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"The Prizefighter"

Screenplay by

Jason Young
Based on the short story titled

The Ebony Imposter
 by

Jason Young
A legend appears on the screen: 

21st AUGUST 1810 - ENGLAND
FADE IN:
We see the face of a black prizefighter. His name is THOMAS MOLINEAUX, and he holds his fists up in a milling position. He maintains eye contact as the camera begins to circle him.
REVERSE ANGLE
We see the face of a white prizefighter - TOM BLAKE. He is an unhandsome looking man who is embittered by an undistinguished prizefighting career.
TWO SHOT – MOLINEAUX and BLAKE

With the speed of light, Molineaux punches Blake in the jaw, sending him tumbling to the ground. He remains stunned for a moment, and then rises to his feet to ready himself for another attack. 
Without any warning, Molineaux cuts through Blake’s defence again and punches him twice in the face, knocking him out for good.  Molineaux has won.

The referee lifts Molineaux’s hand and says:
REFEREE

I pronounce the winner -  Thomas...Molineaux.
A cheer goes up for him as he returns to his corner of the ring. He is joined by his trainer and second, BILL RICHMOND – a black American.
RICHMOND

Well done, Molineaux. Now you’re ready to fight Tom Cribb and challenge for the championship of England.
They trade smiles, and then stare at the crowd.

FADE TO:
EXT. LEICESTER SQUARE - DAY
Molineaux walks down Leicester Square dressed in his suit, hat and cane. He is very much the English gentleman – a black Englishman – basking in the fruits of his prize money. Hands dart towards him to congratulate him on his victory. Others just want to participate in his success. He is happy, and he skirts his way through the mob to enter his apartment.
INT. APARTMENT - DAY
He walks to the door of his ground floor apartment, and as he does so he hears the footsteps of someone coming down the stairs. He turns round and sees EVELINA SPENDER – a Georgian divorcee whose former husband relieved her of all of her assets.
MOLINEAUX

Good morning, Miss Spender.
She darts him a look – a nothing look, eliminating his presence at an instant.

He watches her leave the apartment, and his need for companionship forces him to say:
MOLINEAUX
Even in a gentleman’s suit I’m still seen as little more than a slave.  But I’m gonna win you, Miss Spender.  Even if I have to lose the championship to do it.

His face starts to cloud as the barrier of loneliness envelopes him.

DISSOLVE TO:
INT. RICHMOND’S BOXING ACADEMY - DAY
Richmond and Molineaux are beginning to spar in a mock prize-ring.

RICHMOND

Now the way you approach your fight with Cribb should be like having a conversation. Only this time you’re using your fists. Speak to him in the language of bare-knuckle fighting. When he offers you an offensive, all his energy is at the end of his fist. Once you can get inside his defence and divert his fists, he is an open target. Let’s begin.
The two men start to trade blows.

DISSOLVE TO:
INT. APARTMENT - EVENING
Molineaux arrives home and notices Evelina in the hallway reading a newspaper.

MOLINEAUX

Good evening, Miss Spender.
She looks up at him, and for the first time acknowledges his presence.

EVELINA

Hello. Is it true that you’re going to fight Tom Cribb for the honour of England?

MOLINEAUX

That’s what they tell me.

EVELINA

And if you win...does that mean you’ll be rich?
He sees her area of interest in him, and decides to use it as bait to draw her in.

MOLINEAUX

It means that I’ll be the first black man to be champion of England.
She considers him, and begins to change her opinion about him.

EVELINA

I’d like to know more about this prizefighting profession that you’re in.

MOLINEAUX

Perhaps we could discuss it over a drink at the Horse and Dolphin tonight. I could collect you in an hour.
She pauses for a moment to consider, and then agrees.

EVELINA

Alright. In an hour it is.
She turns and walks up the stairs.

Molineaux looks up at her, noticing the swing of her hips.

MOLINEAUX

No, Miss Spender. The honour of England is not in the prize-ring. The honour of England is you.
His face clouds once more, as if in memory of some previous engagement with white women.

DISSOLVE TO:
INT. HORSE AND DOLPHIN - EVENING
Molineaux and Evelina sit at a table drinking ale.

EVELINA

I hear you were the champion prizefighter of America, Mr. Molineaux!

MOLINEAUX

That’s right, Miss Spender. I fought my way out of slavery as a prizefighter. When there was no one else to fight, I decided to come to England.

EVELINA

I’d like to see you fight. You strike me as a man of strength.
FRANK MYERS comes up to the table and makes his presence felt.

MYERS

I wouldn’t be seen with this ebony imposter if I were you, miss.
Evelina looks up at him.

EVELINA

And why is that, Mr. Myers?

MYERS

Because there isn’t a soul in England that wants a black man to win the championship.
Molineaux looks at him.

EVELINA

I’d be careful of entertaining such notions. Mr. Molineaux might win.

MYERS

He won’t live long enough to enjoy it if he does. Mark my words, Miss Spender. If Cribb loses, Molineaux dies.
Molineaux rises to his feet and throws his gloves on the table.

MOLINEAUX

I’ll have your head for that, Myers.

MYERS

Well, the ebony imposter wants to wage battle does he? Can’t be much of a gentleman if he has to fight in front of a woman.
Molineaux looks at Evelina, and then picks up his gloves.

MOLINEAUX
I’m sorry, Miss Spender.
He trades looks once more with Myers and then leaves the table. Evelina runs after him.
EVELINA

Fight him, Molineaux. Fight him.
He stops and looks at her. He then turns and looks back at Myers. She detaches herself from him and finds a corner to observe. Molineaux stands where he is, holding Myers in his eye.
Myers takes off his jacket and throws it onto the table.

Molineaux remains unmoved.

Myers steps up to him.

Molineaux just looks at him.

Myers advances towards him, but Molineaux retreats back two steps in a feline motion, ready to explode into action.

Myers looks at him in surprise, if not, admiration.

Molineaux begins to circle Myers slowly, taking off his jacket and placing it on the floor. He continues to hold Myers in his eye like Achilles would Hector in a private war. When he completes his circle, he stands facing Myers in a milling stance, ready to do battle.
Myers offers an offensive, but Molineaux nullifies it in one single movement without losing his posture.

Myers looks at Molineaux.

Molineaux stands self-possessed like a cat purring.

Myers throws a left, then a right, but all of his artillery is neutralized by Molineaux.

Myers’ chest swells with expended energy.

Molineaux remains composed, wanting to bring this little exercise to an end.

Myers looks back at him, not knowing what to do. His eyes suddenly rest on a bottle at the bar.
Molineaux stares at him and smiles, daring him to rise to the challenge.

Myers grabs the bottle, smashes it against the bar to create a spiked weapon and points it at Molineaux.

Molineaux looks unfazed. There is neither fear nor anxiety in his eyes, but rather patience, inviting Myers to offer an offensive.
Myers lunges the spiked weapon towards him, but Molineaux locks his arm skillfully with both of his, releasing the weapon from his hand. He then picks Myers off the floor and raises him in the air, suspending him in time and space for a while. A moment later, he drops him onto a table, breaking it in half as he falls to the floor. Myers is out cold, and the fight has come to an end. 
Molineaux searches the faces of each and every person in the pub, checking for any further assault. None is offered.
He rescues his jacket as he looks at Myers’ immobile body on the floor, and then walks over to Evelina.

MOLINEAUX

I believe it’s time to escort you home now, Miss Spender.

She joins her arm with his, and they both step out of the pub like husband and wife. He is now her hero.
EXT. LEICESTER SQUARE - NIGHT
Molineaux and Evelina make their way back home.

EVELINA

You fight well, Mr. Molineaux. I didn’t realize the strength that lies behind those dandy clothes that you wear. I think the woman who catches you will be well protected.

MOLINEAUX

I was rather hoping that I would catch you, Miss Spender.

EVELINA

Me, Mr. Molineaux. Now what can a divorcee like myself bring to a relationship with you?
He stops and looks her in the eye.

MOLINEAUX

You’ve yet to meet a real man.
He takes the lead and kisses her softly on the lips. It is a prolonged, sensuous kiss keenly enjoyed by both. She wraps her arms around his neck, and they continue to kiss in ecstasy. Their passion builds, and she nuzzles his neck with pleading, anxious urgency as she says:

EVELINA

Make love to me.

She offers him her mouth to be kissed as their breathing mingles. He responds hungrily, both of them wanting to be rid of their clothes.
DISSOLVE TO:
INT. EVELINA’S BEDROOM - NIGHT
She is on top of him on the bed, kissing his bare chest, exploring his body. She begins to lick his hair, and then moves lower...lower...straight down south beyond the view of the camera to take him into her mouth. 

DISSOLVE TO:

LATER

Cloaked in deep shadow, we see Molineaux on top of Evelina, grinding her with the energy and vigour that being a slave for twenty-five years can bring. Her sturdy legs wrapped around his waist locks him deeply within her, meeting each thrust with equal anxiety that being a divorcee can bring. They are melting into one another.

The camera pulls back, displaying an amount of good taste by exiting the room. 

FADE TO:
A legend appears on the screen:
18th DECEMBER 1810 – EAST GRINSTEAD
EXT. COPTALL COMMON - DAY
TOM CRIBB walks into the prize-ring. He has pride in his eyes – the pride of a man who has served in the king’s navy against Napoleon. He is the sum of a man whose identity is wrapped up in fighting for king and country. But there is also a quiet earth beneath him. He is a man who has gone to hell and back and won the honour of England. He is unthreatened by Molineaux who stands at his end of the ring. He looks trim, but could be trimmer.
Both men walk to the centre of the ring and face up to each other.

CRIBB

Be warned, Molineaux. You will not be the victor this day.

MOLINEAUX

We will see.
The weight of this statement lands heavily on him as he makes his way back to his corner of the ring. There is something about its content that disturbs him – perhaps the poignancy of truth. Maybe the championship of England is beyond his grasp.
The referee starts the contest, and the two fighters begin to circle each other. There is battle in their eyes as they feel each other out in silent communication. Cribb offers the first offensive, but Molineaux eludes him by shifting his hips from left to right. He moves lightly on his feet, swaying his body from side to side in a quiet rhythm within. He is defining his space, taking control of the prize-ring and Cribb in the process. Everything that Cribb offers is either neutralized or off-target.
Cribb holds back to face Molineaux, trying to get the full measure of the man.

Molineaux smiles back at him and advances slowly into his personal space. Before Cribb can raise an eyebrow Molineaux fires a combination of punches that sends him tumbling to the ground. Victory is now assured.
All of a sudden the crowd begin to descend upon Molineaux like a great behemoth shouting: kill the ebony imposter. Hands seize him from behind, and the sheer weight of the numbers of gentlemen set upon him causes his wrist to snap. He screams out in pain, and Cribb comes to his rescue to fight off the mob. The crowd return to their seats, but Molineaux is now damaged goods. Cribb has gathered his strength back and ready to resume the contest. Molineaux rises to his feet, then abandons himself to impending doom.
DISSOLVE TO:
INT. APARTMENT - MORNING
Molineaux comes out of his apartment door. The fire has gone out of him, leaving him a shell of what he once was. Evelina walks down the stairs, and he registers her presence.
MOLINEAUX

Miss Spender.
She slows down, reluctant to look at him.

MOLINEAUX

Miss Spender...I’m sorry I didn’t win the honour of England for you.
Her eyes begin to well up with tears, and her dreams of prosperity shattered.

EVELINA

They said that you displayed the finest milling that they ever seen from a prize-fighter. And that you took your beating like a man.
MOLINEAUX

God only knows I should have won that fight. Perhaps the people of England aren’t ready for a black champion.

EVELINA

I have to go now, Mr. Molineaux.

MOLINEAUX

I’ll be moving out today, Miss Spender. I’m leaving London cause I can’t compete no mo’. I’m going to try my luck touring the country teaching young talent how to fight. I guess this is goodbye.
There are unvoiced emotions in her face, but instead of speaking them he walks out of the apartment.

Molineaux just stands there silently, a lone figure in the shadowy corridor. He is the loneliest man in the world, and he gathers himself together to leave and face his lonely death.




FADE OUT.

