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FADE | N:
I NT. THE SHED- RAINY NI GHT (1830) 1

W see an open wi ndow. rain SPLATTERS, |ightning cuts the
skies, followed by a Thunder STRIKE! W drop down, cruise
over crunbs of hay on the floor to little ANNABELLE (8,
African American), w apped around her nother’s arnms, CAROL
(40).

Anot her |ighting. Annabelle’s eyes flutter. Breaths
panting. Waiting for what foll ows next...Thunder STRIKES
agai n! She shuts her eyes. Frightened.

CUT TO
PRESENT DAY

| NT. COTTAGE ( BEDROOM) - NI GHT ( 1865)

A candl e on the dressing table burns dreamlike. In front
of it, resides a tray of hair-clips. A WOMAN S hand pi cks
aclip, and we rise with it, spotting,

ANNABELLE (43, aristocratic wwth a scrutinizing gaze) in
the mrror, seated as her hair is being plaited. She | ook
up, at the mrror:

W see WOMAN JOY' s reflection (25), sweaty as she works on
Annabel I e’ s hair.

ANNABEL LE
(Envi ousl y)
You are beautiful. Have you been
told before?

JOY
(Fi xated on her work)

Thank you.

ANNABELLE
| asked a question.

JOY
Yes.

ANNABELLE

| did not clear the question,
nmeant, have you been told by nmen?

JOY
The nmen in the shed make passes,
yes.

ANNABELLE

You nust be twenty?
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JOY
Twenty-five.

ANNABELLE
Have you been touched?

Joy | ooks up, enbarrassed as she finds her words.

ANNABELLE
(Sternly)
Vel | ?

JOY
No. My--ny nother see it that |
be celi bate.

ANNABELLE
Were is she now?
JOY
She passed away | ast season. Kind
worman.
ANNABELLE
That is not what | asked.
JOY
Apol ogi es.
ANNABELLE
"My nother sawit." "Sawit."
JOY

Yes, of course.

Joy finishes, noves aback dutifully. Annabelle stands to
i nspect herself in the mrror. She spots a fading scar on
her cheek, her eyes lost init....

JOY
You | ook wonder f ul .

W nove in Annabelle’s eyes as it transfixes on Joy,
studyi ng her yout hful | ooks.

JOY
| s there anything el se?

Annabel | e SLAPS Joy.

ANNABELLE
Make it again tonmorrow, ny
appearance i s key...
(eyes on Joy’s reflection)
Under st ood?
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JOY
(nursing her cheek)
Yes. Apol ogi es.

ANNABEL LE
Apol ogi es don’t satisfy anyone,
girl. 1 need ny snoke, so you

best hurry with it. Go on!

Joy picks up the tray, exits quickly. Annabelle sits on
the dresser, looking at herself in the mrror. She pulls
open the drawer, grabs a pipe: ash still inside.

ANNABELLE
JOv!

Joy runs in, diligently digs out a match from a mat chbox.
Notices the ash in the pipe..

JOY
| was gon’ clean it.

Annabel l e drills her eyes on Joy's reflection. Fum ng. She
enpties the ash on the tray, renoves a small nyl on bag of
tobacco, stuffs it in the pipe. Royally, she waits as her
pi pe dangl es between her lips. Joy lights the match, |eans
in and with a gentle burn, the wi sps of snoke trails over
Annabel | e’ s eyes.

JOY
That be all?

Studying herself in the mrror, Annabelle waves her off.
Joy heads for the door.

ANNABELLE
Grl.

Joy pauses with her hand on the knob.

ANNABELLE
You nust despi se ne.

Beat. Not hing from Joy.

ANNABELLE
The knob isn’t going to nake
answers for you, child. You keep
on that and folks will throw you
out, doesn’'t matter if they're
men of God, they' |l |eave you out
the dirt to tranple on.

JOY

(softly)
You are cruel sone days, Yyes.
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ANNABELLE
Cruel ?
(scoffs)
Life is cruel, child. Your
nmot her, is she born here?

Joy
(faci ng Annabel | e)
No.

ANNABEL LE
Nevert hel ess she nust have taught
you enough.

JOY
She did what she coul d.

ANNABELLE
| learnt my fair share.

Beat. She takes few puffs...

ANNABELLE
(eyeing her in the mrror)
Go on, sit.

Annabel | e’ s eyes never |eaves the mrror, as she watches
Joy, who pulls out a mahogany chair that was tucked in a
t abl e of books.

ANNABELLE
My not her taught ne to never
bl ame the world for ny
m sfortunes. Accepting that your
i nconpet ence was the source that
encour aged the ni ghtmare of your
fate is a heroine’s call. "Never,
Anna, never you be a coward and
hi d behi nd people. You be strong.
You get up and face’em wth
everything you got. Everything."

She drops the pipe, puts it out with spit. Begins to
renmove the clips in her hair.

ANNABELLE
She was a wi se wonan, but never
W se enough to take up her own
counsel . Poor wonan.

Taking a conb fromthe dressing table, Annabelle HUMS as
she works on her hair in the mrror. Eyes adrift to:

FLASHBACK

I NT. THE SHED- RAINY NI GHT (1830)
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Thunder STRIKES!'it’s a |oud one. Annabelle trenbles. Caro
pats her hair, as she HUMS. Cal mi ng her down. W nove in
on little Annabelle’s eyes. It’s working. She’s

rel axing....

ANNABELLE (V. O
My nother’s | ove never wavered in
the tines we were in. And the
tines we were in, weren't farther
fromthe sun.

Carol is abruptly dragged from behind by two MEN in
rat chet cl ot hes.

CARCL
PLEASE!

They drag her all the way to a pile of hay...

ANNABELLE
Mbt her! WMot her!

CARCL
Annabel | e!

The man standing, FICK (35, timd), paces involuntarily,

And the other kneeling, BISON (40), holds down Carol as he
undresses his pants

CAROL
No, please, please, not here. Not
in front of her. No!

Carol forces to get up. Bison slaps her! Pins her down.

FI CK

(pl eadi ngl y)
Don't fight Carol.

CAROL
No pl ease. Please. Please, Fick.
She ny daughter. Pl ease.

W close in on little Annabelle, her hands w apped around
her knees as the thunder persists... eyes fluttering to
t he THRUSTI NG horror.



PRESENT DAY: 2

| NT. COTTAGE ( BEDROOM) - NI GHT ( 1865)

A d Annabelle’s eyes fixates at Joy’s reflection. Joy
isn't confortable with the silence:

JOY
That a horrible thing for any
child to see.

ANNABELLE
s that all?

JOY
Forgi ve ne.

ANNABELLE
You are daft.

JOY
What you fancy ne say?

ANNABELLE
Did your nother give you a soul?

JOY
That’ s enough!

Joy realises she’s out of line. Annabelle stares sternly.
An ugly pause ensues.

ANNABELLE
(1 npressed)
So you did | earn sonething, after
all .
Beat .
ANNABELLE
She’'d tell nme that God made the
earth fertile for nen to feast
on. That the corn and cotton were
all fromH m
FLASHBACK:

EXT. PLANTATI ON FI ELDS- SUNNY (1830)

W see the rows of cotton trees stretch, and sl aves

pi cking as white nen on horses inspect. At the background,
stands the castle mansion, Victorian fashion, with well
trimred shrubs conjuring a driveway all the way to its
front door.
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ANNABELLE (V. O
Funny. Man made man get cotton.
And man nmade man get the corn
t 0o.

We see the fingers of a child picking a cotton, and throws
it in a basket. Something or someone bl ocks the sun from
behi nd, a shadow. Little Annabelle turns...

CARCL
(scol di ng)
You gon’ have to work faster than
that, darling. Master Castle
don’t fancy wormners.

Littl e Annabel |l e pl aces the basket on the ground.

ANNABELLE
["’mtired.

Carol | ooks around warily as she picks Annabel |l e’ s basket.

CARCL
Muster up. What | tell you? Hnf
Hn?

ANNABELLE

.Til the sun falls on our back.

CAROL
(shoves the basket in
Annabel | e’ s hands)
That’ s right. You keep workin’.
And don’t |et your tongue slip
like that in the whip-man’s face.
Y’ hear ?

Annabel | e nods, | ooking too tired to protest.

MALE VO CE
What’ s goin’ on here?

The VWH PMAN (30s, ugly) in his usual straw sunhat, his
hand firmy gripping the whip as the sweat streamon his
face.

CAROL
(eyeing the whip)
Just giving her counsel about
cotton picking.

THE WH PVAN
| hope ya listenin’ to ya nother.
She one o’them fine things around
here that knows her work. Go on
now, get back to work!
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CARCL
Yes, nuaster.

Carol bends to get her basket on the ground. The Whi pman
feast his eyes onto Carol as he nassages his crotch..

THE VWH PMAN
Leave t he basket.

Carol pauses, waiting...

THE VWH PVAN
(scanni ng around)
Come on now, Carol, | ain't got
al | day.
CARCOL

Yes. OF course, naster.
Carol stands to her feet, making her way to the Wi pman..

CARCL
(instructively)
You keep worki ng.

ANNABELLE
Mana, where you goin’ ?

Annabel | e’ s POV: The Wi pman grabs Carol, |eading her
away. They vani sh behind thick corn plantation.

EXT. LAKE- NI GHT (1830)
A SING NG nob is heard. Meanwhile, we cruise past ripples
travelling far in as we trace its source all the way to
little Annabelle, fetching water in a bucket.
It’s full. She runs into the woods.
EXT. WOODS- NI GHT
She trudges past tall banboo sticks, and willow trees. The
SI NG NG becones | ouder. She’'s closer. She TRIPS over a
rock, falls flat face on the ground. The water SPLASHES
over.

CUT TO -
EXT. BONFI RE- NI GHT
A bonfire dances in the mddle, as slaves sing around it.
VIVI AN (30), short and curvy with a notherly voice, gently

spreads a wet cloth on Carol’s forehead. Carol is
shivering on her | ap.
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CARCL
Look after her. She yours now.

VI VI AN
God don’t want you just yet. You
gon’ be around here | onger, no
teeth and all. You ain't goin’
nowher e.
(instructively)
| ain"t allown it.

Fromthe tall banmboo sticks, Annabelle energes with wet
clothes as she linps in with a bucket of water.

Vi vian | ooks up, spots her..

VI VI AN
Where you been? Your nother’s
cookin’ up here, and you worm ng
in them woods?

Annabel | e enpties the water in two clay jars.

CARCOL
(softly)
Anna?

VI VI AN
Come on now, your nother wants
you.

Annabel | e drops the bucket, crouches towards her nother.
CAROL

(extendi ng her hand)
How full was your basket today?

ANNABELLE
(hol ding Carol’s hand)
A quarter.
CARCL

You be better than that. Today is
a quarter, tonorrow a basket
full. Y hear me?

Annabel | e nods.

CARCL
Don’t be voicel ess, wonman. That’'s
right. You gon’ be a wonan
tonight. And tonorrow you fill up
t hat basket of cotton.

ANNABELLE
Yes, nana.
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CARCOL

Survive, ny darling. You survive.
ANNABELLE

Yes, mana.
CAROL

You work on that field, mndless
of dawn or dusk, you keep
wor ki ng. You be strong and know
your place. Ain’t nothin nore

t hat angers them than m spl aci ng
yoursel f. You keep God at hair’s
l ength fromyour heart.

ANNABELLE

(crying)
Yes, nann.

CARCL
Tears get you nowhere, believe
me. You be strong. Stronger if
you nust .

Annabel | e nods but she can’'t help the tears. The singing
around the bonfire takes over the background. Carol’s eyes
drift into the flanmes, dancing and sparkling..

PRI EST (V. O
Lord, her fight is over now.

EXT. SLAVE CEMETERY- DAWN (1830)

Sl aves are gathered, nmournfully |istening. Standing beside
Vivian is Little Annabelle.

Fi ck, Bison and anot her MALE sl ave are standi ng over
Carol’s wapped corpse, waiting.

An ensl aved PRI EST is eul ogi zi ng. .

PRI EST
Pl ease watch over her. Lord, we
beg you to wi pe her tears, wll
sal vation for her pains, and | et
her nestle in your arns.
(gesturing the trinity)

In the name of the father, the
son and the holy spirit. Anen.

The three nen drop Carol’s corpse in the hole. Fick
gl ances over at Annabelle. Their eyes neet, he | ooks away
apol ogetically.

Annabel | e peers at the nud piling over her nother’s
cor pse.

| NT. THE CASTLE' S MANSI ON (DI NNl NG - EVEN NG (1830)
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Annabel l e stands still with a tray of food in hand,
meanwhi | e MR CALI BAN (40, butler) serves the seated
CASTLES and t he ADANS.

GEORCGE ADAMS (45), a large man with a bushy ash bl onde
nmust ache, chews |oudly....

GEORGE
| tell yer, won’t sell Charles.
They gon’ need nore than that to
go Wi th.

CHARLES SENI OR CASTLE (55), a tall figure with a lorgnette
on his face. H s commandi ng voice fills the room..

CHARLES
It will sell. Sugar and all the
ot her crops are vulnerable to
rough handling of transport. Now
you cone, ten years from now, al
Southerns will seek out cotton.
And you know why?

CHARLES JUNI OR (14), curious and innocent eyes squint
around the room.

CHARLES JUNI OR
Because it’s king.

CHARLES
(eyeing his son, proudly)
That’ s right.

ANNE ADAMS (40), in her typical oversize blond
wg, admringly gazes at Charles Jr. Wth her usual
sheepi sh deneanor, she adds:

ANNE
My, ny... already a politician.

CHARLOTTE CASTLE (40, kind eyes), strokes young Charles’
hair, proudly.

GEORGE
Spice crops are profit.

CHARLES
The spice crops are weak, George.
There is too nuch of them out
there. The British are sensible
enough to know its value. W are
barely scrubbing the barrels of
the commodity trade here.

GEORGE
The comodity trade flourishes
'cause wage is, well, next to

not hi ng.
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CGeorge eyes Annabel |l e.

GEORGE
(di sgustingly)
And there’s been unrest about
certain talks of "freedom in the
yonder .

CHARLES
Bl oody traitors! Wat do we say
to that M Caliban?

M Caliban is pouring a glass full of w ne for George.

MR CALI BAN
(dutifully)
Fri ghtened worners, sir.

CHARLES
That’s right. Wrnmers too dam
scared to inherit their god-given
rights of their own property.
Sl aves are our property George,
it’s been so even before the
worl d sunk into the dark age and
so it shall it be in ages to
cone. | don’t have the zeal to
guake over political |eeches
whose sole intentions are to
profit fromfal se benevol ence. |
want to discuss tangible profits
in the years to cone.

CGeorge snickers, grunts and di scourteously blows in a
handkerchi ef. Anne smiles, clearly enbarrassed. She | ooks
over to her first born, BONNIE ADAMS (9), playing with her
bl onde curl s.

ANNE
(to Charlotte)
Bonni e started speaking after two
months. A fam |y doctor says she
coul d be gifted.

GEORGE
Ah, enough with that woman.

Ceorge puts the handkerchi ef back in his pocket...

GEORGE

(to Charl es)
| apol ogi ze for ny lack of sight
in the prom ses of the future but
until then, | respectfully
decline the offer. Now, Charl es,
| can feel the steak getting
colder in ny nouth and won’t want

( MORE)
( CONTI NUED)
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GECRCGE (cont’ d)
nothing nore than to praise the
meal provided under your
househol d.

Anne giggl es sheepishly. Charlotte smles, it doesn t take
a genius to see it’s forced.

GEORGE
Besi des, | see our wives |osing
sanity over the intricacies of
our debate.

CHARLES
Very well. Charlotte? Anne?
Apol ogi es.

ANNE

You nen, have a lot to worry
about. It troubles us not that
you wonder about our well being.

Suddenly, Charles Junior coughs. Seens to be having a
slight choke.

CHARLOTTE
(to Annabell e)
Wat er .

Annabel l e pours in a cup. Mdst of it spills onto Charles
Jr.

The life in the roomhalts.

Fearing for her life, little Annabelle puts in the work to
dry himw th her bare hands.
ANNABELLE
Apol ogi es, Master.
CHARLOTTE
No need to bother with that,
Anna.
ANNABELLE
Forgi ve ne.
CHARLOTTE

It’s alright child.
M Cali ban wal ks over, places a hand on Annabelle...

MR CALI BAN
Conme now.
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GEORGE
Well...is that how sl aves are
treated in this house? Charl es,
forgive ne for saying this but
discipline is desperately needed
in this househol d.

CHARLES
(to Charles Jr.)
Son, we are Castles. Go on.

CHARLES JUNI OR
What do you nean, father?

CHARLES
You' ve got to learn

CHARLOTTE
She’s just a child.

CHARLES
(sternly to Charlotte)
| believe as a father, this is ny
area of experti se.
(to Annabell e)
Go on now, forward!

Annabel | e steps forward reluctantly towards Charl es
Juni or, eyes in fright.

Qut of the blue, Bonnie SLAPS Annabelle. Her ring cuts
Annabel | e’ s cheek, so deep bl ood oozes.

BONNI E
(fighting the ring off her
finger)

That’s how it’s done.
Anne smles at Charlotte, who dutifully returns one back.

CHARLES
(adm ringly)
That’'s quite a young |ady you're
rai sing there.

GEORGE
(slightly disappointed)
She’s a lady. A few years now,
and she’ll be taned to the teeth.
Curses of having one.

George | ooks at his first born, MASON ADAMS (10), a young
brunette boy who seens displeased to be in that place. He
doesn’t even touch the food on his plate.
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GEORGE
|"mriled up over himinstead.

CHARLES
(smling at Mason)
Mason Adamns, price of George.

Mason | ooks over to her younger sister, Bonnie, who keeps
smling around the room It makes himsick to watch her.

CHARLOTTE
(whispering in M Caliban’s
ears)
Take her back to the shed. GCet
her sonething for that.

M. Caliban escorts Annabell e out, as she nurses her
cheek.

EXT. PLANTATI ON FI ELDS - SUNSET (1830)

W follow the footsteps of Annabelle with a bucket across
the plantation. She stops, revealing the scar on her
cheek, places the bucket on the ground, and gazes at the
the sun setting behind the rows of cotton.

CHARLES JUNI OR( Q. S)
It is sonething, isn't it?

Startled, she picks her bucket and hurries off...

CHARLES JUNI OR( QO S)
Wai t!

Annabel | e stops. Frightened.
Charl es Junior clinbs down an oak tree. Approaches...

CHARLES JUNI OR
What is your nanme?

ANNABELLE
Annabel | e.

CHARLES JUNI OR
Do you like the sunset?

She nods
CHARLES JUNI OR
| like it too. It’'s beautiful. Do
you know that the sun burns the
fields to grow cotton?

She shakes her head.
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She doesn

16.

CHARLES JUNI OR
It’s a process called
phot osynthesis. | like the
sciences you see. | read a |lot.
Wul d you like to read?

t have an answer.

CHARLES JUNI OR
Go on, say sonething.

ANNABELLE
Wul d nmaster Castle fancy ne
read?

CHARLES JUNI OR
| cannot meke you read. My piano
t eacher has been teaching ne for

a year now. | still don’'t know
how to play. Learning is in the
heart. | like to read, that is

why it conmes easy to nme. Wuld
you |like me to teach you to read?

Not hi ng from Annabel | e, just pondering what to say...
Charles Jr takes out a little book fromhis pocket. Opens

it.

Annabel | e

Annabel | e

CHARLES JUNI OR
Look, it has all the letters in
it. And pictures too. Do you know
what that is?

puts down the bucket.

ANNABELLE
Appl e.

CHARLES JUNI OR
That’'s right. A scientist, |saac
Newt on had an apple fall on his
head. It knocked him so hard, he
began to wonder why things fal
back to earth. Thus, he
di scovered that it wasn't just
the way of the world for things
to fall. But that an unseen force
makes it so.

ANNABELLE
VWhat is..

refrains from aski ng.

CHARLES JUNI OR
VWhat ? What is it? Go on.
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ANNABELLE
VWhat is for..force?

CHARLES JUNI OR
It’s the behavior of objects.
It’s what’ s responsible for the
notion of all things. Wy the sun
sets behind the cotton fields.
Learning is a gift, you see. It’s
good to understand everything
around you. Wien | was little, I
was seduced by the sun. | saw it
everywhere | went as it returned
t he sane obsession | had over it.
So | always thought | was the
only one in the whole world it
fol |l owed around.

She gi ggl es beneath her breath. Charles Jr retracts his
eyes, wshing he didn’'t share any of that.

ANNABELLE
(wi t hout | ooki ng up)
| imagi ne that been a beautiful
t hi ng.

CHARLES JUNI OR
Yes. But now | know better. What
did you think about the sun?

Annabell e falls silent as usual..

CHARLES JUNI OR
(instructively)
Go on, tell nme. | have shared an
enbarrassing part of ne. | denmand
one from you.

ANNABELLE
(1 ooki ng up)
| think...l think the sun was
cruel to our backs on the cotton
field. Makes it hard to see when
all the sweat soak the eyes.

CHARLES JUNI OR
|’msorry to hear that. Well,
that force | told you about is
t he reason why the bucket is
heavy in your hand. Wat about
that, what did you think was the
reason? That it was the way
t hi ngs were?

ANNABELLE
(observing her little
fingers)

( MORE)
( CONTI NUED)
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ANNABELLE (cont’ d)
| thought...l thought it was it
was ’'cause | got child hands.
(searching her words)
Where...where it came from Master
Castl e? This force?

Charles Junior smles pridefully.

CHARLES JUNI OR
Where does it cone fron? That's
the right tense to use.

Annabel | e pi cks the bucket as quick as possible.

Charles Jr turns to spot M Caliban wai

ting at a distance.
Hi s eyes linger onto Annabelle for alittle

moment .

CHARLES JUNI OR
| have to go.

He wal ks past her. Stops...

CHARLES JUNI OR
Forgi ve ne, Ms Annabelle. For
what happened at dinner. And for
not having the answer to that
guesti on.

He heads off to M Cali ban..
| NT. CASTLE MANSI ON (DI Nl NG ROOM - MORNI NG (1830)

Charl es and Charlotte have breakfast at the diner.
Annabel l e wal ks in with a plate of bread and biscuits
whi ch she places on the table for the Castles.

CHARLES
VWhere’'s he?

CHARLOTTE
He shoul d be here any m nute.

Annabel l e is about to take her |eave..
CHARLES
(to ANNABELLE)

Tell nmy son to conme down here
before I |lose ny appetite. Go on
now.

We foll ow Annabel l e as she | eaves..

| NT. Kl TCHEN- -

Annabel | e wal ks past two ot her slaves, busy cutting
veget abl es while a pot broils.
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| NT. STAI RCASE- -

She steps up the staircase, wal ks past cl osed bedroom
doors. KNOCKS but to her surprise, the door slides
open. Anxiously, she steps in..

I NT. CHARLES JUNIOR' S ROOM -

Taki ng careful steps, as she | ook around the room there
is a portrait of Charles Jr above a luxurious little bed,
and a small book shelf stands at the adjacent corner.

ANNABELLE
(whi speri ng)
Master Charl es?... Master
Charl es?

She leans in at the book shelf, studies the tittles
curiously. Suddenly, she hears the RUSTLE of a page.
Hesitantly, she walks to the other side of the bed only to
di scover Charles Jr on the floor, his face buried in a
book. She whi spers:

ANNABELLE
Mast er Charl es? Master?

CHARLES JUNI OR
VWHAT?

He | ooks up..
CHARLES JUNI OR
(excited)
Annabel | e! Are you here for sone
readi ng | essons?

Charles Jr stands on his feet with his book. ..

ANNABELLE
Your father demand you cone for
br eakf ast .
CHARLES JUNI OR
(bor ed)
O course.

cJr 10 -
DI NNI NG TABLE- -

Meanwhil e at the dinning table. M Caliban is setting the
pl ates at an enpty seat, inplied to be for Charles Jr.

CHARLES

(beam ng at the enpty seat)
What’ s taking so |ong?

( CONTI NUED)
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CHARLOTTE
Cal i ban, please call ny son
I

\Yg
Wi you?

MR CALI BAN
O course, Madam

QurT TGO -
CHARLES JUNI OR' S ROOW -

CHARLES JUNI OR

(shows the book’s title)
Look, it’s called The Tenpest by
W I |liam Shakespeare. Com cal nane
for a genius, "Shakespeare."

(surfing the pages)
It’s a story about a |ady trapped
in an island with her father,
foreign to the outside world. Her
i nnocence nmakes her naive and
gul l'i bl e.

(shuts the book)
Wuld you like to read it? | can
teach you, how to read, of
cour se.

ANNABELLE
| nust get back.

Annabel l e attenpts to take her | eave..

CHARLES JUNI OR
Wi t .

Annabel | e st ops.
CUr 10 -
EXT. CHARLES JUNI OR' S ROOM -

M Caliban reaches the door, about to enter but curiosity
overwhel ns so he slides enough to eavesdrop..

I NT. CHARLES JUNI OR' S ROOM -

Charles Jr. digs into his pocket and brings out cones a
little book, titled THE ALPHABETS.

CHARLES JUNI OR
We'll begin with this. That’'s A
Band C Say it.

Annabel l e is silently nervous
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CHARLES JUNI OR
Go on. Say it. A B and that’s C

ANNABELLE
A..B...C

CHARLES JUNI OR
Excel l ent. Now, we’'ll continue
with it tonorrow and the day
after that until you know your
al phabets. Utinmately, howto
read. Here

(pl aci ng the book in her
hand)
Keep it. Hide it. Yes?

Still anxi ous, Annabel | e nods.

MR CALI BAN
Mast er Castl e?

Annabell e junps in fright. H des the book.

MR CALI BAN
Your father wants you at the
t abl e.

CHARLES JUNI OR
kay.

MR CALI BAN
He demands you go now, Master.

Charles Jr. takes his | eave.

Annabell e is next but M Caliban stands at her path, his
eyes accusingly drilling her.

MR CALI BAN
Don't be staying in the Master’s
chanber too | ong. Understood?

Annabel | e nods, and anbl es past M Cali ban.
| NT. THE SHED- M DNI GHT (1830)

Crickets CHHRP in the silent night. Lying with her eyes
open, Annabell e scans the shed: Few fenal e sl aves asl eep
on the floor, Vivian especially. She tiptoes over them
pl unges her hand in a pile of hay...

VI VI AN
(softly)
Mast er, no.

Annabel | e pauses, | ooks over to Vivian: she's stil
asl eep. .
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VI VI AN
(sobbi ng)
Pl ease, nmaster. Please, don't.
Pl ease. No. No.

Qui ckly, Annabel |l e makes her way to a wi ndow where the
noonl i ght penetrates....

ANNABELLE (V. O
When t he Wi pman held on to the
whi p, his hands never slipped
fromthe grip. H's fingers
wr apped around it, every lash his
hand squeezed tighter as if the
world was in his palm

PRESENT DAY:

| NT. COTTAGE ( BEDROOM - NI GHT- 1865

And we are back to A d Annabelle, as she sits on the
dresser stool, but her eyes lingering in the past...

ANNABELLE
| felt it that night, for the
first time. That cancerous rage.
| felt | had to hold on to it. So
my brows will be thicker and ny
back stronger.

FLASHBACK

I NT. THE SHED- 1830

Little Annabelle is imrersed into the pages of the book
under the noonlight....

ANNABELLE (V. O
| woul d not have sweat pour in ny
eyes or feel the whip on ny back.
| held on to it and never | ooked
back.
ONSCREEN: we see "ELEVEN YEARS LATER'
| NT. CASTLE MANSI ON (hal I way) - m dday (1841)

W follow a WOVAN hol ding a tray of beverages as she wal ks
to a door. KNOCKS.

| NT. CASTLE MANSI ON (LI VI NG ROOM - -

W follow the back of a MMANin a suit, walking to the
door. He opens it.

MAN' S POV: ANNABELLE (19, attractive), with eyes that yell
curiosity and a spray of innocence, smles warmy.
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HENRY( O. S)
Fi nal | y!
Anabel l e’s POV: CHARLES JUNIOR (25) with an intellectual
flare, and still innocence in his eyes, w nks at her.
HENRY( Q. S)

What’s a man got a do to get a
drink in this househol d?

Charles Jr. stares a little longer...

HENRY( O. S)
Char | es!

Charl es snaps out of it...lets the door for Annabelle as
he wal ks back to his seat...

CHARLES JUNI OR
Manners, Henry. Did your nother
ever teach you any?

Annabel | e steps in.

HENRY (24), athletic with ponpous eyes, ogles at her as
she wal ks over to lay the tray.

Charles Jr catches him and so does M CHAEL (21), a frai
tall figure with a lisp

CHARLES JUNI OR
Wat ch your eyes Henry.

HENRY
| am just dazzled by the sight of
it. Even animals and things tend
to exhibit sone sense of
attraction.

Annabel | e places the tray on the stool closest to Charles
Jr. She’s filling the glasses with scotch.

M CHAEL
Henry will never ssstop. Nothing
i s beneass himas nmuch as he
t hi nks they are.

HENRY
(seductively scanni ng
Annabel | e)
You say that now, but when you’' ve
di ved the waters that | have,
then you w Il understand.

M CHAEL
He sssleeps with hisss property.
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HENRY

(nmocki ngly)
"He sssleeps with hisss
property."” Wen are you ever
gonna learn to shut your
mout h?! It is nmy property. A man
does what he pleases with what is
hi s.

M CHAEL
A scientiss such as yourself
shoul d heed the worss of Darwi n.
Natural selection is now their
cursss and our species’ bl essing.
W are the survivors. Mngling
Wth thembrinss ours to god
knows what .

HENRY
What shall it bring, Charles?

The two nen steer their attention to Charles Jr. Silence
ensues as Charles gl ances over to Annabelle, wary about
hi s next words...

CHARLES JUNI OR
(to the nen)
An abom nati on?

Shocked, Annabelle spills sone scotch on the tray.

Henry and M chael stare at Charles Jr, awaiting his
verdict. ..

CHARLES JUNI OR
Are you daft?! Get to ny room and
wait for nme there! Stupid girl!

Annabel | e wal ks out of the living room

HENRY
(excited)
Are you going to have fun with
her ?

Charles Jr. drinks his scotch, and smrks.

| NT. CHARLES JUNI OR S CHAMBER- DAY (1841)

Charles Jr. steps in his room |arger bed, sanme portrait
of hinself, taller book shelves, and a wood desk.
Annabel l e is standing next to the bed.

ANNABELLE( Q. S)
"An aboni nati on?"
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CHARLES JUNI OR
Deepest apol ogi es, Annabelle. You
understand why | had to do any of

t hat .

ANNABELLE
| assune you have sonething for
me?

Charl es wal ks over to his desk and picks a book.

CHARLES JUNI OR
The Adventures of Huckl eberry
Finn. You will love it.

ANNABEL LE
(di sappoi nt ed)
Art.

CHARLES JUNI OR
You aren’t ready.

ANNABELLE
(taki ng the book)
And you determ ne that, of
cour se.

CHARLES JUNI OR
Listen, art is a gift. You are
better off digging in it than the
sci ences.

ANNABELLE
You prom sed ne, the sciences,
remenber? In the white fields and
yel | ow sun? You cane to nme and
you teased ne with the nysteries
of the universe. And ever since,
| have fallen deeply drawn in by
t hose questi ons.

CHARLES JUNI OR
Hearing you speak like this
invites |l ess desire to draw you
away fromthe arts. You sound
beautiful. | reckon you offer
sone regard for the arts, it is
quite hopeful you know.

Annabel | e noves away from hi m and | ooks out the w ndow,
eyes travelling..

ANNABELLE
| want understanding... of
everything. Not the way I wish to
see the world, but howit is,
it’s absolute form | want to see

( MORE)
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ANNABELLE (cont’ d)
behind the veils and the
curtains.

CHARLES JUNI OR
And you don’t think the arts do
t hat ?

Not hi ng from Annabel |l e, eyes |ost out the w ndow.

CHARLES JUNI OR
(wal ki ng over to the w ndow)
Very well. Finish this and |
shall see to it.

Their POV out the window. A carriage cruises in and parKks.

CHARLES JUNI OR
That nust be nother. Let’s hope
she brought new books from her
travels. | just mght let you
borrow one.

EXT. CASTLE MANSI ON - -

CHARLOTTE CASTLE (51, eyes still kind), steps out of the
carriage in her usual bourgeois corset. Gaceful. Charles
Jr wal ks out hastily. Extends his hands to his nother..

CHARLES JUNI OR
How was your trip, nother?

CHARLOTTE
(taking his hand)
Ch, it was spl endid.

CHARLES
Wat ch your step

Annabel | e st ands behi nd. Duti ful.

CHARLOTTE
New York is quite a scene.

Charles Jr escorts her to the nmansion: Arns | ocked in one
anot her.

CHARLOTTE
Nobody ever |istens to anybody.
Someone is always trying to sel
sonething. It’s nmadness.

CHARLES
So you never |eft here.
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CHARLOTTE
Your hunor out grows you.
(notices Annabelle)
Annabel | e?

ANNABEL LE
(wi t hout | ooki ng up)
Madam

Charl otte pauses, scans Annabelle admringly...

CHARLOITE
You are beautiful, just Iike your
not her .

ANNABELLE
Thank you.

CHARLES JUNI OR
Enough flattery, cone. | want to
hear all about it.

Annabel | e adj usts the book protrudi ng behind her cl ot hes.
She | ooks over to Charlotte and Charles Jr, who are both
about to enter the Mansion.

CHARLOTTE
As | was saying before you
interrupted, it’s nmadness, but
wi th a harnoni ous tenperanent.

| NT. CASTLE MANSI ON ( KI TCHEN) - AFTERNOON (1841)

The pot on the stove broils, blowng steamin the air.
VIVIAN (41) is slicing neat on the counter.

VI VI AN
Hope, be quick with em W got
ot her chores.

JOAN (20, Short and curvy), cuts the onions on the
counter, as slow as a snail.

JOAN
"1l get the white man to shout,
"Hal l elujah” with a taste.

HOPE (25, tall and skinny) serve shrinp and grits on a
tray.

HOPE
You don’t got the nen at the shed
to whi sper how you gon’ neke a
white man shout ?
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JOAN
When | get ny hands on 'em |
ain"t gon’ be here, I'll be in
bed, warm and served |ike M.
Castl e.

HOPE

(di sbelief)

You want a white man?

JOAN
Well, yes. Look around Joan, they

hol ding all the keys.

VI VI AN
Don't let those silly talks
wander out of this place and find
itself in the corridors or the
only bed you be lying in is four
feet beneath the fields.

HOPE
That's if her fanny fits four
feet. | want nme a strong man. A

good man. The kind that says
prayer before a nmeal and the kind
that will take care of nme and ny
| ovely children. Most

inportantly, a darkie.

VI VI AN
Chi | dren?

Annabel l e wal ks in. Trailing behind her, is ANTWONE (12)
running wwth a glass in his hand.

VI VI AN
Antwone! No running in here.
(to JOAN)

Don't pray for children in a
place like this. There ain’t been
no good here. And you sure don’t
want them out there.

Annabel | e organi zes the food and beverages on the trays.

HOPE
Ain't so bad.

VI VI AN
Ant wone hel p Annabelle with the
trays. Go on.

ANTWONE
Yes, not her.

Ant wone picks a stack of trays, lays themon the counter
for Annabell e.
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29.
ANNABELLE
(to Antwone)
Thank you.
HOPE

You old. Tines be better. W gon
have soneone to w pe our tears.
Annabel l e, ain’t that right?

ANNABELLE
My hands work just fine. No need
for a man to do it.

HOPE
(Scof fs)
How can you? You al ready warm ng
his bed?

ANNABELLE
Hope, that’s gone far! And those
are grave accusati ons.

HOPE
Oh, he teach all them fancy words
t 00?

JOAN
Mhmi

VI VI AN

(to Annabell e)
Forget them They thoughts are
thick as hay and just as light.

HOPE
You ain't sleeping wwth the
master’s son?

ANNABELLE
VWhat | do with the naster’s son
shoul d not trouble you.

HOPE
It troubles us all. Vivian tel
her.

turns to Vivian. Waiting..

VI VI AN

(cautiously)
It does. Hope is right, child. If
runors go around that soneone
been sleeping with the naster’s
son, Master Castle will shake the
shed and the barn until he finds
out who. And he make’ em pay with
bl ood.
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ANNABELLE
| swear upon ny nother’s grave
that nmy friendship with Charles
IS innocent.

JOAN
Done belivin’ a word.
ANNABELLE
(annoyed)
Wiy’ s that?
VI VI AN
You just called him by nane,

darling...

pause, judgnentally staring at Annabelle. She

takes the tray and treads lightly past them

| NT. THE SHED- AFTERNOON (1841)

Sun dappl es on Annabell e’ s cheeks as she sl eeps. She opens
her eyes slowy but, junps quickly to her feet. Adjusting

her skirt

to cover her knees.

Her POV: BISON (51)- the years haven't been kind. He’'s

staring.

ANNABELLE
What do you want here?

Bl SON
| wan’ know what you been serving
Mast er Castle Junior that he ask
fo' you at the party.

ANNABELLE
Party? What are you on about?

Bl SON
| " mon about Master Castle Junior
wantin you with himat the Adans
party. None received invitation
like that. Just you, his prize.

ANNABELLE
| better hurry then.

As she wal ks past, Bison junps her. Pulls her close,
wr appi ng hi s hands around her wai st.

Annabel | e struggles...but he has a strong grip...

Bl SON
Now, you listen to ne girl. Your
not her was a wi se wonan. | reckon
you take after her and stay away
( MORE)
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Bl SON (cont’ d)
frommaster. Whatever’'s you
serving in his bed, I’mgon get.

ANNABELLE

(struggling)
Get your hands of f ne!

Bl SON
O what? What you gon’ do?

ANNABELLE
"1l tell Master that you’ ve been
mean. And you know how t he master
i kes his prize.

Bl SON
You mark my words, when them
masters are done with you,
they' || cast your leper’'d sou
out to them dogs. And them dogs
like me will feed upon it.

He throws her to the floor. Exits the shed.

Annabel | e gasps for few seconds, rises to her feet to find
her stance. Instantly, she falls back to the floor, tears
well up in her eyes.

EXT. THE ADAM S MANSI ON ( BACKYARD) - AFTERNOON (1841)

We follow a BOY (10), chasing behind his dog on the
grass. He runs past MEN and WOMEN seated at round tables,
who instantly [ ook up the nonent he passes. At the
background is the ADAMs garden with a set of stairs that
joins to the grand white nansion.

BOY
(at the dog)
Wait! Stop!

The boy dodges the incom ng slave WAI TRESSES and WAl TERS
with trays of food/beverage.

BOY
St op whi skey, stop

EXT. GARDEN- -

Annabel | e wal ks courteously with a tray of beverage. She
sm|es at other slaves wal ki ng past her but none

reci procates. Instead they stare in distraught so she

wi pes off the smile. She nakes her way down the set of
stairs..

EXT. BACKYARD- -
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...and to her left, incomng the boy, she dodges qui ck.
The boy trips on the grass. Few whites whisper as they
stare. ..

Annabel l e lays the tray on a nearby table, and hel ps him
to his feet.

FEMALE VO CE
(approachi ng from behi nd)
CGet your filthy hands off ny son!

Annabel I e quickly lets go but she’s shoved to the side by
t he boy’ s MOTHER.

ANNABELLE
(apprehensi vel y)
|’ m sorry Madam

MOTHER
Get goi ng!

Frantically, Annabelle picks the tray.

MOTHER
(to her kid)
Ch Peter, are you alright?

Annabel |l e wal ks over to a table to serve a HUSBAND and
WFE. As she pours for the husband, she notices his eyes
feasting on her. Meanwhile, the wife shoots a | ook of

di sgust at Annabelle. Aware of the | ooks, Annabelle

qui ckly | eaves.

cJr 10 -
NEAR A YEW TREE:

Charles Castle (61), and George Adans (56), are drenched
in a conclave with another nan,

EDGAR SM TH (50), short with a pouched nustache.

GEORGE
| have yer to thank, Charles. If
yer not done so |I’'d been w ped
away from fortune.

CHARLES
You' re too hunble a friend. You
heeded counsel when it seened
fit. Credit for your wits is due.

Ceorge’s eyes squint, troubled..

CHARLES
(Cbservi ng)
VWhat is it?
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EDGAR
(Wi speri ng)
It’s the Am stad case. He' s been
sl eepl ess since the case was
| ost.

CHARLES
Am st ad?

GEORGE
Am stad, Charles. Bloody old fool
can’t resist the tenptation to
di sappoi nt the system once agai n.
The | ove the people had for him
| never could conprehend how he
earned it.

EDGAR
Quincy is an old fool alright but
you have to admt, it was a
m ghty blow to the system A
surprising one for that matter.
hate surprises, what’'s next, the
vot es?

CHARLES
(in disbelief)
For sl aves?

Charl es | ooks around: even Ceorge still seens worried.

CHARLES
|t’s absurd.

GEORGE
Look what happened in
Pennsyl vani a.

Annabel | e wal ks past with her tray. George pauses until
she’s out of sight...

GEORGE
(di straught)
Sl aves and wonen uniting, |ooting
and burning halls. This nation
needs a new birth.

CHARLES
|’ m not so shaken by the wonen.

GEORGE
It’s not just the wonen but the
fact that they connive with the
sl aves stirs chaos- United,
Charl es.
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EDGAR
Some speak of it as the United
Anreri ca.

CHARLES
Now t hat’s enough. | can worry

about mny property ripped away
fromny yard alright. But be rest
assured that "in the i mage of
God, He created him" And from
his rib, God created wonen as
said in scripture. No nan shal
ever wear apron or give birth.
It’s a basel ess cause they

pur sue.

AT A ROUND TABLE

BONNIE (20), grown into an attractive curly blonde haired
dansel, pouches her |ips as she applies rouge. She is
sitting next to Ms Boyle (30), timd and awkward | ady who
is comcally m mcking Bonnie' s expressions.

Meanwhile, with a kettle in hand, Annabelle pours a cup of
tea for Charlotte.

CHARLOTTE
Thank you, Annabelle.

ANNABELLE
Yes, Madam

She noves over to ANNE (51), filling her cup..

ANNE
(coyly to Charlotte)
You really treat themwell. Look

at this one, she’'s getting fat.
(1 ooki ng around)
They get so fat.

Bonni e snickers, so does Ms Boyl e too.

CHARLOTTE
How was your visit to France?

Annabelle is filling Ms Boyle s cup..

ANNE
George and | were just passing
t hr ough.

CHARLOTTE
Passi ng through? Did you at | east
buy some garnments? | hear they
have magni ficent tailors.
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M5 BOYLE
(frantically)
| hear the beggars in the streets
t ook over governnent.

BONNI E
You hear an awful lot for a
wi dow.

ANNE

Bonni e don’t be callous. Ms Boyle
here, was unfortunate about her
husband.
(squeezing Ms Boyl e’ s hand
reassuringly)
And she’s a dear friend.

M5 BOYLE
It’s fine, really.

BONNI E
Apol ogi es. But a woman nmarried to
a British is a traitorous
endeavor. At |east he bares great
weal t h.

ANNE
Bonni e?!

WOVAN' S VA CE
And a woman married for financial
stability is a traitor to her own
soul . Peri od.

worren | ook up:

M5 CARLYLE (35), beautiful with an el egant way of

speaki ng,

sternly gazes back with those daring eyes.

BONNI E
It’s no wonder you' |l die a
| onely wonman, Ms Carlyl e.

M5 CARLYLE
Better to die alone than | osing
my teeth on a man’s cock

BONNI E
(angrily to Annabell e)
| know you. You're that worm from
t he Castl e househol d.

M5 CARLYLE
Leave the poor girl al one.
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36.

BONNI E
What do you care?

pours for Ms Carlyle...

M5 CARLYLE

(to Annabelle)
Thank you dear.

(to Bonnie)
| care when your insecurities
consune the better of you so rnuch
so that you want to skin it out
of the poor girl.

t akes her | eave...

BONNI E
Wait, worm

stops, turns. Bonnie cups her tea in her hand,

|l ooking in Ms Carlyle s eyes...

BONNI E
(deci phering, to Ms Carlyle)
You have a soft spot for them

M5 CARLYLE
| don’t have a soft spot for
anyone. | believe her fight wll

become ours one day. It’s why I
must go to New YorKk.

MS BOYLE
VWhat’'s in New York?

M5 CARLYLE
A cry of enough, Ms Boyle. A cry.

BONNI E
You' re gonna march with thenf

MS CARLYLE
If | nust, so be it.

M5 BOYLE
It does sounds exciting.

BONNI E
Shut your rnouth, M Boyl e.

ANNE
Why do you have to fight
everyone? It’s not |ady-Iike.

MS CARLYLE
| shall toast to that.
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BONNI E
You hear that worm M Carlyle
here is gonna march and wave for
your freedom You d fancy that,
won’t you? To sit in a table
while | serve you

M5 CARLYLE
(leans in, hope in her
vVoi ce)

No, to sit in a table together.
And di scuss business and politics
as your nen do and drink to our
heart’s full as they woul d.
(picks her glass for a
t oast)
For freedom and nore.

Nobody joins in the toast, but she still drinks to it.
Meanwhi l e, Bonnie is clearly angered so she turns to
Annabel | e, about to say sonething...

CHARLOITE
Annabel | e, dear, you may take
your | eave.

Annabel | e bows and sniles, then wal ks away. .. Bonni e eyes
gl ow i n rage.

M5 BOYLE
(whinsically, to Bonnie)
| like your hair, it’s so nice.
You're just so pretty.

Bonni e furiously sips her tea.
UNDER A Bl RCH TREE

We foll ow Annabel |l e as she wal ks past Charles Jr, who
smles at her. She doesn’'t notice himat all. Behind him
M chael and Henry are imrersed in a debate.

M CHAEL
It’s jusss there isss a better
way to ass.

HENRY
(nmocki ngly)
"there isss a better way to ass.”
Listen to yourself, wonen need to
hear it as it is. Just say your
father is the mayor and she’ll
run off with you to Babyl on.

Bot h nmen gl ance over to a group of damsels, chatting

whinsically in a circle. One of the LADIES, red haired
with freckles glances back. Quickly Mchael’s eyes dodge
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to the floor. But, Henry drinks up his wi ne, and w nks at
her. She’s amused so she whispers to the group, who are
now | ooki ng back at them M chael can’t hold it together.
Wt hout | ooki ng up..

M CHAEL
(whi speri ng)
My fatherss’s not a mayor.
HENRY
O course not.
M CHAEL
(whi speri ng)

But thasss a lie.

HENRY
And you think that’s new? Make no
m st ake, the fancy dress w ves,
the I ousy fathers, the children,
it'’s all facade, a role. You have
to be better at it than everyone
el se to survive.

M CHAEL
(whi speri ng)
| can’t lie. No |l won't do it.
HENRY
Ch forget it.

Henry places his enpty glass on a passing waiter’s tray as
he makes his way to Charles...

HENRY
What do you think about her?

Charles Jr's eyes still linger, presumably on Annabelle..

CHARLES JUNI OR
Don't be absurd, she's a sl ave.

HENRY
What are you tal king about? |
meant Bonni e.

Charles Jr. coughs up. Henry puts his armover him..
HENRY
See now that’ Il be a slave in
bed.

Charles Jr watches: W see Ms Boyle reaching for the rouge
on the table. Bonnie slaps her hand off.
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CHARLES JUNI OR
Manners Henry, that’s a reputable
man’ s daughter.

HENRY
Oh, you're a bore Charles. Don’t
be a bore. This place is swarm ng
with those. Don't talk |ike them
| beg of you.

Charles Jr. steals another glance: Bonnie | aughs at Ms
Boyl e, whose gaze drops in defeat.

He hesitates...
CHARLES JUNI OR
| wonder if she prefers the
unor t hodox ways.

The thought sinks in. Gadually, the two nen crack into
| aughter. M chael joins in, eyes rolling around, lost...

M CHAEL
Whass the unorthodos wayss?

Henry squeezes his arm around Charles Jr...

HENRY
(heartily)
But you' Il find out soon enough,
right?
CHARLES JUNI OR
What ?

HENRY
Charl es Junior Castle, a surgeon
and scientist, yet your wits fai

you.
Henry studies Charles Jr, eyes still clueless...
HENRY
Dear God, he still can’t deduce

what's been in front of himhis
whole |ife. Go on Mchael, do the
honors, tell him

M CHAEL
Whass t he unorthodoss wayss?

HENRY

(f rowni ng)
He neant to say wedl ock.
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CHARLES JUNI OR
Marri age?

HENRY
Yes, why do you think your father
is heavily invested in the Adanm s
affairs? Marriage into the famly
and the wealth is yours.

Charles Jr’'s eyes nelt. Henry snatches M chael’ s gl ass.
Takes a sip.

HENRY

(patting Mchael’ s head)

| can’t believe M chael caught
that before you

M chael fights himoff...

M CHAEL
You’ ve got no mannass Henry. No
mannasss.
HENRY
Oh don't be a w np!
M CHAEL
l’mnot a wins. Stop callin ne

t hasss.

I nstantly, the conversation between Henry and M chael
fades. ..

Charles Jr POV: Bonnie is |laughing at Ms Boyle, who wal ks
away fromthe table, obviously hurt.

Henry takes another sip and | ooks up...

HENRY
(to Charles Jr)
So have you?

CHARLES JUNI OR
Have | what ?

HENRY
Ch you know, enjoyed the |oins of
anot her ?

CHARLES JUNI OR
| -uh...l have. Yes.

HENRY
How cone you never told us?
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M CHAEL
Lord forgive your dasness.
Privacy Henry, thasss why.

Charl es Jr grabs another drink fromone of the passing
wai ters, then chugs down anot her gl ass.

| NT. CASTLE MANSI ON (DI NNI NG) - EVENI NG (1841)

It’s dinner. Charles and Charlotte are eating whereas,
Charles Jr is drinking a glass of wine. H's eyes wander.

Charl otte notices...

CHARLOTTE
Charlie, what’'s the matter?

Charles Jr chugs the whole wne...

CHARLES JUNI OR
Ch, it’s nothing nother.

CHARLOTITE
You haven’t touched your food.

Charles Jr is pouring hinmself another cup...

CHARLES JUNI OR
Wrk. Gets hard sone days, feels
repetitive. Very routine.

CHARLES
(Wthout | ooking up)
You're a Castle and a nan. "Hard"
shoul d not be slipping your
t ongue.

CHARLES JUNI OR
O course.

Charlotte studies Charles Jr...

CHARLOTTE

That’ s not what bothers you, is
it?

CHARLES JUNI OR
(forcefully)
That is all.

CHARLES
Very well. | have decided to join
the confederate politics.

CHARLOTTE
You're a busi nessman.
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CHARLES
And?

CHARLOTTE
(cauti ously)
Wel | you’ ve al ways di st ant
yourself fromthe politics.

CHARLES
Those days are done for.
(returns to eating)
About tine, we show we are not
hypocrites to our cause.

CHARLES JUNI OR
And what cause is that?

CHARLES
Cursed the man who stands
noderate in tines |likes these.

CHARLES JUNI OR
It seens you’ ve nade a deci sion
all by yourself.

CHARLOTTE
(faintly reassuring)
It’s I ovely dear.

CHARLES
O course it is "lovely."

CHARLES
What are you inferring boy?

An ugly pause ensues: Charles Jr is |ooking at his nother,
his eyes scream ng for help, but she glances over to his
husband. ..

CHARLOTTE
(forcefully smling)
It’s a slip of tongue, dear.

CHARLES

Slip of tongue? No such thing.
(to his son)
Go on spit it out!

CHARLES JUNI OR
| amto--1 amto marry without ny
know edge. |Is this true?

CHARLES

And what woul d you say if that
were true?
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CHARLES JUNI OR
When were you ever going to tel
nme?

CHARLOTTE
Bonni e woul d nake a fine wife,
dear.

CHARLES
Hear that?

CHARLES JUN OR
Didn't it occur to both of you
that | shoul d have been i nforned?

CHARLES
It’s what’'s best for you and your
not her agr ees.

CHARLES JUNI OR
No father, she obeys it.

CHARLOTTE
Charl es?

CHARLES
Apol ogi ze to your nother, now

Charles Jr hesitates, everybody waits...

CHARLES JUNI OR
Apol ogi es.

CHARLES
Bonnie will make a good w fe. Her
father is ny dearest friend and
you cannot deny that this a nost
cl ever decision. O | swear boy,
you won't see a dine in your
nare.

Charles Jr's eyes are enraged. Charlotte notices. Quickly
she rai ses a gl ass...

CHARLOTTE
To a wonderful union.

She waits for her son, with pleading eyes. Charles Jr
swal | ows the thought, finds courage within, |ooks at his
glass, grabs it and raises it.

They drink to it.

EXT. PLANTATI ON FI ELDS- NI GHT (1841)

Annabel l e and Charles Jr sit the plank of the oak tree.

Their legs dangle as their bodies create silhouettes in
t he nmoonl i ght.
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CHARLES JUNI OR
| am dooned. O all the people in
the world, it’s her | have to
marry.

ANNABELLE
You' || make a great husband, |'m
sure of it.

CHARLES JUNI OR
You al ways say the nicest thing.

ANNABELLE
You have a gentle heart.

CHARLES JUNI OR
Fat her wants us here.

ANNABELLE
| s that what you desire?

CHARLES JUNI OR
| desire the silence in the
pl ai ns, absent of noisy scorns
and vigilant eyes.
Annabelle...l’ mtroubl ed.

ANNABELLE
What is it?

CHARLES JUNI OR
It's of sensitive nature.

ANNABELLE
Tell ne.

CHARLES JUNI OR
| have never--1 have never been
with a wonan.

ANNABELLE
| know.

CHARLES JUNI OR
| have never said anything to
you. How coul d you- -

ANNABELLE
There's a certain | ook a man has
when they haven’t been with a
wonman. It’s |ike none other...

| ooks down, ashaned...
ANNABELLE

(reassuringly)
It’'s kinder. Warner.
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CHARLES JUNI OR
| --uh--1"d prefer to know what’s
it like before becoming intimte
w th Bonnie.

ANNABEL LE
She’ d prefer your innocence.

CHARLES JUNI OR
WIIl she? It’s frown upon by nen
when woren speak about these
things. It’s a dagger to our ego.
And that’s everything to us, to
ne.

ANNABELLE
| see nore in you than that.

CHARLES JUNI OR
| was thinking you
m ght... Annabell e could you this
for nme?

Beat. Awkward sil ence ensues...

ANNABELLE
You' re a descent man, decent
enough for ne to have affections
for you. I would like to be in
Bonni e’ s place nore than
anything, well there- there it
is, ny confession. But-but this
is ny prize, ny only prize, ny
wormanhood and | cannot give it
away as a favor

CHARLES JUNI OR

Yes, |... forgive ne.
ANNABELLE
The stars are out. | nust go, so

shoul d you, or nmaster would turn

our shed upside down to find you.

Sl eep warm under the stars.
Annabel l e clinbs down the tree.
However, Charles Jr eyes travel to the starry night.
EXT. PLANTATI ON FI ELDS - SUNSET (1841)

The sl aves are wal king in colums with baskets of cotton.
Two white nen on horses |ead the march. Meanwhile, we
foll ow Antwone runni ng barefoot with a small basket,
passi ng ot her sl aves, plodding home after a day’ s | abor.
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VI VI AN
(whi speri ng)
Ant wone, child, get here!

Antwone joins his nother, who is wal ki ng al ongsi de Joan,
Hope and Annabel | e.

ANNABELLE
| wonder how you do it in a place
like this.

VI VI AN

W ain’t got a say in our pains
or blessings, child. Only He
knows.

Anwt one hol ds Annabel | e’ s hands. She caresses his head. He
| oves it. Hope is watching the occasion...

HOPE
| never knew how you got trust in
H m when this all we know and get
fromH m

VI VI AN
God put us here to--

HOPE
NO, THE WHI TE MAN- -

A horse rider GALLOPS past, Hope pauses. Makes sure he’'s
out of sight...

HOPE
(whi speri ng)
They put us here. God ain’'t got
cruel plans for any soul. If |
had the Lord s power--
VI VI AN
Hope?!
HOPE

| msaying He ain't being crue
and good al together. Don’t nake
no sense.

ANNABELLE
It doesn’t meke any sense,
nei ther does the white nman
putting us here. But we can’t
live like that Hope, can we?
Accepting none of it makes sense
at all? It’s a brutal thing to
wake up to.

Annabel | e gl ances over: Charles and Charlotte step out of
the mansion, as a carriage awaits.
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EXT. CASTLE MANSI ON- -

Charlotte enters the carriage. Charles is about to enter
when-

MR CALI BAN( Q. S)
SIR?

He stops, and to his POV.: M Caliban runs with a letter in
hi s hand. ..

EXT. FI ELDS- -

Annabell e’ s POV: Indistinct chatter between Charles and M
Cal i ban.

Hope notices Annabell e’ s attention not with them Thus,
she investigates... Her POV: Charles | ooks up, |ooking
directly at them He points to her direction.

Hope adj usts her basket as she qui ckens her pace. Joan and
Vivian follow after her.

M Caliban is fast approaching.

Hope stops to di scover Annabelle, slowy drifting away,
right towards M Cali ban..

HOPE
(whi speri ng)
Annabel | e?!

VI VI AN
(whi speri ng)
What you doi ng chil d?!

Annabel | e stops, takes a step backwards but it’s too |ate,
M Caliban is right there..

VMR CALI BAN
W have to get you cl eaned up.

ANNABELLE
VWhat for?

MR CALI BAN
Fol | ow me.

She hesitates as she searches for confort fromher friends
but they’ ve vanished in the col um.

| NT. HORSE BATHHOUSE- -

A horse rider escorts his wet horse down a corridor of
rail-shut stations. He trudges past Annabelle, who is
staring at the horse feces splattered around the floor.
The place is unsanitary nightmare. M Cali ban covers his
nose wth a handkerchi ef.
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MR CALI BAN
Your cl othes. Go on.

Annabel l e strips. Extends her clothes to M Cali ban.

MR CALI BAN
What do you think I anf

Annabel | e drops the clothes on the fl oor.

MR CALI BAN
| will get you sonething else to
wear .
(wal ki ng away qui ckly)
| shall be outside. Be quick
about it!

Annabel | e swi ngs open the rail and steps in a station. A
bucket of water with a cup, floating on the surface, sits
on the floor. She cups it full, about to bathe in it, but
runs off to a corner, and PUKES.

EXT. BATH HOUSE- -

M Caliban is speaking to a COACHVAN (25), who suddenly
| ooks up, staring past him Awestruck!

M Caliban investigates: Annabelle approaches. Despite her
wet unconbed hair, she |ooks radiant in a corset.

COACHVAN
(studderi ng)
She one of then? One of the
niggers fromthe fiel ds?

MR CALI BAN
| ndeed, she is.

Annabel | e approaches.

VMR CALI BAN
(handing her a letter)
Now here. He' Il escort you to

your carri age.

ANNABELLE
VWhere am | headed?

M Cal i ban wal ks away.

COACHVAN
Cone now.
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Annabel l e trails anxiously behind the Coachnan to the
carriage. As soon as she places herself inside, the horses
race off, jolting her forward. Terrified. Gadually, she
eases into it, as her eyes drift for the first tine to the
open white fields and the setting sun, seem ngly harm ess
al t oget her.

EXT. A STRANGER S HOME (DRI VEWAY) - EVEN NG (1841)

The carriage nakes it way down a |long driveway, wth a
vast corn field on either sides. To the end of the trai
is a cottage.

Annabel | e slides the window curtain for a peek: Half
tilled and stretch, abandoned tools |aying around,
aneri can plows, plow beans, drag hoes and pitch forks.
It’s a derelict showdown.

EXT. A STRANGER S HOVE ( ENTRANCE) - -

The carriage halts. The horses NEI GH and STOVP ar ound,
edgi ly.

Annabel |l e steps out. Reluctantly, she nakes her to the
door. KNOCKS. No answer. She turns to the coachman, who is
busy cal m ng the horses. So she turns the knob. ...

I NT. A STRANGER S HOVE- -

Annabel l e | ets the door swi ng shut behind her. It’s dark,
the only light is comng froman archway to her right.

ANNABEL LE
(frantically)
Anybody hone?

She steps in the archway, follow ng the Iight, which
dances and shimers in the shadows.

I NT. LI VI NG ROOM

Annabel l e spills out the archway. Spots two chairs and a
stool in the mddle, placed by the burning enbers of a
fireplace. One chair is enpty and the other, sits a WOVAN
with gl asses, reading a book. Like Annabelle, we get to
see just the woman’ s back.

WOVAN
(calm
Who’ s there?
Cautiously, Annabelle retraces her steps backward.

WOVAN
Can | help you?

Annabel l e remains silent, standing still.
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ANNABELLE
l..1-1 was sent to deliver here
by Master Castle.

WOVAN
And how do you intend to deliver
fromthere?

Annabel | e wal ks towards her, gradually revealing it’s M
Carlyle.

M5 CARLYLE
(i nspecting Annabelle)
Strange but expect ed.

Annabell e’ s eyes falls to the floor.

MS CARLYLE
Sit.

ANNABELLE
Madanf

M5 CARLYLE

| said join ne. You ve cone a
long way to deliver it. You nust
be exhaust ed.

Annabel Il e politely makes her way to the opposite chair,
but she stands.

Ms Carlyle | ooks up: Annabelle’s face drops to the letter
i n her hand.

M5 CARLYLE
| don’t see you sitting.

Ms Carlyle folds the page and shuts the book. She catches
Annabel l e glancing at the title, Lelia by George Sand.

M5 CARLYLE
Well | ook at that.

Qui ckly, Annabelle | ooks away, and sits.
M5 CARLYLE
A curious worman, and a curiosity
for good things...l know you. At
the party, it was you.

ANNABELLE
Annabel | e.

M5 CARLYLE
Ms. Annabell e, do you read?

Annabel | e shakes her head.
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M5 CARLYLE
(1 ooking at the cover)
That’ s a shane.

Ms Carlyle catches Annabelle, staring at the book.

M5 CARLYLE
So they sent you?

Annabel | e nods

M5 CARLYLE
Poor girl. As long as you're here
be rest assured, you're in no
trouble at all. The Castles and
others in this place find ny
beliefs too controversial for
their admration. He thinks it
wll offend nme that you deliver
that invitation in person.

ANNABELLE
Apol ogi es Madam

M5 CARLYLE
Pl ease, it’s Ms Carlyle. And
don’t mnd that, it’s consol ation
for me that you deliver it. |
find it conforting.

Si |l ence ensues for a second..

M5 CARLYLE
The letter. Gve ne the letter.

Annabel | e hands it over.

M5 CARLYLE
Tell Charles that | was
gl ad--No-that | was ' nost gl ad’
by your conpany. And | wll
attend because of it.

A sm | e breaks between the two wonen.

Ms Carlyle opens the book and continues to read.
Annabel | e stands up, and wal ks away. Halfway to the
archway, she stops, and steals a glance at Ms Carlyle
readi ng. ..

JOAN (V. O
She does | ook beauti ful.

EXT. PLANTATI ON FI ELDS- MORNI NG (1841)

The sl aves are plow ng and picking cotton at the
pl antation fields.
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Annabel l e’ s rises up, and her POV: Bonnie wal ks hastily to
the entrance of the mansion with a snmle. The mansi on door
cl oses behi nd her.

HOPE
Don't you want to be |like her? In
her pl ace?

ANNABELLE
She’s a cotton picker too.
JOAN
What you nean?
ANNABELLE
Lord knows her mama didn’t give

her that.
CHUCKLES break between Annabel | e and Hope.

JOAN
(cl uel ess)
G ve her what?

HOPE
God, her fanny, Joan. Her fanny.
(turning to Annabell e)
So you don't pray to to be in her
shoes?

ANNABELLE
She’s a cotton picker, not like
us, not here, but in closed doors
she is. Truth be told, | sure
woul d | ove being away from here.
But who doesn’'t?

HOPE
Wel| there you have it. She got
the nice things that all wonen
want - A weal thy man who i s gon
give her a famly

JOAN
It ain"t fair. The Lord ain't
fair.

HOPE

Wel I, hallelujah. Like Aunt
Vi vi an says, he got plans for us,
don't he?

JOAN
It just ain’t right.
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HOPE
What you gon’ do, huh? Tell ne,
what you gon’ do if you were
free?

JOAN
A famly, a hone, ny hone. Al
t he beautiful things a woman
deserves. You tell ne, what you
gon’ do?

HOPE
Il maybe the sanme as yours but
Il go east, where the other
ack nen are learned. He read to
a

b
me all the nice stories.

JOAN
There ain’t no | earned bl ack nen
in the east.

HOPE
That ain’t true. Annabelle, tel
her.

ANNABELLE

You renenber, Clara, the |lady who
was sold away after three days
her e?

JOAN
Yes, what about her?

HOPE
She net a | earned slave. Tell her
hi s nanme, Annabell e.

ANNABELLE
Sol onon but the white nman gave
hi m anot her name, Platt, if ny
menory serves right. He was
talented and smart, a fiddle
pl ayer.

JOAN
| wll go east too.

HOPE
That ain’t your path. It’'s m ne.
Annabel | e, what you gon’ do?

ANNABELLE
| don’t know.

HOPE

You don’t know, what you gon’ do
if you got free?
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ANNABELLE
| ought to live by the ocean with
books, | guess. A |lot of books.

l"d sit in a swinger. A kettle on
the fire, wapped in a shawl that
|"d knit the night before, yes, I
will learn knitting. I will read
and read until the words tire ny
eyes to sl eep.

JOAN
No husband?
ANNABELLE
VWell 1'd nmake sure the door is

never | ocked so he can cone
inside after a day’s work to
carry me to his bed.

HOPE
And what about the kettle?

ANNABELLE
VWhat about it?

HOPE
You just gon’ l|leave it there?

HOPE
Qoh, you gon’ be a bad wi fe.

EXT. CASTLE MANSI ON- -

Charles Jr steps out. Pacing to and fro.

EXT. PLANTATI ON FI ELDS- -

Hope’'s POV: Charles Jr is pacing. He stops and | ooks
directly at Annabelle.

Annabel | e

HOPE
Seens you be getting that soon
enough.

| ooks up, spots Charles Junior’s eyes on her.

ANNABELLE
(whi speri ng)
Don’t be chil dish.
HOPE
He fanci es you.
ANNABELLE
Don't say such things. If he did
fancy me, I’'d not be here.
Besides, | don’t fancy himthat

way either.
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HOPE
Those are no child eyes he | ooks
with. Ooh, not innocent either.

EXT. CASTLE MANSI ON- -

Charles Jr stares, eyes unrest. Bonnie wal ks up behind
him ..

BONNI E
It was anything but subtle in
t here. Not unexpected of course.

CHARLES JUNI OR

(angry) _
You knew about it?

BONNI E
Don’t be silly. The way our
parents made us play together?
Place us in the same roomall the
time? Well, Yes.

Charles Junior is silent

BONNI E
What’ s wrong?

CHARLES JUNI OR
Not hi ng. Just ashamed | suppose.

BONNI E
Nonsense. | did expect to hear
the news fromyou instead of your
folks. | believe you were waiting
for courage and the opportune
nmonent to tell ne. Father says it
is one of the nost prideful
nonent for a man.

CHARLES JUNI OR
Apol ogi es.

Bonni e wal ks up close to him kisses himon the cheek.
Then she takes his arm Together they stroll around..

BONNI E
We nmust plan the wedding in the
proper manner. | inmagi ne your
not her and m ne have ideas about
it. I always did like to be
married in a carriage. Wat do

you t hi nk?

CHARLES JUNI OR
... Vel --

Not hing so he forces a smle.
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BONNI E
(studying him
I

Just |ike father. Men.

Bonni e wal ks side by side with himas she waps her hands
around hi s.

I NT. CHARLES JUNI OR S CHAMBERS- AFTERNOON (1841)

Annabel | e renoves the sheets and pill ow cases, dunps them
in a basket whilst Charles Jr sits at his desk. He has a
book, half opened with his gl asses on.

ANNABELLE
A carriage sounds nice.

CHARLES JUNI OR
It sounds ridicul ous. Childish.
She thinks herself a what, a
princess?

ANNABELLE
Every woman thinks they' re a
princess. Well don't you?

CHARLES JUNI OR
A princess?

ANNABELLE
No, a prince.

CHARLES JUNI OR
She expects so nmuch fromnme. Wo
knew uni on coul d bring about such
madness. Do you dream about it?

ANNABELLE
Marri age?
CHARLES JUNI OR
Yes.
ANNABELLE
| can’t, Charles and you know
t hat .

CHARLES JUNI OR
Dr eans, Annabell e, dreans.
Surely, chains cannot stop you
from havi ng them

ANNABELLE
| have dreaned of it. To walk in
union with another. My life
becone his and his, mne. It's a
war m ng thought until...

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 57.

CHARLES JUNI OR
Until what?

ANNABELLE
Don't m nd ne.

Annabel | e pauses. She spreads the sheets onto the bed.
Then begins to tuck the sides...

CHARLES JUNI OR
Well, what is it? Go on, tell ne.

She stops and | ooks up..

ANNABELLE
It’s just that when | think of a
life like that, | don't see

nysel f anynmore. It's as if |

fade, the only life there is, is
the one | share. | suspect | am
afraid that | can’'t help but feel
that I will be giving up the very
essence of who I am

CHARLES JUNI OR
| never thought of intimcy |ike
that. It’s quite cynical

ANNABELLE
Intimacy cones as a blessing to
you.

CHARLES JUNI OR
Wiy’ s that so?

ANNABELLE
You are a man, Charl es.

CHARLES JUNI OR
Oh God, | hope you are not
transformng into those shaneful
wonen who have hate against al
men, are you?

ANNABELLE
You think it shanmeless to ask for
dignity?

CHARLES JUNI OR
It is not dignity, nore like
hate, for all nen. Like ny father
says, sone wonen woul d rat her
see us wearing aprons and
| ady- gar nent s.
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ANNABEL LE
Now, that just mght be a man |’ d
wed in ny dreans.

CHARLES JUNI OR
Don't be silly.

ANNABELLE
Ms Carlyle does not take it
silly.

CHARLES JUNI OR
Any doctor knows Ms Carlyle to be
suffering from depression. No nman
woul d marry her because of her
ways. And that is not the sort of
person you shoul d be |istening
to.

ANNABELLE
She sounded ki nd and harni ess.

CHARLES JUNI OR
She will torch nmen on pitchforks

to get her ways.

Annabel | e i s done naking the bed, so she picks her basket.
M Caliban walks in with a letter...

MR CALI BAN
(handing it over to
Annabel | e)
The carriage awaits.

ANNABELLE
Yes.

M Caliban takes his | eave.

CHARLES JUNI OR
(wi t hout | ooking up)
Be cautious with that [ ady.

ANNABELLE
She does frighten you, doesn’'t
she?

Not hing from Charles Jr as his attention is strictly on
t he book, so Annabel |l e takes her | eave.

I NT. M5 CARLYLE' S HOVE (FI ELDS)- SUNNY (1841)
The carriage hurdles over the dirt down the driveway.

Annabel | e peeks through the window. M Carlyle is plow ng
on the corn fields.
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The carriage stops. Annabelle steps out, plods up the
fields, approaching Ms Carlyle.

M5 CARLYLE
(1 ooks up)
What is it this tinme? Another
hateful invitation?

ANNABELLE
| don’t know, Madam

MS CARLYLE
Ms Carlyle.

ANNABELLE

(handing her a letter)
Her e.

Ms Carlyle opens the letter, and reads it...

M5 CARLYLE
(reading the letter)
Bl oody bastards nmade ne an offer
of ny property, arip off if you
ask ne.

ANNABEL LE
Apol ogi es, Ms Carlyle.

M5 CARLYLE

(1 ooks up)
Ms Annabelle, if you and I are to
be acquai nted, you nust follow
two rules: you address ne by
first name, and you stop
apol ogi zing for every dam thing.
Under st ood?

ANNABELLE
Forgive ne, Madam ..M Carlyle.

M5 CARLYLE
Better. Now, let’s go inside, the
sun i s cooking up good.

The two wonen wal k side by side on the fields, heading to
the cottage. Annabelle | ooks around the abandoned fi el ds.

M5 CARLYLE
You’ re wondering where they al
went .

Beat. Not hing from Annabel | e.

MS CARLYLE
My father owned the place. He
died a nonth ago, so | freed

( MORE)
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M5 CARLYLE (cont’d)
them all of them which was
agai nst his w shes. Sooner or
| ater soneone’s bound to claim
it. You see when the tine cones,
and you can wal k down the streets

a free woman, you'll realize that
you and I, we can’t own
properties |like these all by
our sel ves.

ANNABELLE

Maybe what’'s wong i s owning
anything in the first place.

M5 CARLYLE
Spi teful .

ANNABELLE
| didn’t nean to...please
apol og...just don’t m nd ne.

M5 CARLYLE
A spiteful woman shows character
And nothing wong with wantin’ to
own anyt hing. But | understand
your concerns.

ANNABELLE
Why you nust nmarch?

M5 CARLYLE
(heartily)
That's right. Wiy | nust
mar ch. .. Have you ever had cider?

Annabel | e shakes her head..

M5 CARLYLE
O course not.

cJr 10 -
I NT. M5 CARLYLE S HOMVE (LIVING ROQOW - -

Ms Carlyle pours cider in two gl asses, serves one to
Annabel l e, who is seated by the fireplace. Then she takes
t he opposite seat. Annabelle sips, but coughs up.

M5 CARLYLE
It gets better, | prom se.

ANNABELLE

(envi ous)
We aren’t allowed such things.
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M5 CARLYLE
In here, everyone is allowed.

Annabel | e dances her finger around the rimof her glass,
troubl ed. She takes another sip, |ooks over to Ms Carlyle,
t hen drops her eyes back to the cider..

M5 CARLYLE
Your tongue is free slip whenever
you feel like it. Yes, that’s
all onwed in here, too.

ANNABELLE
Why are you so kind to ne?

M5 CARLYLE
It’s difficult to be what you are
in the tines we live. | wonder if
ever we wll be. Sonmetines it

feels like alie we sell to
oursel ves: Freedom and |iberty.
Nobody escapes the chai ns.

ANNABELLE
VWhat chai ns...what chains could
possi bly bind you, Ms Carlyle?

M5 CARLYLE

You have known suffering your
whole life. And chains, ah yes.
But, Ms. Annabelle...

(leans out the chair,

whi speri ng)
Not all chains are irons collars
and fetters.

ANNABELLE
Those are mne, they are all |
know.

M5 CARLYLE

| march because | nust. Because
we are too divided. Too distinct.
Too aware of what defines us and
ignorant to others. W yearn to
instill ours and reject others
because that brings us confort.

Beat. She sips...

M5 CARLYLE
Mark my words, Ms Annabell e, that
t he chains shall come for us all
It will plague our househol ds.
Today it’s yours, tonorrow it
will be ours. We nust rid the
pl ague before it consunes us al
into that abyss.
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Ms Carlyle takes another sip. Silence ensues as she gazes
at the enbers..

MS CARLYLE
Sonet hi ng soot hi ng about wat chi ng
the enbers burn out. | can never

quite grasp ny reasons for it.

ANNABELLE
It’s because we wish to sparkle
like it... Unleash in the flanes.
M5 CARLYLE

Yes.
(1 ooki ng at Annabelle’s

enpty gl ass)
It does get better with tineg,
doesn’t it?

ANNABELLE
(placing her glass on the
st ool)
| nmust go.

ANNABELLE
Farewel |, Ms Carlyle.

Annabel | e wal ks away.
Ms Carlyle s eyes loosen into the flanes....

MS CARLYLE
Ms Annabell e, wait.

She gets up to neet her.

M5 CARLYLE
(taki ng Annabel | e s hand)
WIIl | see you soon?
Annabel | e | ooks into her eyes....Sonmething in Ms Carlyle’s

eyes nmakes us feel that loneliness isn’t an option she
prefers.

ANNABELLE
| do not know.

Ms Carlyle nods, and lets go of her hand. Annabelle
saunters off.

| NT. CASTLE MANSI ON (LI VI NG ROOM) - MORNI NG (1841)

W see the back of A MAN, standing as his gaze tilts to a
hung pai nti ng:
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It is a painting of a man bl eedi ng through his hand to
feed a pregnant woman. She |ies beneath the man as the

bl ood drips in her nmouth. The baby is com ng out of her as
its hands are opened w de.

Anne is inspecting a vase on a nearby stool in conplete
adm ration. She touches it...

ANNE
Such fine design. It’s lovely. So
| ovel y.

Charlotte is knitting a hand towel, she’'s skillful with
her craft.

CHARLOTTE
| bought it from New YorKk.
ANNE
Charl es gives you noney?
CHARLOTTE
Yes.
ANNE
To hold as yours?
CHARLOTTE
Well, if 1I’”m being honest, to buy
what he val ues.
ANNE
Still. You re blessed. George

won’t allow nme any noney to hol d.
Not for himor for ne. He says
"1l just wander off into a store
and buy every ribbon, lace and

but t on.
(sheepi shly | aughi ng)
| guess he’'s sorta right. | do

| ove ri bbons.
Bonni e sits on the couch, staring at the painting:
- bl eedi ng man
-the pregnant | ady
-the baby

Seated next to her is Charles Jr, drinking a glass of
W ne, uninterested in whatever’s happening around hi m

BONNI E
He’s fond of such silly things.
He thinks hinself a painter. He
could stay in it the whole day if

( MORE)
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BONNI E (cont’ d)
we don’t pull himout of it. Lost
in such silly things.

CHARLOTTE
Just a hiccup, dear. Charles did
have his peculiar npods.

CHARLES JUNI OR
(bor ed)
Mot her, pl ease.

CHARLOTTE
He got quite fond of birds. He' d
catch 'em cage 'em care for
"em Wien they fell ill or died,
he’d cry. Til his father...

Though Charlotte tries to paint her next words in a great
light, we still see through the facade. Cearly, she
doesn’t believe in what she’s about to say...

CHARLOTTE
He renedi ed his peculiar npbods by
taking himto hunt. W could have
| ost himto God knows what.

BONNI E
(tucks her hand in Charles
arm
Wll, | see the man in him

(to Charles Jr)
Do you think it normal that he
pry in such matters?

Charles Jr tries to drink but Bonnie's eagerly waits for
an answer as she squeezes tight to him He puts down the
gl ass, and dutifully replies:

CHARLES JUNI OR
One can escape to other worlds in
it | suppose.

BONNI E
Nonsense. It makes himsoft. Wat
sort of man is eager to escape
his own worl d?

CHARLOTTE
Thank you for the painting,
Mason. Cone, join us.

The MAN MASON (21) staring at the painting, finally turns

and wal ks around the room prying on every piece of
furniture and china..
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MASON
A mn in ny tine. Indeed a man in
m ne woul d, oh and Charles, it’s
just a mrror.

CHARLES JUNI OR
Par don nme?

Mason bends down for a |look at the marine life in the
smal | aquarium above a table: no sign of life in there..

MASON
Painting aren’t transparent nedia
har bori ng another world, they are
sinply reflections of this one

her e.
CHARLES JUNI OR
O course.
MASON
(wal ki ng back to the
pai nti ng)

What do you see, nother?

Anne is | ooking at another vase, a standing one, |engthy
and nore beautiful.

ANNE
(uni nterested)
St op enbarrassi ng yoursel f dear

Mason drills his nother with his eyes but she is unaware
of them due to the circunstances of busily admring the
vase. He drops the wine glass fromhis hand, SMASHI NG to
bits on the floor.

ANNE
(finally | ooks up)
MASON? VWHAT HAVE YOU DONE?

MASON
Al as.

ANNE
Oh, Charlotte, apol ogies.

CHARLOTTE
It’s alright. Just a hiccup.

Charlotte TINKLES a tiny English bell. Annabelle wal ks in.
She gl ances at the floor, aware of her duties, she exits.

Mason bends down, picks a shattered gl ass, inspecting
it...
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MASON
And you, Bonnie, the Adans
princess? What does your feeble
mnd tell you?

BONNI E
Stop being petty. Doesn’t suit a
man to be petty.

MASON
You know all about nen.

BONNI E
How dare you

Annabell e walks in with a broom She starts to sweep off
the shattered glass on the floor, but Mason abruptly
shoves past her as he nakes his way to a w ndow, and
stares out...

ANNE
You gonna have to quit being a
child. You enbarrass us all.

Mason | ooks at Annabel | e: she’s busy sweeping..

MASON
(to Annabell e)
You.

Charl es Jr pauses, he doesn’'t take the sip. Warily, he
puts down his gl ass.

Annabel | e | ooks up. ..

MASON
Yes, you. Tell ne, what your

ni gger eyes see when you | ook at
t hat ?

Charles Jr sternly stares at Annabelle, waiting.

BONNI E
You i nsult us.

CHARLES JUNI OR
(wary)
Annabel | e, woul d you care to
bring nore w ne?

BONNI E
(nmocki ngly)
No, darling, I want to hear her

t houghts, that’s if she has any.
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CHARLES JUNI OR
No need for further hum i ation.
Annabel | e, go on now.

ANNABEL LE
(droppi ng the broom
As you w sh, nmaster

Bonni e eyes Annabell e as she wal ks to the door.

BONNI E
(sneeri ng)
Get going. Shoo!

Annabel | e stops at the door, turns the knob, opens the
door, and | ooks out of it. She doesn’'t nove, her eyes
fi ndi ng courage.

MASON
(wat chi ng Annabel | e)
el | ?
ANNABELLE
(whi speri ng)
It’s a reflection of the
paraneters of famlial life.

CHARLES JUNI OR
Where’s ny w ne, Annabell e?

MASON
Hard to hear, dear.

ANNABELLE
(softly)
It'’s a reflection of the
paraneters of famlial |life. The
man bl eeds for the wonman to feed
i ke how a man provides. So that
the child and the wonan can |ive.

Charles Jr stands to his feet, wal king towards Annabelle,
hi s eyes beggi ng her be quiet...

CHARLES JUNI OR
Get the wi ne.

ANNABELLE
But it is cynical. The bl ood
projects the grimfuture of the
man: He shall die eventually if
the baby is to live.

CHARLES JUNI OR
Be qui et!
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ANNABELLE

(turning to face them
However, death is his blessing
fromnature as the nother shal
suffer alone with a hel pl ess
child, who shall grow w thout the
proper nurture. The not her,
wi t hout the father around to feed
her nore bl ood, she will |ose the
only purpose she ever had, to
conceive: A fate worse than death
for any woman.

The room drops to a nonentary sil ence.

Anne | ooks at the painting, her eyes spiraling down
somet hi ng cl ose to nel anchol y.

MASON
That is a well |earned nigger. |
wonder how t hat happened.

CHARLES JUNI OR
Get out of here, now

Annabel | e wal ks out, |eaving the door open.

CHARLOTTE
(to her son)
Your father woul d be ashaned.

CHARLES JUNI OR
Al'l these years and you never
knew?

Bonni e gets up and grabs Charles Jr’'s arm

MASON
Mrrors, indeed.
BONNI E
You cl ose that retched nouth of

your s!
(to Charles Jr)
Never knew what ?

Charlotte is restlessly |ooking around, but not at anyone.
CHARLOTTE
How coul d you? Ch your father.

You shane all of us.

CHARLES JUNI OR
How cone you never knew, nother?
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BONNI E
Are you...are you having affairs
wi th her?

CHARLES JUNI OR
How can you not be aware of what
happens around here?

CHARLOTTE
VWHY DCES | T MATTER?

Charl es Jr escapes Bonnie’s arns, which pushes her off, as
he | eaves the room Bonnie stands there, shocked.

| NT. CASTLE MANSI ON ( KI TCHEN) - AFTERNOON (1841)

St eam and snoke spiral out of a wood stove. Bl ack

wai ters/waitresses nove in and out, carrying trays and
cutlery. It's a busy day. Hope brings a bow of shrinps to
Vi vian, who dunps themin a pot. Meanwhile, Annabelle and
Joan cut the vegetables on the counter. Hope runs the
faucet, cleaning the bow. She glances over to Joan..

HOPE
That don’t | ook right.

JOAN
You know all about it.

HOPE
How you expect to get a good man
when you ain’t cutting eggplants
right?

JOAN
| ain’t ever cookin eggplants.

VI VI AN
Quit idling and get done with it.

HOPE
She ain’t a cook. How she gon’ be
ever married if she can't cook

right?

VI VI AN
Shut your nouth. Now, get on with
it. I wan’ be out there sl eeping

when the party starts. It’s
harvest season, we gon’ be waki ng
early from henceforth.

HOPE
If |I had a husband, |'d make him
buy me the nost expensive dress
with pearls and red shoes.
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JOAN
(grabbi ng Hope' s hair)
And sonething for that hair.

HOPE
(i nspecting her hair)
What’s wong with ny
hai r ?Annabel | e what’s wong with
ny hair?

ANNABEL LE
Not hing wong with it.

JOAN
Don’t you see how Ms Charlotte
keeps her hair?

ANNABELLE
(to Hope)
You just need to pick the lice
out first, that’'s all.

Annabel | e and Hope break a | augh, nockingly.

HOPE
Vll I"’mgon do just that. Then
|’ mgon’ wal k side by side with
nmy husband. Dance until ny shoes

br eak.

ANNABELLE
Sounds | ovely.

HOPE
| nmust have pearls like Ms

Bonni e.

Annabel | e and Joan pause, |ooking...Their POV: Bonnie is
right there, standing with scornful eyes.

W thout nuch attention to any of it, Hope goes on...

HOPE
She got them pretty ones. Qooh
that | ady knows how to care for
hersel f.
(1 ooki ng at Annabel | e)
Such a shane she got such evi
eyes. | bet she ain't...

Hope realizes Annabelle is staring right past her, so
reluctantly she investigates: Bonnie’'s eyes flood with
fury.

BONNI E
Everyone out the door, now.
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Frantically they abandon their chores to exit the kitchen.
As Annabel | e wal ks by, Bonnie puts a hand on her, inplying
for her stay.

BONNI E
Don't lie to nme or | swear |’|
rip off that tongue of yours.
Does he...does he bed you?

ANNABEL LE
(pl eadi ngl y)
Wth young Master Castle? It’s
not ny pl ace.

Bonni e picks a knife at the counter. She wal ks up close to
Annabel l e, creepily inspecting the sharp edges of the
kni fe.

BONNI E
To confess, | don’'t know how on
earth you ever desire to wake up
t he next norning, being a slave.
Men strip you off your wonmanly
pride. You' re nothing. You're
just a sl ave.

Bonni e places the knife on the counter then exits the
kitchen. Annabelle lets out a |long sigh of relief, her
| egs waver, so she holds onto the counter to stand.

EXT. LAKE- SUNNY (1841)

Hope is scrubbing clothes on a washboard, dipping it in a
tub of water. Meanwhile, Annabelle pounds the clothes in
another tub with washing dollies. It’s a |aundry day.

O hers slave wonen are lined up the shore, scrubbing and
poundi ng cl ot hes. Hope renoves few ready washed cl ot hes,
and dunps themin an enpty bucket. She throws a few dirty
ones in the tub. Annabelle glances at the dirty clothes,
bl ue, white, and red clothes in a basket...

ANNABELLE
You’' ve got to stop m xing them

HOPE
Who we tryna woo? W negros,
color don't nmatter to 'em

VI VI AN
(appr oachi ng from behi nd)
Not for "emfool, it's for you.

Ain’t no sense tryna wear clothes
that |1ook |ike your sheets.

Hope nmakes a face, as she watches Vivian grab the basket
of clean clothes and heads into the woods.
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HOPE
She an ol’ gal. Hell the lord |
curse ne for callin” her a gal.
She two heartbeats to the grave.

ANNABEL LE
Not old at all. You re just too
thick to grasp her w sdom

HOPE
There goes the nmouth with all
fancy tal k. Between you and ne,
what you do for that young sport,
huh?

em

ANNABELLE
(playfully)
| ain"t doin” nothin'.
HOPE
(surprised)
Speakin’ |ike one of us, for
once.
(playfully splashing some
soap water on Annabel | e)
But you still gon’ tell ne. Go
on, tell ne. Tell nme!

Annabel | e ski ps around, avoiding the splash..

ANNABELLE
Stop it!

Hope persists, now spl ashing nore onto Annabelle.

ANNABELLE
(ski ppi ng around)
Oh lord, it’s COLD

Annabel l e retaliates by shooting a bucket of water back.
Hope is wet fromhead to toe, so she grabs Annabelle, and
tickles her, |anding both of them down on the nud. They
are both wet and soaked in nud. Gadually, they break into
| aughter- it doesn’'t seemlike much but this little ounce
of joy seens just enough for them

Hope | ooks at the washed clothes with nud stains floating
on the water...

HOPE
(di pping her hand in the
| ake to clean of f the nud)
| ain"t gon’ naeke any good for

nmyself. I knowit. |I'’mjust gon
be here, toilin” for the rest of
ny life.
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ANNABELLE
Hush now, what about that husband
of yours?

HOPE
| got you, Joan and Vivian. Hell
that’s mo’ | can bargain for
EXT. BACKYARD- AFTERNOON (1841)

VW foll ow Annabel | e wal ki ng with Joan.

JOAN
(whi speri ng)
They callin” him Freddy. Handsone
fella.
ANNABELLE

How do news |ike this always
reach your ear?

JOAN
Overhead the master tal king. Said
he spoke at a church. He one of
them | earned Negros, the kind
Hope was babbling on about. He
| earned. He know all them fancy
words. He speaks for us too.

ANNABELLE
" Course he does, he’s a negro.
JOAN
(whi speri ng)

No, not that. Wrd is he speaks
for us...wonen. Makes you wonder.

ANNABELLE
Wonder why a man in the same boat
woul d paddl e with us?

JOAN
Sonetinmes | wonder if you
| earning anything in them books
t he young master givin you.

ANNABELLE
Then what are you on about?
JOAN
(whi speri ng)
W negro wonen, where are we in
all this?

Joan | ooks up, but Annabelle’s eyes are staring at
sonmet hing in horror
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JOAN
Annabel | e?

We foll ow Annabell e bolting, holding her head in horror.
W see Hope on the floor, gagging blood. Bison is holding
a knife, while himand the Wi pman stands over Hope.

VH PMAN
Let’s hear ya utter a word of
from’em books, ya?

ANNABELLE
(running in)
Hope? Hope?

Annabelle falls to her knees, watching Hope gasp bl ood. ..

ANNABELLE
(1 ooking at the whi pman)
What did you do to her?

VH PVAN
Are ya one of ’'em educated
Ni ggers too?

The whi pman LAUGHS wi ckedly. Annabel |l e | ooks at Bi son,
hol di ng a tongue in his hand.

ANNABELLE

(crying)
You're a vile man.

The Whi pman nods, and smiles in conetenpt. ..
Fick and Joan walk in slowly towards Hope.

V\HI PMAN
Ya shoul da been |ike yo' nother.
She knew better.
(1 ooki ng at Fick)
Get her up.

Fick stands still, eyes defiantly |ooking back at the
whi pman.

VWH PVAN
Don’t nmake ne repeat nyself. o
on, get ’'er up.

Though hi s voi ce wavers, he replies:
FI CK

| ain"t doin’ nothin . | ain't
sinning on that child anyno’.
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VH PMAN
Ya gon’ get what’s coming to ya.
(to Bison)

Bring the basket.

Bi son | eaves qui ckly. Annabelle sits on the ground,
crying. Joan hel ps put Hope on Fick' s back.

FI CK
(to Annabell e)
Forgive ne child, forgive nme what
| done.

Fi ck takes Hope on his back and out of there.

Meanwhi | e, Bison returns, and places a basket of stones
next to Annabell e.

VH PMAN
G on. lift it!

He whi ps her shoul der, she groans. No screams. This angers
t he whi pman. He throws another one, she bites through it,
refusing to scream holding back. Another LASH. ..

VH PVAN
PICK IT UPl UP YA (O

Annabell e lies on the ground, grinding her teeth as | ashes
fall on her back.

VH PMAN
| said up! Al the way up!
Fucking filth.

JOAN
(whi spering softly)
Annabel | e?

Annabel l e’ s POV: Joan sits next to her on the ground,
pl aci ng the basket in her hand.

JOAN
(whi spering softly)
Go on. W ain't lettin "em have
it. Go on.

Finally Annabelle grabs it, slowy stands to her feet...
V\HI PMAN
(sni ckering)
That’'s right...get up, you bitch!
Annabelle is up on her feet, she |ooks up:
Atop the castle mansion, a window s curtain is slightly

pul | ed by Charles Jr, as he spies through it, watching. He
drops the curtains.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 76.

Annabel l e flutters her eyes as the whi pnman t hrows anot her
| ash on her.

| NT. ANNABELLE S HOVE- NI GHT (1865)
Joy lights another candle on the dressing table.

W see A d Annabelle, |ooking out the w ndow, gazing at
the plantation fields, it’s silence is only disturbed by
the WAILING of crickets. Joy takes Annabelle by the arm
escorting her to the dressing table. She eases Annabelle
on the stool while she stands behind. Gently, she begins
to conb Annabelle’s hair, as she huns.

ANNABELLE
(eyes lingering in the
mrror)
| wanted to believe the curtains
just fell, all by itself.

They stay that way, drawing us into the abyss of
sil ence. ..

CUT TO -
| NT. M5 CARLYLE' S HOME ( BACKYARD)- SUNSET (1841)

Ms Carlyle is chopping wood. The place is as abandoned as
the fields: tools |lay around. She | ooks up...Annabelle
linmps towards her, holding a letter sized envel ope.

MS CARLYLE
(smling)
You cane back

The cl oser Annabelle gets, Ms Carlyle’s sniles fades as
spots the scars and brui ses on her face..

MS CARLYLE
What did they do to you?

ANNABELLE
(holding out a letter)
Master Castle wants this
delivered to you.

M5 CARLYLE
What happened?

ANNABELLE
(still holding out the
letter)
| nust take ny | eave, Ms Carlyle.

Ms Carlyle takes the letter. Annabelle turns to | eave..
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M5 CARLYLE
(trails after her)
Wait. Annabel | e?

Annabel | e st ops.

Ms Carlyle s POV: the back of Annabelle’ s dress is stained
wi t h bl ood.

MS CARLYLE
Pl ease, cone inside. Let ne take
a | ook.

Annabel | e shuts her eyes.

MS CARLYLE
Pl ease?

CUT TO- -
I NT. M5 CARLYLE S HOVE ( BEDROOQM) - -

Ms Carlyle approaches with an iodine solution, places her
hand on Annabel | e’ s back, about to renove her
clothes...Annabell e grunts, grabs Ms Carlyle hand off.

M5 CARLYLE
(whi spering softly)
It s okay.

Annabel | e | ooks away, as she gradually lets go. Gently Ms
Carlyle lifts off her clothes, revealing the deep | ashing
scars on Annabell e’ s bareback. She dips a cloth in the
solution then cleans the injury. Annabelle grunts again as
M Carlyle works on her...

cJr 10 -

Ms Carlyle is on her knees as she nurses Annabelle’s
facial scars. Annabelle is naked from head down. They
stare at each other’s eyes. She runs the cloth down to
Annabel | e’ s neck, and then to her breast. Neither of them
take their eyes off each other.

Annabel | e hol ds her hand to stop her.

ANNABELLE (V. O
Pl easure takes us pl aces. ..

Ms Carlyle s gaze falls to the floor, as if caught.

ANNABELLE (V. O
Hard to tell where...

Annabel | e places Ms Carlyle’s hand onto her 1lips.
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ANNABELLE (V. O
In mne, it was sinple...

Ms Carlyle | ooks up, staring deep into Annabell e as she
conmes cl ose..

ANNABELLE (V. O
Deat h.

They ki ss passionately.

ANNABELLE (V. O
|'d be | ashed to death as so
woul d she.

Ms Carlyle kisses her neck to her breast to her stonach
and down all the way...but we watch Annabelle s face as
her drowns in pl easure.

ANNABELLE (V. O
| rolled ny eyes in and went
along. Till today, | puzzle over
t he choices | nade..

DI SSOLVE TGO -
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PRESENT DAY: 3

| NT. ANNABELLE S HOME- NI GHT (1865)

Joy pauses with the conb in her hand as she | ooks in the
mrror: Annabelle is staring back.

ANNABELLE
(thoughtfully)
Was | in love or was | driven by

t he perversity of know ng that
we’' d share the sane fate if
caught? Or perhaps, it mght have
been bot h.

Joy continues to conb Annabelle’'s hair...

Joy
Did you see her again?

ANNABEL LE
Yes, we went on and on, burning,
unl eashi ng ourselves in the
flanmes.

cJr 10 -
FLASHBACK

EXT. CASTLE MANSI ON ( DRI VEWAY) - AFTERNOON ( 1841)

M Caliban stands by the w ndow of the carriage, and hands
Annabel | e an envel ope.

MR CALI BAN
Make sure it reaches w thout the
slightest distress.

The carriage takes off...
| NT. CARRI AGE- -

Annabel | e gl ances at the envel ope in her hands. She opens
it, take peep: stacks of noney in there. Her eyes drop
sonberly. She knows what it neans.

cJr 10 -
EXT. M5 CARLYLE S HOME- SUNSET

The carriage stops. Annabelle steps out, hurries to the
door. KNOCKS. Not hing, no answer. She | ooks out the
fields, not a soul there too. She wal ks around, hurrying
to t he BACKYARD, when she bunps into SOVEONE, knocking off
an envel ope fromtheir hand.
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ANNABEL LE
(pi cking up the envel ope)
Apol ogies, Sir.

FEVMALE VO CE
Annabel | e.

Annabel l e I ooks up: It’s Ms Carlyle in a newsboy hat,
pants and a | ong sl eeve shirt..

M5 CARLYLE
(exhi biting herself)
What do you think? | can’t travel
al one, not as a wonan at | east.

ANNABELLE
(standi ng up)
You' re | eaving?

M5 CARLYLE
Wl l, vyes.

ANNABELLE
When?

M5 CARLYLE

Soon. As soon as | get the
paynment for this place.

(1 ooking at the envel ope)
| | eave...today.

Annabel | e hands her the envel ope..

ANNABELLE
(w t hout | ooking up)
Safe travel s.

Ms Carlyle takes it. Instantly, Annabelle |eaves...

M5 CARLYLE
(trailing after her)
Annabel l e, wait, please, wait.

Annabel | e stops to face her...

ANNABELLE

(angrily)
What nore do you want ?

M5 CARLYLE
Cone with ne.

ANNABELLE
What ? You can’t conprehend the
l[imtations | have, can you? You
can’'t see that..
(gesturing at Ms Carlyle
appear ance)
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| can’'t be TH' S, A BOY, BECAUSE
OF WWOI AM | CAN T EVER JUST
WALK AVAY.

Annabel l e hurries back towards the carriage. Ms Carlyle
trails behind her..

M5 CARLYLE
Conme with nme. As long as you're
with ne, you Il be safe. |
prom se.

Ms Carlyle stops...

M5 CARLYLE
(pl eadi ng)
Cone wth ne.

Annabel | e st ops.
Ms Carlyle hurries and takes her hands...

M5 CARLYLE
You' || be safe, | prom se.

She ki sses Annabell e..

M5 CARLYLE
1’1l be out there, waiting until
m dni ght .

Annabel | e wal ks back to the carriage. The coachnman qui ckly
gl ances front. Annabell e slows her pace, as she anxiously
makes her way to carriage. W wonder along with her

whet her he saw the kiss...

EXT. SHED- NI GHT (1841)

There are slaves snoring on the floor. Annabelle is |lying
on her, she inspects around the place. Assured that every
soul is asleep, she gets on her feet, tip toes over the
sl eeping few. Then she opens the door gently...

EXT. FI ELDS- -

Annabel | e wal ks down the fields, |ooking at the distant,
as if at sonething or soneone...

ANNABELLE (V. O
So she she never stayed | ong
enough to attend the cerenony.

EXT. SOVEWHERE NOT FAR FROM THE CASTLE MANSI O\ -
Ms Carlyle, still dressed as a nan, |ooks at the noon. She

gl ances one nore tinme at the plantation fields in the
di stance. .. not hi ng. Nobody cones through it...
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ANNABELLE (V. O
That was the last tinme | ever
felt her.

Ms Carlyle turns around, and nmakes her way to the streets,
vani shing in the night...

ANNABELLE (V. O

| imagi ned she reached wherever
she was goi ng. That she marched
till her shoes were in pieces and
her feet sore. And she sat on a
chair, reading and watching the
sunset, thankful that it was al
for sonething bigger- "freedom
and nore"

EXT. CASTLE MANSI ON - EVEN NG (1841)

The entrance doors are w de open, as black servants stand
outside to wel conme inconmng carriages, lined up on the
driveway. White nmen and wonen dress in high status attires
step out of their carriages, entering the nmansion. W can
hear the soothing sound of fiddle strings, comng from
inside, and it’s lively.

| NT. CASTLE MANSI ON- -

Charles Jr, looking sharp in a suit, observes fromthe top
of the staircase railing with a glass of wine in his hand.
H s POV: nen and wonen dance while black servants play.
It’s a lovely party. However, his eyes don’'t agree. He
turns: Henry is wal king up the staircase as M chael foll ow
behind him M Boyle is heading down the stairway. As soon
as she’s near, Henry cups her ass. She’'s surprised but
undeni ably likes it.

CHARLES JUNI OR
(hi ssi ng)
Christ, Henry! Control yourself!
Last thing | need is ny father
br eat hi ng down ny neck about the
friendships | nake.

Joining Charles Jr at the railing...

HENRY
Your father adores ne.

CHARLES JUNI OR
Not hing is certainly beneath you.

HENRY
(eyes down the crowd)
Oh, 1l ook "ere.

Charles Jr POV: A group of danmsels speaking in a circle.
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The red haired with freckles is watching Mchael, who is
awkwardly snelling and tasting the w ne..

GEORCGE (V. O
Don’t yer dare enbarrass ne in
t here.
CUrT TO -
| NT. CARRI AGE- -

The carriage is noving. George sits with a cane between
his legs, as his eyes scrutinize Mason, who i s seated next
to his sister. Bonnie is glad about her brother’s

repri mandi ng.

GEORGE
O Lord help nme, 1'll break those
brittle bones. Yer keep shut,
not hin” about paintings, or queer
poens. Y hear?

Mason is staring, his eyes are daring.

GEORGE
Y’ hear boy?

MASON
Yes.

The carriage stops.
EXT. CASTLE MANSI ON ( ENTRANCE) - -

George steps out, so does Bonnie and then Mason. George
i nspects Mason one |last tine, and seem ngly spots
sonething on him Instantly, George pins his son agai nst
the carriage. The entering guests pry, George quickly
rel eases Mason, wary of the eyes around...

GEORGE
(repri mandi ng)
Yer’ a di sgrace. Not ny son.

BONNI E
Clearly.

Mason grinds his teeth angrily.

GEORGE
(at the coachman)
Get himout of here! Take him
hone!
(at Mason)
will find a renedy for this

I
illness. Aye, | shall!
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Ceorge races off, abruptly grabs Bonnie by the arm as he
makes his way to the nansion...

BONNI E
| don’t understand why you favor
him despite everything he is.

GEORGE
Everything he is? Wiat’s that
suppose to nean?

Ceorge pauses, sternly staring at Bonnie. Qoviously, she's
hi di ng sonet hing as her eyes flutter away. but she says
not hi ng. The guests keep prying as they wal k past so they
conti nue onward. . .

GEORGE
(whi spering while he smles
at the guests)
The next time yer speak w thout
bei ng spoken to, it’'ll be the
whor ehouse you’' Il be taned in,
i nstead of the castle househol d.

| NT. CASTLE MANSI ON- -

Henry notices the |ady | ooking at Mchael, who is stil
snelling the wine. Abruptly, Henry steals the w ne glass
off Mchael, and grabs his arm.

HENRY
Cone with nme.

M CHAEL
VWher e?

Haul i ng M chael down the stairs..

HENRY
Just foll ow ne!

Charles Jr sips, finally some anusenent as he watches his
friends wal k down the stairway. But that all ends as soon
as he spots Bonnie step in with George.

ON THE FLOOR:

Bonni e gazes at Charles Jr, who dutifully returns a smle
but shoves his back at her real quick, |eaning against the
rail. She’s slightly hurt but nusters through greetings
and smles fromother guests.

FROM A CORNER
Meanwhi | e, Henry stands al one, drinking a glass as he

stares at Mchael with the red haired | ady dancing on the
floor. He spots another group of ladies, tries his |uck
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with a smle, but to his disappointnent, they nockingly
| augh back at him He frowns, takes a step back and
escapes through the arriving guests.

UPPER FLOOR:

Wth his back against the rail, Charles Jr chugs down the
wine as his face floods in msery. Awaiter with a tray
wal ks by, he helps hinself for a glass, but the waiter
unaware, hurries off...

MALE VO CE
Wiy aren’t yer with your bride?

Charles tuns to investigate: George is approaching him

CHARLES JUNI OR
Bri de-t o- be.

GEORGE
| see. Be honored that | all owed
for nmy daughter’s hand.

CHARLES JUNI OR
It was given to ne since before |
| earnt to speak. Wasn't it?

GEORGE
| have great respect for yer
father, admrable man. | see why

he worries. Yer truly a
di sappoi nt nent .

CHARLES JUNI OR
How dare you

GEORGE
Only real nmen dare, young
Charles. Yer don't deserve her.
Never have. Yer’a nigger |over.

CHARLES JUNI OR
What ?

GEORGE

Apol ogi es for not clearing the
insult. Yer’a swine who beds with
ni ggers.

(spits on the floor)
Such filth! Now, | know about
your affections for this | earned
ni gger. The only reason why yer

still here is because | haven’'t

told your father... yet. And we

both know how that will sit with
hi m
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CHARLES JUNI OR
A swine for your daughter, how
fatherly.

Bef ore George coul d speak..

MALE VO CE
(heartily)
GEORGE!

Ceorge turns: it’s Edgar.

GEORGE
Edgar .

Bot h men exchange a handshake. Edgar spots Charles Jr...

EDGAR
Charl es Juni or

CHARLES JUNI OR
(courteously smling)

Sir.
Edgar and George are still held on to each other’s hand as
t hey speak. ..
EDGAR
|"ve got word that the old foo
won Ami st ad.

Ceorge’s eyes don’t take the news well as they stagger...
CUrT TO -
EXT. MANSI ON CASTLE ( ENTRANCE) - -

Henry stands at the entrance by hinmself, no servants are
there and no guests arrive anynore. The door is shut. In

t he background, the party goes on, lively as ever froma
wi ndow. He listens, its a quiet night. He isn't the silent
type so he paces back and forth, relentlessly. Stops.
Looks up: The driveway is darker than usual, just the
nmoonl i ght cascades on the shrubs, and onto a well dressed
LADY with a wi g, whose back we only see.

Henry wal ks to her...reaches, stands right beside her.
It’s difficult to see her face but one thing is for sure,
she is well dressed. Here, Henry is gentle, even romantic
when he speaks...

HENRY
| woul d ask you for a dance but
there is no nusic out here.

Not hi ng from her..
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HENRY
Don’t ignore ne tonight. Not you
too. Every soul hates to admt it
inthis place, but we’'re al

al one. ..
(whi speri ng)
| am al one.
She still says nothing, but sonething is clear: she’s

l'istening.

HENRY
No one ever |listens down here.

Henry gently touches her hand. She’s reluctant to touch.
HENRY
W' re al ways pl ayi ng on
assunptions and expectati ons.
CUT TO -
| NT. CASTLE MANSI ON ( UPPER FLOOR) - -

Edgar takes his | eave. George steps closer to Charles Jr,
his hands on the rails, whispering:

GEORGE
Y Il walk over there and ask ny
daughter for a dance. Y IIl wed

soon. Very soon. Y Il becone a
good husband to her. Not here,
but some place else, nane is
al ready tainted.

CHARLES JUNI OR
You will not threaten nme old nan.

GEORGE
Wth yer fortune at the tip of
tongue, yer do as | say. And I’
see to it that this runor dies
before it gains any feet. Go now.

Charles Jr contenplates for a second, |ooking for a way
out. It’s hopel ess. He | eaves.

UPPER FLOOR
CGeorge wat ches Charl es Junior pass through guests down the
staircase, and makes his to his daughter. He whispers in
Bonnie’s ears. She smles. Kisses himon the cheek. He
takes her hand and | eads her to the dance fl oor.

CUr 10 -

EXT. CASTLE MANSI ON ( DRI VEWAY) - -
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Still maintaining his gentle denmeanor, Henry pulls her in,
closer, until she is wapped in his arns.

HENRY
(l ooking in her eyes)
| don’t expect you to speak, and
| won’t assune your affection.
So, | ask... may | kiss those
[ips?

Still hard to see her face, but we can see she’s beautifu
behi nd the heavy nakeup. She nods as if she | onged for
it...Henry kisses her: it’s long and passionate. He | eans
out to see her in tears.

HENRY
Wiy do you cry?

Suddenly, she struggles to get out of his grip.

HENRY
At least tell ne your name before
you | eave, please?

She fights himoff but Henry holds on tighter...so tight
that the wig falls off..

HENRY
Mason?

Henry wat ches as Mason races down the driveway. He doesn’t
pursue. Instead, he picks the wg, sniffs it like a |over.

I NT. CHARLES JUNI OR S ROOMt NI GHT (1841)

Charles Jr is at his desk, drinking a bottle. H's hair is
unkenpt as his shirt is half-buttoned: He is drunk. The
curtains are dropped, the roomis poorly lit with a candle
burni ng out on the bed-head stool.

Annabel l e wal ks in...

ANNABELLE
You called for me, Charl es.

CHARLES JUNI OR
Charl es? When ny fat her passes, |
govern the house. My nother is to
obey ne. About time | exercise ny
dut i es.

ANNABELLE
O course.

CHARLES JUNI OR

You couldn’t just be silent when
Mason asked.
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ANNABELLE
Apol ogies. | wasn’t in the right
m nd.

CHARLES JUNI OR
You were. You wanted themto know
about what | do for you. You
couldn’t just--

ANNABELLE
| apol ogi ze but that wasn’t ny
i ntention.

He rises to his feet to gaze at her..

CHARLES JUNI OR
How coul d you?

ANNABELLE
Now, they all know N ggers have a
mnd just as the next white nman.

CHARLES JUNI OR
(eyes feasting on her)
Of wth your clothes!

ANNABELLE
(shocked)
Pl ease, Charles. Please, don't do

this.
He rips her dress, and cups her breast.

CHARLES JUNI OR
(ki ssi ng her neck)
You’ ve been whoring before. You
and Ms Carlyle, is it? | know all
about that.

ANNABELLE
Charl es, please.

He pushes her on the bed and takes off his clothes.

CHARLES JUNI OR
It’'s Master Charl es.

He falls on her. W only see Annabelle’'s face, crying as
he thrusts in her...

CHARLES JUNI OR
| am your master. | am your
master. | amyour master

Charles Jr is CLIMAXING W watch Annabell e’ s eyes
gradually stoic to the viol ence.
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CUT TO -
EXT. LAKE- DAWN
Annabel | e stands in bl oody clothes. Slowy, she undresses,

and wal ks in the water until half her body is i mrersed.
Her eyes wander off to unspoken woes...
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PRESENT DAY: 4

| NT. COTTAGE ( BEDROOM - NI GHT (1865)
Joy is still working on Annabelle’s hair.

ANNABELLE
Some nen have hearts drier than
dust and cold as corpse. They are
cruel - find pleasure in another’s
tear. And there is another nman,
the pain he caused tore him He,
unl i ke the cruel kind, was cut
open by those he held dearest,
tearing every flesh and feeding
it back to him

JOY
You don’t think he cruel ?

ANNABEL LE
How ol d was your nother?

JOY
After everything he done, you
don’t think he cruel ?

Joy realizes Annabelle is sternly | ooking at her.

JOY
She died old. Two decades ago.
She found a good man before she
got sold here. Wy you think he
aint cruel?

ANNABELLE
Men have fought battles agai nst
each other but the grandest of
themall is the battle wthin.
| nsi de, the soul. That is the one
t hey know they can’t ever win. So
they fight each other for false
feelings of security. Wat
happens to us, good or evil, are
echoes of our own soul, the one
we ignored, the denons inside.

JOY
It seens you fought yours just
right, here you are, a woman of
status, of respect.

ANNABELLE

Why? You think of ne as role to
aspire to?
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JOY
You doing just fine now, well,
yes.

ANNABEL LE

Leave now. Go on

Joy stops working on Annabelle’s hair, takes a step
back. .

ANNABELLE
Leave.

JOY
Apol ogi es- -

ANNABELLE
Save it!

Joy drops the conb and exits the room.. Annabelle | ooks
around, filled with rage, fum ng, panting then she trashes
all the objects on the dresser. She takes a breath,

rel axi ng herself as she eases into the mrror, unw nding
to the past..

FLASHBACK

| NT. PARI SH DAY (1841

Charles Jr is sliding the ring on Bonnie. Meanwhile a
M NI STER st ands between them..Amd the silent group of
seated guests, Charlotte is COUGH NG

M NI STER
| pronounce you husband and wife.
You may ki ss your bride.
Charl es Jr ki sses Bonnie.
Suddenl y:

Charlotte falls on the floor as bl ood oozes out of her
mout h. The crowd gets riled up around her.

CUr 1O -
| NT. CASTLE MANSI ON FI ELDS- M DDAY (1841)
Charles Jr’s stares down at us, his gaze lingers on... At
t he background is a parked carriage. W see Bonnie step
out of the carriage, approaching towards us, to Charles
Jr. She wraps her hand around his.

CHARLES JUNI OR
She’d want ne to stay here.
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BONNI E
We can stay here. Why can't we?

CHARLES JUNI OR
| want nothing here. And don’t
guestion ne.

Charles Jr breaks away from Bonni e’ s hol d.

CHARLES JUNI OR
W' re leaving this place.

She takes a nmonent, and then trails after him

W are left at the gravestone: CHARLOITE, WFE AND MOTHER
DI ED IN 1841

| NT. CASTLE MANSI ON (CHARLES' S CHAMBERS) - NI GHT (1841)

Behind a curtain, we watch Charles, as he sits at his
study, drinking. W sneak closer towards him..

CHARLES
VWho is there?

Wt hout | ooking up, Charles lifts the bottle..

CHARLES
Get nme nore!

W see Annabelle, in a night gown behind him eyes fum ng
W th rage.

CHARLES
(turning around)
Wio is...

Charl es puts down the bottle...

CHARLES
Charlotte? Wiy did you go?

Charl es stands on his feet, and wal ks up close to her,
going in for a kiss. But she noves back her face to earn
sonme di stance as he desperately follows it. He pauses,
eyes surrendering to her gaze, realizing that she wants it
at her own pace. It’s clear Annabelle is in charge here.
She pulls his face forward and ki sses him He | ooses
desperately init....

| NT. CASTLE MANSI ON- AFTERNOON (1841)

Annabell e is sweeping the living room while Joan and Hope
nove the chairs.
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JOAN
| hear it. | do. | hear 'emtalk.

ANNABELLE
Who did you hear it fronf

JOAN
It don't matter. It is happening
and they will skin us if they
know we know.

ANNABELLE
You didn't hear such talks.

JOAN
Ask Hope. | swear.

Hope nods at Annabell e.

ANNABELLE
Don’t matter, we’'re here. Forget
such tal ks.

JOAN
Master Castl e not seen around the
fields since his wfe's passing.

ANNABELLE
But that won’t stop himfrom
hearing things in his househol d
now, would it?

JOAN
Fick and the other nen speak of
it. They know sl aves getting
freed far out there.

Joan pauses as a white nmale servant wal ks in. He | ooks
around while they stay silent.

VWH TE SERVANT
(pointing at Annabell e)
You. M Castle would like to see
you in his chanbers.

Sur pri sed, Hope and Joan stare at Annabelle as she | eaves
W t hout hesitation. Taking note of the servant’s |ingering
gaze, the | adies quickly get back to work.

| NT. SHED- EVENI NG (1841)
Annabel l e ti ptoes over the wonen |ying asleep. Joan is

awake, as she lays on the floor. Annabelle finds a spot,
about to sit...
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JOAN
Whor e.

Annabel |l e doesn’'t settle in. Instead she turns back and
hurries out of the shed.

EXT. SHED- -

We sneak up behind Annabell e as she stares at the evening
fields.

BOY’ S VA CE
Wiy are you awake?

She turns around: it’s ANTWONE

ANNABEL LE
| find it hard to sleep in nights
i ke these.

ANTWONE
What ki nd?

ANNABELLE
You woul dn’t under st and.

ANTWONE
They call you nanes. They say you
becone Master’s new pl ayt hi ng.

ANNABELLE
What do you believe?

ANTWONE
It don't matter what | believe as
long as it is right by you.

ANNABELLE
VWhat kind of man is Vivian
rai sing? You shoul d have been
born later. You d make a fine
free nman.

ANTWONE
Mot her tells ne a lot of things.
She teach ne how to obey and be
good. But none of it ever nmatter
if I don't feel like doing any of
it.

ANNABELLE
Well, ny nother taught ne that
the worst thing to be is a
wor ner .
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ANTWONE
And you doin’ that?

ANNABELLE
In a way.

Annabel | e eyes wander away. ..

96.
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PRESENT DAY: 5

| NT. ANNABELLE S HOME- dawn (1865)

The candl e on the dresser had brunt out. O d Annabelle
seals a letter on the table. She stands, pulls another
candle fromthe drawer, lights it.

| NT. CORRI DOR- -

A d Annabelle wal ks with the candle, stop at a door, opens
it and watches Joy on the bed. W see Joy' s awake. ..

ANNABELLE
You head east. As fear east as
you can. You hear ne? You keep

goi ng.

Not hing from Joy as she lays in that silence. Annabelle
| eaves.

FLASHBACK

| NT. THE CASTLE CHAMBERS- EVEN NG (1851)

A kerosene | anp burns on the bed stool. Annabelle is
putting on her clothes. CHARLES CASTLE (72), lays on the
ot her side, watching her as she dresses.

CHARLES
You shoul d stay tonight.

Not hi ng from Annabel | e.

CHARLES
Why nust you | eave?

Charles turns to the bedhead and grabs sonething. He drags
hi msel f closer to her, then drops a small box on her | ap.

Annabel | e pauses.

CHARLES
Go ahead. Take a | ook.

She is observing the box...

CHARLES
| bought it at a jewel store in
my youth. | was quite the
romanti c once upon a tine. It
bel onged to a countess. Her
husband, despite his status
couldn’t bare the thought of his
men dying on the battlefield.
Al one and col d.

She opens the box: A golden neckl ace is inside.
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CHARLES
He took arns and left this for
her. Told her to wait for him and
shine its pearls at the towers.

ANNABELLE
Did he cone back?

CHARLES
Yes. In a six feet box with his
arnmor decorated on it. She kept
it anyway. Sone said she kept it
at the towers for as long as she
lived. Waiting. So the story
goes, or as told by the man who
sold it to ne.

Annabel | e picks the neckl ace, stares at its pearls. Then
she puts it back into the box and hands it to Charles.

CHARLES
What’s wong? You don't like it?

ANNABELLE
| nmust go.

CHARLES
Al'l these years..

He noves away from her and pl aces the box back on the
bedhead. He gets up and sits on the other side. Both their
backs are opposite one another as they sit on the sides.

CHARLES
| can have you whenever | want. |
can have you stay tonight if |
want. | can nmake you wear that
pearl for as long as it pl eases
me. What stops ne from doing al
t hat, hn®

Annabell e rises to her feet and heads for the
door...Charles sits there, drowning in nelancholy.

EXT. CASTLE MANSI ON ( DRI VEWAY) - M DDAY(1851)

Charles is shaking hands with GEORGE ADAMS, nuch ol der and
frail. At the background, slaves toil on the plantation.
Suddenl y, Bison, older now and sl ouched, is dragged in by
TWO white nen.

Bl SON

Master, please. | served well.
Mast er !
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GEORGE
| appreciate the hand, Charles.

CHARLES
O course.

The ot her slaves stop to watch.

Bl SON
Master, please? | served right. |
served right.

They throw himin a wagon.

GEORGE
Lacki ng manners does he? He'll
learn it at the rails. Thanks
again, old friend.

Charl es coughs hard in a handkerchief...

CHARLES
Pl easure is mne. My sincerest
synpat hy about Mason.

GEORGE
| tried as any father to get him
in proper manners. He is his
not her.

Charl es pats CGeorge’s shoul ders as a synpathetic gesture.
GEORGE
What gives a worman the right to

wal k away from her vows? No one
has seen her since.

Both nmen wal k towards a carri age.

CHARLES
My son never visits. | haven't
seen himfor so long. He hates ne
Ceor ge.

GEORGE

Last | saw him he resenbled a
| ot of you. You ought to be
proud.

CHARLES
Failing to visit is his way to
torture ne.

GEORGE
For what ?
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CHARLES
For everything, | suppose. Trying
as a father, in the best way I
knew.

GEORGE
You nerely tried to teach what
our fathers passed on to us. It’s
tradition. A man shoul d be

honor ed.
CHARLES
So nuch fighting. | amtired of
fighting.
Beat .
CHARLES

Years of attenpt to be better
than the British, yet they |ead
on cotton. And now, we are at war
with ourselves. You think it wll
end?

GEORGE
Too nmuch | ost. Too nuch deat h.
Al for what? But aye, all wars
end. Peace cones thence. But the
dead stay dead, and death shal
go on.

CHARLES
And the spoils will restore nen
back to sanity, if there is any
in this one.

Charl es | ooks ahead, spots Annabell e hanging clothes on a
l'ine.

EXT. FlI ELD- -

ANWIONE, now ol der and well built in his md 30s, plows
heftily.

EXT. DRI VEWAY- -
Ceorge notices Charles staring at Annabel | e.

GEORGE
Very well. | shall be off now.

Not hing from Charles as his eyes linger onto Annabelle..
EXT. FIELD- -
Antwone | ooks up...his POV: Annabelle is done, she picks

up the enpty basket, wal ki ng past the field. And then to
Charles is staring at Annabelle.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 101.

EXT. DRI VEWAY- -

CGeorge signals the coachman. The horses races off the
driveway....neanwhile Charles is watching Annabell e, walk
past...then he suddenly | ooks up...H s POV. Antwone is
staring at himfromthe field wth bits of disapproval.

Charl es | ooks around, not searching for anything in
particular as he frowns. He treads in the nmansion.

EXT. FlI ELD--

Antwone is still staring, his eyes fum ng hate, and his
hands cl utching on the plow

EXT. LAKE- NI GHT (1851)

We sneak up behind Annabel l e, as she is gazing at her
distorted reflection in the water. Suddenly, |eaves rustle
behi nd her, she listens intently then returns back to her
reflection.

ANNABELLE
Are you going to stalk fromthere
or be man enough to approach?

Wthout turning to investigate, she waits.

MALE VA CE
You ain’t frightened to be here,
all al one?

Ant wone approaches, then sits close to her, eyes
monmentarily adrift in the horizon.

ANTVONE
Gators stroll around this side of
the bank. Bite mi ghty awful.

ANNABELLE
|”ve been in these waters since |
was child. Nothing nore to be
fright about here, is there?

ANTWONE
Sonet hin’ you find here that you
can’t get?

ANNABELLE
There is nothing here. A woman
must find a place where nothing
can be ask of her.

ANTWONE
You a strange wonman, always been.
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ANNABELLE
| f your nother was alive, she' d
be ashaned of nme. She'd tell you
| am an ungodly woman i nfected by
the devil’s touch.

Antwone grabs a rock and hurls it in the water. It bounces
off the surface, drifting in the distance. Together, they
sit there, looking onward in that silence.

PRESENT DAY:

| NT. THE CASTLE CHAMBERS- DAWN (1865)

A d Annabel l e stands by the wi ndow, witing on a piece of
paper, eyes adrift. She folds it in half and places it on
the | edge. Then she wal ks away fromit.

CUT TO- -
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FLASHBACK: 6

| NT. THE CASTLE CHAMBERS- NI GHT (1851)

Charles is in bed. He looks ill as he coughs. Annabelle
stands at a table, stirring a cup.
CHARLES
| have an inage to keep.
ANNABELLE
| thought you | oved ne.
CHARLES
| do. Aye, | do. I|Inmagine the

runors.

She wal ks over with the cup and sits on the bed beside
hi m

ANNABEL LE

It woul d make ne happy.
CHARLES

My i mage, they’' |l speak--
ANNABEL LE

Shh. Sit up now.
Charles struggles to drink, gulping stressfully.
EXT. CASTLE MANSI ON ( DRI VEWAY) - MORNI NG (1851)

Joan, Hope (ol der wonen now) and Antwone are standing
besi de one another. A white LAWER, in a suit approaches.

LAWYER
|’ma state | awyer. These are
your papers claimng your
freedom Here.

He hands the papers to each one of them They re al
utterly confused...Joan | ooks at the papers, then | ooks

up. .

JOAN
W ain’'t | earned.

The man wal ks away wi thout a word...Joan’s stare lingers
on until Hope holds her hand. Together they trail after
the [ awyer... suddenly, Joan turns to di scover Antwone
st andi ng.

JOAN
Conme on.
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ANTWONE
| ain’t going.

JOAN
No. No, get over here. She did
this for us. She want you to go.
Come with us. Your nother would
have wanted this.

Ant wone hugs t hem

ANTWONE
Take care of yoursel ves.

Joan and Hope enter the carriage. Antwone watches as it
races off the driveway.

| NT. COTTAGE- NI GHT (1851)

W spy at Annabelle fromthe door, seated, snoking as her
gaze fixes out the window. W follow soneone sneaking up
behi nd her, closer, and closer, until we see out the

wi ndow. A field of slaves working...

ANNABELLE
You are mad for staying.

Ant wone st ands behi nd Annabel |l e. Pl aces both his hands on
her shoul der. Their eyes travel out the fields.

ANNABELLE
| thought tinme healed all plaques
but it is not so, Antwone.

ANTWONE
Perhaps, this is what living is,
to wap into the tines and warm
with the ways that fit your fate.

ANNABELLE
Per haps, there is another.

ANTWONE
W are all cogs and wheel s,
sunming to the clocks of our
past .

ANNABELLE
VWhat kind of nman did Vivian
rai se?

ANTWONE
| was born too |ate.
(beat)
Your wheel s danaged and you
repaired it with the way it
seened fit. No sin in that.
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ANNABELLE

Vi vian woul d’ ve said ot herw se.
ANTWONE

Don’t send ne away.
ANNABELLE

You' re young. You'll have a life

out of there.

W linger on, watching themin that silence, as Annabelle
snokes.

EXT. CASTLE MANSI ON ( DRI VEWAY) - AFTERNOON ( 1851)

Charl es stands with another man in a suit, next to a
carri age. Antwone approaches.

| NT. COTTAGE- -

Annabel | e spies through her window. The man in a suit
hands Antwone an envel ope. Reluctantly, he enters the
carriage. The horses cruises down the driveway. ..
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PRESENT DAY: 7

EXT. THE FI ELDS- DAWN (1865)
We are back to the present fromhere on and out.

A d Annabell e gazes at the fields, in her nighties and an
unlit candle in her hand. Her eyes are stuck in the
past... suddenly, the first |ight of dawn beans on her
face, reinserting her in the present. She wal ks up the
plantation field...

aJrT TGO -
EXT. OAK TREE---

Annabel l e sits at the top like she used to back in the
days. She sits there watching the sunrise. At the
background we see a carriage pulling down the driveway.

EXT. CASTLE MANSI ON ( ENTRANCE) - -

The carriage stops. CHARLES JR (49/50), steps out with a
cane and a frown which seens he's been wearing over the
years.

Qut conmes BONNI E ADAMS (44/45) after him old but still
preserved her beauty.

Charl es Jr | ooks around the conmpound, sizing up
everything, examning the details he has m ssed over the
years. It’s nore apprehensive than nostalgic. H s eyes
linger on the fields, spotting Annabelle on the Cak tree.

A VWH TE BUTLER (20) cones out of the mansion..

YOUNG BUTLER
Wel cone back Master Castl e.

CHARLES JUNI OR
VWhere’'s M Cal i ban?

YOUNG BUTLER
He passed, sir. It’s been five
years.

CHARLES JUNI OR
HmM
(turning to the fields)
Tell ny father | have received
his letter and I will join him
shortly.

YOUNG BUTLER
O course.

The young butler attends the |uggage. Bonnie is wal king
towards Charles Jr...
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CHARLES JUNI OR
(instructively)
Go i nsi de.

Bonni e stops, and her POV: Charles trudges up the fields.
She turns and sonberly nmakes her way into the mansion.

Cur 16 -
EXT. OAK TREE- -

Annabel l e’s eyes glitter as the soft norning sunrise
shimmers in. She smles...

ANNABELLE
How | ong has it been? You never
came hone. You said you' d be the
mast er around here.

St andi ng bel ow, Charles Jr frowns...

CHARLES JUNI OR
It is surprising to find that you
are still here. | wagered you
woul d have been sold by now Get
down fromthere.

ANNABELLE

Fancy a clinb, |ike when we were
young?

(sizing himup)
You never were a bright one. Wth
all the books you read, you never
were. | hope nmarriage was worth
t he troubl e.

CHARLES JUNI OR
How stupid of you to ever think
we were equal s.

ANNABELLE
Your nother, you miss her? | mss
m ne everyday. She won't be too
happy of what | turned into but
all the sanme, | would want her
here. Your nother, she was kind.
I n her own way, she was.

CHARLES JUNI OR
Don’t you dare speak her nane!
Get down from there!
CUr 10 -
EXT. THE CASTLE CHAMBER- -

Bonni e stands at the door.
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BONNI E
(softly)
M Castl e?

Not hi ng, no answer so she KNOCKS, but the door creaks
open. ..

ANNABELLE (V. O)

Poi son is a wonan’s weapon, is
it?

Carefully, she steps in..
| NT. THE CASTLE CHAMBER- -

Bonni e’ s POV: Wndows are shut, no |light escape through.
The bed is covered around with a curtain. Hard to see
t hrough the curtains.

BONNI E
M Castle, we heard you were ill

Not hi ng. She | ooks to the wi ndow, and spots a sheet of
paper, folded in half, sitting on the | edge. She nmakes her
way to it...

ANNABELLE (V. O
She was ki nder, your nother. She
was nore obedi ent and knew her
pl ace, accepted it with grace.

Bonni e picks it up, and reads "Freedom and nore." Her eyes
remenberi ng the words but as she does, she notices the

bl oodstain on her gloves- it came with the note. Fear
rushes in as she becones nore cautious about her every
nmove. ..she wal ks towards the bed, tracing snudges of bl ood
on the floor. Mdre blood on her path, the nearer she

gets. ..

ANNABELLE (V. O
Your father once said to nme that
we were all whoring oursel ves for
sonet hi ng. He m ght have had a
beastly touch, but, nonethel ess
he was right indeed.

...until finally Bonnie pulls over the curtain, and Her
POV: Charles lays in a pool of blood with a knife in his
chest.

CUrT TO -
EXT. OAK TREE- -

CHARLES JUNI OR
You' || pay for what you ve done.
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ANNABELLE
Maybe soneday, we’ll sit on oak
trees, | ook beyond the horizon
and wi sh for blissful things.
That is when the world has a
softer touch, and we stop selling
freedomto ourselves. Instead
we'll be it, yes, and not just
from shackl es and chai ns, no, no,
but fromthe eyes of the
wor | d.

Annabel l e |ights the candl e.

Charl es Jr | ooks down, notices the oil spilled all over
t he ground.

We follow the candl e dropping on the ground and just |ike
that, the whole place lights up. W get closer into
Annabel | e, her eyes adrift to:

I NT. COTTAGE- N GHT

Annabel I e’s eyes are on a book. Reading intently by the
burni ng enber of the fireplace. She s younger, just as
when she was in her 30s. Wapped in a shaw .

Someone approaches from behind, we |ean into Annabelle as
this person gets closer. The person places a hand on her,
bl ack nmal e hands. Annabelle smles, famliar with that
touch. He bends in for a kiss on her cheek. It’s Antwone.
Sanme age as her. Wearing an apron. Suddenly, the kettle
WHI STLES. Annabell e shuts the book. Her cue to attend it.

ANTWONE
11 get that.

Antwone snothers her with one |ast kiss. Leaves. The
enbers CRACKLE. Annabelle | ooks up, flanes shinmrering in
her eyes. It’s dreanlike. ..

EXT. OAK TREE- -

Annabel l e's eyes are consunmed with flanes. And she | eaves
us with a smile.

EXT. CASTLE MANSI ON- -

VWhite nen, sone on horses and others on foot, race with
buckets of water to the burning field.

| NT. CARRI AGE- -

Bonni e stares at the note in her hand. Looks out at the
burni ng oak tree. Eases back, faces us, stares at us,
sonething in her eyes screans rebel.

EXT. SHED- -
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Joy heads into the shed, while one by one, the slaves cone
out. They watch the flames grow ng, getting bigger and
viol ent, consum ng the oak tree in the distance.

EXT. DRI VEWAY

We wat ch Bonni e’ s carriage di sappeari ng down the driveway,
t hrough a cl oud of snoke.

EXT. SHED- -

Joy conmes out with a packed cloth over her shoul der, eyes
on the fields...

JOY
Fol | ow me.

LI TTLE FEMALE SLAVE
Were do we go?

JOY
East .

THE END



