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FADE IN:

The shadow of my sorrow, ha! Let’s see-

Tis very true, my grief lies all within,

And these external manners of lament

Are merely shadows to the unseen grief

that swells with silence in the tortur’d soul.






William Shakespeare

INT.   GIRADI MANSION   MASTER BEDROOM   NIGHT    (WINTER 1868)

WORCESTER, MASSACHUSETTS

A nib pen hysterically dances across a sheet of paper.  VINCENT, white male late forties scribbles quickly. Blood stained fingerprints are smeared about.  Specs of blood drop on the desktop from his head wound, fragments of shattered glass are lodged deep into his forehead. 

In an opened desk drawer on his left, sits a nickel plated .41 caliber pistol with a pearl handle. It’s loaded. 






VINCENT   (Voice Over)





(writing)

Through my own encounters with life

experiences, I’ve come to the shocking

conclusion that sorrow and mischief has 

made my life dramatically interesting.

VINCENT GIRARDI dips his pen in the ink pot. He tries desperately to hold his hand steady.






VINCENT   (V.O.)   (CONT’D)

I’ve tasted every emotion there is to stir, 

the unheard cries and soft spoken screams, 

it’s a tragedy that when I needed a shoulder

to cry on, I turned and realize I was the only 

one listening.

He dips his pen in the ink pot again but knocks it over.  As each second passes, his sweat increases and his shakes turn more violently, making it extremely difficult to complete his letter.   

Vincent picks up his reading glasses, he notices a crack on the left lens.  Out of anger, he throws the useless spectacles to the floor.

VINCENT   (V.O.)   (CONT’D)

How could I allow myself to stumbled, and 

when my balance was captured, I found 

myself in deceitful and complicated situations.
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VINCENT   (V.O.)   (CONT’D)


(writing)

Involved in playing sick games, and tampering 

with innocent people lives. I was manipulated 

into a host of uncompromising positions…

INT.   GIRARDI MANSION   MASTER BEDROOM   NIGHT   

2 HOURS EARLIER

Vincent quickly paces back and forth worried and nervous, frantically waving his hands about as he talks to BARNABAS, who is extremely calm under the circumstances. BARNABAS ENDER is a black man in his mid twenties. He’s bald and has a very unique feature about him, his eyes are absent of color, black. A stare frighten those who look too long. 

Barnabas is masterful at deceit, prevarication and murder.

VINCENT





(hysterical)

Why was it necessary to take his pocket

watch?! Who steals from a dead man?!

BARNABAS extends his arm with the stolen item balled in his fist.



BARNABAS

Take it. Put it away for safe keepings 

before the authorities arrive. 

Vincent grabs the time piece.






BARNABAS   (CONT’D)

Be quick about it!



VINCENT

I don’t. I don’t know where…












Barnabas points to the adjacent room.






BARNABAS




In there! 

Vincent sluggishly walks to the door, staring at his tottering hands.

INT. GIRARDI MANSION   MASTER BATHROOM   NIGHT

He steps on a loose tile, which causes a disturbing sound in the floor. Barnabas shouts from the master bedroom.
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BARNABAS   (O.S.)




There! 






VINCENT




What is this?

He kneels down, trying to figure out why he hadn’t heard this sound before. Curiosity momentarily strangles his fears. Vincent searches for something to assist him.

BARNABAS   (O.S.)




My dagger is in the second drawer! 

He grabs hold of the knife and opens what appears to be a hidden compartment. He studies the contents inside, and recognizes some of the items. An expensive bottle of perfume, several pieces of jewelry and some miscellaneous goods settle at the bottom. He quickly stands to his feet and looks at himself in the mirror, in total shock. Reality sets in. 

Barnabas walks up behind him, places his hand on the back of Vincent’s head, oddly running his fingers through his hair like a concerned parent who tries to calm a sobbing child. 






BARNABAS   




Sin taste so sweet…doesn’t it?

He looks at Barnabas in the mirror, with tears in the well of his eyes. 






VINCENT




How? How can…

Suddenly without warning, Barnabas presses his arm forward, slamming Vincent’s head into the mirror. The impact knocks him unconscious. Vincent lies helplessly on the floor, blood streams from his gashes.  Fragments of the shattered mirror are lodged in his forehead.

INT.   GIRARDI MANSION   LIBRARY    DAY    (FALL 1845)

Vincent, the future senator of Massachusetts, with his slim frame and black hair is one of Worcester’s most eligible bachelors. He’s becoming and astronomically wealthy. The son of a well known aristocrat, Vincent is God fearing, meek and extremely humble. Despite all of his advantages in life, he’s shy and often withdrawn.

His cravat is untied and the double breasted vest he wears is unbuttoned for comfort. The jacket to his expensive black Victorian suit hangs on a coat rack in the corner of the room. 

He’s seated behind a large desk, with a glass globe in the center. The sun is setting, but burning candles gives him adequate lighting. 

He opens his journal, and grabs a pen. 
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VINCENT   (V.O.)





(writing)

My introduction to Barnabas, I must confirm 

it was quite a rude awakening. An informal 

presentation, but once we made acquaintances, 

we merged a partnership unbeknown to 

most. 


(dips pen)

Whatever he preferred, if it wasn’t 

negotiable, than it stood on the grounds

of being taken. We were young, and  

immaturity settled in our fragile minds. 

No trouble, nor care did exist when we 

convened, but our rendezvous was forged 

by an unexpected and cruel dilemma.

Pauses and looks outside of the enormous window at two squirrels collecting nuts. He takes off his glasses and cleans them with a cloth. Dips his pen and continues to write.

VINCENT   (V.O.)   (CONT’D)

If my recollections are correct, it was several

days after schooling began, in the midst 

of autumn when the leaves changed their

hue, the first or second week in September.

He looks about the room at the priceless art neatly scattered along the walls. A family portrait hangs above the fireplace. In appearance, he looks like his father, but favors his mother where mannerism is concerned. 

VINCENT   (V.O.)   (CONT’D)  

 



(sighs deeply)

A pupil whom I refuse to call my own, 

gave chase to her, whom I presumed 

without question was my soul mate. Out

of all the beautiful ones that stood in the

crowd, DELILAH was the only one I 

respected and admired. 






VINCENT  (V.O.)   (CONT’D)





(writing)

The princess who was to render me a 

thousand kisses and make my life complete. 

The love that I had prayed for after all 

these years. To have her standing next 

to me would quench this thirst. This 

conflagrant desire.

6 

INT.   COLLEGE OF THE HOLY CROSS   POLITICAL SCIENCE CLASS    MORNING

The classroom starts to fill. Some students have taken their seats at their respectful desks while others stumble in from a night of partying. Delilah, the proud daughter of the GREENDALES, is seated in the front, talking to another classmate. Nineteen, her pulchritudinous appearance is so striking that it intimidates most of her male counterparts. The offspring of an interracial marriage, she’s the only black in the class other than Barnabas. It’s rumored, that she’s a distant relative of Frederick Douglass. 

A young man walks up to her with his hands behind his back. Early twenties, white with green eyes.






DANTE




Excuse me ladies. Delilah, may I have a 

word with you.

RACHEAL smiles at Delilah.






DANTE   (CONT’D)

(to Rachael)




I’m so sorry…forgive my intrusion.  

RACHAEL





(giggles)




We’ll talk after class. 






DANTE




Thank you my lady. How are you?






DELILAH





(blushing)




I’m doing well…thank you.






DANTE




I have something for you.     

Barnabas staggers in. The sunshine reflects off his head as he passes the window. The glare temporarily blinds Vincent, forcing his eyes to squint. 

The mischief maker reeks of tobacco smoke and alcohol. He squats and whispers in Vincent’s ear. 

Vincent flinches from the smell.






VINCENT




No. 

He whispers again.
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VINCENT    (CONT’D)





(adamant)




I said no!






BARNABAS





(upset)




You witness him give her a gift. A silly 

flower that smells like…like flattery!

INT.   GIRARDI MANSION   LIBRARY   NIGHT 



VINCENT   (V.O)


(writing)

I became upset and I could feel the rage

within rearing its ugly head…praying to 

myself that my next course of actions 

wouldn’t cause a nuisance and the result, 

charges of attempted battery. 

BACK TO:   INT.  COLLEGE OF THE HOLY CROSS   POLITICAL SCIENCE CLASS    DAY






BARNABAS

Let me quell this! She’s only given you 

heartache…disconcertment! 












VINCENT

Let them be.
BARNABAS

What mannerism is this? You sit while she 

laughs with infatuation. 


Vincent cuts his eyes

BARNABAS   (CONT’D)

It’s only a matter of time before he’s along

with her. Touching and rubbing on her soft 

dark skin…and before you know it, he’s 

between her legs about to place his…

Vincent slams his hand on the desktop. The sound echoes about and frightens the students. They all turn and resume their conversations.

Vincent grinds his teeth.
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VINCENT 

Shut up! You’re babbling is annoying!



BARNABAS 

Mark my words. 

Barnabas takes a seat in one of the empty desks. 

Dante returns to his desk with a noticeable smile on his face.  

Barnabas watches Delilah as she enjoys the smell of her rose.

BARNABAS   (CONT’D)





(mumbles)

I can’t wait to get my hands around her

throat.

Vincent realizes that Barnabas has a pugnacious nature. He’s been quite suspicious of him lately, questioning the legitimacy of Barnabas’ wealth, and his origin. 

CORNELIUS MONTGOMERY, Vincent’s childhood friend, sneaks into the class and spots him in the back of the room. Cornelius is white, early twenties and very flamboyant. He loves the pursuit of women, and see’s sex as sport and play. Copulation is a daily conquest.






CORNELIUS

Vincent? 

Vincent deep in thought doesn’t hear Cornelius addressing him. 

CORNELIUS   (CONT’D)

Vincent!



VINCENT

Cornelius…what are you doing? 

Vincent looks around for the professor.

CORNELIUS




I came to see you of course. How are you?



VINCENT

Well…and yourself?



CORNELIUS


(smirks)

I’m on top of the fucking world. 
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CORNELIUS   (CONT’D)

Excuse my vernacular.



VINCENT

Where have you been for two days?



CORNELIUS


(smiles)

I had some business to attend to. Some 

personal business.

VINCENT





(sarcastically)







 Who is she…or should I say who was

she?



CORNELIUS

Do you remember Catherine? Her father 

is the owner of the hotel?

 

VINCENT

 Catherine Claiborne…



CORNELIUS

No…her mother.

VINCENT

How disgusting!   

CORNELIUS

Have you seen LADY CLAIBORNE? She’s 

so…so cleverly proportioned.



VINCENT

She’s married!



CORNELIIUS


(hesitates)

 They’re in the process of a divorce. 



VINCENT

Your concupiscence knows no

 boundary.



CORNELIUS

They were in the process!
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VINCENT

I’m sure. Why aren’t you in class? You 

know how sensitive Dr. Fallon can be.

Cornelius quickly glances at his pocket watch.






CORNELIUS




Time befriends me. From the distance 

you appeared to be in a daze?



VINCENT

I’m fine.



CORNELIUS

A friend in need deserves a friend indeed. 





If you need someone to talk to…time is 

no hassle.






VINCENT





(frustrated) 

 


I’m fine! What do I owe the honor?! You 

had to skulk in here for a reason!

Cornelius presents a decorative envelope with Vincent name written in calligraphy.

CORNELIUS

Is that the way to treat a friend that 

brings a gift.

Vincent snatches the invitation out of his hand.






VINCENT




Finally!



















CORNELIUS

I knew that would put a smile on your 

face. 



VINCENT

You did remember to invite Delilah?



CORNELIUS

Of course… you know Dante has her 

eye?

Vincent cuts his eyes again.
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VINCENT




I heard he shows interest! But I can’t break 

this feeling that we’re meant to be…since 

the first time I laid eyes on her. I knew.


CORNELIUS





(curious)

How can you be so certain?

VINCENT





(in a daze)

My heart was on fire…I found it hard 

to breath. Her soul…her soul stood out  

to me. 

CORNELIUS




All I can say is follow your heart. 

VINCENT





(sarcastically)




Follow my heart…is that what you’re 

doing? 






CORNELIUS




I’m looking for love. It’s just that…my

tactics are a little different from yours.

I despise celibacy! 



VINCENT

If not Delilah…it’s no one. 

CORNELIUS 

I can make arrangements during the ball. 

VINCENT




That won’t be necessary.

CORNELIUS

Just let me know. 

DR. JOHNATHAN FALLON enters the class with a book under his arm. White, seventy-five years old but looks much older, short and slightly over weigh, gray hair with a beard and mustache to match. His thin framed glasses mysteriously rest on the tip of his nose, a sneeze away from falling off his face.






PROFESSOR




Good morning class!

12

CLASS




Good morning professor!






CORNELIUS   





(startled)




Oh shit…the evil doctor! I’ll consort with 

you later!






VINCENT




Just keep walking, don’t say anything! 

PROFESSOR 

Students! Pass your assignments forward 

and turn to page eighty-one.

Dr. Fallon looks over his glasses. 






PROFESSOR

Mr. Montgomery…what are you doing 

here?



CORNELIUS


(nervous)




I wanted to ask you something?






PROFESSOR




Speak boy…I have minds to mold!



VINCENT

Oh God…

Vincent sinks in his chair, hiding his face with his hand. Cornelius presents an invitation.

CORNELIUS

Would you be inclined?



PROFESSOR





(upset)

Mr. Montgomery!



CORNELIUS

Sorry professor, I didn’t mean to offend 

you.






PROFESSOR

This is an institution for higher learning!
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PROFESSOR   (CONT’D) 

The students that matriculate here have 

no time to entertain foolishness!  



CORNELIUS

Yes sir, Dr. Fallon.



PROFESSOR

Dismiss yourself!



CORNELIUS

Thank you sir! 

 The class chuckles.






PROFESSOR

I have zero tolerance for such disturbances.

Are we in accordance?!

CLASS

Yes sir!

The professor stands on the balls of his feet. 



PROFESSOR

Is that understood Mr. Girardi?

VINCENT

Yes sir, Dr. Fallon!



PROFESSOR

Where was I?
DELILAH

Page eighty-one!



PROFESSOR


(smiles)

Thank you Delilah.



DELILAH




You’re welcome professor. 



BARNABAS


(mumbles)

Kiss ass.
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Delilah looks back at Vincent as he silently mouths the words thank you. She smiles and turns forward.






PROFESSOR

We will be addressing international law 

in this chapter!

 Professor Fallon writes on the blackboard and continues with his lecture. 

INT.   GIRARDI MANSION   LIBRARY   DAY

Vincent sits at his mothers’ cream colored grand piano softly playing a rendition of Ludwig van Beethoven’s, Moonlight.  The tempo is much slower than the original version, but his concerns aren’t about the perfection of this classical masterpiece.  

EXT.   DOWNTOWN WORCESTER   MAIN STREET   DAY   (LATER)

Barnabas follows Delilah and Dante around town. People stop and stare at the young interracial couple. From a safe distance, in an alleyway across the street, he watches them as they enter into a boutique. A man lies on the ground, buried in old newspapers, trash. 






DRUNKARD

My son, could you bless an elderly man 

with some change?

Barnabas turns and notices the pariah whose clothing is torn and dirty with his hands stretched out.     

He reaches under his suit jacket for his knife that he keeps in the small of his back. The carouser is in the wrong place, at the wrong time.

BARNABAS

You should be more cautious of whom 

you call your son! I’ll give you, what I

gave my father!

Barnabas still has his weapon concealed with his fingers on the handle, looks around for witnesses. He gets in arms length but suddenly stops dead in his tracks.  

INT.   DOWNTOWN WORCESTER   CORRINGTONS BOUTIQUE   DAY

Dante searches through an array of costumes and masks, as Delilah watches. Other invites enter the store.






DELILAH




Thank you for the rose.

DANTE

Anything to see you smile my lady.
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Delilah turns, trying to hide her face from him. 






DANTE   (CONT’D)




Do my eyes deceive me…but is that another




smile I see?






DELILAH





(playfully)




Stop it…you’re going to make me laugh. 

We need to find you something that 

coordinates.

DANTE




 What about this one?

He holds up a mask. 






DELILAH




 Ah! Abstract…I love it!

EXT.   DOWNTOWN WORCESTER    ALLEYWAY   DAY

A lingering odor saves the drunkard’s life. Barnabas doesn’t want to get the smell on his clothing. He reaches into his suit coat, pulls out his wallet and throws the money at the piss smelling lush. 






DRUNKARD 

Thank you sir, thank you, thank you…may

God bless you!

The inebriated man tries to kiss Barnabas’ shoes. He kicks him back, hurting the man’s shoulder.

BARNABAS




Don’t fucking touch me…you stink! Why 

do you wallow in waste?! 






DRUNKARD





(grimacing)

Life’s been hard.



BARNABAS

So you escape reality by living in a 

bottle? Smelling like excrement!

DRUNKARD

I just…I just fell on hard times.
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BARNABAS 


It appears to be more than hard times.


(nods his head) 

It matters not! First and foremost… you 

need to bathe. Seek lodging at the Claiborne 

Inn…afterwards, purchase a suit from 

Giovanni’s. Tell them that….

Barnabas rubs his head when he plots. That devious grin is his trademark. 

BARNABAS   (CONT’D)




Tell them that…Vincent Girardi sent you. 

I’ll meet with you within two days with a 

business proposition.

DRUNKARD

Proposition…as in labor? 



BARNABAS

Yes, labor! I can make you rich old man,

 beyond your wildest dream.

DRUNKARD

Rich? Indeed…indeed.






BARNABAS




Two days!

Barnabas returns to the corner to continue his observation. A pair of cabriolets passes, leaving a trail of dust behind, slightly obstructing his view to the entrance. 

Barnabas sees them leaving with bags in their hands. He runs towards the boutique waving his hands to clear away the dust. 

The two walk arm and arm, as lovers do. 






BARNABAS




How romantic…cherish the day.

INT.   DOWNTOWN WORCESTER   CORRINGTONS BOUTIQUE    DAY

Barnabas looks around for a clerk to speak with. The last two costumers are paying for their items.






OWNER




Thank you, tell your parents hello.
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YOUNG MAN




Yes sir.

The young white lady walks up to Barnabas. 






YOUNG LADY





(enthused)




Excuse me…you’re the one from Dr. Fallon’s 

class. You scared me when…






BARNABAS






(rudely)

And?! 



YOUNG LADY

Well I never!

BARNABAS

And never will…bitch!

She explains Barnabas’ rudeness to her companion as they exit.



BARNABAS   CONT’D)

Pardon me, but are you the proprietor?



OWNER

Indeed I am…may I help you?

BARNABAS

I certainly hope so. I agreed to meet a 

friend here. Dante...Dante Rhodes. He 

was accompanied by a young lady…a 

negro.

OWNER 

 You just missed them!   

Barnabas throws up his arms, pretending to be so upset.

BARNABAS




Damn it! I knew I’d come too late! 






OWNER




What’s the problem my son?

Barnabas hesitates before he answers. He smirks, remains calm, but his blood boils. 
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BARNABAS




 Do you know which mask he chose? 

They walk to the back. He grabs a mask and presents it to Barnabas.






OWNER  

The last of two…it’s even the same 

color.  






BARNABAS




Really…how convenient!






OWNER




Would you like to purchase it?






BARNABAS




I’ll take it. I’m going to browse for a 

while.






OWNER




Take your time…I’ll be at the counter if 

you need me.



BARNABAS

One other thing…don’t ever call me your 

fucking son! 






OWNER




I’m sorry, I didn’t…






BARNABAS




Don’t be sorry, be careful! 

Barnabas walks away. Out the corner of his eye, something captures his attention. He picks up a red devil’s mask, admiring the nefarious details around its eyes.






BARNABAS   

How can I camouflage my misdeeds and 

have the blame fall on Dante’s shoulders?

The store owner notices Barnabas talking to himself. An elderly woman enters the store and gives the owner his lunch, and a kiss. Barnabas takes notices. 






BARNABAS   (CONT’D)





(smiles)

A witness…I’m going to need a witness.
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INT.   GIRARDI MANSION   LIBRARY   NIGHT

There are thousands upon thousands of books, ranging in a variety of topics from medicine, religion, historical writers, and strategies of wars fought in the past. An oak bookstand with a protective glass top, shields a collection of the original writings from the Divine Comedy.  












This is where Vincent comes to clears his mind, plays chess and studies. 

SETH, the Girardi family, long time butler enters the room. He’s an older black man from Natchitoches Louisiana.  He walks with a slight limp. MARCUS GIRARDI, Vincent’s father, purchased him as a slave, but gave him his freedom once they arrived to Massachusetts. In his mid eighties, he’s been part of the family since Vincent was seven years old. His service to Vincent is voluntary.  Vincent talks to Seth about most of his problems, seeking advice from an old family friend.

Seth carries a silver serving tray.  






SETH




Excuse me sir…tea?






VINCENT




Seth…what am I going to do?






SETH




What are you going to do…about?






VINCENT




Cornelius is sponsoring the annual ball at

the end of the week.

SETH

(laughs)




So how is the young Casanova?






VINCENT




He’s well. 






SETH




I haven’t seen Cornelius in…






VINCENT

Seth! This problem that I’ve inherited 

is much bigger than Cornelius…and his 

affairs.






SETH




Are you in trouble?
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VINCENT




I need to convince an acquaintance that I 

won’t be attending the ball…or better yet, 

find a way to keep him from participating.

SETH









(suspicious)




So you’re excogitating lies to tell this 

acquaintance?



VINCENT

Excogitate isn’t the word I would 

necessarily choose.



SETH

What about devise?



VINCENT

 It bothers me enough that I have to

 result to fabrication!

SETH

To disregard principles, and subject one’s

 self to unethical and devious measures 

can weigh heavy on the heart…especially 

for someone like yourself…sir.

Seth places the tray down. Picks up the silver pot and pours a cup of tea.






SETH   (CONT’D)




Your father would tell him what God 

loves.






VINCENT




And what is that?






SETH




The truth sir, the truth.  

VINCENT




That’s easier said than done. My father

 never met the likes of Barnabas.

SETH   

Has this man threatened you?
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VINCENT

No. He’s just combative and retaliatory. 



SETH

Have we met?



VINCENT

No. He’s from upstate New York. I 

assume his parents are wealthy, they 

were able to send him to college. 

Seth places the cup of tea on the desk.






VINCENT   (CONT’D)

The next time he visits, I’ll be sure to 

introduce you.



SETH

Please do. Supper will be ready shortly.

Seth walks towards the door, turns before leaving.






SETH  (CONT’D)




Sir…my mother used to say. When you tell 

the truth, it becomes a part of your past. 

When you lie…it becomes part of your 

future. You have to remember the lies.

Seth slightly bows, always careful never to overstep his boundary.

Confident that Vincent will do what is right, he walks out with a smile on his face. 

He takes another drink and slams the empty glass on the bar. Vincent stares at his marble chessboard. He moves a knight, captures a pun. 

Barnabas stands in the doorway. He sees Vincent’s play and slams the door.



















VINCENT





(startled)

Mother of God! Barnabas what’s your 

problem!?

Barnabas doesn’t say a word. He takes a seat in front of Vincent’s handcrafted chess board and moves a pun. 

He motions silently to Vincent that he wishes to partake and continue this mental game of conflict. 
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When he speaks, it’s soft and suspiciously calm.






BARNABAS

May I have a drink? You know, my mother 

used to tell me…

Vincent stops and looks at Barnabas. COINCIDENCE?






BARNABAS   (CONT’D)





(smiles)

That drunken minds speaks with sober 

men tongues.






VINCENT 

How did you get in here?! And where is Seth?



BARNABAS

He went back to his quarters. We introduced 

ourselves…he said that you were talking 

about me. 

Vincent pours them both a drink.






VINCENT




Your name may have come up. Even 

though your visit is unannounced, I’m 

glad you came by…we need to talk. 

Vincent walks over with the drinks in hand and takes a seat.

BARNABAS

You can address your concerns while

we drink and maneuver queens.

Vincent takes a drink and moves his knight back to a safer environment. He has to be cautious, strategic with his play, and his words. Barnabas will certainly be the aggressor.

BARNABAS

What have I done to arrest your attention? 



VINCENT

We just need to talk.



BARNABAS

Let’s form an agreement. Whatever we  

speak of, remains within these chambers. 
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VINCENT





(reluctant)




Agree.






BARNABAS

Under no circumstance…

VINCENT   

My word is bond! 

BARNABAS




I’m sure it is. 

Barnabas looks out of the window.  The rolling hills stretch out over six-hundred acres of land owned by the Girardi family. 

A northern wind rushes through the trees causing them sway back and forth. 

BARNABAS 

A storm is brewing… in the consciousness

and the hearts of men. And afterwards 

his sanity will be in question.

VINCENT

Do you question your own mental state?



BARNABAS

I always have. 



VINCENT

Say what you mean Barnabas, and mean 

what you say!

BARNABAS

We are nothing alike. As different and night 

and day, but yet our spirits are confusingly

intertwined. Bellicosity follows me. 



VINCENT

There has to be a reason why your heart

 is so…dark.

Barnabas takes a drink. Put’s his fingers on his bishop, but decides to move his queen instead. Vincent sits back, recognizing that things are about to get intense.
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BARNABAS

As a child I never feared the darkness… only 

the screams when my parents spoke at me. 

But as years paid visits, I realize it was

kismet that I take matters into my own 

hands. I tried to let the past go…but as 

each day came, hate and resentment 

grew.

Vincent moves a pun to safeguard his knight from the attack of Barnabas’ queen, clears his throat.  



VINCENT

We all as children get upset at our parents 

but as we get older, we come to realize 

they have our best interest in mind.

Barnabas nods his head. His face blank and absent of expression.






VINCENT    (CONT’D)  




 Barnabas?

BARNABAS


When the smoke had cleared and the 

dust had settled…the authorities came 

and questioned me. They never had 

inclinations or gathered evidence that I 

had lied. I kept my bond and gave labor 

to a promise.

VINCENT




What are you saying? 

BARNABAS

The crack under the door gave me indication 

that the lights were out. They were 

reposed and sound asleep. 



VINCENT

You didn’t…



BARNABAS

A masked intruder entered the premises 

through a window, and slashed their 

throats. It was a well planned robbery. I 

stole everything of value…including the 

rings from their fingers.
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BARNABAS   (CONT’D)

 Waited till morning, then gave notice to

 the authorities. 

Vincent stands and walks towards the bar, shaking his head in disbelief along the way.






VINCENT




Parricide…you committed parricide.






BARNABAS




I was never considered a suspect. Fools…

incompetent at practicing law! 



VINCENT

Why…why?!

BARNABAS

It was fate. 

VINCENT

You’re insane!  You think your actions 

will go unanswered!



BARNABAS

No, I do not! I can’t bring back the lives 

that I’ve taken…and even if I could, I 

would never go back and rearrange what 

has taken place. I choose to leave my 

footprints in the settled sands.

VINCENT

Why would you tell me this?

BARNABAS

I needed to tell someone. 



VINCENT


(highly upset)

You could have gone to a priest! Confessions

are sealed there! But you gloat! I pray 

God will not look to me as an accomplice, 

and cut off my blessings. 





(sighs deeply) 

You were right about one thing.
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VINCENT   (CONT’D)

I do question man’s sanity…including my 

own.How could I befriend a person who 

puts his signature on parricide. How could

I live with myself?  



BARNABAS

Remember the bond.



VINCENT

 The bond! The bond! 



BARNABAS 

Vincent…I’m sorry.



VINCENT

Keep your apology! Your transgressions 

towards your own flesh and blood woes

me. Your own flesh and blood! 



BARNABAS

Vincent, I was…



VINCENT

This friendship lies at the boundary.    






BARNABAS

So be it! Remember one of the attributes 

of a Christian, is forgiveness! 



VINCENT  

I’m aware of that. Leave…now!

Barnabas in an uproar slams the door behind him. The vibration causes an old portrait of Vincent’s mother to fall, breaking the glass out of its frame. Immediately there’s a knock. 






SETH   (O.S.) 

Sir?!



VINCENT 

Things are fine, you can take the rest of

 the night off! 

Seth

Thank you sir…supper is done!
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EXT.   DOWNTOWN WORCESTER    MAIN STREET   NIGHT

Barnabas gallops into the city on a black Friesian thoroughbred. At this time of the night there’s lots of unlawful things going on. 

Trouble waits around the corner with a friendly smile.

INT.  DOWNTOWN WORCESTER   CULLIGANS BAR   NIGHT






BARNABAS




Beer and a shot of whiskey!

He downs the shot of liquor and chases it with his beer. A young lady tries to get his attention. He peeks over his shoulder, she’s motioning for him to join her. He waves her off.






BARNABAS




Not tonight…there are other matters at 

hand. 

Barnabas observes a man staggering out of the bar. He reveals that devilish grin. 

INT.   CLAIBOURNE INN   RECEPTION DESK   NIGHT

The hotel clerk is not at their station. Barnabas looks through the guest log of the hotel, strolls down the names with his finger, searching for sloppy or poor handwriting. Confident the old man was drunk when he signed in. There!






BARNABAS

 


REAGAN WEST. 

He rips out the page and tosses the book to the floor.

The hallway is empty of guest and hotel servants. He places his ear to the door and knocks softly. 

He hears someone singing, knocks again. 

INT.   CLAIBOURNE INN   ROOM 201   NIGHT






REAGAN

Who’s there?!



BARNABAS   (O.S.)

Room service!



REAGAN

It’s open!
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Barnabas waltzes in and sings along with Mr. West.






BARNABAS




And the rockets’ red glare, the bombs 

bursting in air…

Reagan stops singing. He’s shocked!






BARNABAS   (CONT’D)




Gave proof thro’ the night…that our flag

was still there! 

Reagan, well dressed in a brown Italian suit. A shiny pair of shoes sits off to the side. 

He’s looks and smells totally different from their first encounter. 






REAGAN




 It’s you? 

BARNABAS

Someone appears to be in a good mood. 

See what the root of all evil can do for 

ones soul.



REAGAN


(coughs)

I was just getting prepared for bed. What 

are you doing here? I mean, I’m just 

surprised to see you so soon. You said… 

two days.

BARNABAS





(looking around)

I was in town buying medicine for my ill 

mother. I figured…since I was in the area, 

why not see how you were adjusting. 



REAGAN

I’m adjusting, well.



BARNABAS

Yes…yes, I see that you are. You seem 

nervous. Is it my visit you silently contest?



REAGAN

No…no. I…










29

BARNABAS

I’ll be quick. Do you remember our 

conversation?

REAGAN

Why yes. You wish to do that now?



BARNABAS

Tomorrow isn’t promised to you.

Reagan takes a seat at a respectful distance, sitting on the arm of a chair. He’s sweating.






BARNABAS   (CONT’D)

I want you to assist me…



REAGAN

Excuse me…I need to fix me a drink. 

Would you like one?

Barnabas rubs his head, his mood changes.






BARNABAS





(disappointed)

 You are nothing but a creature of habit. 

It disgusts me, and sickens my stomach.



REAGAN

I only asked if you wanted a drink.

BARNABAS

You’re like the rest of the peasants that 

live on the streets… with the same 

mentality, always thinking about yourself! 

Behold the dog that returns to his vomit!   

Barnabas skulks closer and reaches for the small of his back. Reagan with no time to react now stands inches away. He can feel Barnabas breathing on his face. 

The glass he holds crashes to the floor. Barnabas pulls back. Reagan is bleeding from two knife wounds to the stomach. He stumbles back against an end table, trying to speak but no words comes out. 

Barnabas lunges again and stabs him in his chest. 

Reagan falls to the floor. Face up, his breathing deepens, wheezing when he inhales. Barnabas stands overhead, watching his victim’s life slip away through his wounds. Reagan West dies in a pool of blood.
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BARNABAS




You look nice in a suit. I’m impressed.  

Barnabas searches his pocket and takes Reagan’s credentials, but leaves the money for burial expenses.

EXT.   SALSBURY HILLS   MONTGOMERY MANSION   NIGHT

Everyone makes preparations for the masquerade ball. Children of the most wealthiest and prominent families will be present. America’s future judges, lawyers, doctors and politicians. 

A man waits at the top of the twenty step stairway that leads to the front door of the Montgomery home. Dressed in all black, he holds an umbrella to hide his face rather than to protect him from the drizzle.  

Vincent’s stagecoach arrives. He makes his way to the entrance.






VINCENT




May I help you? The festivities doesn’t

begin for another hour.






BARNABAS 

I’m not here for the ball. 



VINCENT

Barnabas? Are you following me?!



BARNABAS

I have something to tell you!



VINCENT




There’s nothing else to say!






BARNABAS

It pertains to Delilah! 

Vincent impulsively grabs Barnabas by his collar, and forces him up against the wall. 

Barnabas drops his umbrella. 






VINCENT

Don’t provoke me!






BARNABAS





(smiles)

Apparently it’s too late.
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VINCENT

If you go near her…I swear on everything

holy. Keep her name out of your mouth!

BARNABAS

Love makes fools of us!

VINCENT

I won’t repeat myself.

Vincent releases him, turns toward the door and knocks. 

Barnabas retrieves his umbrella and begins his descent to the bottom of the stairs. Midway down, he turns.






BARNABAS

Delilah and Dante Rhodes will attend the 

ball together. He’s her Romeo and she’s 

his Juliet! Delilah is taken Vincent. She’s 

taken!

The front door opens. 

INT.   MONTGOMERY MANION   FOYER   NIGHT






RUFUS

Sir, is there someone else?






VINCENT

No one of consequence!



RUFUS

Very well sir, May I?



VINCENT

Oh yes. Thank you.

Rufus takes his coat and umbrella. He leads Vincent to an enormous room where the ball is going to take place. It can easily hold five hundred people.

Servants quickly dash to and fro, getting last minute decorations done.






CORNELIUS

Vincent! Please, please come in. Thank 

you Rufus.
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They sit at a table that has two glasses and a chilled bottle of expensive wine. Cornelius pours a glass. 






CORNELIUS   (CONT’D)
Imported from FRANCE.

 Vincent swirls his glass to stir its substance, takes a sniff to smell the richness and quality. He sips.






VINCENT

Mm…my taste buds are sated.



CORNELIUS

You like?



VINCENT

I like!

They both share a laugh. Cornelius notices scars on Vincent’s knuckles.



CORNELIUS

What happened to your hand?



VINCENT
Oh? I…I stumbled on the stairway. It’s

nothing…a scratch at its worse. 



CORNELIUS

I can have one of the servants look at it.

VINCENT

That won’t be necessary.



CORNELIUS

Before I forget…ANASTASIA has been 

asking about you.



VINCENT

Really? 



CORNELIUS

Yes…nagging! Constantly harassing 

me to arrange a rendezvous.



VINCENT

I don’t have time for a relationship.

Cornelius pours him some wine.
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CORNELIUS

Vincent, I’m not talking about matrimony. 

Why not just bed her? Have fun with this. 

Anastasia is a pretty girl…not to mention 

her parents are rich! 


(hesitates)

If you don’t…I will.



VINCENT

How did I know that?! 


(intrigued)

How do you do it? Copulate with so 

many women without any emotional 

attachment.

Rufus walks over.



RUFUS

Sir?



CORNELIUS

Yes, bring us another bottle of wine.



RUFUS

Right away sir!



CORNELIUS

I wish to have a marriage like my parents.

Two people dedicated to each others’ 

needs.  I desire a woman with the

beneficence of the Virgin Mary.



VINCENT

 And the beauty of Cleopatra. 



CORNELIUS

Indeed, but to be honest…I’m not looking

for love.  Awareness and experience has 

shown me meaningful love comes in its 

own time. 



VINCENT


(frowns)

But…why with women whose hands are 

taken?
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CORNELIUS




There’s no commitment when keeping 

intimacies with a married woman. To bed

women is easy…but a married woman…

now that comes with difficulties, but highly 

interesting. To know I am the reason she 

reneged on her vows…it feds my ego. 






VINCENT 




I had to ask. You have some unsettling 

conundrums my friend.



CORNELIUS

I’m aware of my personal demons. I’m 

still laboring on my soul’s salvation.



VINCENT

Be careful with your sexual expeditions.



CORNELIUS

So you’re telling me don’t get caught?



VINCENT

I surmise…but not in those words.

Rufus walks over.






RUFUS

Excuse me sir…the decorations are 

completed and guests are being seated.

CORNELIUS

Then let the festivities begin! Place 

everyone at their stations.

RUFUS

Indeed sir!

CORNELIUS

Vincent, I have a surprise for you.

VINCENT

What is it?



CORNELIUS

In time my friend…in time.
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INT.   MONTGOMERY MANSION   MASQUERADE BALL   NIGHT

This is the world of the power and social elite.  

The music plays.  People waltz, drink, socialize and have a grand ole time. 

Cornelius has a black and gold half mask, and Vincent’s, green with gold trimmings.

Rufus escorts Vincent to the head table as Cornelius entertains other guest. Vincent has drinks and chats with other invites.   

Two hours pass. Cornelius sees Vincent laughing with another guest. He staggers over, grabs Vincent and pulls him by his arm.  

His speech is slurred.






CORNELIUS

Excuse us DAVID, I need to speak with

Vincent.

GUEST

It’s KENDRICK!



CORNELIUS


(belches)

Whomever! Vincent it’s time for your 

surprise.






VINCENT




You’re drunk.

CORNELIUS




Of course I am…it’s my house. Listen! 

Listen to me. I need you to go to my 

father’s study.






VINCENT




For what?!






CORNELIUS




Delilah is there…waiting to see you.






VINCENT





(shocked)

Are you serious?!
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CORNELIUS

I’m giving you the opportunity you’ve been 

yearning for.



VINCENT


(smiles)

Bastard!



CORNELIUS

She agreed to a clandestine meeting. 

VINCENT




How do I look?

CORNELIUS




Vincent…there’s a mask on your face. 






VINCENT




I’m nervous.






CORNELIUS




Relax…breathe…breathe.






VINCENT




I curse you.






 CORNELIUS

You’re going to thank me. Go…Rufus will 

show you the way.



VINCENT

I don’t know if I should. What of Dante?






CORNELIUS

 


Do you trust me?






VINCENT




Yes!






CORNELIUS




Then trust me! If it adds value, it was 

Delilah who help orchestrate this.






VINCENT





(smiles)




What…really?!
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CORNELIUS

I’ll make sure that Dante remains 

occupied. Go! 

INT.   MONTGOMERY MANSION   CORRIDOR   NIGHT

Vincent slowly saunters down the long hallway. Led by the sewer, he can distinctively hear the synchronous sound of Rufus’ shoes chatter across the black marble floor. He walks at an average speed but seems to be traveling too quickly for Vincent, who lags behind by several paces. 

Vincent rubs his hands together to relieve his palms of their moisture. 






RUFUS

Sir…is everything all right?






VINCENT

Yes! 

RUFUS

We’re here. 

INT.   MONTGOMERY MANSION   STUDY   NIGHT

Delilah is seated in front of the enormous fireplace, still with her mask on. The crackling of the flames are so crisp, they drown out the music from the ball.

She’s dressed in a navy blue evening gown that reveals her curvaceous figure. The mask is congruent with her gown and has gold trimmings with vertical peacock feathers. Her mesmerizing, almond shaped eyes are fixated on the dancing yellow flames. 

Delilah’s trance is suddenly disrupted when the door opens. She quickly stands to her feet. 

Vincent walks in and sees a friendly smile on her face, as he approaches, he smells the sweet aroma of roses from her perfume.

Finally, in a romantic and private setting, he’s face to face with the one he has so much love for. 






VINCENT





(slightly bows)

Lady Delilah.






DELILAH





(bows)

How are you Vincent? Time has stolen so 

many seasons.
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VINCENT

And it leaves us no explanation my 

lady, but I’m…I’m satisfied.



DELILAH

Likewise.  

He politely kisses her hand.

DELILAH   (CONT’D)

You’re always a gentleman. Come, sit 

with me. Time still gives me no luxury.

 Delilah gently grabs him by the hand, and leads him to the couch. They take off their masks. 






DELILAH   (CONT’D)

First allow me to explain my motives, and 

reveal why I wanted to meet with you. I’ve 

known you since I was ten. As you well know 

it isn’t becoming for a lady to be the 

aggressor… so I waited for you to give me 

some form of acknowledgement. Just 

when I was confident that we were to be 

an item…your parents died. It left you in 

a state of seclusion and my emotions…did 

tumble. 

She stares into the flames.



DELILAH   (CONT’D)

I wanted to be there in your time of grief, 

to bring you a soft hand, and give succor 

to your pain.



VINCENT

If I had known…

She presses her finger against his lips to silence him, looking deep into his eyes. 






DELILAH





(saddened)




I was under the impression that you only 

wanted a platonic relationship. I was in 

love with you Vincent Girardi.

There’s a code of ethnic’s that gentlemen follow. 
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An unwritten law, a small percentage of men practice and live by. Vincent desires to be with Delilah, but never speaks ill of Dante.  He knows that Dante is a decent man with a good heart and only wants to make Delilah happy.

If he’s going to result to underhanded and cutthroat tactics, now is the time.






VINCENT




I fear this meeting…and these conversations 

we hold have come too late. Am I right?  



DELILAH

I’m afraid so. I sit before you…betrothed.

Delilah reveals her left hand and a sparkling diamond ring rest on her finger.  She walks over to the mantle, standing next to the fire. Vincent is overwhelmed.  

DELILAH




I’m sorry Vincent.

VINCENT




Don’t apologize…I should have taken the 




initiative. Dante is going to be a great

 husband. Let me be the first to 

congratulate you!




DELILAH

It’s bittersweet.

VINCENT

For the both of us.



DELILAH

Do I have your blessings?



VINCENT


(smiles)

As long as I receive an invitation.

Delilah laughs, but laugher quickly turns to tears. He goes to her side, handing her his handkerchief. 






VINCENT




From the depths of my heart, I wish the 

best for you and yours!

Delilah places her hands on Vincent’s cheeks. They kiss passionately, like long lost loves.













40

DELILAH

 


Being your friend…kills me softly.






VINCENT




Touche’ my lady….touche’.

Vincent gives her a kiss on her forehead. She dashes for the door. 

INT.   MONTGOMERY MANION   CORRIDOR   NIGHT

Delilah stops and leans against the wall, tears flows from her eyes down onto her cheeks. She tries to get herself together before she returns to the ball.

ADRIAN SCARBOROUGH, white, jet black hair and blue eyes, watches her as she wipes her eyes. 

Delilah puts her mask on and makes her way back to the ball. He continues his conversation with his entourage. 

INT.   MONTGOMERY MANSION   STUDY   NIGHT  

Vincent, still in disbelief and total shock, tries to gather his thoughts before going back to the festivities. He waits several minutes before leaving.

INT.   MONTGOMERY MANSION   BALLROOM   NIGHT

Adrian sees Vincent leave from the same room.  

He’s ambitious, and would sell his mother for the right price.  Reared in an upper-middle class family from Rhode Island, the Scarborough’s are rich, but not nearly as wealthy as the Montgomery’s, or the Girardi’s.

 Vincent reaches the head table in good spirits.






CORNELIUS





(excited)

How did things go? Did you lay with her?!

VINCENT

No…of course not!

Cornelius drags his chair closer.

CORNELIUS

Tell me everything…in full detail!

Vincent remains standing.
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VINCENT

I’ll cast those pearls tomorrow.



CORNELIUS

Tomorrow…you can’t be serious?!



VINCENT


(smiles)

Very! I have an assignation with Anastasia.

Vincent grabs a glass of wine from a passing servant as he walks away.

VINCENT   (CONT’D)





(yells)




I promised someone a dance!






CORNELIUS




This is…bullshit! 

Three young ladies walk pass. One reveals her face to Cornelius.  

CORNELIUS




Now watch the master. Excuse me ladies! 

EXT.   BURNCOAT HILLS   HORSE TRAIL   NIGHT

The stroke of midnight, the ball continues on, church bells rang in the distance. The sound of thunder and the current flashes of lighting are seen and heard throughout the city, the drizzling has ceased. 

Barnabas is on a dark trial filled with thick brushes and heavy branches. After a half hour of traveling on horseback, he reaches his destination. A mansion sits in the distance surrounded by a black iron barred fence. 

At the top of the gate is the name of the owner’s of this voluptuous home. A flash of lightning allows him to briefly read the name carved within the metal.   

INT.   GREENSDALE MANSION   DELILAH’S BED CHAMBERS   NIGHT

Barnabas creeps about, quiet as a house cat, looks around at pictures on the wall. On her bureau are the different fragrances of perfumes. He places a bottle to his nose.

BARNABAS





(frowns)

 


 I hate the smell of roses… such an arrogant

 flower.
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Another flash of lightning reveals his reflection in the mirror, and a place to hide. He sits and positions himself inside her closet, leaving a crack in the door. 

Barnabas waits patiently, when finally someone enters. He peaks through the crack but can’t see if it Delilah or one of her parents. Delilah suddenly prances within his view. She opens the window and Dante quickly appears through the curtains.

They immediately kiss, taking their masks and clothes off. Delilah’s gown falls at the foot of the bed. Dante’s throws his mask in a chair. They fall into bed, naked.






DELILAH





(whispering)




Oh Dante.






DANTE




My love.

Barnabas watches them intensely. The motion of the sheets, suggest to the uninvited guest that they’re engaged in sex. He hears the whispers of Delilah’s voice as she moans in a pleasuring tone. 

BARNABAS   





(mumbles) 

Time has stolen so many seasons.

Clouds reveal a bright moon. Dante lights the lantern, grabs his things to get dress, while Delilah lies in bed with a pillow under her head. 






DELILAH





(smiling)




Will you be attending mass tomorrow?






DANTE




Yes, of course. I was thinking…after the 

service we can go horseback riding through 

the countryside.






DELILAH




Sounds romantic...tomorrow is going to 

be a special day. 

Dante grabs the rest his belongings. He gives her another kiss.






DANTE   




Tomorrow my love.

Delilah closes the window behind him and retreats to the comfort of her bed.
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DELILAH





(caresses her stomach)

Oh…how I pray it’s a boy.

Realizing it’s late and she leans and puts out the lantern. 

Barnabas waits another hour to be certain that she’s asleep, unaware that this murderous act will change the lives of some many people, including his own. 

A burst of thunder gives him the opportunity to exit without the squeak from the closet door waking her. He times it perfectly. 

Barnabas stands over the bed, watching her. 

Delilah incidentally turns and opens her eyes. She grabs her chest in fear.

DELILAH





(gasp)

Dante! You scared me!

She hits him with the pillow. With the lantern off, the only light in the room comes from the moon. She vaguely sees detail, but mostly a silhouette.






DELILAH   (CONT’D)

You’re going to wake my parents. 


(smiles)

Did you forget something? 

 She reveals her thighs. With a gesture of her finger, calls for him.






DELILAH   (CONT’D)




Satisfy me…again.

Barnabas knows that he can’t allow her to see who is really behind the baleful disguise. He keeps the mask on, crawls into bed with her, caressing her breast and kissing on her neck.

DELILAH   (CONT’D)





(moans)




Dante.

He’s gentle at first, but as he gets closer to climaxing, Barnabas becomes rough with her, thrusting violently hard.  She moans and grunts from the pain. 






DELILAH   (CONT’D)




Dante…you’re hurting me. 
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He calls out in a pleasing and satisfying tone. 

BARNABAS




Oh Delilah…I’ve love you with every breath. 

Delilah stops. She stares into the eyes behind the mask with a questionable look on her face. 

She recognizes the voice, and knows it’s doesn’t belong to the father of her unborn child. She oddly remains calm, more shocked and surprised than fearing for her life. She reaches for his mask.

DELILAH




How…how did you get in here?

Barnabas quickly grabs her by the neck, chocking her with both hands. She vigorously fights, tooth and nail for her life, first trying to pry his hands from around her neck. She attempts to scratch her assailant, but the mask protects his face.  

Her struggles weaken, the room turns and her breathing fades. Barnabas takes one of his hands from around her throat, and reveals his face.  






BARNABAS

 


Thanks for the kiss. 

She gave a good fight. It’s apparent to Barnabas that Delilah is dead, but yet he hovers over her.  He releases her neck, and dismounts from her lifeless body. Pulls up his pants and gathers himself.

 He grabs the rose oil and sprays the flowery aroma on her corpse.  Very delicately, he places her body in a fetus position.  Put’s his mask back on. 

Barnabas decides to take two souvenirs. He rummages through the host of perfumes, knocking over bottles. The damage has been done and there’s no need to be concerned about waking her parents.  He snatches a gold vanity mirror and the bottle of perfume.  






BARNABAS




A means to an end.

.

He grabs the lantern from her nightstand, and purposely drops it on the floor. The crashing sound resonates throughout.

INT.   GREENSDALE MANSION   PARENTS BEDROOM   NIGHT

LADY GREENSDALE awakes.  She looks over to her husband, but he still lays asleep. She lights a lantern, grabs her robe and rushes down the hall to her daughter’s room. 

LADY GREENSDALE   

Delilah?! 
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INT.   GREENSDALE MANION   DELILAH’S BED CHAMBERS   NIGHT

Barnabas places the souvenirs in his pocket, standing next to the opened window. Lady Greendale opens the door. The lantern she holds cast light on the intruder. She looks at Barnabas than sees her daughter’s neck with handprints around her throat.






BARNABAS




Mother-in-law!






LADY GREENSDALE   




Delilah! Delilah!

The scream awakes her husband, and a few servants. They all rush to the sound of the cries. Lady Greendale dashes to her daughter’s side, tripping over her feet. She grabs Delilah’s motionless body, her neck and arms limp.






LADY GREENSDALE   (CONT’D)





(crying hysterically)




Delilah?! Delilah?! Dante…what have you 

done?! What have you done?!

Barnabas vanishes out the window, and escapes under the cover of night. 

EXT.   GRAFTON HILLS   HORSE TRAIL   NIGHT

Deeper into the woods, he can still hear the loud lamentations of his victim’s mother. He presses hard, on course to the Rhodes estate to hatch the second part of his plan. While in route he sprays perfume on the trunk of trees and branches that drape over the path. 

He reaches the Rhodes home and sprays the scent near the entrance. 

INT.   ENDER’S HOME   GUESTROOM   NIGHT

Barnabas empties his pockets of the stolen items and takes a seat at the end of the bed. He tosses the bottle of oil aside so he can examine the vanity mirror closely. Its casing is pure gold and her initials are saturated with diamond studs at the top of the frame. He opens it and pieces of mirror falls to the floor. It’s broken into small fragmented bits but still remains in its setting. 

He stares deeply into the shattered mirror, determined to capture a glimpse. 






BARNABAS   

My next machination will target Cornelius…

and I’ll be the only voice in Vincent’s ear.  

Still looking into the vanity mirror, he reveals a smile. 
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BARNABAS   (CONT’D)

The greatest trick the Devil ever orchestrated 

…was convincing man he doesn’t exist.

INT.   GIRARDI MANSION   MASTER BEDROOM   MORNING

Vincent lay asleep. He moans and grunts from another nightmare, turning about. He quickly sits up! 






VINCENT





(yells out)




Ask you what!

Drenched in a cold sweat, he grabs his head, feeling the effects of drunkenness. 

Cornelius is outside knocking frantically at the front door.  

VINCENT





(grunts)

 


Christ…my head!

He struggles out of bed. 






VINCENT   (CONT’D)




My head!

Seth meets him in the hall. Knocks continue.

SETH

Who visits at this age of the morning?






VINCENT

Cornelius…escort him to the atrium, 

and bring us some tea. Please! 



SETH

Yes sir.

EXT.   GIRARDI MANSION    ATRIUM    MORNING

Rose bushes sit not too far away. An array of colors, red, yellow, white, pink roses fill the atrium, the smell resonates throughout the garden.  A custom made water fountain brings relaxation when the water falls into the pool below.  






CORNELIUS




Vincent!
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VINCENT





(grunts)




The sun has yet to rise!

CORNELIUS

I bring news about Delilah!



VINCENT

Delilah!? What did she tell you? I knew 

the evening went well…but not to this 

degree.



CORNELIUS

Vincent. 






VINCENT




Well…what did she say!?

Cornelius takes a seat. He remains quiet. 






VINCENT   (CONT’D)

 


After so many years of familiarity…you 

choose to bite your tongue. It’s too early 

for games. 


(looks again)

Cornelius, what’s wrong?

Vincent takes a seat, placing his hand on his friend’s shoulder.






CORNELIUS




The hour is unknown, but during the course 

of the night. I presume sometimes after 

the festivities. The authorities were 

summoned to the Greendale’s home.

It grieves me to say…September winds 

bring grimacing news.

Cornelius takes a deep breath, still looking downward






CORNELIUS   (CONT’D)

 Delilah was. She’s…






VINCENT




What Cornelius? 
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CORNELIUS

Delilah is dead Vincent, she’s dead!

Vincent jumps up, his chair falls back.


VINCENT

What…what did you say?!






CORNELIUS





(nods his head)

Vincent I’m sorry…

VINCENT





(furious)

Liar! Liar! Tell me you are a liar…that, that

these claims are nothing but high 

exaggerations!

Vincent turns over the table. Cornelius jumps out of his seat.






CORNELIUS




Vincent!






VINCENT

Who told you this?! They must be

misinformed!

Seth brings out the tea.






SETH





(concerned)

Master Vincent…sir?! 






CORNELIUS




He’ll be fine Seth. He needs time.






VINCENT




I’m fine Seth…I have to know with certainty 

if these accusations hold true.



SETH

I’ll prepare breakfast. 



VINCENT


(serious)

Cornelius…if this turns out to be a sick 

game…our friendship ends this day.
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CORNELIUS




This is no game Vincent…I would never!






VINCENT





(painfully)




How did this come about? Did she fall…






CORNELIUS

  


There was no… this wasn’t an accident. 

Vincent…Delilah was murdered.






VINCENT

Murdered? Murdered by whom?! No one 

showed detestation towards her.






CORNELIUS

Dante is the culprit.






VINCENT





(waves him off)

Dante? Now I’m convinced your source 

spread calumnies!



CORNELIUS

Listen to me! When the authorities arrived, 

dogs picked up a scent. It led them to the 

house of Rhodes. 

Cornelius picks up the chair. Vincent takes a seat, burying his face in his hands.



CORNELIUS   (CONT’D)

There, they had Dante surrounded. He

fought them off and managed to wound 

one of the officers…despite his efforts, it 

still led to his arrest. 



VINCENT

They were engaged! She was happy.

Dante’s love for her rivaled my own. She 

told me that she loved him and was 

pregnant with his child. I don’t…



CORNELIUS


(interrupting)

Lady Greendale saw him!
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CORNELIUS   (CONT’D) 

She gave her accounts, and description to 

the mask he wore to the masquerade ball. 

They plan to use it as evidence to counter 

his defense.






VINCENT

A mask?



CORNELIUS

Delilah’s mother was there when 

Dante arrived to escort her to the ball.



VINCENT

And?



CORNELIUS

She was able to give a very good 

description. 



VINCENT

How…how do you know all of this?



CORNELIUS

I’m not at liberty to say.

INT.   GIRARDI MANSION   LIBRARY   MORNING

Vincent stands behind his desk, searching through a stack of papers.






CORNELIUS

He must have found out you about the

meeting…and in a jealous rage, killed 

her.






VINCENT




I refuse to believe that.






CORNELIUS




What are you going to do?






VINCENT




I’m going to fund his defense.

Vincent finds the paper he was looking for. He takes a seat and starts to write. 
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VINCENT




There’s a firm in New York that handles 

cases such as this.



CORNELIUS

Vincent, this could encumber you.



VINCENT

The search for the truth, can never be a 

burden.



CORNELIUS

It wouldn’t be in your best interest to 

fund his legalities. It could tarnish your 

family name if he’s found guilty, besides… 

the trial is in seven days. An election is 

coming, so expect justice to be swift… 

and harsh.



VINCENT

Then I guess I should get to work. Will 

you help me?



CORNELIUS

False belief is better than no belief at all.

Of course I’ll help you!

 They discuss their plans over a quick breakfast. After dining, Vincent escorts Cornelius to the door. 






VINCENT

Do you hear that?






CORNELIUS

What is it?






VINCENT

My mothers’ piano.






CORNELIUS

It could be Seth.

Vincent looks down the hallway towards the sound.

VINCENT

Seth can’t play. 
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VINCENT   (CONT’D)

I’ll meet with you later in the evening 

to compare our advancements. Oh 

Cornelius…thank you.



CORNELIUS


(smiles)

You would do the same for me.

INT.   GIRARDI MANSION   FOYER   MORNING

He closes the door and hears the keys again. Someone softly plays “Moonlight”. 

INT.   GIRARDI MANSION   LIBRARY   MORNING






VINCENT





(shocked)




Barnabas?

Barnabas continues to pluck the keys to the piano. Vincent becomes livid at the unwanted and inexperienced pianist.






VINCENT




Take your hands off my mother’s piano!






BARNABAS

Sorry. Excuse my ignorance? 



VINCENT

What do you want?!



BARNABAS


(cunningly concerned)

I heard the news early this morning. I 

only came to give my condolences. 



VINCENT


(sighs)

Sad news travels fast.

BARNABAS

It was only a matter of time before her 

lifestyle caught up with her.



VINCENT

What do you mean?!
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BARNABAS

I presented her flaws and cautioned you 

about the path she chose. She was a 

slattern, everyone knew of her.



VINCENT

Was it you? If I find that this is of your

endorsement…I’ll kill you dead!






BARNABAS

Place the barrel of the gun to your head

and pull the trigger.



VINCENT

Was it you?!



BARNABAS

Am I a suspect? I have my suspicions.






VINCENT

Really…and who might that be?



BARNABAS

Dante had motive, means and opportunity. 

My assumption is she told him she was 

pregnant… he got upset and killed her. 

That seed would have brought disgrace to  

his family. After all, she was a nigger!

Vincent grabs a three-branched candelabrum and throws it against the wall. 






BARNABAS   (CONT’D)




I’m sorry…but I don’t think the house of




Rhodes would have accepted her. To 




befriend a black is one thing, to marry




and start a family with one is another.

Barnabas rubs his head.






BARNABAS   (CONT’D)




The same reason as you…the Girardi 

family would have never accepted Delilah 

as your wife…or an equal.






VINCENT




They would gladly.
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BARNABAS

I never received a cordial reception.



VINCENT

This isn’t about you!



BARNABAS

Really…that’s what you chose to believe.


(chuckles)

It wasn’t Dante who killed Delilah.



VINCENT

So…who was it?



BARNABAS

It was you. 



VINCENT

You are delusional! 






BARNABAS




That I may be…but the rose you desired

was plucked from the cherubs’ garden by 

the hands of Dante. She rejected your

subtle advancements…so you killed her.

VINCENT

Absurd!



BARNABAS

Is it really? Dante is guilty in the eyes of

the public, and you conveniently walk 

among free men.

Barnabas laughs, walks over to the decanter and pours him a drink.






BARNABAS   (CONT’D)

You reach the point of no return. It was

you Vincent Girardi…it was you who 

murdered Delilah.






VINCENT

Your insanity clouds your own 

wickedness…your own, villainies. 

Barnabas finishes his drink, playfully slides the empty glass the length of the bar.
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BARNABAS




I have an appointment to keep.






VINCENT





(frowns) 

You always bring vexation!






BARNABAS





(upset)




Don’t rest your eyes on me! Blame life 




for your tribulations…or better yet,

blame God. He was the artificer of

KANE killing ABLE. The genius behind it 

all. Why don’t you question him?!

Barnabas dismisses himself, slams the door behind him before Vincent can order him out. 

INT.   CLEMENS ESTATES   DINING ROOM   DAY

TUESDAY CLEMENS, forty-two, white with long red hair. Still in her chemise, she sits with her legs crossed reading the sonnets of William Shakespeare. 

Tossed pebbles hit against the window pane, disrupting her reading.  She dashes to the window, pulls back the curtain, with the book still in hand, pointing to the rear of the mansion with the other. 

EXT.   CLEMENS ESTATES   GARDEN   DAY

Two gardeners groom and manicure the property.






TUESDAY





(rudely)




Go and work elsewhere…and no word




of this!
The gardeners run off with their supplies. Neither says a word.


CORNELIUS

My amour!



TUESDAY


(looking about)

You were told never to come here. Meet 

me within the hour at the end of 

Winslow’s creek…near the tree where 

we first became acquainted.
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CORNELIUS

Don’t wear any...



TUESDAY


(disgusted)

Your amativeness forces me to reevaluate 

our relationship. What we secretly shared 

is now besmirched…tainted!






CORNELIUS





(sarcastic)

My dear Tuesday, it was always tainted.

     


You’re the monogamist!

She slaps him. Cornelius grabs his face.  






CORNELIUS





(angry)

What was that?!

Touches his lips to make sure he isn’t bleeding.






TUESDAY

Go…and once we’ve assembled among 

the pines, I’ll give you my reason!



CORNELIUS

 Leave your anger behind.

EXT.   WINSLOW CREEK   DAY

Tuesday now well and fully dressed in an expensive red dress and bonnet to match, strolls down the side of the creek.  She shows an excessive amount of cleavage.

Black laced gloves cover her hands as they hold tight to her umbrella.






TUESDAY




Cornelius! Cornelius!






CORNELIUS




My amour…over here!

Cornelius surfaces from behind a huge pine tree. He reaches out to give her a kiss.  She slaps him again. She drops her umbrella, in a tantrum she unleashes a host of punches.

He raises his arms to protect himself.
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TUESDAY

 


How could you?! How could you do this? 

You know I carted feelings for you!

Cornelius grabs her and pulls her close to him. 






CORNELIUS

What have I done to make you so angry?



TUESDAY

What woman lay in your bed last night?

He releases her.






CORNELIUS

Oh! She was. How did you…



TUESDAY

That woman you seduced was my sister… 






CORNELIUS

I didn’t know…

TUESDAY

You didn’t know what…her name?!






CORNELIUS





(confused)

So you’re upset, because of your kinship 

or because I had sex with her?

She takes another swing at him but he moves out of reach.



TUESDAY

Whore!



CORNELIUS

Me…or your sister? 



TUESDAY

Is this reveling to you?



CORNELIUS  

Excuse me, but I’m not married.
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TUESDAY




Go to hell!






CORNELIUS

Tuesday I’m sorry, but my presence isn’t 

based on venery. I…I need your help.



TUESDAY

After such findings, you have the audacity 

to ask me for help?



CORNELIUS

Tuesday, I know you’re upset. Hell knows 

 no fury like a woman scorn.  Please…

just hear me out!



TUESDAY


(reluctant)

I’m listening!



CORNELIUS

A friend has been charged with murder, 

and I need you to persuade the judge to 

rule in Dante’s favor. 

TUESDAY





(confused)

What makes you believe, I have that 

degree of influence…where, I can

manipulate the courts.



CORNELIUS

You’re married to the judge, behind every 

powerful man stands by his side a powerful 

woman.

She continues to pout, rolling her eyes in the back of her head.






CORNELIUS   (CONT’D)

And if she’s cunning and manipulative, 

she can obtain whatever she desires.   

Who could have known, only one of 

Adam’s ribs could bring so much contention. 

Rattle the integrity of the courts of justice 

and present a conflict of interest as a 

frequent and petty formality. Who knew? 
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Dante looks at her waist line, comes up and sets his eyes on her breast. Her anger towards him has strangely excited him.






CORNELIUS   (CONT’D)




The act of sodomy was sufficient for me...

 




TUESDAY





(livid)




You men are all alike. If Dante is a friend

of yours, then he too can be no better!



TUESDAY   (CONT’D) 

Intuition tells me, I should convince my 

husband to bring the fullest extent of the 

law. You and your friend can rot in hell!


(regretful) 

I curse the day I ever met you! 

She looks down at his groin.






TUESDAY   (CONT’D)




I hope it falls off!

Cornelius grinds his teeth, jokingly falls to his knees. His lack of seriousness infuriates her even more.

TUESDAY




Ignorance will not be bliss…I swear you




will regret this!

She walks away in tears. From his knees, Cornelius sits on the ground tossing rocks into the creek.

CORNELIUS 

If God had extracted two, or even three 

of Adam’s ribs…governments would surly 

fall on their hands and knees…and perceive

 
women, as gods.  

INT.   SAINT PETERS CATHEDRAL    DAY

Several devoted parishioners kneel in front of a porcelain Virgin Mary. Pious murals are painted on the ceiling, similar to the paintings and murals at the Sistine Chapel.  Sun light shines on stained glass windows, bringing in an array of colors that ricochets off the church walls.

INT.   SAINT PETERS CATHEDRAL   CONFESSION BOOTH   DAY

BISHOP NICHOLAS sits with his fingers interlocked awaiting the next confession. 
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He’s white, seventy-seven years old, fair complexion, white hair and closely shaved.  

The window slides open.






VINCENT

Peccavi.



BISHOP 

We all have sinned and fallen short of 

the glory of God. There’s no need to

dread, he’s a forgiving God…Vincent.



VINCENT

How did you know it was me?

BISHOP

I recognized your voice. It’s been a while 

since your last confession. When was

the last time you partook in communion?






VINCENT

 It’s been a while. 


(sighs deeply)

A series of unfortunate events has occurred. 

BISHOP

Delilah will be missed. May her soul rest

 in peace. I spoke to her parents this 

morning. I’m going to deliver the eulogy.



VINCENT

How are they?






BISHOP

They’re doing well…well as expected. Who

 knows the pain they endure behind close

 doors. I…I know you loved her.



VINCENT

Bishop!

Vincent outburst distracts those who sit in the pews. They look towards the booths.

BISHOP




Am I mistaken?
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VINCENT





(surprised)




No sir. How…how did you know?






BISHOP




Observance…I seen the way you smiled




at her. Your face would glow as bright

as a full moon. I always thought that the 

two of you would eventually marry.

Vincent manages a smile.






BISHOP   (CONT’D)

Remember my son, there is no burden 

that we can’t bear. Death is evident…and 

all the living can do is pray for those who 

have past.



VINCENT

Indeed…but a life is filched and Dante is 

the scapegoat. He rots in jail waiting for 

his arraignment.

BISHOP

So you believe Dante isn’t the author of

this murderous act? I…I also had my 

doubts.






VINCENT




I plan to appropriate the funds for his 

defense.



BISHOP

If he needs me to testify on his behalf, I’ll 

gladly give him credibility.






VINCENT

I’ll be sure to let him know…it should

bring him some form of comfort. I have 

several more appointments to keep  

before Cornelius and I meet again.

They both exit the booths and shake hands.
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BISHOP




Keep safe…if Dante is innocent that  

means a killer lurks among us.






VINCENT

Will do.

EXT.   SAINT PETERS CATHEDRAL   DAY

Vincent climbs into the awaiting stagecoach. Barnabas watches him from the corner of the church.

INT.   GIRARDI MANSION   LIBRARY   DAY

Vincent sits in front of his chessboard, staring at the pieces. He contemplates his next move. 






SETH




Sir, your company has arrived.

Cornelius walks in.






VINCENT 

Cornelius it’s been…

CORNELIUS


(frustrated)

Chastise me not…. 






VINCENT

I’ve been sitting here for nearly two hours!

CORNELIUS

I know and I’m sorry. Excuse my tardiness.






VINCENT





(anxiously)

Were you able to speak with Dante?

CORNELIUS

Yes. 






VINCENT

How is he?



CORNELIUS

As he breathes, he hopes.
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VINCENT

And what did he say?



CORNELIUS

He said, it was a lie that led to his 

imprisonment, and it will be his 

expression of the truth that will lead

to his execution.



VINCENT

Damn!



CORNELIUS

What is it?!



VINCENT


(sadden)

He’s going to take the stand. 

Vincent walks over to the bar, pours two drinks.






VINCENT




So what of your other contact?






CORNELIUS





(hesitates)

She…she was unable to assist us.



VINCENT


(curious)

She…who is she?

CORNELIUS

You don’t know her.



VINCENT

Try me.

CORNELIUS

Is her name that important?

VINCENT

Who is she?!

Cornelius takes a seat, crosses his legs.
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CORRNELIUS


(sighs deeply)

Tuesday…her name is Tuesday.



VINCENT

Tuesday…Tuesday?! Not the judges 

wife? 


(disappointed)

You’re fucking the judge’s wife?! How 

can this benefit us…or Dante?!

Frustrated, Vincent runs his fingers through his hair. 






CORNELIUS

Vincent, I’m sorry! How was I to know

Dante would be on arraigned for murder 

and JUDGE CLEMENS would govern the

trial. 


VINCENT





(sighs)




It doesn’t matter. Dante’s life rest in

the hands of BLALOCK AND MEYERS.






CORNELIUS




You were able to send out a telegram?






VINCENT




Yes…someone is arriving in the morning.

Cornelius looks at his pocket watch.

CORNELIUS




That’s good news. I’ll meet with you 

tomorrow.






VINCENT




Very well.

EXT.   HOPE CEMETERY   GREENDALE BURIAL SITE   DAY

Family and friends hover around Delilah’s casket. Everyone is dressed in the traditional black. Frederick Douglass is in attendance. Vincent and Cornelius stand on the opposite side of the closed white coffin.  Soprano soloist softly sings Ava Maria.  

Bishop Nicholas brings the eulogy to an end, closing in Latin.
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BISHOP 




I memento homo, quia pulvis es, et 

pulverem revertersis…remember o man 

you are dust and to dust you shall return.

Delilah’s body is lowered. Her parents walk to the hole in the ground. Mrs. Greendale tosses a black long stem rose on top of the casket. Mourners follows suit, tossing their red roses on top. The crowd disassembles in its own time, leaving Vincent behind all alone.

 He tearfully watches two men fill the hole with dirt. 

INT.   WORCERTER DISTRICT COURT   COURTROOM #3    DAY

The courtroom is packed to its capacity. People stand along the side of the walls. The state of Massachusetts verses Dante Rhodes has generated much controversy. Race is the driving force behind so much attention.  

People have traveled near and far, from all over New England, including the neighboring states of New York and Connecticut to witness the outcome.   

Vincent, Cornelius and Bishop Nicholas are seated directly behind the defense. The Greendale’s are sited near the prosecution. A handful of BLACKS are sprinkled in the rear of the court, with poor whites.

Barnabas stands in the back under a portrait of a former judge. He has an iniquitous smile on his face.

A side door opens. Dante is escorted by three officers with his hands and feet fettered. One of the officers unlocks his shackles and sits him next to his lawyer. 

VINCENT





(leans to Cornelius)

 


Innocent until proven guilty has been 

diminished to a mere expression of words.


Cornelius looks at Vincent, speechless.



BAILIFF

Hear ye hear ye…all rise for the Honorable 

Theodore Clemens!

JUDGE THEORDORE CLEMENS, mid sixties, short white hair, takes a seat and raps the gavel once.   

Everyone takes a seat.

JUDGE





(to bailiff)

Are both parties present?
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BAILIFF





Yes your honor.






JUDGE





(to crowd)

The Commonwealth verses Dante Rhodes!

COUNSELOR JOHNATHAN WALTERS, quickly stands to his feet. White, early forties, short with dusty blonde hair, his bowtie is crooked and poorly tied.

WALTERS

 


Your honor…the defense would like to 

request a change of venue!



JUDGE


(puzzled)

Based on what grounds?






WALTERS

Partiality.






JUDGE   (CONT’D)

Denied! Both counselors approach the 

bench.

They stand in front of the bench. Judge Clemens leans closer, folding his arms. He gives the court stenographer a stern face. The stenographer knows what is about to be said, is to be kept off the record.






JUDGE

 You question the integrity of this court?

WALTERS

I believe we would have a legitimate 

chance outside of this district.



JUDGE


(offended) 

So you believe fairness is suspect! I 

promise you, the court will be free from 

self-interest, prejudice… nor will it show

favoritism! Is that understood counselor!






WALTERS





(apologetic)

Yes your honor.
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JUDGE

It is only right for this case to be tried in 

Worcester, since the crime was committed  

in Worcester! 

Counselor Walters shakes his head in agreement.






JUDGE   (CONT’D)

This isn’t AMSTERDAM, counselor.

WALTERS

Understood sir.

The judge waves them off.  






JUDGE  

COUNSELOR MORGAN, is the prosecution 

ready for opening statements?



MORGAN

Yes your honor.



JUDGE

Let’s proceed.

Counselor Dale Morgan is one of the sharpest and most successful prosecutors in the commonwealth. 

The fifty-three year old barrister has tried over a hundred cases and due to a technicality he’s only lost one. 

Counselor Walters knows the prosecutor and Judge Clemens are good friends, they often have collations at the restaurant across the street from city hall. 

Counselor Morgan is married to the sister of the judge’s wife, Tuesday. She’s the sister Cornelius had sex with the night of the ball. 

MORGAN

Your honor, the state will prove beyond a 

reasonable doubt that Dante Rhodes 

murdered Delilah Greendale on the night 

in question. We have eye witness accounts

that can place him at the crime scene. 

This same witness saw firsthand the 

aftermath of the plaintiff’s misdeeds.

The district attorney shuffles through papers on the desk.













68






MORGAN   (CONT’D)

 
We intend to call others who were at the 

ball and saw Delilah and Dante together. I 

must remind the jury that he was the last 

person to see Delilah alive, and based on 

previous statements given by Lady Greendale, 

the mother of the decease…we will prove 

that Dante is responsible for her quietus.

Several hours into the trial, the prosecution and the defense call and cross examine dozens of witnesses. 

MARY ANN FORDMAN is the last to testify and be crossed examined by the defense before Lady Greendale takes the stand. 

Throughout the cross examination the defense was unable to counter the attacks made by the prosecution and couldn’t prove that anyone had spoke dissembles or prevaricated while under oath.






MORGAN   (CONT’D)

The state would like to call its last witness. 

Carla Greendale!

Delilah’s mother gets up with the assistant of her husband. She tumbles, falling to the floor on her knees. The bailiff runs over to assist her to the witness stand. 

The bailiff extends the Bible, she places her hand on top.






BAILIFF 

Do you swear to tell the truth and only 

the truth, so help you God?



MRS. GREENDALE

So help me GOD…I do.






MORGAN

Mrs. Greendale…you know the defendant?



MRS. GREENDALE

Yes sir. He was a denizen at our home.



MORGAN

How often would he visit?



MRS. GREENDALE

Two or three days a week, sometimes

four. He and Delilah would takes trips 

on horseback through the country side.
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MRS. GREENDALE   (CONT’D)

They would travel to Boston to the opera, 

They took trips to New York…inseparable. 



MORGAN

Were they an item?



MRS. GREENDALE

They were engaged that night.


(tearfully)

My baby…oh my dear Delilah. She was

my only child.

Counselor Morgan gives her his handkerchief.






MORGAN




I know this is hard…





(looks to the jury)

no parent should have to bury a child.

Counselor Walter throws up his hand in objection. The judge gives the district attorney a sharp stare, repositions himself in his chair and clears his throat. 






MORGAN




Mrs. Greendale…would you say that 

Dante is…


(turns to jury)

one to philander?

WALTERS





(jumps to his feet)

Objection your honor! The prosecution 

is casting aspersions.








MORGAN

Your honor, I’m only trying to paint a 

picture of the defendant’s character. I 

have statements given by other witnesses

that saw the defendant ogling over other

women.  



WALTERS

Ogling?!



JUDGE

I’ll allow it.
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The judge gives the district attorney a serious stare.






JUDGE   (CONT’D)

 You’re walking a thin line Mr. Morgan.






MORGAN

Yes your honor. You can answer the question 

Lady Greendale…is Dante a coquette?



MRS. GREENDALE

No sir. I can’t say that he was ever lascivious. 

In fact, he’s always been a gregarious young 

man. If he is a flirt, he’s very dexterous at 

hiding it.






MORGAN

Dexterous…hmm! Now on the day in 

question, tell the jury in full detail what 

you heard and saw.



MRS. GREENDALE

Dante arrived to our home after sunset.

He sat and showed my husband and I his

mask. It was intriguing…the colors matched

perfectly with Delilah mask and gown. We 

sat and spoke with him until Delilah was 

dressed. He was loquacious and appeared 

to be filled with excitement about attending 

the ball. 


(smiles)

Oh what a happy hour.






MORGAN

When did she return?



MRS. GREENDALE


(crying)

I’m sorry.



MORGAN

I realize this is harrowing but it’s necessary.



JUDGE

Would you like a recess counselor?
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MRS. GREENDALE

No, no your honor. I…I can continue.



MORGAN

Are you sure?



MRS. GREENDALE

I’m sure…I am uncertain of the hour for 

my husband and I were in bed and sound 

asleep. But I was awoken by a loud noise.

l…I grabbed my robe and rush down the




hall. Upon entering, there my eyes did lay 

on Dante standing near the window with 

the mask on his face. I looked and Delilah’s 

face was pallid…her body motionless. I 

screamed and ran to her.



MORGAN

Did he try to harm you?



MRS. GREENDALE

No.



MORGAN

Did he say anything to you?



MRS. GREENDALE

He addressed me as…mother-in-law and

vanished through the window.



MORGAN

No further questions your honor.

MORGAN





(stands)

The defense calls for a recess.

The atmosphere is the court urges Counselor Walters to call for intermission before he cross-examines her. Mrs. Greendale’s plaintive testimony was poignant and damaging. 

INT.   WORCESTER DISTRICT COURT   HOLDING ROOM   DAY






DANTE




Counselor Walters, I want to take the




stand.
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WALTERS




What?






DANTE

 


I need to take the stand in my own 

defense.



WALTERS

That would be detrimental…and fatuous 

to do so!



DANTE

 Silence is an admission of guilt.






WALTERS




Counselor Morgan is cunning, he’ll try….






DANTE




I’ve nothing to hide…and nothing to lose!

Bailiff walks over.






BAILIFF




Recess is over.

INT.   WORCESTER DISTRICT COURT   COURTROOM #3   DAY    

The jury is summoned back into the court. Mrs. Greendale is brought back to the witness stand.






WALTERS

Lady Greendale, before the recess you 

testified that Mr. Rhodes was respectful. 

She shakes her head in agreement.



WALTERS   (CONT’D)

You said he was polite…and you held him 

in the highest regards. But…in the same 

breathe you say he is a malefactor. Your 

testimony leaves us scratching our heads. 



MRS. GREENDALE 

I was elaborating on his character.

Walters walks over to the witness stand, leans and places his elbow on the rail.
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WALTERS

So in your eyes, he’s a murderer with 

morals and principles. I’ve been involved 

in law for years and never have I heard 

such contradicting statements. Are you 

willing to immolate the defendant to 

satisfy your taste for revenge.






MORGAN

Objection! Move to strike your honor!



JUDGE

Sustained…Counselor that’s your second!



WALTERS

Sorry your honor. 

He walks to the desk of the prosecution.






WALTERS   (CONT’D)

What time did you and Mr. Greendale 

retire?



MRS. GREENDALE

It was ten o’clock.



WALTERS

And what time were you awaken by the 

noise.



MRS. GREENDALE

I think it was around two o’clock.



WALTERS

Lady Greendale…deep in your heart, is

there any fiber of your being that believes

that Dante is innocent?

MRS. GREENDALE 

Yes…I find it difficult to believe that

Dante could do such a thing.






MORGAN  

So you can say with certainty that it was 

Dante from the house of Rhodes that 

killed your daughter?
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MRS. GREENDALE

If my decision was based solely on the 

evidence…the scent that led to his home,

the mask…


(hesitates)




Yes sir.

Onlookers in the court gasp. Vincent shakes his head in disbelief. The gamble backfires.






JUDGE





(raps gavel)




Order!






MORGAN

No further questions your honor. 






JUDGE

Does the prosecution have more

attesters to call forth.



MORGAN

No sir.



JUDGE

And the defense.



WALTERS


(stands)

Yes sir. The defense calls…Dante Rhodes 

to the stand.

The courtroom erupts. Judge Clemens raps his gavel to allay the obstreperous crowd. This decision

leaves the jury, and the prosecution in shock and awe.






JUDGE




Proceed.
Dante rises and humbly approaches the witness stand to give his accounts on that fateful Saturday night. The bailiff swears him in.
MORGAN

Dante Rhodes. Either you are a fool or you 
believe you can guile the courts of justice 
with chicaneries…having us to believe that 
you are not the guilty party.
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DANTE





(looks up)




No sir.





MORGAN
So it’s love that convinced you to take  
the stand?






DANTE



For love…to clear my name.





MORGAN




So you loved Delilah?






DANTE




I love Delilah!






MORGAN
You speak if she’s still alive.


DANTE

True love…it never dies.


MORGAN

Tell that to her parents!



DANTE

She may not be physically present, but 
Delilah lives in me, her family…friends.


MORGAN

Let’s not beat around the bush.


(pacing)

On the night in question, did you return to 
the Greendale home?



DANTE
Yes sir. We didn’t want the night to end. 

So I came through her bedroom window.


MORGAN
And what happened?


DANTE
That sir is a foregone conclusion.
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MORGAN

Copulation…did an argument ensue?


DANTE
No sir! We held each other and discussed 
attending morning service at Saint Peters. 
When I left her, she was alive…alive!





MORGAN
What time did you leave?
DANTE
It was one o’clock.



MORGAN

You’re a liar Mr. Rhodes. Mrs. Greendale

 saw you in her daughter’s room at two 
o’clock that morning.


DANTE
That’s impossible. I was home…asleep!



MORGAN

Than whom did she see standing there?!



DANTE

I have the slightest clue Counselor Morgan. 

I would never raise my hand in anger at my 

beloved. I gave her acclamations…I would 

fall to my knees from the smell her ambrosial 

scent. I loved her laughter, adored her smile 

and cherish every moment with her!

Dante pauses. He looks towards Delilah’s parents with tears in his eyes.






DANTE   (CONT’D)

 


I’m deeply sorry Mr. and Mrs. Greendale 

that I couldn’t prevent this from happening.





(tears fall)

Dying will come with pleasure and incredible

ease. It’s living without her that’s so painful…

so hard. My love for her exceeded my love for 

God himself!

The crowd erupts. Judge Clemens raps his gavel.
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JUDGE

The court will not tolerate blasphemy!



DANTE


(to Morgan)

I loved her more than God!

JUDGE

Bailiff, escort the defendant out of my

court! We’ll take a short recess and the 

defense can question him afterwards. 



WALTERS


(shocked)

I…I have no questions, your honor.

Dante’s testimony has changed some hearts. Many now believing that he’s innocent, including Delilah’s father. 

INT.   WORCESTER DISTRICT COURT   JUDGES CHAMBERS   DAY

Judge Clemens has company. RANDOLPH MCNEAL, the mayor of Worcester.






MCNEAL





(sitting)

 


Dante must be found guilty, by any means 

necessary. Someone has to pay a price for

this highly publicized case. We can’t have the 

rest of the country thinking that blacks are 

not protected. In Louisiana, Mississippi, Texas 

that’s fine…but here in Massachusetts, it’s 

unacceptable. People’s livelihoods are at stake. 


(walks to door)

Heads will end up on a silver platter!



JUDGE

Yes sir.

Counselor Morgan nearly collides with the mayor as he tries to leave.






MORGAN




Pardon me…Mr. Mayor!






MAYOR




Counselor.
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Mayor McNeal looks back at Judge Clemens before Morgan closes the door.






JUDGE





(smiles)




Have a seat…brother in law.

INT.   WORCESTER DISTRICT COURT   COURTROOM #3   DAY

The court reconvenes to hear closing remarks from both parties. The district attorney forges on for a guilty verdict, reiteration and stressing the point that Dante acknowledged the fact, he did return to the Greendale estate, to consider the privation of the parents, and Dante’s confession of love was a desperate act. The facts outweighed his paltry testament of love that was at most, implausible. 

The defense closes and reminds the court that the prosecution could not prove beyond a reasonable doubt that his client was accountable for this murder, and to be conscious of the particulars, that not all the witnesses were able to testify, the owner of the boutique, a key witness is missing. 

The jury deliberates for an hour and reassembles with their verdict.






JUDGE

Has the adjudicators reached a verdict?






FOREMAN




Yes your honor.

Dante and his attorney stand. He holds his head high with pride. Vincent and Bishop Nicholas are cautiously optimistic about the verdict. Cornelius seems worried.  Barnabas chortles.






JUDGE

What say you?

The foreman stands.



FOREMAN

In the case of the People verses Dante

Rhodes, we find the defendant…guilty of 

first degree murder.



JUDGE

And the punishment…what say you?



FOREMAN

Death…by hanging.

Onlookers inveigh and erupt in jeers.
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JUDGE




Bailiff, prepare the convicted for execution!

The judge bangs his gavel, shouting at the disapproving crowd. More officers are called in.






JUDGE




Order! Order! You will be arrested for 

disturbing the peace and obstruction of 

justice! Order! 

EXT.   DOWNTOWN WORCESTER   CITY HALL   DAY

Onlookers scream profanities back and forth. Some yell miscarriage of justice, others scream guilty. 

Dante is led up the steps. A noose is placed around his neck. Dante displays remarkable fortitude, showing no fear.

An official of the court and the hangman approaches.






OFFICIAL

Dante Rhodes, you have been weighed, 

measured, and found guilty. Do you   

wish to render an admission of guilt?



DANTE

From the egg to the apple… from the 

beginning to the end, I maintain my

innocence and confess my love for my

beloved!

Dante looks towards the heavens and smiles before the hangman places the hood over his head. The hangman checks the noose one last time, and takes six steps back. 

The trap door opens, the crowd gasps. Dante’s body drops through the small opening. The fall instantly snaps his neck. His body slightly sways back and forth, four feet from the ground.  

Barnabas watches from afar, simpering through the rowdy crowd.

BARNABAS

Leave his body there for five days, so I 

can sniff the effluvium of his carrion.

(laughs)

To precipitate a murder and have the 

blame shifted on another is extraordinary. 

In fact, it’s genius!
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EXT.  DOWNTOWN WORCESTER   CITY HALL   DAY     (WINTER 1868)

The assassination of ABRAHAM LINCOLN and The CIVIL WAR has passed.     

Vincent has a seat in the SENATE, but now campaigns for the Republican Nomination for Presidency of the United States. Well known throughout the north for being a wealthy proponent and humanitarian. He utilizes his opulence for the good of the people. 

He erects several charity centers for the homeless, and used his inheritance to help supply the Fifty-fourth Regiment with weapons, uniforms and much needed boots during the war. 

Vincent expands his family’s wealth by his investment with the railroad, making him one of the wealthiest men in the country.    

INT.   SAINT PETERS CATHERDRAL   CONFESSION BOOTH   DAY

Bishop Nicholas waits to hear his next confession.  






VINCENT




Peccavi.






BISHOP

We all sin and fall short…Senator.






VINCENT





(smiles)




Every time! How are you?






BISHOP




Well, for an old man… and yourself?






VINCENT




Well…I wish I had the power given to 

Joshua, so I can block out the sun. The

moon hides her face.



BISHOP

Why so many restless nights?





VINCENT




I don’t know…it’s probably stress.

BISHOP




They found a body near the Rhodes 

Estates. They believe it’s the store owner.
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VINCENT

MR. CORRINGTON?!



BISHOP

Yes…pouring salt on old wounds. He had

been stabbed and buried in a shallow

hole. Someone recently dug up the grave

as if they wanted the body to be found.  






VINCENT




Inconceivable….

BISHOP

LADY CORRINGTON committed suicide

some years after. 



VINCENT

I remember…how sad.

BISHOP

God bless their souls…how’s Mr. Montgomery?

VINCENT

He’s well…conflicting schedules keeps

us at bay. 

BISHOP

 I hear his law practice is expanding.



VINCENT

A good lawyer makes a bad neighbor.


(laughs)

He and Adrian Scarborough are sworn 

enemies.






BISHOP





(laughs)




…And the political arena?






VINCENT




Southern states are sending antiquated




books to Negro school. Books with pages




torn out…if the blacks have no education




they can’t demand higher wages. Trying to

push Congress.
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BISHOP


(smiles)

Your parents would be so proud to see

the man you’ve become. One of their 

greatest attributes was humility, and you 

too have been arrested by it. 



VINCENT

Thank you father, thank you. 



BISHOP

How goes the campaign?



VINCENT

It’s going well. I have several upcoming 

speaking engagements. One in Virginia

and the other in Georgia.



BISHOP

Speaking of which, Adrian Scarborough 

has tossed his hat in the ring. Be careful 

with him, he’s sure to run a dirty campaign.



VINCENT


(sighs)

I’m sure of it.

INT.   DOWNTOWN WORCESTER   SCARBOROUGH’S OFFICE   DAY

Representative Scarborough sits in his office, reading the daily newspaper. A knock at the door, a young lady with black hair peeks from behind the door.

 




SECRETARY

Your campaign manager is here for your

two o’clock meeting.






ADRIAN




Send him in!

MR. PAIGE, is in his late thirties, timid and extremely unorganized. His briefcase is stuff with papers. He enters, but waits to be offered a seat.






ADRIAN   (CONT’D)





(excited)




Mr. Paige…how goes the fight?
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MR. PAIGE




It’s going sir.






ADRIAN




Do you remember what we discussed?






MR. PAIGE




Yes.






ADRIAN




And?






MR. PAIGE

Honestly sir, I don’t think you should 

result to scandalous tactics to obtain 

the nomination.



ADRIAN

Mr. Paige, Mr. Paige. I’ll be the judge of

that.

MR. PAIGE

We have the endorsements of the 

corporations. Since we have them in our 

pockets, we can focus our attention on 

persuading the voters to defect from the 

Republican Party and espouse the Democrats.



ADRIAN

Mr. Paige, can you translate French?



MR. PAIGE

No sir.






ADRIAN





(grins)

Mr. Paige, I need you to do what I fucking

tell you to do. I need something I can use 

against the Senator. Something that will 

allow the people to see him in a different 

fucking light. I need you to expose his flaws! 

Now, can you fucking understand French?!



MR. PAIGE

Yes sir.
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Adrian gets up from his desk and walks to Mr. Paige.






ADRIAN 

Everyone has something to hide! Any 

defamatory information that can be 

found. If he’s on medication, if he’s ever 

been arrested...I don’t give a fuck what 

it is, just find something!






MR. PAIGE




I tried sir…the only information I found




was that his parents were murdered 

when he was younger.

Adrian stands uncomfortably close to Mr. Paige.



ADRIAN

That’s public information…I need you to

dig deeper.  



MR. PAIGE

Yes sir.



ADRIAN

Now get the fuck out of my office!

Mr. Paige rushes out. Adrian returns to his seat.

ADRIAN

No one is that clean.

There’s another knock, the secretary sticks her head from behind the door.






SECRETARY




Sir…your wife came. She said that she 

was going shopping. 

INT.  DOWNTOWN WORCESTER   SALVATORE’S RESTAURANT   DAY

A man sits with a cup of coffee in his hand talking to his son. A married couple sips tea. The restaurant is not busy, giving the waitress time to clean tables. Cornelius sits with the father of one of his clients.  






MR. MATTHEWS

So what’s going to happen to my son?
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CORNELIUS

Since he used a weapon in the robbery 

he’ll be facing incarceration. I was able 

to get him off with probation on his first 

offence, but this time he will have to serve 

some time. 



MR. MATTHEWS


(frustrated)

Damn….maybe this will do him some  

good. Perhaps this time he’ll learn  

from his mistakes, and straighten up his

life. 



CORNELIUS

His sentencing is tomorrow.

MR. MATTHEWS

I’ll see you in court tomorrow morning, I

have to get back to the station.



CORNELIUS

Yes sir…nine o’clock sharp.

They shake hands. Mr. Matthews leaves the café and opens the door for a beautiful young lady. She stands behind another customer waiting to place her order, capturing Cornelius’ attention. He looks her up and down, paying attention to every single detail. Her hair, her clothes, shoes and the way she smells lets him know that this is a woman of statue. 

A ring on her finger indicates marriage but to Cornelius, she’s accessible. Another stolen glance gives him recognition of this beautiful creature.






LILITH




May I have a cup of tea.






CLERK




Yes ma’am, will that be all?






LILITH




Yes…thank you.

He approaches her.

CORNELIUS

Can I get that for you…my lady?
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LILITH

No thank you.



CORNELIUS

I insist. It’s a small price to pay for someone 

as captivating as yourself.



LILITH


(smiles)

Very well. Thank you for the tea…and the 

compliment.






CORNELIUS

Would you like to join me?






LILITH

I’m married.






CORNELIUS

I’m sure your husband wouldn’t mind if

you have a cup of tea with a colleagues.



LILITH

I thought you looked familiar. You’re the 

defense attorney.



CORNELIUS

Guilty as charged.



LILITH

My husband talks about you at times. 

CORNELIUS

 Scarborough has spoken of me?






LILITH

Yes he has.



CORNELIUS

Believe half of what you see, and nothing 

that you hear.



LILITH

What if he said that you’re an “outstanding 

attorney”.
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CORNELIUS

I would say that lawyers are good actors 

and excellent liars.



LILITH


(laughs)

Oh my God, you have such a quick tongue. 

You sound if you speak from experience?



CORNELIUS

Having a retaliatory verbal sally comes with 

the profession…and I’ve always been 

good with my tongue.



LILITH


(intrigued)

Mm…really? I see no harm in having one.



CORNELIUS

A quick tongue?



LILITH

No silly…a cup of tea.

CORNELIUS

Excuse my indelicacy…my name is Cornelius. 

Cornelius Montgomery.



LILITH


(smiles)

Lilith Scarborough.

CORNELIUS

It’s a pleasure.






LILITH




Likewise…I’m sure.

Cornelius escorts her to his table. He pulls out a chair and sits across from his weakness.






CORNELIUS





(intrigued)




Lilith…Lilith.






LILITH 




Yes. Is there something wrong?













87






CORNELIUS

No my lady. You carry the name of Adam’s  

first wife.



LILITH

I think you’re mistaken…Eve was her name.

CORNELIUS

No…it was Lilith.



LILITH

I’m confused.



CORNELIUS

The idea that Adam had a wife prior to Eve 

was developed from an interpretation from 

the book of Genesis. The Bible gives duplex 

accounts. 



LILITH

Educate me!



CORNELIUS

In the second chapter of Genesis it describes

God’s creation of Eve from Adam’s rib…but 

an earlier passage in Genesis…I think it’s the

first chapter, he forms Lilith out of clay, from 

which he made Adam, but the two bickered 

and argued continuously.

LILITH

What would they argue about? You’re 

in the Garden of Eden, you have everything 

at your deposal…including God.



CORNELIUS

Submission.



LILITH

Submission? Adam must be from the 

Seven Hills of Worcester.

They laugh and enjoy one another’s company. Lilith is so magnetized by Cornelius’ charisma, that she doesn’t get a chance to take a sip of her tea.  Like so many women before her who have fallen victim to his seductive colloquies. Lilith feels she can keep Cornelius at bay and maintain a platonic relationship.
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Lady Scarborough will soon be another paramour and another feather in his hat. He anticipates within a two week period he’ll have his hands up her skirt, rubbing his hands between her thighs and whispering sweet nothings into her ears. 

His calculations are usually correct. 

INT.   ENDER RESIDENCE   BEDROOM   DAY    

Barnabas’ mental state has gotten worst and appears to have the best of him. He’s paces back and forth, steadily talking to himself. He hears voices, sees things that are not there and holds elongated conversations with a delusionary personality that he refers to as DAKAR.  

He plots his next murder on his chess board. Each move is a calculated thought and action that he will soon play out in reality. He looks at his bishop and notices that he is threatening the white king. The male sovereign can move to several spaces and out of check, but black stands to gain and capture white’s bishop.  






BARNABAS

There’s a flower, that is impressive in 

appearance…so attractive to the human 

eye that people marvel and boast of its 

beauty. It blooms between June and 

September.  

He rubs his head. It appears to, somehow sooth him.






BARNABAS   (CONT’D)

So potent, if the fluids from the monkshoods 

are swallowed it would swiftly determine 

ones fate.

When Dakar speaks, so does Barnabas.



DAKAR

Aconitum Napellus. The Greeks claim 

it grows on bare rock.



BARNABAS

I will utilize this flower to impregnate 

the communion, when the bishop drinks 

this poison from his golden cup, it will 

cause his God fearing heart to stop.

Barnabas sneezes.
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DAKAR




Everyone wants to go to heaven, but no 

one wants to die to get there.



BARNABAS

This will get Vincent’s attention.

DAKAR

Death usually does.

They both laugh. 



BARNABAS

When the Bishop falls, his congregation 

will turn their backs to God…and once

again superstitions and coincidences will 

triumph over theology. 

He move his bishop, rubs his hands together.






BARNABAS   (CONT’D)

Check!

INT.   GIRARDI MANSION   LIBRARY   DAY  

Vincent reads over some troubling facts about the state of Virginia that he plans to address at the Republican Party Convention.






SETH




Master Vincent, your mail has arrived.

VINCENT




Seth, before you go…listen to this. The 

state of Virginia has seventy-two crimes, 

which if committed by a black man will 

subject him to the punishment of death. 

While only two of these same crimes, will 

subject a white man to the same

punishment. 



SETH

I pray that I’m wrong, but southern whites 

will never change.



VINCENT

I’ll pray that you’re wrong.
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Seth pours some the tea and leaves. Vincent continues to read over the documents scattered in front of him.






BARNABAS

  


Hello Senator!






VINCENT





(surprised)




Barnabas? 






BARNABAS





(smiles)




In the flesh, and mentally intact.






VINCENT





(sarcastic)

I thought you were dead! 



BARNABAS

Hardly…I wasn’t sure how the war 

would end, so I traveled further 

north.



VINCENT

Where…Canada?



BARNABAS
Visiting the Old Man of the Mountains






VINCENT

New Hampshire.



BARNABAS

Worcester was beginning to bore me.



VINCENT

Really? How could you ever fall victim to 

ennui…your own shadow is a silhouette 

of mischief. You take pleasure in misery.



BARNABAS

Listlessness finds and captures us all. I 

resided in New Hampshire for a while, 

and then traveled to Maine, from 

there we went to upstate New York to 

pick a flower from the secret garden.
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Barnabas shows off that trademark grin. Vincent takes notice.






VINCENT




We…one of your henchmen?






BARNABAS

Marshall and I…a game of chess, for old 

time sake?

Barnabas takes a seat.

VINCENT

Why not…drink?






BARNABAS




Please!






VINCENT

Who’s Marshall, and what’s her surname?



BARNABAS

Why you interested in my affairs?



VINCENT

I don’t want to find her dead.






BARNABAS





(smiles)




Why bring up the past? I’ve changed.






VINCENT

The past makes us who we are, and I 

doubt that you have.



BARNABAS

I know what you’re trying to do. He who 

angers you, controls you. 






VINCENT

So she’s real and not a figment of your 

imagination. For a moment I thought 

you’d stopped taking your medication.



BARNABAS

You should be more concerned about the 

company you keep! 
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BARNABAS   (CONT’D)

Be cautious of whom you consort with!






VINCENT

Meaning?






BARNABAS

Money, power and women causes men

to betray. We both know that Cornelius 

has a weakness for the latter. If I were

you, I would distance myself from him. 



VINCENT

Cornelius’ affairs, is Cornelius’ affairs. I

would rather consort with a fornicator 

than to hold conversations with a 

murderer!

Vincent walks over and takes a seat.






BARNABAS




They say that betrayal is worse than death.

Do you know why?






VINCENT




No, but I’m sure you’re going to tell me.






BARNABAS




When we die…we die. In death there is no




feelings, no emotions for the recipient. But




betrayal stays with the living. It’s carved in 




our very thoughts…it effects our daily chores.

Vincent moves out of check.






VINCENT




And how does Cornelius and the word 

betrayal arrive in the same sentence.






BARNABAS




A stranger can’t betray you, because he’s 




just that…a stranger. It takes someone who’s




close to you. A friend…a spouse, relatives… 

parents. That’s when the sting of betrayal 

is truly felt. 
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VINCENT

If Jesus was stung by betrayal for thirty 

pieces of silver…then who am I to think 

I’ll never experience abandonment.

Barnabas keeps the bishop in his hands. He plays with it throughout their conversation. 

INT.   GIRARDI MANSION   MASTER BEDROOM   NIGHT 

Vincent wakes in a cold sweat, quickly sits up in bed.

VINCENT





(breathing hard) 

Barnabas! What plot brews in that sick 

mind of yours.

INT.   MONTGOMERY’S STAGECOACH   BURNCOAT HILLS   DAY

Cornelius sits in his black luxury Concord stagecoach. The interior is burgundy and lace with expensive silks from Egypt. He reads a love letter he just received from his mistress. It smells like the perfume he’d brought for her. 






LILITH   (V.O.)

No man has ever made me feel this way. 

You show me so much love and give me

all of your attention. To love a man that

loves you equally is such a wonderful 

feeling. I’m not afraid to be a woman 

when I’m in your presence. I’ve fallen 

madly in love with you Mr. Montgomery. 

Cornelius smiles and holds the letter to his chest.

CORNELIUS





(yells)

 


I love you Lilith! 

INT.   GIRARDI MANSION   LIBRARY   DAY






SETH

Mr. Montgomery has arrived.

Vincent sits behind his desk.



VINCENT

Cornelius, it’s good to see you!
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CORNELIUS

It’s good to be seen!



VINCENT 

So how are you?



CORNELIUS

I’m well
…enjoying the fruits of my 

labor.


(looks again)

You look like ten miles of bad road.



VINCENT

Bad dreams deprive me of sleep.






CORNELIUS




What are you dreaming about?






VINCENT




I’m dangling off a cliff and Barnabas




refuses to help me unless I ask him.






CORNELIUS 

Why you dreaming about him? Isn’t he 

in Maine?

Cornelius takes a seat at the desk.






VINCENT

No…he’s back in town.






CORNELIUS

I’ll have him arrested!



VINCENT

On what grounds?



CORNELIUS

Intrusion…intrusion of another man’s 

dreams!



VINCENT

I’ll find the humor in that tomorrow.



CORNELIUS

You need to relax…smell the roses. 
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CORNELIUS


(thrilled)

Voters are talking white house, comparing 

your attributes to the likeness of Lincoln 

himself!



VINCENT

My first priority is the people of this state.



CORNELIUS

You can serve them better as president.

With your record and reputation you’re

certain to win. Trust me you can do more

for this state by sitting in the seat as 

commander in chief.

Cornelius takes off his blazer and tosses it on a nearby chair. Lilith’s love letter falls under the table and out of his sight.

VINCENT

You’re very convincing.

CORNELIUS

Once you become president, you can 

appoint me as one of the Chief Justices 

of the Supreme Court.



VINCENT

You’ve quite an imagination.



CORNELIUS

Imagination tickles our dreams and dreams 

enables us to see what is possible. No goal 

can be out of reach.






VINCENT

Who has you so optimistic?



CORNELIUS 




Love!






VINCENT 

 


You’re in love?






CORNELIUS 

I may take her hand in marriage.
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Vincent jumps out of his chair, throwing his hands in the air with joy.



VINCENT

Congratulation…I thought I would never

see this day. Who’s the lucky lady? When

is the ceremony?






CORNELIUS

I have to wait.



VINCENT

Wait? Wait?! What is there to wait for? 



CORNELIUS

Legalities. 



VINCENT

She’s married?!






CORNELIUS




I’m afraid so.






VINCENT





(upset)




This isn’t the judge’s wife?






CORNELIUS

That chapter ended years ago.



VINCENT 

…and the sister?



CORNELIUS

That’s over.



VINCENT

This should be interesting. Whose wife 

 is it today? You know I’m going to find out.



CORNELIUS 

I love her!



VINCENT

There’s a thin line between love and lust.

When will it end? 
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VINCENT   (CONT’D)

You can’t go on bedding men’s wives and 

expect no consequences. 



CORNELIUS 

I love her Vincent. In the mornings I think 

about her, the evenings I daydream about 

her, and during the night I dream of her. 

I’m in love with this woman, and that I 

cannot change!



VINCENT

Who is she?!



CORNELIUS

Her name is Lilith…Lilith Scarborough.






VINCENT




Adrian Scarborough’s wife…you can’t be 

serious?! 

Vincent laughs, not because he finds it humorous.






VINCENT   (CONT’D)




You know he’s an opponent for the




 nomination? If he finds out that you’ve 

been with her, he’ll kill you. He killed a

man in Rhode Island in a dual over his wife. 

You must end this…today!



CORNELIUS

I will do no such thing! My love for Lilith is 

genuine. I never felt this way about anyone. 

The course of true love never runs smooth. 

We’re Romeo and Juliet!



VINCENT

They committed suicide!



CORNELIUS

I guess the course of true love never does 

run smooth.



VINCENT

This isn’t funny! You’re playing with 

emotions. Barnabas was right about you.
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CORNELIUS

What did he say?!



VINCENT

Women are your weakness.

CORNELIUS




It’s none of my business what he thinks 

of me!






VINCENT

This could be a conflict of interest.

CORNELIUS

Conflict of interest…this isn’t about you!

VINCENT

Why isn’t it? Adrian could use this against 

me in his campaign. He’s used to smoke 

and mirrors. I can hear the guffaws of my 

protractors now...the company I keep.

 

CORNELIUS

Can we change the subject?

Cornelius walks around the room trying to calm his temper.



CORNELIUS   (CONT’D)   

Are you still going to the opera tonight?


(smiles) 

Carnegie Hall…train leaves at seven…

reservations for two.






VINCENT





(smiles)

I’m still upset.






CORNELIUS

So you’re not going?



VINCENT

I didn’t say that. 

CORNELIUS





(laughs)

That’s what I thought!
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VINCENT





(sincere)

Cornelius, you are my dearest friend…in 

fact, we’re closer than brothers. All I want 

is for you to be happy. Just be careful. 

Please, be careful.



CORNELIUS

I will…I promise.

They shake on it.

CORNELIUS   (CONT’D)





(sighs)

Tell me, in this recurring dream you’re 

having…do you fall?



VINCENT

I’ll know soon enough.

INT.   SCARBOROUGH RESIDENCE   DINING ROOM   DAY

Adrian and his wife sit at the dining room table. Adrian reads his paper.  A common and familiar silence is disrupted as Lilith’s fork scraps against her plate. She plays with her food, pushing her eggs around.

 MARIA, the maid enters.






MARIA

Mr. Paige is here to see you sir.



ADRIAN  

Send him in.



MR. PAIGE

How are you sir? Lady Scarborough.



LILITH

How are you Mr. Paige? How’s the wife  

and children?



ADRIAN


(rudely)

The children are fine…we have business 

to attend to! Maria, show Mr. Paige to 

the study.

101



MARIA

Yes sir.



LILITH

That won’t be necessary, you can speak

with him here…good day Mr. Paige.



MR. PAIGE


(tips his hat)

My lady. 

Adrian stares at her as she leaves.






ADRIAN

Well, what is it?!



MR. PAIGE

I’ve been trying to find information on 

the Senator, but he’s a sound citizen. 

It’s the same information. His parents 

are deceased, he graduated with honors

from Holy Cross. He help fund and defend

Dante Rhodes in the Greendale’s murder 

case.



ADRIAN

Get the fuck out!



MR. PAIGE

Yes sir.

Adrian leans back in his chair, interlocking his hands behind his head. 

FLASHBACK:   INT.   MONTGOMERY MANSION   MASQUERADE BALL   NIGHT

Adrian witness Delilah exit a room with tears in her eyes. He see’s Vincent exit from the same door with

a confused look on his face before he puts his mask on.

BACK TO:   SCARBOROUGH RESIDENCE   DINING ROOM   DAY






ADRIAN




That was just hours before her murder.

Adrian grabs his coat.













102

INT.   GIRARDI MANSION   LIBRARY   NIGHT

Barnabas has ample time to lurk about Vincent’s home, careful not to wake the servants. He notices something under the table. He picks up the envelope and opens it.

BARNABAS

Well, well, what have we here? I always 

maintained that Cornelius was a careless 

fool…and here’s the proof.



DAKAR

We need to visit Saint Peters tonight.

 INT.   SAINT PETERS CATHEDRAL   SUNDAY COMMUNION   DAY

The cathedral is packed. The choir sings softly. Cornelius watches Lilith from afar. Vincent sits beside him, eyes closed, soaking in the angelic voices of the choir. 

Bishop Nicholas stands and walks down from the pulpit. He addresses the congregation while ushers and the clergy prepare the table for this religious tradition. 

The clergymen and church officials form a semicircle in front of the priest. A clergyman pours the wine substitute in the bishop’s cup.






BISHOP

And as they were eating, Jesus took the 

bread and blessed it, and brake it, and 

gave it to the disciples and said, Take. 

Eat: this is my body.

Bishop Nicholas picks up the bread. He eats it, and grabs hold of the cup.






BISHOP   (CONT’D)

And he took the cup, and gave thanks, and 

gave it to them, saying, Drink ye all of it; 

For this is my blood of the New Testament, 

which is shed for many for the remission of sins. 

He holds the cup over his head.






BISHOP   (CONT’D)




Drink!

Bishop Nicholas takes a drink, and afterwards clears his throat.
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BISHOP   (CONT’D)





(coughs)




Do this in remembrance of me…





(coughs)




And all power…

Bishop Nicholas coughs again and again, his face turns red. He sweats uncontrollably.






DEACON

Father, are you alright?



BISHOP

 


And Jesus came… and spoke unto them…

He collapses to the floor, Vincent and the clergymen rush to his aid. Bishop Nicholas coughs up blood.






VINCENT




He needs a physician. Someone send for




help!  






DEACON




He spitting up blood! Oh my God…Bishop




Nicholas’s been poison.

He turns and yells to the congregation.






DEACON




Someone poison the communion!

 A woman screams, total panic. Parishioners rush for the door.

 His white robe is stained with blood.

VINCENT

Father!

Vincent nods his head at Cornelius, informing him that Bishop Nicholas is dead.

INT.   DISTRICT ATTORNEYS OFFICE   DAY

Adrian reviews the information that he’d requested on the Greendale murder.






SECRETARY

Here’s your coffee sir…this arrived with  

the mail today. 

104

She hands him the package.

SECRETARY

There’s no stamp on it, or a return 

address.

ADRIAN

 Close the door behind you.

He smells the envelope before he opens it.

ADRIAN   (CONT’D)

Ah…the scent of a woman. What is this?! 

My wife owes this handwriting.

He reads the love letter.



LILITH   (O.S.)

No man has ever made me feel the way 

you have…I’m not afraid to be a woman

when I’m in your presence… 






ADRIAN





(livid)

I’ll kill them both! 

INT.   GIRARDI MANSION   LIBRARY   DAY

Vincent hadn’t been to work since Bishop Nicholas was laid to rest. He’s been drinking heavy.






SETH




Sir…someone is here to see you. He claims




it’s urgent. 






VINCENT




Who is it?






SETH




Barrister Scarborough, he brought his




anger with him.

VINCENT

Send him in!

Vincent remains seated, opens his desk drawer where he keeps his father’s pistol, cocks back the hammer and places it on his lap. He keeps his hand on the trigger.
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 Adrian rushes in.






ADRIAN

Where is he?!



VINCENT

Whom do you speak of?



ADRIAN

The dog you consort with…and conspire! 

Cornelius Montgomery! Where is he?!

Vincent remains calm.

VINCENT

He’s away in Philadelphia on business. 

What case is this about?



ADRIAN

Don’t insult my intelligence…this visit isn’t

based on professions. 


(yells)

You know he’s fucking my wife!

VINCENT

I think you’re mistaken.

Adrian reaches into his back pocket, his pistol is revealed. 






ADRIAN

I have a love letter written to him. When 

you see him, tell him that he’s been

challenged to a duel. Tonight…on the cliffs 

that overlook Shrewsbury. I’m going to kill 

your friend Senator… so add his name to

your list of mourning! 



VINCENT

Why don’t you let things be…accept the

lost. We all know you don’t love her!






ADRIAN

You fucking accept it!


(pointing)

I got plans for you too…murderer! 
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ADRIAN   (CONT’D)

Tonight!

Adrian leaves in an uproar, he knocks over a servant. Vincent grabs his coat and places his pistol in the small of his back.






VINCENT

Seth, tell the driver to bring the stagecoach 

around!

INT.   GIRARDI STAGECOACH   DAY

Vincent takes his seats, yells to the driver from out the window.






VINCENT   (CONT’D)




Montgomery Estates!






BARNABAS




I told you this would happen. Truth is




truth, no matter its source.






VINCENT

This doesn’t concern you!



BARNABAS

All you have to do is ask.



VINCENT

Ask you for what?



BARNABAS

For my help…

    




VINCENT





(disgusted)

I’ll never ask you for anything!



BARNABAS 

Never say never…Senator.



VINCENT

I’ll take that gamble.

Vincent opens the window to the coach.
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VINCENT




Driver stop here!

Vincent opens the door.






VINCENT   (CONT’D)




Have a good day, Mr. Ender.

Barnabas climbs out. The driver leans and looks along the sides of the coach. 






DRIVER





(confused)




Sir?






VINCENT




Carry on!

INT.   MONTGOMERY MANSION    NIGHT

Vincent pummels on the front door. The butler answers, Vincent pushes him aside.






VINCENT

Cornelius! Cornelius! I need to speak 

with Cornelius.



BUTLER

He’s busy at this time.

VINCENT

It is of the upmost urgency that I 

speak with him!

INT.   MONTGOMERY MANSION   BEDROOM   NIGHT

The sounds of pain and pleasure can be heard through the door.






VINCENT   (O.S.)

Cornelius!

LILITH


(frighten)

Who was that?

Vincent barges in. Cornelius reaches under his pillow for his pistol. Points and cocks it. Vincent raises his hands.
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VINCENT

It is I…Vincent!



CORNELIUS

What the fuck are you doing here?! I

could have killed you!

VINCENT

I must speak with you…along.



CORNELIUS

We hold no secrets.



VINCENT

Adrian knows! He came and produced a

love letter that she had written to you. 



LILITH

How is this possible?



VINCENT

Someone put it with his office mail.



CORNELIUS


(to Lilith)

I have to face him. 



VINCENT 

He wants to duel.



CORNELIUS

When…and where?



VINCENT

Tonight…at the cliffs.

LILITH




Cornelius, don’t go. Please I beg of you!

CORNELIUS




I’ll go and talk to him. Don’t worry, I’m




a lawyer, remember…I can talk my way 




out of any situation.






VINCENT

I don’t think he wants to talk.
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CORNELIUS

He will have no choice…I want be armed.

What time?



VINCENT

9 o’clock.

Lilith cries on his shoulders, he runs his finger through her hair trying to calm her. 



CORNELIUS

Tell him I’ll be there. This ends tonight!

EXT.   WORCESTER SHREWSBURY BORDER   CLIFF   NIGHT

Adrian brings his set of guns that he used to kill the man in Rhode Island, accompanied by two other men. They’re his witnesses.






ADRIAN

 


I didn’t think that you were going to 

show.



CORNELIUS

I’m unarmed. I don’t want to duel with 

you. We can discuss this like gentlemen.



ADRIAN

Dueling is the only remedy. You feared 

me not when you were fucking my wife… 

don’t be a coward now.



CORNELIUS

I won’t fight you.

Adrian walks up to him. Face to face they stand. He swings and hits Cornelius in his face. He falls to the ground, wipes his bloody lip as he picks himself up.  





ADRIAN



I’ll make you!

He swings and knocks Cornelius to the ground again. Adrian mounts on top and pummels blow after blow, after blow. Cornelius’ left eye is cut and his nose busted. Adrian pulls him close. 






ADRIAN   (CONT’D) 

I have plans for your friend. I’m going to 

reopen the Greendale murder case.
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Cornelius grunts in pain.  

ADRIAN   (CONT’D)

Vincent overwhelming love for Delilah 

will be the only piece of evidence I need. 

He’ll lose the election…and his reputation

destroyed. The Girardi name…tarnished. 

I’ll kill two birds with one stone.

CORNELIUS





(fatigued)

He didn’t kill her…you know that! 

Cornelius uses his head and strikes Adrian in his nose. They wrestle and Cornelius manages to take the advantage. They struggle to their feet, continuing the battle. 

Vincent arrives and breaks them apart.






VINCENT

Stop this! Stop!

He stands between the two brawlers. Both are breathing hard. 






ADRIAN

Let’s finish this.



CORNELIUS

Let’s! Vincent…do you have your pistol.



VINCENT

I couldn’t find it.

Still breathing heavy.



ADRIAN

I have a set of dueling pistols. You can 

inspect them!

 Adrian walks over to get his weapons.






CORNELIUS

He plans to reopen Delilah’s murder case 

and somehow place the blame on you.



VINCENT 

Reopen the case?
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CORNELIUS

He wants to create an atmosphere of 

doubt in the hearts of your supporters.



VINCENT

He doesn’t deserve the nomination.



CORNELIUS

Don’t worry, I’ll take care of Adrian… I’ll

leave him and his pride wounded. 





(spits out blood)

Did you know a pebble can start an 

avalanche.



VINCENT

  Don’t take him for granted.

Adrian walks over with the gun in his hand.






ADRIAN

One shot. Don’t miss. 



CORNELIUS

Rules?



ADRIAN

Ten paces.

They take their positions, standing back to back. First step. 

Third step, Lilith arrives in the Montgomery stagecoach. Vincent grabs her. Five paces.  






LILITH




Cornelius…Cornelius!

Vincent struggles to hold her back. Seven paces. Eight paces. Nine paces. 

The final step and the two turn, Cornelius aims, and pulls the trigger. It won’t fire.  

A single shot from Adrian’s pistol shatters the silence. Cornelius drops to the ground. 

The bullet strikes him in his chest.






VINCENT

No!
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LILITH

Cornelius! Cornelius!

Vincent and Lilith run to his side, trying to keep him calm. 

Cornelius grunts in pain. 

Adrian is ushered away in his carriage by the two men.

`



CORNELIUS

My love.



LILITH

No…no!



CORNELIUS

I never believed in love until I met you. I 

only regret…I wasn’t able to leave a part 

of me behind.



LILITH


(crying)

But you did my love…I’m carrying your

child.



CORNELIUS

Tell him about me…tell.

Lilith screams over her lost. Vincent closes his friends eyes. They carry him to his coach.






LILITH




The gun is rigged not to fire.






VINCENT




What?! Notify the authorities…I’ll finish 

this!

EXT.   GIRARDI MANSION   FRONT ENTRANCE   NIGHT

Barnabas is waiting in front of the mansion.






BARNABAS

Where’s Cornelius?



VINCENT

He’s dead.
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BARNABAS

Let me help you. You won’t have to 

mortgage your future or forfeit your 

dreams of becoming president.



VINCENT


(reluctant)

Alright…will you help me?

BARNABAS

(grins)

Let’s pay Mr. Scarborough a visit…

shall we.

INT.   SCARBOROUGH RESIDENCE   FRONT ENTRANCE   NIGHT

The front door is open. Vincent takes out his gun and places it to his side while Barnabas leads the way through the dark rooms. 

There’s a light down the hall, laminating from underneath a door.  






BARNABAS

Are you ready for this?

Vincent shakes his head.

 




VINCENT

Adrian, show your face!

BARNABAS

Vincent, we’re here for one reason, and 

one reason only…Retribution. Remember 

the pistol had been tampered with…Cornelius 

never stood a chance.



VINCENT


(baffled)

I didn’t tell you the gun was flawed. How 

did you know that?



BARNABAS

Where there is trouble, so am I. 



ADRIAN   (O.S.) 

Is that you Vincent?! I’m unarmed!
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BARNABAS

He thinks he can escape punishment by

disarming himself. Don’t fall for his tricks.



VINCENT

I’m coming in!

INT.   SCARBOROUGH RESIDENCE   LIBRARY   NIGHT 

Barnabas leads the way in. Vincent walks up to his friend’s killer and aims his pistol.






ADRIAN

I was expecting you. Would you like a 

drink?

Adrian pours two drinks. 



VINCENT 

It was rigged! The pistol was rigged!



ADRIAN

Really? I had no idea. My cheating wife 

must have fiddled with the guns…in 

hopes that I would choose the tampered

one. 



VINCENT

Liar!



BARNABAS

Kill him…he takes us for fools!



ADRIAN

What are you going to do? They can’t 

prove that I’m the guilty party. Insufficient

evidence. I’m a lawyer…remember. 


(laughs)

In fact, I’m the prosecutor. Did Cornelius

mention my plans for you. The casting of 

the votes is Tuesday. How ironic…Tuesday.

And Monday…Monday you be under 

investigation for Delilah’s murder. That 

night of the masquerade ball…I seen you 

with her, and she seen very upset. She 

was crying. I saw you exit from the same 

room, and you looked suspicious.
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VINCENT

I’m innocent.



ADRIAN

It doesn’t matter…public opinion.

Vincent strikes him with the gun. Adrian grabs him. They tussle over the weapon, knocking over chairs and tables in the process.

For the second time tonight, the sound of gunshot disrupts the night. Vincent and Adrian look at one another. Adrian tumbles backwards, in shock that he’s shot. 

He falls to his knees, dead before his body thumps the floor.   

BARNABAS

Take his watch.



VINCENT

No! It’s immoral!



BARNABAS

You just killed a man! Take it…I’ll explain 

later.

Vincent reluctantly takes the watch.






BARNABAS




Now, let go!

INT.   GIRARDI MANSION   MASTER BEDROOM   NIGHT

Vincent paces back and forth, frantically waving his hands about. Barnabas sits in a chair next to the bed.






VINCENT




Why was it necessary to take his 

belongings…why steal form a dead man?

Barnabas points to the stolen item on the bed .






BARNABAS




Take it. Put it away for safe keepings 

before the authorities arrive. 

Vincent grabs the time piece.
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BARNABAS   (CONT’D)




Be quick about it!






VINCENT




What…where, I don’t know where...






BARNABAS





(points)




In there!

INT.   GIRARDI MANSION   MASTER BATHROOM   NIGHT

Vincent steps on a loose tile, which causes a disturbing sound in the floor. He kneels down to takes a closer look.

He lifts open the tile with the knife he keeps in the small of his back, discovers a hidden compartment.  He extracts the container from within the floor, removes a dusty apron, notices that if bears the name of the shop owner that was killed. 

He pulls out the rosary beads that Father Nicholas was often seen with. Vincent takes out a hand held mirror with the diamond initials.






VINCENT 

Oh my God…Delilah Greendale.

In the corner is a bottle of perfume, smells its aroma, the scent of the woman he once loved, the scent of roses. Something shines from the bottom of the container. He pushes aside the credentials from the drunk in the hotel and pulls out a pair of wedding bands. The engraving inside the ring bears his father’s name. 

FLASHBACK:   GIRARDI MANSION   LIBRARY   DAY






BARNABAS

The crack underneath the door gave me 

indication that the lights were out. I slashed 

their throats and stole the rings from their

fingers.

BACK TO:   INT.   GIRARDI MANSION   MASTER BATHROOM   NIGHT

Memories that were buried deep in his subconscious, emerges like lava strewing from a volcano. 






VINCENT




Oh my God.

Vincent now realizes that he is the killer.
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FLASHBACK:   DOWNTOWN WORCESTER   CORRINGTONS BOUTIQUE   DAY






YOUNG LADY





(enthused)




You’re from Dr. Fallon’s class…you 




frightened me when you slammed




your hand…

BACK TO:   INT.   GIRARDI MANSION   MASTER BATHROOM   NIGHT  

BARNABAS IS A FIGMENT OF HIS IMAGINATION.  He remembers following Dante and Delilah to the costume store, killing the store owner so he could not identify him as the purchaser of the second mask. He recalls stabbing the drunk in his chest. 

He remembers taking off his mask when strangling Delilah, and the expression on her face when he revealed himself, lacing the gold cup with poison, and mailing Lilith’s love letter to Adrian. 

He remembers killing his parents.

Vincent quickly stands to his feet, looks at himself in the mirror. He runs his hands through his hair, trying to calm down. 

Suddenly he rams his head into the mirror. The impact leaves him unconscious. 

An hour passes when he comes to. 

INT.   GIRARDI MANSION   MASTER BEDROOM   NIGHT






VINCENT   (V.O.)





(writing)

Through my own encounters with life 

experiences, I have come to the shocking 

conclusion, that sorrow and mischief has 

made my life dramatically interesting.

Vincent dips his pen into the ink pot. He tries desperately to hold his hand steady.






VINCENT   (V.O.)   (CONT’D)



I’ve tasted every emotion there is to stir, 

the unheard cries and soft spoken screams. 

It’s a tragedy, when I looked for a shoulder 

to cry on, I turned and realized that I was 

the only one listening. 

He dips his pen into the ink pot, but knocks it over.
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VINCENT   (V.O.)   (CONT’D)

How could I allowed myself to stumble 

and when my balance was captured, I’d 

landed in such complicated situations, 

participating in sick games, tampering 

with innocent people’s lives, and 

manipulated into uncompromising positions.



VINCENT   (V.O.)   (CONT’D)


(writing)

I have no alternative but to abbreviate 

my own life. This seems to be my only 

remedy, based on my own admissions. 

Remember the good I’ve done, and all I 

fought for on behave of the people. 

I lived the life of an aristocrat, but I was 

always A WALLFLOWER AMONG ROSES.



VINCENT    (V.O.)   (CONT’D)

Remember, the only time we are permitted 

to look down on a man, is when we’re 

helping him up. 

Vincent gives his last signature, and seals the letter. Tears fall from the wells of his eyes. Blood twinkles from his gashes.  

He grabs the pistol, places the barrel to his right temple. Barnabas appears by his side and whispers in his left ear, speaking dramatically with his hands. 






VINCENT   (CONT’D)




And all I have to do is remember a lie.

Still with the barrel pointed to his head. Vincent reveals that devilish grin. 

EXT.   GIRARDI MANSION   ATRIUM   NIGHT

A gunshot disrupts the quiet night.

EXT.   GIRARDI MANSION   FRONT ENTRANCE   NIGHT

A second gunshot rings out. 

FADE OUT:

      THE END

