights light up the grounds dramatically.

KASE
Land yonder used to be part of our 
family plantation back then, before 
the Civil War.  Cotton, mostly. 
Hundreds of slaves.  Thousands.

MELBA
Oddly comforting, if I dare say so 
myself, Kase darling.

The truck drives around the deserted grounds of the now-
vacant school.  Straight ahead is a beautiful chapel.  Melba 
leans forward and CLICKS the radio on, turns the sound OFF.

MELBA (CONT’D)
Tune in to Kase one oh one point 
seven FM.  How goes the Yankee’s 
Civil War assault on that 
lusty Vicksburg valkyrie?

Leaves float psychedelically on the surface of a night-
lighted swimming pool far below them in a cove.  Wind blows 
violently across several athletic fields all around them.

KASE 
Melba?  Aren’t you a little too, 
promiscuous for a young lady your 
age?  Not that I don’t cater to 
this new, sexy you.  It’s just...

MELBA 
Hell, guys in my generation grew up 
in sexpot land, porno-dot-com. A 
girl’s got to soup up the hormone 
engine to ace some hot jet fuel.

Snow begins to fall, heavily.  Lightning STRIKES front and 
center, leaving a pillow of steam in its wake.  THUNDER and 
lightning RESOUND, like cannon fire.   

MELBA (CONT’D)
Can’t I just enjoy being with an 
older man?  With scruples?  Depth?

Streetlights go out as lighting STRIKES a transformer on a 
pole just ahead of them with a ROAR.  Then there’s a sudden 
lull.  Lightning bugs blink on and off like musket fire.  
Hail falls with a RACKET on the hood, like rifle SHOTS.
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MELBA (CONT’D)
Or is child-molesting-silicone-
enhanced-poster-Mom back there more 
your style?  Let me guess.

The drifting snow in the distance strobes with white 
lightning, revealing glimpses of soldiers scurrying across 
the open ground, under heavy fire.  Kase goes bug-eyed.

Kase turns the headlights out, and they coast ever so slowly, 
but gain speed as they roll down a steep incline.

MELBA (CONT’D)
Quiet.  I’m thinking.  About that 
house of yours.  You reckon it’s 
haunted?  For real?  YES?  No!

Red blood splatters when a Confederate soldier takes a direct 
hit.  His skull EXPLODES.  More rounds HIT his body. Melba 
sees the whole scene vaguely tattooed with lightning bug 
speckles of light, accentuating rifle and cannon flashes.

KASE 
Most brutal fighting of the 
Vicksburg campaign.  Blood thick as 
red dope on a slaughterhouse floor. 
Just try to silence them lambs.

Cannons RAKE the undergrowth and projectiles EXPLODE, 
throwing wounded Rebel soldiers to the ground.  SCREAMS ECHO 
through the hills, dampened only by the falling snow.  

KASE (CONT’D)
The Yankees were the first army in 
history to target officers of the 
enemy, on purpose...  Stonewall 
Jackson, at Chancellorsville.

Bright detonations reflect in ice-covered tree limbs and 
trunks.  Massive EXPLOSIONS move rapidly along the tree line.

KASE (CONT’D)
The Yanks killed four generals 
under van Dorn at Elkhorn Tavern.  
Makes you wonder who shot van Dorn 
himself a year later.

Melba SCREAMS, pushes over into the driver’s seat, and jams 
her foot on the brake pedal.  The truck SHUTTERS to a stop. 

Suddenly, just the bright light goes on, underwater in the 
Olympic-sized pool front and center.  Soldier’s lifeless 
bodies, floating in clouds of red, slowly fade from view.  
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KASE (CONT’D)
Is it fate we both see the same 
visions?  A sign from God?  Are we 
doomed before we even start, by the 
powers-that-be in Heaven above?

Wind blows leaves floating on the surface of the pool, 
dappling the light as it’s cast on overhanging trees.  The 
thunder and lightning fade into the distance.  Kase sighs 
deeply, and buries his head in his hands.

KASE (CONT’D)
Feeling a little foolish right 
about now.  Halloween is for kids.

A heavy gust ROCKS the truck. 

KASE
Don’t you know the half of 
it...

MELBA
You don’t know the half of 
it...

KASE (CONT’D)
You?  You’re holding out on me?

MELBA
Says the silent type-A reality 
channel who-wants-to-be-a-hero?

KASE
Psycho loses in triple overtime.  
Blue pills around here somewhere.  
I only sing because I’m happy.

A branch FALLS on the windshield, scattering hundreds of tiny 
little spiders off its leaves onto the glass.  The baby 
spiders scamper all about.  Melba hunkers back, grimacing.  

KASE (CONT’D)
I’m thinking.  My place isn’t the 
least bit haunted!  You're crazy!

Kase turns on the windshield wipers with a SQUEAK OF METAL ON 
GLASS and squashes a hundred baby spiders.  Melba rolls down 
the window, and pokes her head out, dry heaving.  Kase 
activates the windshield washing fluid and washes the 
windshield clean.  He JAMS the truck in gear, speeding up.

KASE (CONT’D)
How about another swell, touristy 
place we can look-see?  No more 
tricks.  I can’t take any more.

Melba huddles in the seat, feet drawn up under her, staring 
ahead blankly, blinking when they pass a streetlight. 
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EXT./INT. TRUCK - COUNTRY ROADS - NIGHT

Kase drives down winding, deserted country roads.  Long 
shadows from a full moon cast the roadway in a spooky gloom.

MELBA
What’s the point, Kase?

KASE
Huh?

MELBA
I’m scared, okay?  Terrified!  Just 
say the word and I’m hot and wet 
and throbbing beneath you.

KASE
Hahaha!  You think I staged all 
this just to fuck your buns and 
nibble your firm, young tits!

MELBA
You, mean it’s for, real?

KASE
I’ve known you since you were a 
child, Melba.  You think I'd trick 
you, abuse your trust?  Do I mean 
so little to you?

EXT. CLAIBORNE COUNT - WINDSOR RUINS - DAYBREAK

The big yellow truck slows to a stop in front of a row of 26 
ornate brick columns, each 45 feet tall.  Deep forest 
surrounds them on all sides.  There are no cars or people, 
anywhere.  They exit the truck in the predawn glow.  Melba is 
quickly reaching a boiling point. 

MELBA
Where are we?

KASE
Windsor Ruins.  Awesome, eh?  
Evil haunted house is a million 
miles away!  Un-lax already!

MELBA
Is this another morbid joke?

Melba KICKS the truck, then POUNDS it with her fists, doing 
noticeable damage.  Kase rushes to stop her. 
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Kase gently PATS the dents on the damaged fender.  He turns. 
Melba POUNDS her clenched fists on his chest, furious.  He 
grabs her fists in his, and she backs slowly away.

MELBA (CONT’D)
You didn’t know?

KASE
What?  You think I’m playing 
Russian Roulette with your 
emotions?  This is a relaxing, 
scenic wonder.  

MELBA
The horror that happened here?  
Involving my Rabalais family?

Kase puts his index finger to his temple, like a pistol.

KASE
Smoking gun.  He chambers another 
round, closes eyes.  Click.  BOOM! 
Forgive me, Peter, you were 
right to call celibacy a gift.

MELBA
God, this place is beautiful.  
Even more so than Mom’s 
haunting stories.  

Melba twirls round and round, in a daze.  She gets dizzy. 
Kase hustles to steady her.  In his arms, she looks up into 
his concerned face and pleads with him.

MELBA (CONT’D)
Tell me what you know, about this 
place.  Humor me, Father Trahan.  

Kase hesitates, shuddering briefly.  His neck twitches.

MELBA (CONT’D)
Your pupils are big as marbles. 
Relax, focus.  Tell me some hard 
facts.  Shake it off.  You can’t 
fix crazy.  Lust yes, crazy no!

Melba climbs out of his arms and drifts off toward the ruins.  
Kase hesitates, then trots to catch up to her.

KASE
Columns are all that remain of the 
Old South’s greatest mansion.  
Burned down a hundred years ago, 
worth millions at the least.
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MELBA
Burned, by Rabalais slaves!  LOOK!  

Melba points toward the horizon and the rising sun.  

KASE
My ancestors used to bring all 
their cotton to trade here.  A 
fine port nearby.  Until Grant 
burned it to the ground.

They shield their eyes as the sun’s rays melt into an 
illusion.  Huge flames rise all around the columns, reaching 
hundreds of feet into the air.  Briefly, Kase’s eyes are all 
red again, shimmering with oranges and yellows reflected off 
the crimson sunrise.

They back away from each other slowly, mesmerized by the 
fiery vision.  

MELBA
Windsor Castle was a Union 
hospital during the Civil War.

Kase nods, slowly.  The illusion fades as the rising sun 
bathes them in orange, leaving only the huge columns standing 
dramatically alone in the luscious green clearing.

KASE
Colonel William N. Brown fought 
here.  Old buzzard’s watch you gave 
me.  I’ve heard he chalked up more 
than a few Bluecoat casualties.  

MELBA
More than just a few, let’s hope.

Kase points toward the giant concrete tower of a nuclear 
power plant, belching steam into the cold morning air.

KASE
Grand Gulf Nuclear Power Plant.  A 
real Kodak moment for us.  Finally.

MELBA
Reminds me of the first time we 
met.  Me a ten-year-old stick-
figure kid with a broken bicycle, 
standing at your garage door...

Kase blinks a few times as several vague blotches of light 
like little blurbs of cotton dart in and out of the columns.  
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KASE
You were a sight for sore eyes!  
I’d just gotten out of the psych 
ward.  First real person I’d 
hobnobbed with for weeks, months!

Kase finally gets his eyes back into focus, after the bright 
light of the sun.  Melba is talking into his face, inches 
away from his nose.  Kase backs away from her, awkwardly.

MELBA
A Rabalais set Windsor Castle on 
fire!  Revenge of the freed slaves.

KASE
There you go!  The strange goings-
on are nothing but revenge of the 
freed slaves, again!  Versus my 
white Confederate forebears and I.

Melba collapses in a misshapen pile of awkward teenage limbs 
and joints, back braced against a hundred-year-old, knobby 
red cypress.

MELBA
Why didn’t you marry Angelique?  Is 
she why you took the vows?  Y'all 
were always such good friends. 
Gutter trash, the men she married.

Melba stands up and grabs Kase’s shoulder fiercely.

MELBA (CONT’D)
To them, marriage to Mom was 
permission to molest me...

KASE
...they didn’t!

MELBA
Plato -- well, he did things.  
Tried to do things, anyway...

KASE
I'LL KILL HIM!  CASTRATE HIM!

Melba snuggles closer to Kase, snaking her arm around him.

MELBA
I remember you in Angelique’s group-
therapy sessions in our living 
room.  Never seen anybody so 
uncomfortable excepting in church.
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KASE
Spotted you eavesdropping, I did. 
What, you break your own bike to 
befriend me?  Trying to be a shrink 
like Mommy, when you grow up?

MELBA
That’s so cruel!  We were friends, 
real friends.  You were the only 
adult friend I ever had.

Melba bursts into tears and runs back toward the truck.   
Kase follows, far behind. 

KASE
Never was good with people, myself. 
Jesuits sent me to engineering 
school.  Needed somebody to take 
white-collar confessions.

He catches up to her a few yards from the truck.  Melba 
collapses in a heap by the truck.

MELBA
Stupid ghost of General Earl van 
Dork. We’d be home picking cotton 
in bed if it weren’t for him...

KASE
STOP!  We’ll settle this right now!  
We’ll go visit the dear, departed 
general his self.  Where he 
presently remains, six feet under!

A sudden cloud of heavy morning fog steals across the 
clearing and obscures them from view. 

EXT. PORT GIBSON - CHURCH STREET - MORNING

A sleek, black Jaguar motors slowly past a row of magnificent 
Civil War-era churches surrounded by old moss-draped oaks.  

PLATO
Port Gibson is the only city that 
survived Sherman’s burn-as-you-go 
campaign. Grant called the town, 
“Too beautiful to burn.”

It’s Sunday morning, and cars are everywhere as people arrive 
and walk to church services.  Several antebellum homes have 
signs on the lawn.  Angelique points to one and reads.

ANGELIQUE
I’m hungry... “Save Church Street?”
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PLATO
Going to put a major highway right 
through the middle of town.

ANGELIQUE
What Grant couldn’t do, the 
Mississippi Highway Department does 
on a whim.  To hell with history!

Angelique LAUGHS so loud and wicked-sounding that churchgoers 
turn to see what the ruckus is all about.  Plato stops in the 
middle of the road, SMACKS the GPS, hard.  

PLATO
Damn GPS is on the fritz.  Says 
they should be nearby.  Where we 
are?  Worked five seconds ago?  
What gives?

Angelique’s vague figure steps out of the Jaguar, leans on 
the door and looks up at a giant gold hand on top of the 
Presbyterian church pointing to heaven, glowing brilliantly 
in the early morning sunlight.  She SNAPS a photograph.

EXT. PORT GIBSON - MAIN STREET - MORNING

Kase and Melba walk slowly along a brightly colored, twenty-
yard-long mural painted on the walls of an old building.  
Melba does a little dance, twirling around, then grabbing 
Kase’s hand happily.  Kase is surveying the area, wary.

MELBA 
It’s beautiful.  What is it?

KASE 
I swear to God, I saw Angelique’s 
Jaguar back there. 

MELBA 
It’s so alive!

Kase has stopped, and Melba sees he is unstrapping his new 
watch.  Melba is hurt.  Kase looks all around, paranoid.

MELBA (CONT’D)
Don’t you like it?

KASE
Hell, yes, I do.  But, look.

He holds out the wrist of his watch hand.  There’s a large 
red welt, like a deep skin rash, where the watch had been.
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KASE (CONT’D)
Forgot I’m allergic to metal on my 
skin.  Wasn’t that your Mom’s jag?

Melba backs away from him, aghast.  The black Jaguar cruises 
down a street several blocks away, in the shadows.

MELBA
You’re allergic to silver?  So am 
I!  How coincidental is that?

Melba reaches into the top of her blouse and yanks out a 
large Cleopatra-esque turquoise necklace. 

MELBA (CONT’D)
This necklace you gave me?  Is it 
about the Queen of the Damned?  
Shit, no wonder they booted you 
from the Holy Roman Church!

She leans over and shows Kase the elaborate metal ornament, 
coated with black nail polish on the back.  Kase looks 
briefly, then stares into the distance, pensive.

MELBA (CONT’D)
Slave woman rifles bottomless 
purse for white master.  Ready 
for sugar Daddy’s every need.

Melba fishes self-consciously in her purse.  She pulls out a 
bottle of black nail polish and hands it to Kase.  

Melba sits him down at an wrought iron bench across the 
street from the mural.  Then she sits next to him, swinging 
her legs happily as he coats the back of the watch with 
lacquer and then blows the nail polish dry.

MELBA (CONT’D)
Sorry the Church can’t help you.  
That Mom refuses to help.  That 
you’re so resentful, of all Mom’s 
money.  I love you, if that helps.

Melba hits Kase in the shoulder, getting his attention.

MELBA (CONT’D)
You're a devil worshipper?  Do you 
say the Black Mass in secret?  How 
cool is that!  You can tell me, 
Kase.  I won’t rat you out.

Kase pats her thoughtfully on the knee.  He draws his hand 
back quickly when Melba moves it to between her legs.  
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KASE
Certain allergies can be learned by 
association, according to Ben 
Franklin and the Farmer's Almanac.  

MELBA
So if I rub elbows with allergy 
creep long enough...

KASE
...you’ll get emphysema, dirty 
yeller teeth, wrinkles.  

Kase bares his gums at her menacingly, holding two fingers 
mimicking fangs.  Melba’s joking.  He isn’t.

MELBA
Best get off that high horse, 
before it knocks you off.  We 
better find some calm, normal place 
to hang out.  As in yesterday.

Melba cries out and PUNCHES him hard in the stomach, then 
runs back down the street, footloose and carefree.

KASE
Just about ready for the cemetery 
myself.  Now there’s a low-risk 
destination for us.  Peaceful, 
comforting to the anxious soul.

INT. HISTORIC CAFE - MORNING

Angelique and Plato sit at a quaint antebellum cafe, double 
doors opening out onto a patio, eating pastries and drinking 
coffee.  The big yellow truck drives by outside, and they 
both turn briefly away from the window, hiding their faces. 

ANGELIQUE
Thanks for cheering me up, beau. 
Nearly there.  Few more twists of 
the knife, and they’re goners.

They both sober up as a family of churchgoers carrying well-
worn Bibles walks by outside, each of them glaring at how 
Angelique still wears part of her Wicked Witch Halloween 
makeup.  Plato wears jeans and a flannel shirt, plus 
suspenders.  Angelique leans close to Plato and whispers.

ANGELIQUE (CONT’D)
What is going on with that house?  
Tell me.  That van Dorn kid scared 
the shit out of me.  God Almighty!
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PLATO
There’s always a real basis for 
hauntings. Something unresolved in 
the past, often sexual.

Several staff look anxiously toward their table when 
Angelique begins talking too loud.  The staff chatter among 
themselves.  Out in the street, well-dressed white folk await 
anxiously, staring at Angelique and Plato.

PLATO (CONT’D)
Don’t let the house psych you out, 
darling.  Control your imagination!

ANGELIQUE
Right.  You dead.  Me deader.

Plato LAUGHS uproariously, loud enough for all the idle staff 
in the cafe to look their way, even more menacingly. 

OUTSIDE THE CAFE - SIDEWALK

They walk down the sidewalk, arm-in-arm carefree.  Angelique 
turns and looks deep into Plato’s tired, bloodshot eyes.

ANGELIQUE
Got to be more obvious.  Make Kase 
more paranoid.  Drive him over the 
edge, before she falls in love with 
him.  MAKE HER SEE HOW CRAZY HE IS!

Plato pulls shades out and puts them on.  He ignores her.

PLATO
They don’t send crazies to regular 
jail, Angelique.  They go to 
institutions for the criminally 
insane.  Terrible places, truly.

ANGELIQUE
Don’t you go talking technical like 
that.  It scares me.  Next time 
they get Kase, they'll put him away 
for life, without parole!  Yahoo!!

EXT./INT. JAGUAR - MAIN STREET - DAY

They cruise thought light traffic.  Plato points across the 
road slightly to the rear at a big, antebellum home off 
Church Street, with a beautiful yard.
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PLATO
First house Kase flipped.  
Relations of his lived there. 
People say they helped shoot John 
Kennedy the President! 

Angelique follows the direction he points to.  

ANGELIQUE
That’s a hard-on.  How do you know 
all this?

PLATO
Kiss her for talking that a way.  
Merely looking after our, umm, old 
friend, Kase.

ANGELIQUE
Lie!  You’ve been aiming to put a 
bullet between his bloodshot eyes 
for years!  What?  He catch you 
making goo-goo eyes at Melba?  Huh?

Several platoons of boys in school uniforms (dark jackets and 
ties, white shirts) march past in formation in front of them.

PLATO
Kids are from a Presbyterian  
boarding school.  Going to services 
at the church with the gold hand on 
top.  One you took a picture of.

ANGELIQUE
Onward Christian soldiers.

Angelique HUMS the hymn sweetly as it plays on a nearby 
church organ.  The parade passes.  She sways to the music.  

PLATO 
Chamberlain Hunt Academy.  
Christian slash military boarding 
school for rich kids with drug 
problems.  Our kind of people!

Traffic goes again.  A few blocks down the road are the 
Academy’s beautiful brick castles on sweeping, elegant 
grounds.  Angelique keeps humming as Plato drives and talks.

PLATO (CONT’D)
Lee Harvey Oswald went to that 
school.  Guy shot John Kennedy. 
Remember him?  Need I say more?
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The Jaguar rolls to a stop in front of a beautiful red-brick 
synagogue.  Then they roll slowly past equally beautiful 
Catholic and Episcopal churches.

ANGELIQUE
Praise the Lord.

PLATO
Four seconds.  With an antique, 
repeating rifle.  At a moving, 
heavily guarded target.  From six 
stories high.  Bang!  Bang! 

Angelique finally quits humming. Large lawns separate grand 
old roads from the road. In front of one house, a hardworking 
Latino crew mows a landscaped lawn.  Blacks sit shiftless in 
front of an abandoned grocery store across the street, 
watching the Hispanic workers.

ANGELIQUE
Shades of the treacherous murder 
alleged to have transpired uptown 
on Rose Lane in the Erb Residence.

EXT. PORT GIBSON - GREENWOOD STREET CEMETERY - DAY

The big yellow truck rolls to a halt in front of a grandiose 
grave surrounded by a wrought-iron fence.  

KASE (O.S.)
Famous cemetery?  Got to fill the 
prescription for a quiet, sobering 
Sunday afternoon get-away-from-it-
all stroll.  Don’t you think?

They get out and wander around the landscaped grounds.

KASE (CONT’D)
Here lies Confederate General Van 
Dorn.  Only person in this cemetery 
facing south.  BURIED HERE.  Not 
haunting my house!  

MELBA
No doubt he’s revered in these 
parts.  Do you envy him?

They walk a little further along.  Kase points to a marker.  

KASE
Meet the late, great Colonel 
William N. Brown.  General van 
Dorn’s sidekick and genius 
cavalry protege.
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It’s a moment before Melba focuses, then stops in sincere 
surprise.  She approaches the marker and looks haltingly.

She grabs his arm, hands shaking.  Melba looks from Kase’s 
new watch, then back.  Then she leans down to read out loud 
the grave marker.

MELBA
William N. Brown.  Colonel C.S.A.
Loyal Confederate Soldier.  Born in 
Vicksburg.  Died after the war, a 
few miles from Port Gibson.

While Kase walks back to the truck, Melba stares at the small 
Brown family plot.  She blinks several times.

INSERT - CLOSE ON BROWN FAMILY PLOT

Melba sees a second grave marker, identical with the first, 
labeled “Ida Erb Brown,” appear right next to Colonel Brown’s 
grave.  It fades away as Kase returns from the truck, his 
shoes CRUNCHING in the gravel.  

BACK TO SCENE

Kase arranges on William Brown’s grave a dozen unhealthy, 
deep-red roses, already withering from the freezing cold. 
Melba asks in a whisper so hoarse Kase has to lean close to 
hear her.  His pupils get big as he listens to her questions.

MELBA (CONT’D)
Hey?  Was Colonel Brown married?  
To a woman called Ida?

KASE
Angelique told you?

Melba’s knees start to wobble, threatening to buckle.

MELBA
No.  I just hallucinated her grave 
marker.  There!  Clear as day.

Melba points to a small mound of grassy earth beside Colonel 
Brown’s grave.  Melba grabs his arm tightly with both of 
hers.

KASE
Jesus.  That little mound must be 
my Great Grandma Ida Erb Brown.

MELBA
Ida Erb?  Scion of the famous 
Memphis Erbs? Of whom we Rabalais 
are so desperately envious?
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KASE
No one envies that particular Erb.

MELBA
Why not?  What happened?

KASE
She committed suicide, on Christmas 
Day.  Hung herself from a ceiling 
fan.  Found by Col. Brown himself!

MELBA
My God.  In that house in 
Vicksburg?  YOURS?  On Christmas 
Day?  That’s hateful. CHRISTMAS 
DAY?  Did I hear you rightly?

Kase shudders and falls in a feint on his knees.

MELBA (CONT’D)
You don’t suppose it’s ...

KASE
... Great Grandma Ida doing the 
haunting?

MELBA
The bloody mess?  The mysterious 
glass of red wine?  I reckon so!

INT. 3030 ROSE LANE - DOWNSTAIRS CEILING FAN - FLASHBACK

Superimposed on the scene is an image of two adults in 
silhouette, looking up at a limp body hanging from a ceiling 
fan, (an oak limb in the cemetery) slowly spinning with the 
fan, while cracks in the ceiling plaster slowly emanate 
outward from the fan base from the extra weight.

BACK TO SCENE

Kase gets up on one knee, too unsteady to stand up.  Melba 
puts her hand on his shoulder. She’s pale, too.  

MELBA (CONT’D)
I’m still hoping, like somebody I 
know, she might have already been 
crazy?  Delusional?  Suicidal!

Kase gets back up on his feet, sweat beading on his brow.  He 
points to an elaborate pentagram embedded in the grave 
marker, oozing fresh, bright-red blood.  The ground TREMBLES, 
and lightning RUMBLES in the distance.
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KASE
My kinfolk, the Erbs, founded the 
Mennonite religion in Pennsylvania 
some years before the Civil War.  

MELBA
No wonder Mom went ballistic, when 
I grew into my Gothic phase.  Can’t 
imagine what it means, about how 
our paths crossed in other lives.

KASE
You can understand how Great 
Grandma Ida’s in an unmarked grave.

MELBA
How her strict fundamentalist, 
Bible-toting religion couldn’t save 
her from that demonic place.  How 
Romeo and Juliet is that?  

They stand thoughtfully in front of the two graves.  Melba 
slips her hand into his, leans her head on his shoulder.  A 
cloud obscures the late afternoon sun and casts the whole 
cemetery in sudden darkness.  

MELBA (CONT’D)
Guess we have to go home now.

KASE
Thanks for the pleasant Sunday 
afternoon.  Maybe a bit Gothic. 

Melba turns on heel, stalks back to the truck, gets in and 
SLAMS the door closed.  She watches from a distance. 

Kase stands at attention and gives a strict military salute 
to Colonel William Brown’s tombstone.  Then he gently takes 
half the wild roses and arranges them on Ida Erb’s grave. 
Melba looks away as Kase trots back to the truck.  As soon as 
he turns away, the roses in Ida Erb’s grave wither and die.

EXT./INT. TRUCK - AFTERNOON

Kase starts the truck and steers it back onto the road.

MELBA
Can we take the long way back to 
Vicksburg, Kase?  Maybe something 
beauteous and scenic?  I’m not...

The big yellow truck drives slowly past a large field with 
hundreds of Confederate grave markers in neat rows.  
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KASE
... Ready to return to, the scene 
of the crime?

They pass a historic marker, “The Battle for Port Gibson.”

NATCHEZ TRACE PARKWAY - LATE AFTERNOON

Spectacular valley vistas open all around them, populated 
with nobody but black-and-white cows languishing in pools of 
warm sunlight.  Kase watches them often, the road less often.

There are no other cars on the parkway.  The sun is low on 
the horizon, near to setting.  Gentle curving hills pass 
gracefully through dense, tall hardwoods.  Briefly, a 
regiment of ghostly Rebel cavalry GALLOPS across the terrain.

KASE 
After General van Dorn was shot, 
his second-in-command, Col. William 
N. Brown, took over the defenses.

Horses chasing one another run through a large field, jumping 
fences, and darting in and out of groves of oak trees.  Deer 
scurry across the road.  Baby deer tag along behind. 

KASE (CONT’D)
Van Dorn had a girl-child, born the 
day he was assassinated.  The 
mother died in childbirth.  
Col. Brown adopted the baby.

The Rebel soldiers turn, then RACE to the tree line as a huge 
Yankee force chases them.

KASE (CONT’D)
Col. Brown was captured when 
Vicksburg surrendered on July 4th, 
later released in a prisoner 
exchange, then went back to war.  

Kase slows to a crawl, then pulls into a historic roadside 
park.  He pulls to a stop and they exit. 

MELBA
Fought famously well!  Woe is me. 
Died even better.

NATURE TRAIL - SUNSET

Melba and Kase climb down a short trail from a small parking 
area, down a deep grade to the original, 1800’s horse trail. 
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They reach a narrow lane in a deep ravine with a heavy, thick 
canopy of tall trees overhead.  

KASE
Welcome to the original Natchez 
Trace.  Just like it was way back 
when.  Well, a couple hundred feet 
worth.  Rest is superhighway.

MELBA
Relax, Kase.  You’re not back to 
being an engineer yet.  Saving the 
environment can wait for another 
day!

They walk a small loop, which leads back to the parking lot.  
Melba slides her arm in his.  Kase is less than obliging.

MELBA (CONT’D)
These visions we’ve been having? 
Completing each other’s sentences, 
thoughts, visions even.  What does 
it mean?  Are we star-crossed?

KASE
We’re certainly on the same wave 
length, Melba.  It’s society 
that’s the problem.  In another 
day, another age, maybe...

MELBA
So society forbids us from loving 
each other?  Is that what you’re 
saying?  Cross-generational white 
man’s bigotry?  How terrible!

Melba breaks away from him, puts distance between them.

KASE
The other day, you said you were 
almost eighteen...

MELBA
Oh.  So you were listening?  

She loses a step. Hands on hips, she yells at his back.

MELBA (CONT’D)
Don’t you even know when my 
birthday is?

Kase walks a little faster, biding for time.  Her footsteps 
are gaining on him.  Kase desperately seeks a right answer.
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KASE
Bought you all those gifts, didn’t 
I?  Maybe, first week of November?

Melba reaches him, slides her arm around his waist.

MELBA
They were lovely.  You never saw 
what you got me.  Tonight!  
Promise?

Melba slips her arm out of his, self-consciously.  She 
crosses her arms behind her back to occupy them, purse slung 
over one shoulder.  Kase stares ahead.

KASE
Same sheer negligee?  

MELBA
Oh.  So you did notice?  

Kase steps out in earnest. Melba has to run to catch up.  She 
HITS him with her purse.  Kase gets angry, starts to hit 
back.

MELBA (CONT’D)
Didn’t you see anything to your 
liking?  Huh?

Melba gives a little SQUEAL, then breaks into a hard run as a 
cloud suddenly obscures what little light remains of the 
setting sun, casting the trail into complete darkness.  Only 
a dim light shines from the parking area, and she runs at 
full speed that way, SCREAMING bloody hell all the way there. 

They circle each other at the parking lot, catching their 
breath.  Melba is the first to recover. 

MELBA (CONT’D)
Your facts.  My pheromones.  

KASE
I thought you were worrying about 
the house.  The fate of my Great 
Grandmother Ida Erb, who...

MELBA
... haunts the place?  Hell and 
damnation!  What if I want it to 
happen?  S.E.X.?  Without some 
stupid ghost getting in the way.

Kase gets in the truck and GUNS the engine.  Melba crosses 
her arms, and climbs in.
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EXT./INT. TRUCK - NIGHT

The wheels SPIN OUT and throw gravel everywhere as they jet 
away into the now ominously dark night.

MELBA
Send me home any time.

KASE
You’re fun, sexy, controversial. 
You get my pulse rippling.  Can’t 
we just keep being best buddies? 
Can’t you dial down the urges?

He waits and finally decides.  He grasps her hand, turns on 
the overhead light, and points to the CD selection.

KASE (CONT’D)
How about some tunes, copilot?   
Static buzz don’t become you.

MELBA
Right on.  We need to practice, 
being together.

KASE
Can’t you see I need some time? 
Space?  This is all new to me...

MELBA
Can’t we even flirt?  Just a 
little?  My game box aches.    

She inserts a CD, then cranks up the MUSIC all the way.  And 
they cruise down the highway.  They both squirm constantly. 

A few minutes later, Kase turns the CD player off, slows to a 
stop, and pulls off onto the grass shoulder.  He takes a deep 
breath to calm down.

Lightning flashes nearby, then THUNDER.  The horizon is alive 
with long thick streaks of lightning.  Flakes of what look 
like snow drift into the headlights.

MELBA (CONT’D)
Since when do thunderstorms make 
snow?  Never.  Ever, again.

KASE
ASHES!  Not snow, ashes.  From wild 
fires.  Fearsome bad drought all 
year long.  Lightning has sparked 
several fires, come lately.
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MELBA
ASHES?  That’s even more creepy.  

KASE
Hankering to take the wheel?

They squeeze past one another, exchanging seats.  Momentarily 
Melba straddles him, in his lap.  She closes her eyes, and 
genuflects.  Kase stares at her, sadly.

MELBA
Strip on your super-max condom, 
Kase.  Jet into my small-ville.

Kase struggles, puts his arms at breast height, and pushes by 
here.  He takes his own sweet time about it, though.  Melba 
arches her back, and Kase jams his hand between her legs.  

KASE
I’m thinking we need sex therapy.

Another truck RIPS by.  The yellow truck SHAKES in its wake.  
They separate in a mad scramble and settle into their seats.  
Melba adjusts the seat forward, with authority.  She GUNS the 
engine, and speeds away, BURNING RUBBER. 

MELBA
Little old me?  Rhett Butler’s 
Leviathan, the monster truck? 

KASE
Hells bells, woman.  Mind the road 
already.  You’re Pac Man-ing.

The truck straddles the center stripe,  Melba silhouetted at 
the wheel in flickers of lightning.  Kase is furious!

KASE (CONT’D)
Back off the NASCAR moves, Boo.  
The speed limit here is fifty.  
You’re gonna get a ticket. You’re 
gonna wreck my yellow truck!

MELBA
High-as-a-kite Melba.  Can’t pass 
the sheriff’s sobriety test. 

She GUNS the engine, speeds around a sharp corner covered 
with patches of ice, slides, then deftly recovers.  

KASE
Loyal beau pleads dopamine high on 
her behalf.  Both end up in jail.
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Suddenly the truck FISHTAILS through a patch of ice.  The 
truck CAREENS onto the grass shoulder, leaving wide deep 
tracks in the grass border.  The sides of the truck are thick 
with mud.  Steam rises as mud cooks on the hood.

MELBA
Copilot keeps his manly silence. 
Type-B Southern gentleman pains to 
grip black leather steering wheel.

Kase just sits there, watching the ashes build up on the mud-
splattered windshield.  His foot TAPS constantly.

KASE
Close shave.  Old Spice close.  You 
had me feeling so vulnerable, too.   

Melba JAMS the truck in reverse.  The wheels SPIN madly. 
Ghostly images of a massive Yankee-Rebel battle etch the dark 
night with flashes of cannon and rifle fire all around them.

MELBA
Col. Brown is engaging Grant at 
every opportunity.  Backpedaling  
through the woods.

KASE
Grant drives Col. Brown clear 
back to Vicksburg.  Makes ready 
to lay siege to the city. 

The truck suddenly gets traction.  Melba barely controls the 
big pickup as GEARS CRUNCH loudly, reversing at high speed 
back to the roadway. 

Melba makes a fast reverse-turn onto the tarmac, then BRAKES. 
Kase folds and unfolds his arms rapidly.

MELBA
I like the laid part.  Siege sounds 
a might bit kinky, too.  Lay low 
until dopamine equilibrium returns. 

Lightning STRIKES the road ahead, cracking the roadway 
deeply.  Kase cringes. 

THUNDER rumbles loudly as Melba goes into gear and drives 
undaunted through the lightning.  

KASE
Let the siege begin.  Next time we 
leave the city, it’ll be free or in 
a coffin.  Give me liberty or...
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MELBA
Reserve one coffin for me, please.

Kase cranks up the MUSIC and relaxes into the deep bucket 
seat, closing his eyes mercifully, eyelids twitching rapidly. 
There are bags under his beet-red eyes, as if he hadn’t slept 
in a month.  He opens them briefly, then winks at her. 

KASE
Make that a double-wide.

Melba drives carefully as the storm closes in all around.

EXT. 3030 ROSE LANE - COBBLESTONE TURNAROUND - DAY

Melba makes labored progress muscling a gas-powered push lawn 
mower across the steep hillside lawn.  A thin New Orleans 
Saints T-shirt clings seductively to her sweaty torso, not 
obscuring much but her belly button.

A TRUCK HORN sounds in the distance, and Melba runs up the 
hill.  Six linebackers in blue jackets labeled “Rebel Movers” 
walk wearily up the steep driveway behind her.  

Melba brakes right before Kase, who’s cleaning weapons at the 
picnic table.  The mover’s supervisor is Plato in disguise, 
with a bushy mustache and oversized sun glasses.  

MELBA
What’s with the Movers-R-Us?

She jumps up and down.  Kase picks up a Civil War pistol.  He 
peers down the sights, aimed at Melba’s forehead.

KASE
From the house I renovated, back in 
Port Gibson.  More precious family 
heirlooms -- gunsmith’s tools.

The men arrive, fan out around Melba, checking her out top-to-
bottom.  Kase adjusts his trousers dramatically.

KASE (CONT’D)
Just a few antiquated repeating 
rifles, adapted to assassinate 
United States presidents.  Hahaha! 
Bang!  Bang!  Die, mother fucker...

MELBA
Stop kidding.  Now, what do I do?

The movers watch Melba avidly as Kase finishes a hand sketch 
on crosshatched, green engineering paper.  It’s a floor plan 
of the house.  He hands it to Melba.
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KASE
Here’s the floor plan. Shows where 
all the big pieces go.  Boxes of 
gun tools all go in the upstairs 
bedroom with the blood-red carpet.  

Kase gets back to work.  Melba starts to object, then leads 
the movers away.  Kase yells at their backs...

KASE (CONT’D)
Rifles and gun barrels, anything 
related thereto.  WEAPONS GO 
NOWHERE ELSE.  No mistakes!

GAZEBO DECK/KITCHEN ENTRANCE - DAY

Several movers are lowering a baby grand piano on its side 
down a dozen brick steps outside the kitchen door.  They’re 
all soaked in sweat.  

Melba is expertly directing traffic.  She wears a leather New 
Orleans Saints cheerleader jacket.  

Melba turns and violently PUNCHES a speed bag as movers carry 
a fancy boxing rig by her into the house. 

LOWER DRIVEWAY - SUNSET

Kase signs small-print documents on a metal clipboard for the 
chief mover (Plato, now wearing a tie), while the giant 
moving truck slowly backs down the driveway. 

Kase waves good-bye and casually walks a few steps to the 
mail box by the side of the road.  He pulls out a stack of 
mail.  

INSERT - CLOSE ON MAIL BOX - MAIL

Strong hands with dirty fingernails flip through junk mail 
addressed to “3030 Rose Lane.”  Hands stop at a letter 
addressed to “1307 Mulvihill Road.” 

BACK TO SCENE

Kase SLAMS the mail box closed.  He scolds the box then, 
finger threatening like a first grade teacher. 

KASE 
Right name.  Different address.  
Bad mailbox.  That’s the street up 
the hill there. Shame on yo momma.
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Kase looks up and to the left of the steep driveway, at a 
hill thick with ivy.  Just then, the top of the big white 
moving van drives by on Mulvihill.  Kase shrugs, and walks 
slowly up the driveway, dragging his feet.

He rounds the corner.  Melba has a bucket of soap water and 
is washing the yellow truck, working on the tires now.  She 
has her cheerleader jacket off, wearing just a paper-thin 
delicate bra that’s on the verge of spilling its contents. 

Kase watches her, avidly.  He adjusts his trousers around the 
waist and groin.  Then he holds his hands up, in a T-shaped
time-out signal.  He speaks at Melba’s back.  His arms grip 
his torso tightly, as he struggles to hold his emotions in 
check.

KASE (CONT’D)
Southern women don’t sweat, they 
glisten.  Amen and pass them yams.

Melba turns around, looking for a voice.  Kase ducks around 
the corner.  He bites his lower lip.  Then he walks around 
the north side of the house.  

Centered in the bare dirt and scratch grass is a five-by-
eight-foot brick patio deck, old from the looks of it.  Kase 
STOMPS his feet on the deck.  Just then, the light turns on 
in a second story window as Melba SLAMS the window up and 
pokes her wet head out.  Kase jumps a foot.

MELBA
There you are, Father Trahan, 
Jesuit priest extraordinaire. Can 
we go eat now?  I’m famished.

Kase STOMPS the deck again, making a loud hollow noise.

KASE
Aloha, fast-food Fannie.  Look, 
it’s hollow.  There’s a cellar 
below.  

Kase looks right above at her in the second-floor window 
twenty feet up.  Melba is starting to build up steam.  

KASE (CONT’D)
Mona Lisa in the famous bathroom 
window frame.  See that connection?

MELBA
Yea.  Hungry bitch with sharp 
fingernails and bulging biceps.  
Thin, white neck.  Killer left jab. 

Kase gulps, then runs full speed to the kitchen door.
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EXT./INT. PEMBERTON MALL - GARFIELD’S RESTAURANT - NIGHT

Melba and Kase stroll through the mall, window-shopping. 
She’s enthusiastic.  Kase acts tired and more than a little 
paranoid.  He looks into a posh restaurant and, surprised, 
grabs Melba’s shirtsleeve and points.

KASE
Doesn’t that look like Angelique?

Melba shadows her eyes with her palm, looking toward the dark 
interior of the restaurant, and jokes in reply.

MELBA
I’m hungry too.  How about it, guy?

KASE
Too expensive.  Let’s do Chinese.

They keep walking past the entrance to “Garfield’s.” 
Angelique and Plato ease out the restaurant rest rooms and 
sit back down at their table.

PLATO
That guy’s more wary than a dummy 
on report card day.  We better be 
careful, or he’ll I.D. us.

Their meals arrive.  Angelique digs in.  Plato blithely picks 
at his food.  She waves a finger at him.

ANGELIQUE
You got the nerve to trade options 
on Wall Street.  This bait-and-
switch game shouldn’t bother you...

PLATO
Well, shut my mouth.

Angelique keeps eating with an appetite and gulps down a 
supersized soda.  She motions with her fork for him to 
continue.  Her hair glistens, wet from washing.

PLATO (CONT’D)
This isn’t one of your group 
sessions, Angelique.  They aren’t 
some faceless patients, they’re 
family.  Have you no scruples?

ANGELIQUE
It’s so gratifying to see somebody 
a lot more scared than me.  Ha-ha!

Angelique smiles brightly, still chewing industriously.  She 
motions with her fork again for him to eat up, or else.
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ANGELIQUE (CONT’D)
You’re delusional from hunger, or  
your senses are discombobulated, by 
rapacious flirt.  Tell me you don’t 
enjoy the hunt.  Eh?

Angelique bats her eyes.  She winks seductively at him.

PLATO
Well.  I must admit, it is 
exciting, stimulating.  Irrational!

Angelique looks at Plato like he’s stark-raving mad.  

ANGELIQUE
You see?  Mamma knows best!

Angelique shakes her wet head, enough for a light drizzle of 
spots to cover the bare-wood tabletop, which she quickly 
wipes off with her shirtsleeve.  

ANGELIQUE (CONT’D)
IRRATIONAL?  You called me 
irrational?  How dare you!

PLATO
Your obsession, terror even, with 
Melba, about her hanging with Kase. 
I can’t help myself but wonder why.

Plato smiles weakly, with resignation.  He looks for his 
fork.  He sees that Angelique has it.  He tries to grab it, 
but she steals it away.  He grabs a spoon and digs in. 
Angelique talks fast, in a whisper.

ANGELIQUE
WONDER?  Why?  What, you afraid 
Melba’s not your real daughter? 
That Kase-the-friendly neighbor 
repair-man is her biological Daddy?

Angelique LAUGHS fiendishly, several breaths’ worth.

Angelique sits watching him, elbows square on the table, 
twirling her hair into curls, eyes twinkling mischievously. 
Angelique waits until she catches his eye, then starts 
unbuttoning her blouse.  

Plato starts to get up and leave. Angelique holds his hand on 
the table, keeping him from leaving.  Plato grits his teeth.

PLATO
Kase ought to know better, 
shouldn’t he?  Keep his hands off 
beautiful licorice chick.
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ANGELIQUE
Kase is ripe for a breaking.  
They’re bosom buddies now.  Just a 
little more stress.  Now that he’s 
seen us, add paranoia to delusions. 

PLATO
You can’t go and take out all your 
post-menopause anxieties on her.

ANGELIQUE
STOP IT!  I’ve known Kase since 
grade school.  We’ve been friends, 
even dated to outrage our stuck-up 
parents.  NOTHING HAPPENED!

Angelique gets up, her blouse wide open, no bra in evidence.  
Male and female staff cleaning up the place stare.  

ANGELIQUE (CONT’D)
Kase knows better than anybody the 
dangers to the soul of extramarital 
sex, sex with under age girls, and 
then there's lusting in the heart!

PLATO
We have no right.  They’re both 
adults.  Done nothing unlawful!

Plato hustles to her side, holds her shirt closed with one 
hand around her waist behind her back, and reaches the other 
across her front, right under her jutting nipples.  Angelique 
nestles into his arms.

ANGELIQUE
All goes as planned, good chance 
Melba will kill him.  Temporary 
insanity!  Mom the shrink will 
testify.  Learn her a lesson!

They walk toward the door.  Just as they pass several staff 
clustered by punch-out clocks, Angelique says loud enough for 
them to hear.

ANGELIQUE (CONT’D)
Take me back to our luxury hotel, 
Daddy.  It’s past our bedtime.  

Angelique snakes one free hand around his waist, and the 
other turns his face to her, and she plants a wet kiss square 
on the lips.  Plato pushes her away to arm’s length.
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PLATO
You’re hotter than a pan-fried 
omelet, baby.  Be my pleasure to 
throw you down just now. 

They have to turn to face each other to get out the door.  
Plato slides his arm under her shirt, briefly.  Angelique 
sighs with pleasure and melts into his lithe body.  

ANGELIQUE
Can you tap into her cell phone? 
Listen in to their goings-on?  I 
WANT TO KNOW!  I need to know.

PLATO
That’s insane, illegal too.  You 
want to break them up?

ANGELIQUE
Enjoy vicariously?  Maybe.  Ruin 
his soul.  YES!  He deserves it!

INT. 3030 ROSE LANE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Melba and the cat play chase games in and around all the 
boxes and furniture.  Melba wears just a knee-length 
“Garfield” football shirt. 

Kase rolls up his sleeves and starts tidying up the living 
room.  He wears a black USMC Special Forces shirt and 
camouflage trousers.  THUNDER booms.  Dixie screams by and 
dives for cover under the desk.  

MELBA
Buck up, Dixie.  It’s only God 
Almighty talking, threatening!

Melba tries to coax Dixie out, then retreats into the main 
bedroom off the living room proper and makes noise doing some 
housekeeping.  Kase putters around, unpacking.  Melba scoots 
by right behind him, into the downstairs bathroom.  

KASE
Okay, cat.  Coast is clear...  I 
mean to skin you alive!  YE-HAAAA!!

Kase leans over and YELLS at the cat hiding under the oak 
desk.  The cat gets up on its hindquarters, SPITTING.  Kase 
backs off, smiles wearily, and gets to work setting up the 
stereo.  He turns it on, but can’t tune in any stations.
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KASE (CONT’D)
Christian radio station won’t come 
in.  F’ing bungling DJs. Where’s 
Jesus when I need Him? 

BATHROOM 

Melba emerges from the upstairs bathroom in a cloud of steam 
wearing a granny nightgown, rubbing thick white cream into 
her brown cheeks.  Melba wraps her hair in a towel.  She 
pauses behind Kase, watching his mounting frustration.

MELBA
Could be we’re simply out of 
antenna range.  Or the good Lord’s 
done given up on the both of us.

Melba LAUGHS raucously and disappears into the main bedroom. 
Kase heads into the upstairs bath.  Dixie the cat sits on the 
landing and HOWLS constantly, the whole time Kase is in the 
shower. 

Kase briefly opens the door and throws a glass of water at 
Dixie, who HISSES violently but stays put guarding the 
bathroom door. 

OUTSIDE BATHROOM 

Kase emerges in a cloud of steam, SLAMMING the door, 
carefully buttoning up to his chin an oversized, striped 
prison inmate shirt with thick, green-and-white horizontal 
stripes, stenciled “Claiborne County Prison.”  

Kase stands on the landing, hands on hips, eyes locked with 
Dixie.  A few blinks later, Dixie pads casually down the 
stairs.  Kase enters the main bedroom...

GROUND FLOOR BEDROOM 

.. and it’s all fixed up neat and clean.  There are books in 
the built-in shelves and pictures on the walls.  

A king-sized antique blackwood poster bed dominates the room.  
Melba is on top of the bedspread, reading an orange 
paperback.  Dixie is by her side, on his back, feet in the 
air.  Melba waves the book at Kase.

MELBA
Do all engineers read paranormal 
literature in their free time?
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KASE
Gator bait asks, how come poor boy 
got gator-aide? Won’t catch me...

MELBA
Don’t go putting red lipstick on 
that hog.  Come hold my hand.  I’m 
sweating like a whore in church.

Kase collapses into a rocking chair at the foot of the bed 
and hoists his feet up onto an old sea chest.  He sits there 
in the near-darkness, red eyes closed, jaw clenched tightly. 
A ring of black surrounds each of his eyes, like a raccoon.

KASE
That book’s off-limits.  You know 
too many tricks already.   

MELBA
THE SATANIC WITCH?  By Anton LaVey?  
Go ahead.  Cuss in Catholic Church. 
Blow out the little candles, too.

Kase smiles and rolls up his sleeves.  He pulls glasses out 
of his pocket and waits as the gray-tinted lenses adjust to 
the dim light.  He briefly looks like a Blues Brother.  

KASE
Clearly she’s not the marrying type 
at all.  At least not up and proper 
in an honest man’s church.

Melba RUSTLES up a storm on the bed and then she’s buried in 
sheets and blankets up to her chin, a striped Scrooge 
nightcap on her head.  She says in her best, scared-little-
girl voice.

MELBA
Tell me a bedtime story?  

Kase selects an old volume from the book shelves called “ERB 
FAMILY FABLES” by Ida Erb Brown, with a beautiful, ornate 
Pentagram embossed in real gold on the cover.

Kase climbs up on the bed as Melba scoots over under the 
covers.  He remains on top of the bedspread, puts glasses on, 
then takes the glasses off and squints painfully. 

Melba closes her eyes, and the room fades and the scenes 
described in the story appear vaguely superimposed on the 
book pages.  Kase recites much of it from memory, with his 
eyes gently closed.
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KASE 
Once upon a time, ten brave Indians 
sat on hay bales at the Port of New 
Orleans.  Suddenly, a squall kicks 
up high waves on the river.  A 
strong thunderstorm forms, fierce 
lightning in its wake.  Dimly at 
first, a high seas schooner with 
hundreds of sails comes screaming 
straight through the maelstrom.  

A sudden GUST of wind blows the curtains into the room.  A 
SQUALL builds up rapidly outside.  LIGHTNING strikes so close  
the windows SHAKE and RATTLE.

KASE (CONT’D)
A pirate schooner careens into the 
dock.  Filthy-mouthed sailors 
clamor all around to reef in 
blustering sails.  While sundry 
passengers hustle off the gangplank 
and into the shelter of the wharfs, 
the wind blows a gentleman’s bowler 
hat away, his toupee too.  Then it 
blows a lady’s petticoats up and 
all around her face, and she 
struggles to cover her bare bottom.  
Behind them, Negro servants with 
ponytails haul giant trunks full of 
the Queen’s gold through mud up to 
their knees.  

Melba says, in a dreamy voice.

MELBA 
Them’s the original Rabalais 
slaves.  Pirates, mostly.  

Captured other blacks in Africa.  
Sold them into slavery.  Made a 
fortune.

The curtains BLOW in again, and Melba goes quiet.  Hail 
BOUNCES off the roof and windows, CRACKING panes of glass.

KASE 
The storm grows ever more violent, 
and the Seminole Indians pick up 
their horses’ reigns and start to 
head for cover, meaning to a 
nearby grove of oak trees, them 
live oaks being impervious to
such foul weather. 
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Melba watches Kase with heavy eyes half closed.  She dims the 
bedside light, and Kase reads by the flickering light from a 
now-steady cascade of lightning STRIKES outside.

KASE (CONT’D)
Suddenly, a man in military uniform 
walks down the gangplank.  A 
beautiful sterling silver sword 
dangles at his side in a black-
leather holster.  Lightning strikes 
mere inches away from said soldier 
and his stallion by name of 
Leviathan.  Neither flinches.  
Brave soldier-man calmly pulls out 
a silver-handled brush and grooms 
the horse.  All the while it’s 
raining so fearsome that said 
Indians must inch close to see them 
clearly so’s to continue the tale.  

Melba squirms under the covers as Kase reads the next passage 
faster, more forcefully, with pent-up anger.

KASE (CONT’D)
Mighty beast paws at the muddy 
tarmac, itching for a good run 
after months cooped up at sea.  
Brave soldier adjusts silver-
trimmed saddle and makes 
ready to hoist himself up.  

Kase crawls out of the bed, across Melba.  Melba grabs him 
before he can go too far, looking needful.  Kase shushes her, 
then she unhands him, and he goes to open the big sea chest 
at the foot of the bed.  He pulls out a beautiful silver 
sword and a matching silver-handled hairbrush.  

Kase hands the brush to Melba.  Her eyes narrow fiercely, and 
she looks threatening at him.  Kase scrapes off dried blood 
from the shank of the sword.

Fresh blood flows back from the same spot, then drips on the 
floor before clotting.  The house reacts, gently quaking. 
Kase, unperturbed, whispers in her ear.

KASE (CONT’D)
Saddle is in the chest, too.  
Silver spurs to boot.  Everything 
inscribed “A. A. Louis Erb.”

The sword briefly starts to fade away.  Kase watches it go, 
shakes his head and rubs his puffy, painful eyes.  Slowly, 
the red crud returns.  Kase quickly slides it into the 
leather sheath, hangs it on the bedpost, scoots away from it.
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MELBA
What’s the A. A. stand for? 
Archangel?  As in Louis Erb, aka 
Lucifer?  Huh?  That your secret?

Kase gets back up on top of the covers beside her.  Melba 
unfastens her ponytail, so long, dark hair flows over her 
shoulders down her chest. 

KASE
Am I detecting some sexual feelings 
betwixt us?

MELBA
Evil Lucifer Himself?  Injecting 
lust into my Garden of Eden?

Melba grabs the brush and strokes her hair, provocatively. 
She starts to lower herself from a sitting position deeper 
into the covers.  She pauses, then says seductively, dragging 
out the long sentence.

MELBA (CONT’D)
Now’s the part where the strong 
soldier mounts the spirited black 
mare and rides her for all she’s 
worth.  The Church be damned!

Kase hushes her with a finger to her lips, and she slinks 
farther under the covers as he gently tucks her in.  Melba is 
weak from anticipation and gently closes her fluttering 
eyelids.  Kase watches her, then forces himself to look away.

KASE
Our Father who art in Heaven, lead 
us not into her hot and steamy 
temptation... Howard be thy name.

Kase closes the book and starts to get up off the bed.  Melba 
reaches out from the covers and holds him fast by the front 
of his shirt.  Kase leans over and carefully places the book 
on the bedside table.  His hand shakes badly. 

MELBA
Who’s gonna know if we fuck?  Huh? 
NOBODY!  No one at all! Come on, 
Kase.  I’m not gonna be hot for you 
forever.  Show me some respect!

KITCHEN - MORNING

Melba and Kase sit across from each other at a small table in 
the kitchen downstairs.  Kase faces the outside, looking past 
Melba, out onto the gazebo deck.  He’s smiling contentedly.  
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Kase sips a cup of coffee, warming his hands on the ceramic 
cup, while Melba, sitting with her back to the outside door, 
pours herself a refill bowl of raisin bran.  She slowly 
floods the bowl to the brim with whole milk. 

KASE
I slept well, too, thank you.

Kase smiles at her gluttony, shakes his head, then pushes 
off, and makes noise unpacking in the den next door.  Melba 
is just getting up from the table, when Kase calls out.

KASE (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Stop shoveling the chow.  You can 
do it, darling.  Just push away.  
Be strong.  Army strong. 

DEN 

Melba is wiping off a milk mustache as she enters the room. 
She stuffs her shirttail in, hovering near Kase, who is just 
putting a small but robust sea chest on top of a coffee table 
set in the middle of the modest sized sitting room.  

KASE 
Your Mom will dismember me if I 
send you home fat as a Tubby Toy.  
I don’t mean how, or maybe.

Kase is down on his knees, inspecting the pirate’s treasure 
box for a hidden latch to open it.  Beyond a row of four 
columns in the next room is the baby grand piano.

KASE (CONT’D)
Time to arouse the dead.

MELBA
Wait!  Don’t offend the evil 
spirits, Kase.  You see how we’re 
getting so carried away with lust?  
It’s obsessive, yes?  No?  MAYBE?

Melba looks all around, JUMPS when a gas wall heater KICKS 
ON.  Overhead, a ceiling fan rotates hypnotically.  

KASE
Look who’s wound tight as a fiddle 
this morning.  Scary house got your 
dopamine nerve juice tapped out?

Gently, Kase flips a well-hidden lever, opens the top, and 
pulls out a large box wrapped in oilskin.  It looks as old as 
time itself.  Melba starts to kneel down beside him, 
fascinated.
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MELBA
Slave master got her sexual juices 
flowing.  Then gone clean off to 
sleep.  How cruel is that?  Can’t 
keep up this need for you...

Kase gets up off his knees with the ancient black box and 
carries it over into the next room and places it on top of 
the piano, arranging a towel underneath, to avoid scratching 
the piano surface.  

Melba starts to open the box.  Kase gently pushes her hands 
away.  He puts tan leather gloves on his hands, opens the 
box, and carefully extracts a square object wrapped in soft, 
sheep’s skin leather.  He handles it reverentially.

MELBA (CONT’D)
This looks old as the mountains.  

Kase carefully folds the wrapping apart and reveals a giant 
Bible with worn bindings and a gold-encrusted leather jacket.  
A genuine gold Pentagram glows vaguely on the cover.  Melba 
steps back a pace, hands going to her face in horror.

KASE
Family Bible.  Brought to America 
by the Mennonites.  Nearly four 
hundred years ago. 

Melba inches back into the shadows.  Kase peels off the 
gloves and hands them to Melba.  He steps back, gently 
pushing her toward the Bible.  

KASE (CONT’D)
Time you got a little religion, 
wild thing.

Kase turns on the overhead light-fan fixture.  The fan starts 
rotating slowly as the bulbs glow warmly.  

Melba puts the gloves on with difficulty, her hands shaking.  
She turns pages slowly.  Then a little faster.  The Hebrew 
text is illustrated with many full page color drawings.

MELBA 
Where’s the New Testament?

KASE 
This Book is older than that.  
Much.  Dates from when Lucifer was 
still in the Lord’s favor.  To when 
celibacy was for a disease...

Melba stops at a long section in the middle, a list of many 
names, dates, and locations written by different cursive 
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styles.  Melba stops at the last page (there are many blank 
pages to follow) and reads.

MELBA 
It’s a list of marriages.  Here’s 
Dr. Louis Erb, of Memphis.  To 
Annie Collins, of Cincinnati, 1870.  

Melba closes the Bible suddenly.  Her shaking hands wrap it 
back up hastily.  She puts it carefully back in the box, 
inserting the gloves before closing the cover.  

She steps away from the Bible, looking sideways into Kase’s 
eyes.

MELBA (CONT’D)
Ida Erb was their child, wasn’t 
she?  The unmarked grave we saw?

Kase nods, yes.  He looks up as the lights dim and the 
ceiling fan slows to a stop.  Melba sees, too, and goes to 
stand right beside him, arms rigid, straight down her sides.  

KASE
Yes, that is true.

Kase puts his arm around her shoulders as they stare at the 
black Bible box on the piano surface.  

Ivy creeps through small cracks in the wall behind them, and 
the cracks spread.  More ivy seeps, gently RUSTLING in the 
quiet room.

KASE (CONT’D)
Embrace that mystery.  How a 
decorated Rebel officer’s son could 
marry the daughter of a wealthy 
Yankee industrialist. 

A small earthquake SHUDDERS through the house.  They back 
into an inside corner of the concrete block walls, as 
sprinkles of dust dribble down from the ceiling. 

Small cracks form in the floor, darkening with reddish 
viscous fluid.  Melba SCREAMS, pointing through the row of 
wood columns into the next room. 

Kase gags as a black-and-white holographic image forms, of a 
middle-aged woman dressed in an early 1900’s formal dress. 

She’s hanging, feet still quivering, from the ceiling fan, 
which is slowly rotating.  It’s the same image that Kase had 
seen in the cemetery, in black-and-white as before.  
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KASE (CONT’D)
Grandma Ida.  Stop it.  Don’t!

Melba grabs at Kase as he runs to the phantasm, but she 
cannot stop him.  Melba crumbles down to the floor, watching.

Kase reaches the figure, trying to lift her out of the noose.  
He succeeds briefly, then starts to turn black-and-white 
himself. 

Then his hands go right through the hallucination, and he 
goes back to living-color.  

MELBA
God Almighty.  That’s more than a 
hallucination.

The image fades to a bare outline as the RUMBLING house calms 
to a low simmer.  

Melba creeps up behind Kase, wraps her arms around his chest, 
standing on her toes.  

They both look up at the ceiling, watching the fading outline 
of Grandma Ida Erb disappear. 

Gradually at first, real cracks form in the plaster ceiling 
from the extra weight, emanating outward from the slowly 
rotating ceiling fan.  

Kase SCREAMS as he looks down to see Melba’s long fingernails 
dug into his chest, drawing blood onto his white shirt.  She 
pulls her hands away, and blood drops off her fingernails 
onto the floor, and the house starts SHAKING violently. 

OUTSIDE - DECK - GAZEBO 

Kase opens the screen door of the gazebo, and carefully puts 
Melba in the hammock, stuffing a pillow behind her head.  
Then he runs back toward the still RUMBLING house.  

Kase comes running out, Dixie struggling to get free from his 
arms.  He puts the cat in Melba’s arms.  Dixie SPITS at Kase, 
which makes Melba smile, if weakly.

MELBA (CONT’D)
That weren’t no haunting, Dixie. 
That was a gen-u-ine pedestrian 
straight from out of hell.

Melba scratches the deep fur and Dixie calms down and purrs. 

KASE
You saw it, too?
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Melba nods.  Kase is shaking from head to toe with fear. 
Melba watches him shiver, a sly smile growing on her face.

KASE (CONT’D)
We’re in a heap of trouble now.

Kase puts a blanket on Melba, avoiding Dixie’s armor piercing 
claws, then he collapses in a nearby overstuffed chair with 
half the over-stuffing coming out.  

MELBA
Why don’t we just go?  Fix up 
another house for your work 
therapy?  This isn’t going to have 
a happy ending.  Don’t you agree?

Melba looks at Kase, pupils dilated so big her eyes are all 
black.  THUNDER sounds.  Dixie’s ears go back, scared.  

KASE
This house is a family heirloom! 
It’s history.  Prestige.  Honor. 
Duty calling!  I’m not leaving!

MELBA
Isn’t pride a sin? Too?

A hard rain starts falling, PUMMELING the metal gazebo roof.  

MELBA (CONT’D)
Rather wrestle with scrawny 
redneck swashbuckling ghosts than 
clamor under the sheets with a 
virgin in heat.

LOWER DRIVEWAY 

The yellow truck brakes to a gentle stop coming down the 
steep driveway.  The radio comes alive, playing a popular 
Christian song as heavy static fades away.  Water flows down 
the driveway from the rain.  It still drizzles.

Melba gets out and extracts a few items of damp mail from the 
dirty white “3030” postal box.  Kase fiddles with the radio 
dial and says loud enough so Melba can hear out through the 
window.

KASE
Christ FM comes in loud and clear. 
Here.  Up the hill?  NOT!  Further 
expletives unnecessary. 

MELBA
Have you considered where we are?
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KASE
Frequency distortion.  Warped 
signals.  The stuff of legend.  I 
can bask in the glory already.  

Melba takes a deep breath, then postulates rapidly.

MELBA
Pathologically regressed adult 
wants to listen to Third World 
radio station playing loony tunes, 
ten years behind the times.  

KASE
What if I happen to like the music 
from back then?

MELBA
Diagnosis confirmed.  Disburbia.

Melba stands by the driver’s side, and they talk through the 
open window.  Drizzle beads up on her hair and face.

KASE
I’m telling you, now.  Humor is a 
mighty powerful antidote.  You 
should try it sometime, Melba.

Melba leans on the window, showing off.  She bats her eyes.

MELBA
Where to?  Comfy warm hotel?  

KASE
Mississippians don’t know how to 
surrender.  Col. Brown said that.  

MELBA
Can’t fool me.  How about shopping? 
Cross-burning, maybe?  Drop you off 
at the All Saints Jesuit Seminary? 

Kase is a stone statue. It starts raining, hard.

MELBA (CONT’D)
No?  Then, Mister Sam Hell Scrooge. 
How about somewhere I can go check 
my hot mail?  And I mean hot!

KASE
Wi-Fi at the main Vicksburg 
Battlefield Park visitor’s office. 
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MELBA
No.  NO!  Isn’t there a public 
library?  With sit-down computers? 
Normal books.  Fashion magazines.  
Real, live people?  Action?  SEX!!

KASE
I’ve been wanting to check the 
historical archives to verify this 
was in fact Grandma Ida’s home. 
Library’s a couple blocks away!

She adjusts her bra straps, then buttons her blouse all the 
way up to her chin and stalks around to get in the truck.

EXT. 1307 MULVIHILL - DAY

Angelique’s black Jaguar parks at the curb on Mulvihill.  She 
and Plato (carrying a heavy sledgehammer) exit and dart into 
a short, seemingly dead-end sidewalk, then disappear into the 
thick hedgerow. 

EXT. 3030 ROSE LANE - DAY

They run down a winding sidewalk through deep shade under 
tall trees.  Angelique is wary bordering on paranoia.

ANGELIQUE
What happens if they’re here?

PLATO
GPS says they’re downtown.  Relax!

They reach the cobblestone turnaround, then scurry around to 
the north side of the house.  Angelique keeps a lookout while 
Plato BREAKS the brick slab with the sledgehammer, and they 
push away fragments to reveal a thick metal door. 

Plato heaves the SQUEAKING door open as Angelique pulls a 
flashlight out of her purse and they enter.

CELLAR 

They ease down steep brick steps, pushing cobwebs aside. 
Angelique’s light reveals a large vault with clay walls and 
flagstone floor.  Side tunnels lead off the main vault.

PLATO
Tunnels and catacombs honeycomb 
this whole area.  Rebels lived here 
during the Civil War siege.  What 
are we expecting to find?
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Plato pulls a handkerchief out of his back pocket and scrapes 
layers of debris off a massive granite crypt in the middle of 
the main vault.  Angelique moves closer and shines her 
flashlight on vague, then clearer writing on the crypt.

PLATO (CONT’D)
Reads “A.A. Louis Erb, 
deceased 1863.”

ANGELIQUE
The patriarch of Kase’s family?  I 
knew this was his family mansion. I 
was hoping for slave quarters, 
somewhere to hide and eavesdrop!

Plato has maneuvered the stone top back off the coffin. 
Angelique shines the light in through a cloud of dust.

PLATO
NO WAY, ANGELIQUE.  I won’t stand 
for it.  We can’t intrude in their 
private lives that way.

ANGELIQUE
No doubt he's already jumped her 
bones.  WE GOT TO KEEP HER FROM 
FALLING IN LOVE!  Lust you can 
revoke -- not love!

PLATO
This can’t be what it looks!

ANGELIQUE
If we witness them humping we can 
at least press charges against 
Kase.  Save Melba’s honor, and lock 
his ugly mug away for eternity!

A white shroud is wrapped around the body, showing the 
outline of a face, a-la Shroud of Turin.  Angelique is 
suddenly stone-quiet.  Her eyes go blank, and her hands 
shake.

Plato waves a hand in front of her eyes, but she doesn’t 
blink.  He SNAPS his fingers, and she stares at him.

ANGELIQUE (CONT’D)
The stories are true?  Lucifer?  He 
was here?  He avenged the Yankees’ 
attack on Vicksburg Christmas Eve?  

PLATO
Good God Almighty.  THEY SHOT 
LUCIFER!  
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THEY KILLED AN ARCHANGEL. No wonder 
the house is fucking haunted! 

ANGELIQUE
I didn’t see the ghost of van Dorn. 
That was Lucifer!  Oh...  This is 
insane.  Plato, a little help here?

Plato pushes the massive cover back in place over the crypt, 
CUTTING his hand as her hurries. It’s a deep gash.  He HOWLS 
and grabs a handkerchief to staunch the blood. 

Angelique is thinking, musing, pacing, circling the crypt in 
choppy steps.  Suddenly, she vents.

ANGELIQUE (CONT’D)
Kase’s Great Grandma Ida didn’t 
hang herself on Christmas Eve in an 
act of despair.  It was an act of 
worship...  Hail, Lucifer!!

They both stare briefly as Plato’s blood pools on the floor. 
The ground TREMBLES under the blood, SHAKING the walls.  The 
whole cavern starts to QUAKE.  

PLATO
Lets get the fuck out of here!  Let 
somebody else nursemaid their 
immortal souls.  This is way far 
out of our league.

Angelique SCREAMS and runs up the stairs.  Plato follows as 
the trembling subsides.

INT. VICKSBURG PUBLIC LIBRARY - LOCAL HISTORY ROOM - SUNSET

Melba walks through open glass doors.  Big writing is on the 
glass wall nearby, “Historical Archives.”  (This scene 
actually takes place in the landmark library in Port Gibson.) 

Kase has a giant military map rolled out on a large table, 
studying it carefully.  His hands shake noticeably.  

MELBA
So this is how things were 
before computers and the Web?

Melba punches his right scapula as she walks behind him, then 
she walks to the outside wall that is all glass, with a 
breathtaking view of the Mississippi River from the top of 
the famous Vicksburg cliffs.  There is nobody else in the 
room, but Melba whispers anyway.  
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MELBA (CONT’D)
This is more like it, Kase.  Fast 
computers.  Awesome view.  And how.  
No ghosts lurking.  I like!

Melba moves to stand behind Kase, hands massaging his 
shoulders as he talks and points to the archive map. 

She unbuttons his shirt a couple of notches, and slides a 
hand down his chest.  Kase points to details on the map with 
the eraser end of a pencil as he talks.

KASE 
See this ravine?  Where it 
intersects this thick, red line, 
meaning where the Rebels were 
entrenched?  Here’s my house.

MELBA 
Is there anything showing 
greater detail?

Kase reads off grid numbers, then pulls out a large volume of 
detail maps referenced to the master plan he’s looking at.  
He talks to himself, while finding Hall’s Ferry Road, then 
Mulvihill.  His hands move in random, rapid jerky motions.

KASE 
Howdy, house.  Cobblestone 
turnaround.  Symbol there by house 
means... Christ... field hospital.  

MELBA 
What’s that other cross?  To the 
south side of the house?

KASE
I’ll be drunker than Scooter Brown.

Kase GULPS.  Then he refers to a key ledger.

KASE (CONT’D)
Cemetery.  Must be were Dr. Louis 
Erb a.k.a. Lucifer is buried...  
Yikes stripes beechnut gum.  

MELBA
Looks like we found the source of 
the haunting.  Must be the root 
cellar at the back of the house.

KASE
Unhand the liquor jug, Maw.  Give 
me a tug.  Moore’s about lost it.
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FEET BEAT a retreat on the carpet as Melba runs out of the 
room, reflected in the glass window wall.  Kase doesn’t 
notice and keeps reading, eyes burning into the paper with 
intensity.  He squints so badly his eyes are mere slits.

FOYER 

Melba talks rudely at a pedestrian as she paces in the foyer.

MELBA
She’s not so very studious after 
all.  Not much potential as a 
lawyer or doctor, she’s thinking...

The sun sets over the Mississippi out through the windows.

NEWSPAPER ARCHIVES 

Kase walks out from between two stacks, looking for Melba.  
He spots her at a table with a large, newspaper-sized book 
open on a reference table.  Angelique and Plato are nearby, 
watching, hidden in the shadows in two study cubicles, fear 
in their body language and expressions.  

Melba hears Kase coming, looks up from the book to be sure.  
Then she quickly closes the volume, sticking one hand in to 
keep her place.  Kase jumps back, badly irritated.

Kase stands behind her, massaging her neck.  Melba relaxes 
into his hands, closing her eyes as Kase leans over to blow 
in her ear.  She giggles at the tickling and opens the book 
to scratch with that hand, and, in the same smooth motion, 
Kase maneuvers around her and opens the book.

MELBA
Go ahead.  Sit a spell.  

Kase saddles up in a chair next to her.  Melba points to 
lines in a newspaper column, and she reads out loud.

MELBA (CONT’D)
Dr. Louis Erb... immigrant from 
Prussia via New Orleans... was in 
Vicksburg during the siege...  

KASE
Louis Erb’s my great-great 
grandfather.  Accused by some.  
Murder of Earl van Dorn.  Fearsome 
black cloud over our family. 
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Kase goes from happy-go-lucky to horrified.  His neck 
twitches with stress, several times.  Melba keeps reading, 
not noticing the change in his expression.

MELBA
May 1862 through July 1863...  
turned his own concrete block 
home... off Mulvihill Road... into 
a field hospital...  thousands of 
battle-wounded treated...  no 
anesthesia...  no freshwater...  
little food...  desperately 
high mortality rate...

KASE
Please.  Hold your horses, Melba.  
STOP!  Let’s go.  NOW!!

Kase physically wrestles Melba out of the chair and pulls her 
toward the exit.  She SLAPS him.  They stop.  Then they exit 
the library single file, Kase way ahead. 

OUTSIDE - PARKING LOT - NIGHT

Melba reaches the truck, moving in slow motion.  Kase is 
inside, rifling nervously through a pile of mail, the 
passenger door cracked open so the dome light is on.

Melba gets in, tentatively.  Kase very roughly stuffs a 
couple of letters into her face.

MELBA
Addressed to you.  1307 Mulvihill 
Road.  So, it is your house in the 
newspaper.  But isn’t your 
address 3030 Rose Lane? 

KASE
Both addresses are for my house.  
It fronts both streets.

Melba hands the letters rudely back.  Kase sketches with a 
pencil on a folding road map of the city streets.

KASE (CONT’D)
Look at my property here.  Driveway 
and house make a figure six.  The 
ravine and the gazebo another six.  
The stone path up to Mulvill and 
the cobblestone turnaround a third 
six.  Six Six Six.  
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MELBA 
Sign of the beast.  Not a good 
Bible Belt address.

Melba’s black fingernail traces the delicately interlocked 
sixes of his diagram.  It makes a perfect occult symbol.

MELBA (CONT’D)
Gothic ring to it, though.  Never 
saw that path up from the driveway 
to Mulvihill...

KASE
Didn’t show it to you.  Left it 
covered in English Ivy.  Does a cat 
need climbing gear?  Here it is.

MELBA
Aren’t we taking this all a little 
too seriously?  Honestly, now.  
You’re just trying to scare me out 
of seducing you.  Give up already. 

INT. 3030 ROSE LANE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Kase is building a kindling and cardboard fire in the hearth 
while Melba shuttles from the main bedroom to and from the 
main bath.  Melba hustles, takes a shower, finds clean 
clothes, and then packs up all her clothes in her duffel bag. 

MELBA
This house scares me. You terrify 
me!  Your history horrifies me. 
I’m going home!  Fight your own 
demons, I’ve got needs of my own!

The fire in the fireplace gets going strong.  Kase skirts 
Dixie and walks upstairs to the west bedroom with crimson-red 
carpet.  Melba looks all around for firewood, finds none, 
then just throws several old hardcover books into the fire.

UPSTAIRS BEDROOM 

Kase carries boxes to the other upstairs bedroom, clearing 
everything off the red carpet.  He has just finished clearing 
the room...

LIVING ROOM 

...when Melba calls up to him.  
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MELBA
Come drive me to the airport in 
Jackson, Kase.  Got to be better 
than your insane histrionics!  
This wacko house.

Kase walks out on the landing, just as Melba is hauling the 
heavy Army bag out the front door.  She disappears from view, 
but Dixie darts right back into the house, shaking something 
off his feet.  Dixie runs to hide under the oak desk.  

OUTSIDE 

Melba tosses the duffel bag into the bed of the truck, slips 
on a spot of ice, and catches herself on the side of the 
truck.  She HITS the truck with her fists, denting it.  

Melba yanks off her high-heel shoes and throws them into the 
front seat, furious. 

FOYER 

Kase is standing in the foyer, silhouetted, CRACKING his 
knuckles anxiously.  He looks up at the sky as a heavy snow 
gets heavier.  

KASE
Here’s the winter storm you heard 
about in the stores the other day.

OUTSIDE

Melba gets in the truck and SLAMS the door so hard the pickup 
rocks in its tracks.  Kase walks by the truck, shivering from 
the cold, zipping up a ski jacket. 

He stops at the truck near Melba’s window.  She rolls the 
window down frantically.

KASE
Play it again, Bingo.  Driveway’s 
froze slick as snot on a doorknob.  
We aren’t going anywhere tonight.

Melba gets out in her stocking feet. She tests the ground and 
slides briefly.  She walks around to the rear of the truck, 
THROWS the tailgate down, and tries to reach her luggage.  
She slips and catches herself falling face-first into the 
truck bed.  Kase watches from a distance.

KASE (CONT’D)
I spy a damsel in distress.
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Kase grabs Melba’s legs from behind, slides her around, and 
sits her up gently on the tailgate.  He pulls his ski jacket 
off and slips her into it.  Sleet and rain are falling. 

Kase goes to the cab and gets an old, beat-up, genuine World 
War II leather bomber jacket (Bettie Paige nude on the back 
in bright primary colors) for himself.  He wraps a scarf 
around Melba, then jams a wool hat on her head.

KASE (CONT’D)
Going to catch a cold.  Old- and 
new- monia, if you’re not careful.

MELBA
The lesser of many evils. 

Not too far away, a TRAIN WHISTLE BLOWS, clarion-clear in the 
hushed winter landscape.  Melba looks that way, petrified.

KASE
Railroad train, Melba.  Main line’s 
nearby.  Depot's not far from here. 

Melba pouts, then shivers.  She holds out her hand for Kase 
to help her down.  Instead, he climbs up and sits beside her.  
She scoots closer to him for warmth.

KASE (CONT’D)
You’re a hot Southern Bell.  
Everybody’s after beauteous 
debutante.  Myself included.

MELBA
Maybe.  What’s it to you?  Had  
your chance.  Time and again.

KASE
It’s secondhand rumor that it was 
Doctor Louis von damn Erb who 
pulled the F’ing trigger.  Shot up 
General Earl van Dorn.

MELBA
Everybody knows your family is 
cursed.  Damned for eternity! 
Hahaha.  Not my fault you couldn’t 
bear the shame and went insane.

Melba twists around, spots painted concrete steps leading off 
the driveway up the hill.  She looks at Kase, who nods.

KASE
Beaten path, yonder.  Mulvihill. 
The third six.
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Melba starts shivering.  Her trembling intensifies, 
dramatically.  She SCREAMS from the cold.  Kase forcibly 
takes her in his arms and carries her toward the house.  
Melba struggles to get free.

KASE (CONT’D)
Why not let’s scoot for the house? 
Light a fire on the hearth?

MELBA
For some wild west justice?  One 
man being judge, jury, and 
executioner?

KASE
Fixing to tan your hide.  Hankering 
to, anyway.  Tell you all about 
another famous ancestor.  U.S. 
Marshal by the name of Wyatt...

MELBA
Wyatt Erb?  O.K. Corral?  IT’S 
ABOUT GOD DAMN TIME!

KASE
Got an equal portion of rage 
in my constitution, woman child.  
You ain’t seen nothing yet!

Melba cries foul and then beats Kase on the head and 
shoulders with her clenched fists, as he runs to the house, 
and carries her across the threshold. 

INSIDE  

Kase puts Melba down on the sofa and covers her with a 
blanket.  He disappears in the bathroom and reappears with a 
hair dryer.  He plugs it in, hands it to Melba, then heads 
downstairs.  He returns with a mug of hot tea, hands it to 
Melba.  He has a large, sharp hatchet in the other hand.

KASE
Going out to chop us some 
firewood.  Back after a spell.

Melba waits for Kase to leave, then stands up and builds a 
roaring fire out of old books, turns a few more lights on, 
then curls up on the sofa with Dixie.

Kase BURSTS into the door, covered in snow, red in his face. 
Melba poses seductively on the sofa.  Her painted black 
toenails are drying nicely in front of the fire. 
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Kase tosses an armful of logs by the fireplace.  He looks 
quizzically at the books in the hearth, smoking amid roaring 
flames.  The shiny, sharp hatchet hangs loose in Kase’s hand. 

He studies the books burning, and his grip on the hatchet 
tightens.  His wrist flexes, swinging the hatched back and 
forth erratically.  Melba grabs a giant hunting knife. 

They stare briefly at each other’s weapon, neither blinking.

MELBA
Read some of your vile Civil War 
history books.  Interesting...

(glancing toward the fire)
Doctor Louis Erb.  Did in fact 
murder Earl van Dorn.  Something 
about the hospital set up here. 

Kase stops everything.  She stands up.  He runs up the 
stairs, waving the hatchet all around, yelling at Melba on 
the way.

KASE
Like hell, they say.

Melba gets brief glimpses of Kase ripping the red carpet up, 
coincident with violent CHOPPING sounds and GRUNTS from Kase. 

OUTSIDE 

Angelique and Plato sneak down the path from Mulvihill, just 
as Kase enters the house with an arm-full of firewood.

PLATO
This is insane!  They’re home now. 
We’re trespassing!

ANGELIQUE
Oh shut your mouth.  Go sit in the 
jag if you’re scared.

Plato hesitates, then turns on heel and runs back to the 
street.  Angelique eases down the path, and shakes her head 
sadly as a car door SLAMS in the distance. 

As she enters the cobblestone turnaround, stealing across the 
penumbra of the private streetlight, she’s slipping a giant 
diamond ring off her finger.  She climbs up into the back of 
the pickup truck and starts SCRAWLING large block letters 
into the glass of the rear window, smiling wickedly.

ANGELIQUE (CONT’D)
This will teach that monster 
to mess with my baby girl. 

99.



INSIDE - BEDROOM 

Kase hauls the rolled-up carpet across the landing and into 
the other bedroom on that level.  He goes into the bathroom 
to wash his hands.  Melba yells up the stairs at Kase through 
the open bathroom door.

MELBA (O.S.)
Excuses, excuses.  Can’t even get 
it up to face my music.

No sooner than the water starts to flow than Dixie bounds up 
the stairs and stands anxiously HOWLING at the bathroom door.

Kase slowly opens the door.  He stands glaring at the big 
cat, hatchet swinging by his wrist.

MELBA (CONT’D)
What’s that all about?

KASE
Every time I go into that bathroom,  
Dixie howls so’s the rafters shake.  
I believe...

MELBA
Dominoes falling.  Click.  Click.

LIVING ROOM 

Kase talks to Melba as he approaches the sofa, drying his 
face on a white towel.  Melba JAMS her knife into the sofa.

KASE
You surely are nerve-racking.

Melba nods yes, then tosses a few more books on the fire.  

MELBA
You can’t read any more. Your 
eyes are so bad from the 
schizophrenia. Don’t books just 
stress you out? The 
forbidden fruit?

Melba points to the fire, and Kase loses it.  He SLAMS the 
head of the hatchet into the wood hearth, then takes the box 
she’d been pulling books out of and throws it across the 
room.

KASE
We got firewood now.  You really 
are evil.  Have I told you that 
already?
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He grabs her by the shoulders.  Melba gets a vice grip around 
his throat, thumb on his windpipe.  Kase struggles.

MELBA
What were you doing up there?

Kase starts going purple.  His eyes bulge.  His hand inches 
toward the hatchet handle by the hearth.  Melba pushes him 
away with great strength, and pushes him (he’s still 
disoriented and weak) up the stairs, grabbing her knife.  

UPSTAIRS 

Kase tows a floor lamp on an extension cord from the other 
room, and starts inspecting the wood floor.  He latches on to 
a rusty hunting knife.

MELBA
What are we looking for?

KASE
WHY!  More’s about, Lolita, dear.

MELBA
Excuse me!?  Shouldn’t we not try 
to arouse Satan?  Since there is 
nowhere to run just now?

They both get down on their knees and start crawling around 
on the wood floor, each brandishing a sturdy knife.

MELBA (CONT’D)
And, we’re looking for?

Kase stops and holds the lamp over a large, deep stain.

KASE
I’ll be damned.  Blood.  BLOOD!  
And even more blood.  Ugh.

Melba gets closer.  She looks carefully, in several angles of 
the light, pointing this way and that with her knife.

MELBA
Is that red stain, really blood?

Kase doesn’t say anything.  He just stands up and starts 
walking all over the room, like a bloodhound on scent.   
Melba follows so closely they bump into each other a couple 
of times.  They nearly get in a fight again, but Kase backs 
away from her and gets back to inspecting the floor.

Kase points here and there and grows frantically agitated at 
the sight of all the blood, talking in manic spurts.
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KASE
Bloodstains everywhere.  Once you 
know what to look for.  This room 
here was the hospital surgery room.  

Melba slinks out of the room, flicks on the hallway light.  
She stifles a SCREAM. Gentle TREMORS cascade through the 
house and long cracks form in the concrete foundation.  

KASE (CONT’D)
Boy howdy, I’m fixing to lose my 
Johnnies.

Kase looks toward her.  The hallway is a deep, blood red. 
Kase approaches her.  Melba cringes at Kase’s gruesome red 
face as the dim light takes on the color of walls, accenting 
the rouge. 

The TREMORS continue and pictures on the wall become crooked. 
CRACKS form in windowpanes as the foundation SHIFTS violently 
in brief JOLTS.

Kase nudges open the door to the bathroom with the edge of 
his knife and takes one step in.  

KASE (CONT’D)
Here’s where the surgeons washed 
up.  
All the blood flowed down the 
drains to the septic field out 
back.  There’s power in that blood.  

MELBA
That’s the crash-cart rape scene 
you photographed.  First day.  
Remember?  Get out of there, Kase.  
Satan’s energy.  BLOOD LUST.

Kase hustles out of the bathroom and shuts the light off. 
They both scuttle back into the former surgery room. 

Dixie starts HOWLING on the landing stairs.  A long, mournful 
sound.  The sound is unearthly.  It echoes through the rooms. 

KASE
Say grace for me, will ya?

Melba backs away in horror at the sound, and knocks over the 
lamp Kase had rigged up.  All the bulbs break, and the room 
goes dark.  The upstairs is crimson blood-red.  

Kase feels around for a light switch in the surgery room, as 
Melba clamors to get past him and out of the room.  Kase 
flicks a switch and a bizarre ultraviolet glow envelopes the 
room.  They both look to see its source.  
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UPSTAIRS BEDROOM 

The room volume slowly becomes a Civil War-era surgery, a 
black-and-white (except blood is red) facsimile thereof. 
There’s a primitive wood surgery table.  On top is a patient.  

Deep pools of warm-red blood are on the floor, steam rising 
from the blood because the air is cold.  The soldier on the 
operating table SCREAMS.  Blood spurts bright red from a 
massive head wound as the surgeon digs into him with a 
scalpel.  Kase and Melba watch, not moving a muscle.

A nurse pours red wine from a bottle into the soldier’s mouth 
as anesthesia.  She then puts a wood block in his mouth to 
bite on.  The screams become muffled.  

Melba stands at the doorway, silhouetted in crimson from the 
hallway lighting.  She says in a hoarse whisper, eerily 
sounding as if the nurse is talking.

MELBA 
Stop.  Don’t touch anything.  It’ll 
suck you back to their time.  
That’s what happened.  To that 
wineglass.  In the bathroom.

Kase slinks around the perimeter of the room, his back to the 
wall, watching mesmerized and in horror as the surgeon 
continues working.  The house SHUDDERS violently, briefly.

Kase SCREAMS as blood spurts him and that part of him briefly 
goes black-and-white.  He moves quickly away to a ragged 
window.

MELBA (CONT’D)
Holy Mother Mary of God.  Look!  
See the nurse’s clothes?  They’re 
not Civil War-era clothes.  It’s 
your Great Grandma Ida Erb.

Outside the window are hundreds of flashes from cannons and 
rifles, and all the other goings-on of a major battle 
underway.  Kase gravitates toward the window, jolts back as a 
bullet RIPS through the glass, sending shards everywhere.  

Kase reels, another rifle round searing through his shirt 
tail, wrenching a deep wound in his side.  Kase bends over in 
pain.  Then he recovers and goes right back to the window, 
mesmerized by the events outside in the dark.

KASE 
God damn Yankees sneak-attacked 
Vicksburg.  
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It was on Christmas Eve.  
Pulverized the city with hundreds 
of cannons...  

Melba steps into the middle bathroom as Black orderlies bring 
another stretcher up the stairs.  They remove the soldier on 
the operating table, arms limp. 

KASE (CONT’D)
... fired from Yankee gunboats out 
on the river.  The casualties were 
horrific!  Hell on earth...

The patient expires, and a bright, white glow emanates from 
his body, then drifts up and away like a wraith.  

MELBA
There goes the corpse of General 
Earl van Dorn.  Fallen hero...

The nurse takes the bottle of wine anesthetic, pours a 
generous glass full, and drinks it down.  

KASE
Louis Erb didn’t kill van Dorn.  He 
tried to save him!  Right here in 
this surgery room. 

The nurse turns and, briefly, stares direct into Kase’s eyes, 
then she looks away and hurries out the room and down the 
stairs, leaving the half-glass of wine behind.

KASE (CONT’D)
It was all a malicious cover-up 
story by the Yanks!  THEY 
ASSASSINATED VAN DORN!

Melba flicks the bathroom light on.  Everybody in the 
hallucination looks that way, squinting.  The ghosts quickly 
fade to black. 

KASE (CONT’D)
They shot van Dorn.  Just like they 
shot Kennedy exactly a hundred 
years later.  Covered it all up 
with their own version of history.

Melba stares at the wineglass still on the floor. Kase 
hurries down the stairs after the nurse.  He disappears!
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INT. ONCE-ELEGANT ANTEBELLUM HOME - 1863 - NIGHT

Mrs. Erb the nurse looks up the stairs toward Kase, glaring 
at him.  Then she hurries down the stairs after the corpsmen 
carrying van Dorn’s dead body. 

Cannon shells EXPLODE all around, SHATTERING large sections 
of the house.  Wounded soldiers on the floor SCREAM in agony 
as chunks of brick and shrapnel shred the air.

KASE
Ida Erb!  STOP!  I want to talk to 
you.  I want to help!  Grandma... 

FIRE erupts on the main floor and quickly spreads up the 
stairs.  Kase has to back into the second-story surgery room 
to escape the long, ravenous flames. 

A bullet HITS Kase square in the chest, SLAMMING him against 
the surgery table.  Orderlies hoist him up onto the table and 
hold him down with strong hands.  He struggles, fights.

The surgeon’s knife descends on Kase as he SCREAMS.  Then he 
looks straight up as Dr. Erb’s contorted face appears 
directly in his line of sight, mere inches away.

UPSTAIRS BEDROOM - MODERN DAY - NIGHT

Seconds after Kase disappears, Dr. Erb’s malicious face 
appears in front of Melba, and vocalizes deeply.

LOUIS ERB
Deo Vindici.  God.  Will. 
Vindicate.

She finds the ceiling light switch, flicks it on, and the 
modern electric overhead lights go on in the surgery.  Kase 
is there, lying prone on the floor. Sparks and small flames 
are all around him.  He blinks at the bright light and hauls 
himself off the floor, stunned and dizzy.

MELBA
Look.  There.

Melba points at Kase’s feet.  He blinks repeatedly before he 
is able to focus on his feet and the wood floor below them.

Blood pools all around him, amid broken glass from the 
windows.  The whole scene is similar to the upstairs bathroom 
when they first arrived, including the big wineglass on the 
floor, still half-full of red wine.  
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Kase stands stock-still, picking at a bullet hole through his 
shirt.  The curtains start to catch fire behind him, but 
neither of them notices.

Kase walks over to the wall opposite the window and touches a 
fresh musket ball hole splattered large in the plaster. 
Crumbs of plaster litter the floor nearby.

KASE
I was almost history.  Devil done 
pitched a fit.  I’m right now 
aching to fall into it.  Please.

MELBA
Because it went through your shirt 
first.  Something from their world 
touches something in our world.  It 
stays, here.  Then...

Melba runs into his arms.  She starts to hug him, then pushes 
herself off.  Blood covers Kase's clothes.  There’s a VIOLENT 
SHAKING whenever drops of his blood strike the floor.

Melba SCREAMS as the fresh bright red blood pooling on the 
floor gravitates ominously toward Kase.  

Kase pushes her out of the room.  Then he stands, letting 
every last iota of the blood soak into his bare socks, then 
siphon its way up his pants legs.  It makes a GURGLING sound.

Kase watches as his lower legs and feet go black-and-white, 
and then he runs frantically downstairs. 

DOWNSTAIRS BATHROOM 

Kase jumps into the mud room bathtub.  He rips all his 
clothes off and scrubs all the blood down the drain.  He gets 
out, opens the outside door, and throws the clothes out onto 
the snow- and ice-covered drive. 

Melba follows, carrying the wineglass.  Upstairs, the fire in 
the bedroom spreads to the wood floor.  A violent whirlwind 
SUCKS smoke out of the broken windows.  They still don’t see 
the fire or smell the smoke.

MELBA
Could you imagine seeing that 
vision a hundred years ago?

Melba watches, breathing hard, chest heaving noticeably.  Her 
blouse is completely unbuttoned, exposing deep curves. 
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She tips the wineglass and downs the half-glass of wine. Then 
she SMASHES the empty glass against a stone wall.  It 
explodes with a CRASH, and vaporizes back into the past.

MELBA (CONT’D)
Enough to tie the noose for sure. 
But, why her?  Oh.  My.  God.  The 
blood.  The more blood we wash down 
the drain.  I’m having my...cramps.

Melba grabs her belly, keels over in pain.  She stands back 
up, still in a daze, but manages to hand Kase a terry-cloth 
bathrobe, holding it out at the end of a broom handle, to 
keep her distance from him.  Her hands are shaking so badly 
it takes a while for Kase to grab a hold of the robe.

MELBA (CONT’D)
Evil Doctor House feeds on the 
blood.  No-O!  It feeds on fear!!

They both look at each other, then simultaneously take a long 
step toward each other.  They embrace, then close their eyes, 
hugging each other tightly, separate briefly, then hug again.

Dixie the cat stops howling, and the house goes eerily quiet. 
The electricity goes out.  There is a CRACKING sound from the 
fire, now clearly visible in the darkness. 

MELBA (CONT’D)
Christ, Kase.  FIRE!  Hurry!

Kase grabs a mop bucket, fills it half-full, then runs to 
throw it on the flames.  It has no affect.  He stands at the 
landing briefly, sad and depressed, watching the fire grow.

MELBA (CONT’D)
We’ve got to go!  It’s too 
dangerous.  Call for help!

She pulls Kase back, and he goes with her, numb with shock. 
They run downstairs and out the front door.

OUTSIDE

Melba pulls a cell phone out, dials, then wanders randomly, 
while Kase stands quietly watching the flames spread quickly 
through the house.  The roof smokes, then catches fire.

MELBA (CONT’D)
I can’t get a fucking signal.  Come 
on, let’s drive down the block.

She grabs Kase and hauls him toward the yellow truck.  Kase 
pulls her back and holds her there.
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KASE
Stop, Melba.  Let it burn.  Let 
bygones go back where they belong.

MELBA
Everything you own is in that 
house.  Clothes, tools, books... oh 
my God, the Family Bible.  KASE!

KASE
I enlisted in the Marines with 
nothing but the clothes on my back. 
I’ll do okay, Melba.  Don’t worry.

They watch the flames, mesmerized, as POLICE SIREN sounds 
approach from the distance.  Melba grabs his hand in hers, 
and he holds it tight.  She gazes intensely into his eyes.

KASE (CONT’D)
Reckon we’ll be a going to Catholic 
Mass later today.  Confession, too.

MELBA
Better call ahead and schedule a 
whole-day session, maybe more.  For 
the two of us!  We need help, here.

They huddle together for warmth, shivering and afraid.  On 
the other side of the house, out of their sight, Angelique 
and Plato are spraying gasoline on the fire with a garden 
sprayer, driving the fire into a frenzy.

EXT. GRAND GULF BATTLEFIELD PARK - MISSISSIPPI RIVER - SUNSET

The big yellow truck eases past a picturesque hillside fort 
surrounded by dramatic grounds and landscaping.  The truck 
turns onto a boulevard leading to the Mississippi River.

EXT. TRUCK - SUNSET

Melba and Kase sit on the tailgate of the yellow truck at the 
Park’s boat dock and landing, looking out to the west across 
a restless Mississippi River, which churns twenty yards in 
front of them.  They’re dressed in Sunday church clothes. 
Melba swings her feet like a little girl.  Kase is pensive.

A heavy mist drifts across the area, driven by a light 
breeze.  A giant tug boat pushes a long barge down the river. 

A few small fishing boats PUTTER along the riverbank. 

Ducks plunge beneath the waves near where they sit.  Sea 
gulls cry overhead. 
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MELBA
Damnation.  I’ll be saying Hail 
Mary’s until I’m old and gray and 
toothless.  It’s all your fault!

KASE
You got off easy...

Melba brightens up and looks at him with piercing eyes.

KASE (CONT’D)
Thousand hours of community 
service for me.  Energy audits of 
every church in the city!  You 
have any idea how many churches 
there are in Vicksburg?

MELBA
Not nearly enough,  I’m thinking.  
What will you call it? 

KASE
Call what?

MELBA
Your new church!  You don’t have to 
give up your day job, but I do 
think you dig this religion idea, 
especially if it helps nature...

Kase stares at her, jaw dropping surprised.  Melba LAUGHS so 
hard tears flow down her cheeks. 

Kase scoots away from her, pulls bits of bread off a round, 
flat loaf of baker’s bread and tosses the crumbs to a crowd 
of sparrows chirping happily in the grass in front of them. 

KASE
We’ll just have to get married 
some other time.

Kase hands Melba a big chunk of bread.  They toss 
alternately.  A couple of colorful ducks in the river climb 
out of the water and waddle toward them, clamoring for bread.  

KASE (CONT’D)
I can help with your energy 
audit engineering!  Two of us 
can get it done much faster, 
especially with your bad eyes!  

A pelican swoops down out of the sky and does a pontoon-plane 
landing at the edge of the river nearby and dives for fish in 
the shallows.  It gulps a big fish down.
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KASE (CONT’D)
Then we can hightail it to 
Vegas for nuptials. 

They jump on their feet with sudden resolve, get in the cab 
and FIRE UP the engine.  The big yellow truck turns around in 
the loose gravel, then stops cold. 

A sleek Jaguar blocks their way, Angelique at the wheel, 
white-knuckle angry.

MELBA
Uh-oh. 

KASE
Calvary done arrived. 

MELBA
Curses.  Foiled again.

They’re both LAUGHING uproariously as they get out. 

Melba walks seductively toward the Jaguar as Kase gets her 
duffel bag, hauls it to the car, and stuffs it in the back 
seat.  Dixie bounds up and jumps in beside the bag. 

Kase gives Melba a long wet kiss on the lips, then shoves her 
in with a SLAP to her behind.  The door SLAMS closed, and the 
car moves smartly away.  Vaguely seen through the rear 
window, Plato turns around to face Melba.

PLATO (O.S.)
Decided what you’re going to do 
with your life, young lady?

MELBA (O.S.)
Kase and I are engaged to be 
married.  In a real church!  Just 
as soon as he gets the insurance 
money from the house fire...

Angelique SCREAMS, again and AGAIN.

Kase watches the Jaguar disappear, then rips off his tie and 
suit coat, rolls up his sleeves, pulls a fishing pole and 
tackle box out of the truck, and goes to cast a line into the 
river, humming (with the background music) all the while. 

The sun catches the back of the truck behind Kase just right, 
A dramatic “Leviathan” is emblazoned on the rear window, 
etched into the glass the night before by Angelique.  

THE END
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