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The Treasure of Soham
Screenplay 
by

Jason Young
Based on the marriage of Olaudah Equiano and Susannah Cullen.
INT. THE EQUIANO HOME - DAY
The scene opens with SUSANNAH CULLEN looking out the window and watching her husband arrive. She knows that something important has happened on his book tour across the country, and that he has been successful in the abolition campaign. She doesn’t run out to greet him because there isn’t any need. He will always be there for her. 
She turns and looks towards the door, waiting anxiously. She starts to compose herself, straightening her hair and her dress to make herself ready for her returning hero. She can feel tears beginning to smart in her eyes, but she tries to resist the emotion.
We then hear the door open and we see:
OLAUDAH EQUIANO – dressed in Georgian costume appearing in the doorway. He has come home. He looks every inch the English gentleman, and because of his dark skin he is a black Englishman – a prototype for later generations. There is a look of triumph in his face, and his presence is rewarded by SUSANNAH flying into his arms.
SUSANNAH

Oh, Gustavus.
She stops his mouth and kisses him intensely with all the passion of months of missing him can bring. It is a beautiful kiss, and we hold on it for a beat.

As their lips part he says:
OLAUDAH

My darling, sweet.
He gathers her up in his arms, taking her into the natural place where she belongs. This is home for both of them. The very smell of her reminds him of how deeply he missed her.

SUSANNAH

I have you back at last.

She hugs him as if she will never let him go. She devours him with kisses to bridge the gap of months apart, but in her kiss she indicates to him that she wants to explore the physical side of their marriage because he has been physically absent from her for a couple of months.
When their lips part, she clings tightly to him, deep in his embrace.

SUSANNAH

(muffled against his chest)
I’ve missed you so much while you’ve been away. I couldn’t bear to sleep at nights without knowing that you were there beside me. Sometimes I felt that I’d never see you again.
(She wants to capture something permanent and physical from him that she can hold on to whilst he’s away. She looks into his face, and their lips are close together). 

I want to give you a child, Gustavus. I want to show you how much I love you and miss you while you’re away.
He looks into her eyes, and can see that the gift of a child would be a small consolation in her empty life during his absence. 
SUSANNAH

The body cannot lie. 

(Beat) 

Only by joining my body to yours will I know the truth of your slave history.
He agrees to the offer, and the two of them prepare to be rid of their clothes.
 DISSOLVE TO:
INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT
They are bathed in soft light by a lantern, silently reveling in the rediscovery of their intimacy. She talks to him with her hand, moving across his shoulder, exploring his chest, forcing open the buttons of his shirt. The camera swivels in a 180-turn to frame an over-the-shoulder shot of SUSANNAH, revealing to us the ugly gashes of the whip on his bare back that is still unhealed. Her hand feels the warmth of his chest, daring to move lower. Their clothes stand between them, and speaking to him through the use of eye-language she makes her intentions known to him. 
 DISSOLVE TO:
LATER

He has answered her demand by freeing himself of his clothes. SUSANNAH is naked too, but her nakedness is covered by OLAUDAH’S bare back to us. He lays her down on the bed as the camera follows them overhead. She now speaks to him with her body, tracing the marks over his back: caressing it; feeling every inch of it. There is something in the way her fingers touch his wounds that makes it seem as if she is healing it, compensating him for each lash that he received. She then wraps her arms around his neck to draw his face down to hers, and entwines her legs around his waist as he enters her, pressing his chest down against her breasts. He begins to rock her rhythmically, driving deeply into her with spasmodic thrusts. It is a picture of wholesome beauty: flesh upon flesh, black upon white, husband and wife losing themselves in the sexual texture of their sheening bodies. 
The camera holds SUSANNAH’S face in frame, watching her bite her lip and close her eyes as the rush of sensation overwhelms her. She is beginning to open up, calling out his essence, guiding him into the centre of her being. She wants to scream for him to stop; she doesn’t want him to stop; she just wants him, hard and deep inside her, filling her with wonderful sensations. She starts to meet the thrust of his hips, but can contain his rhythmic pulsing no more and is forced to murmur and moan. Her clamouring builds to a crescendo, and in that final moment of sexual emancipation we see:

Her eyes explode open as his power pulses into her, giving way to the movement of life being transferred to her, feeling the wet warmth of his goal. She holds on to him for a moment longer, nourishing his seed within her, praying with all her heart that it will grow into a priceless gift: a child.
Their connection is complete.

 FADE OUT.
