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EXT. COUNTRY SKY, LOUISANNA-1850S-NIGHT

An endless sea of brilliant stars sparkle in the dark
sky. A single one room wooden cabin stands like a small
pin point on the open land. A star falls from the sky.
The star shatters and explodes like fireworks. Gold dust
from the star falls like rain onto the shabby cabin
below. A woman screams from inside the cabin.

INT. ALFREDO & ANNA’'S SLAVE CABIN, NIGHT

A simple cabin with a few chairs, filled woven baskets
and a row of wooden bowls filled with water.

Grey haired midwife SULA stands between young ANNA’S
draped bent knees with the authority of Moses parting the
sea. Sula’s rough wide brown cloak billows and blends
into the dark wood floor. ALFREDO, Anna’s 24 year old
life partner, stretches out on the floor like her
personal lounge chair. She braces her brown body against
his to summon another push for their coming child. He
jams his feet into the floor for traction as CORA, Anna’s
Black, yet Irish-looking mother, paces back and forth.
Sula’s chubby brown arms move quick like a maestro,
conducting a symphony.

ALFREDO balances the weight of Anna’s body between his
open knees as she receives another surprise contraction.
His back hollows to curve, as she throws her head back
into his chest. She screams in pain. He clenches her
hands.

SULA
Yes!

Anna screams again. Sweat pours down Alfredo’s face. Sula
jumps like a preacher, high on Sunday service.

SULA
Yes! I seen it!
(to Cora)
You see that!

0ld sturdy Cora scrambles forward to see for herself.
CORA

I heard about that. Never seen it
before...



SULA
I ain’'t never seen it either. But
I been taught, know what it’s
supposed to look like. She’s
yours!

ANNA
What that mean?

Sula’s back and hands are in continuous motion as she
tends to the new born behind the veil of Anna’s skirt.

ALFREDO
A girlittl

SULA
That’s right honey, you asked the
right question. What, not who?
What you got here is more than
just somebody.

Baby cries as Sula turns her over to slap her bottom.

ALFREDO
She got all her fingers? Can she
see?

SULA

You ain’t listening...

CORA
He ain’t heard.

Sula hands the tightly swaddled baby to Cora. Smiling the
sun, Cora examines the tiny package in her hands.

SULA
Least thing you gotta worry about
this child,if she got all her
parts. Way she come out the womb,
things placed around her, she
packaged up, the only way royal
spirits walk out the door. (beat)
Who’s gonna take her to Congo
Square?

Cora’s eyes remain fixed on the infant.



CORA
Keys the only one to go.

INT. MASTER’'S PLANTATION BIG HOUSE-NIGHT

FLASH IN:

Master'’s bedroom furnished by Crate and Barrel, circa

1880.

Two generations of worried family members hoover around
the large framed bed. Bright eyed and with the wise vigor
of Jack La Lane, eighty year old slave KEYS, knocks at

the bedroom door.

KEYS
Masa, I found the--

MISTESS
Doctor!

DOCTOR
Get-—-

MASTER

(wheezing)

Let him in! He tended to my father
and my grandfather.

Keys sits on the bed to gingerly tip the master’s
youthful 25 year old head back to feed him the medicine.

KEYS
Drink this here, Masa.

KEYS
(to doctor)
His fever'’ll drop in about an
hour. He’ll need to sleep till mid
morning. I’'1l1l be back then.

The young MISTRESS begins to cry. Cradling an infant

girl, MISS, she follows Keys out of the room.

MISTRESS
Will he die? Doctor says, James
will die?



KEYS
Not while I'm here, Ma’am. I’'1l1l be
back in the morning. He'’ll be
fine.

Her body shakes as she shrinks two feet. The infant
cries. Keys touches the baby who calms and quiets.

KEYS
(to infant)
That’s right, little Miss.

FLASH OUT:

INT. ALFREDO AND ANNA'S SLAVE CABIN-NIGHT

Anna groans as her pelvis involuntarily contracts.
Alfredo holds her tightly in his arms. He caresses her
brow as she rolls her tired head into his shoulder for
rest.

CORA
Masa let’s him go whenever he
wants.

SULA
Tell him--

ALFREDO
He'’'s not taking my child to New
Orleans.

Anna sighs, as she turns and curls into a fetal position
onto Alfredo. He tenderly rocks her back and forth. Cora
and Sula huddle around the sleeping infant.

CORA
This child belong to the sun.
Sooner you realize that, the
better we’d all be!

SULA
This child needs the drum.

ALFREDO
They use them drums to call war!

SULA
And heal...



ALFREDO
I don’'t want her getting caught in
some uprising.

CORA
(to Sula)
Congo Square the only place white
folks allow the drum.

SULA
(to Cora)
Only place you gonna find someone
can play the right rhythm for her
head.

CORA
Whole power of her destiny is up
in her head.

Anna lets out a long sigh. Alfredo gets up to bring a
bowl of water and a cloth. He moves around Anna'’s body as
he dips the cloth in the water to clean her body. Anna’s
face grimaces periodically in pain.

ATLFREDO
I don’'t believe that ole mess.

SULA
Don’'t matter if you believe it or
not. That’s the way it is, this
child is a part of the drum.

ALFREDO
Masa would split my family; for
taking her off that way. No. She’s
mine. I made her.

Sula lays a small blanket to cover Anna and the baby as
the baby lays on Anna to nurse.

SULA
Boy, you didn’t make nothing. You
just rode the horse bringing in
the cart. This child got a lot
more to do than be your girl! She
got a whole world waiting for
her... Folks lined up in place--

Exhausted, Anna struggles to open her eyes to see her
newborn child. Frozen in awe, Alfredo watches his family.



CORA
Like the first priest to play her
song--

SULA
They lined up, waiting on her
road. Sure you one of um; but you
gotta learn when to get out da

way!

ALFREDO
This is my family!

SULA
Anna?

ANNA
This is our family.

CORA
Damn him!

SULA

(to Cora)

She could try--

CORA
Try what!

SULA
Try it herself. She her mother;
carried her. She probably got a
direct link herself for the girl.

CORA
What you mean?

SULA
I mean, being her mama; she might
be able to open up a door, from
where the girl come from and pull
down what she need, without a
drum; if she love her enough.
Mother’s love might do that?

CORA
Sit up, Anna. Sit her up!

Alfredo helps Anna position herself on the hard floor. He
sits behind her, becoming her chair.



They both carefully cradle the baby in their arms as
Alfredo embraces Anna from behind. Weary, Anna listens.
She fights to hold her neck up straight to focus.

SULA
You gone have to hear the song all
by yourself; but it’s out there.
You breathe it on her head, let
her crown soak it up, like one of
them wise men trying to seal up
Jesus in Bethlehem; with
frankincense and myrrh.

ANNA
What'’'s that?

SULA
Stones. You lucky. What she need
you can pull out the air; Jjust
sound, the right sound. Her hair
oughta soak it up, coil it around
her head like a crown. Protect the
true treasure inside.

CORA
That’s why hair kinks and coils
the way it do.

ALFREDO
Brujeria.

SULA
What’s that?

CORA

He does that when he can’t speak
his mind... Any-who, The tighter
the kink the more power it can
store inside. Most of mine is
straight, but I got one, right
here on the top of my head.

Cora pulls on a tightly coiled hair on the top of her
head of straight pepper grey hair. The hair springs back
and bounces like a live wire.

CORA
It got an African Warrior in it;
waiting to jump out!



Cora dances around the room like a warrior on the hunt.
Sula, clicks her tongue and claps her hands to perfectly
accent Cora’s movements. Cora takes down her prey with a
bow and arrow. The two women fall onto each other
laughing. Tired, Ann slumps between Alfredo’s legs to lay
on the floor, resting her head on his thighs. He careful
holds their child on her chest with both of his hands.

ANNA
I'll do it. After I rest a little.
(beat)
What should we call her?

ALFREDO
Seflove, so she remembers self-
respect is the only protection a
slave can ever have.

Anna'’'s eyelids flutter as she drops deep into sleep
smiling. Alfredo takes the baby from Anna’s chest and
disentangles himself from Anna.

CORA
She must be promised to someone
high and mighty!

ATLFREDO
Promised?

CORA
They already choose each other
where she’s from.

Holding the child with one hand, he places a folded cloth
for support beneath her head.

ALFREDO
(indignant)
When she is grown, she will
choose.

SULA
Already done.

CORA
He got a mighty name. You’ll see.

ATLFREDO
She is a slave!



Sula looks at Cora in disbelief.

CORA
He takes on slow.

Sula distastefully looks Alfredo up and down.

SULA
Where you say he’'s from again?

CORA
Cuba.

SULA
Oh. (beat) She’ll be free. Has
to...

Alfredo sternly approaches Cora.

ALFREDO
It’'s dangerous to put such things
in her head!

CORA
That’s what we’ve been trying to
tell you! They already in her
head!

INT. ALFREDO AND ANNA’'S SLAVE CABIN-SIX MONTHS LATER-
NIGHT

Anna'’s golden breath falls like magical dust, settling
into Seflove’s curls. Anna smiles into the eyes of infant
Seflove as she sings. Mother and child rock back and
forth in a tattered old rocker. The gold dust dances and
falls onto Seflove’s eyelashes, as her heavy lids close.
Anna rocks Seflove into sleep.

Anna'’s breath creates a warm golden hue of light in the
dark, bare, wooden room with only two other chairs and
numerous baskets filled with sewing utensils and fabric
to be mended at Anna'’s feet.

Anna blows golden light onto Selove’s head. Her curls
puff up, uncoil, and deflate as Seflove smiles in her
sleep. The gold dust of Anna’s breath circulates inside
the curl like an electrical current. Seflove yawns and
exhales the golden dust.



Alfredo tosses and turns, under the blanket on the floor.
He pulls the edge of the cover over his head.

ALFREDO
You worry to much. You don’t have
to pray-over her head every night.

Petite Anna turns her back to towering Alfredo on the
floor, as she plays in Seflove’s hair. The thick curl
twined around Anna’s finger reaches toward the sound of
Anna’s voice. Anna smiles with self-satisfaction as she
kisses Sefloves’s chubby face. Underneath colorful,
tattered, patch quilt blanket Alfredo kicks and ruffles
the cover that is too short for his long legs.

INT. ALFREDO AND ANNA'S SLAVE CABIN- EIGHT YEARS LATER-
NIGHT

Alfredo cuddles close to Anna under blanket on the floor.

ANNA
(yells toward the
half-open door)
Seflove, come to bed!

ALFREDO
(as he snuggles
closer)
Let her play...

Anna laughs 0.S. From outside a silver flood of light
seeps through the cracked open front door onto the wooden
cabin floor.

EXT. FRONT PORCH-NIGHT

Seflove stands barefoot on the thick grained front porch
under a luminous full moon. Her braids unweave, commanded
by the sound of her voice as she sings.

Sections of her coily hair unwind, as they thin, and
straighten to reach for the light of the silvery moon.

Seflove laughs and shakes with excitement, as her hair
shrinks back into coils as it conducts the silver light
from the moon. She watches her breath in the cold air
like silvery dust.
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ANNA (0O.S.)
Seflove, get in here!

Seflove abruptly closes her mouth. In a split second her
hair weaves into braids close to her head. She stands
looking like she just got caught, wide eyed, and immobile
in the shadow of the moon.

INT. ALFREDO AND ANNA’'S CABIN-NIGHT (LATER)

Eyes closed, under the cover on the floor, Alfredo and
Anna lay on either side of Seflove. Eyes wide open
Seflove takes in a long deep breath.

SEFLOVE
We are one...

ALFREDO
(to Seflove)
Quit playing!

Seflove holds her breath and dramatically waves her arms
in the air as if she will explode.

ALFREDO (CONT'D)
Let it out through your nose.

She exhales and giggles.

ANNA
(sarcastic)
She was just playing...

SEFLOVE
(tenderly)
Mama, sing me a song.

Alfredo pretends to snore loudly. He turns his body to
steal all of the blanket. Anna pulls the blanket back to
cover the family.

ANNA
(to Seflove)
Go to sleep.

Alfredo turns around to reach his arm to snuggle both
Anna and Seflove.

11



EXT. PLANTATION BRUSH-DAY
A dense green thicket without any outlet in sight.

Bushes and branches almost swat Anna. She blocks them
with her arms as she follows behind Keys. Keys quickly
dodges through the brush like Briar Rabbit bouncing
through the thicket.

He stops and starts in front of plants, snaps his head in
multiple directions to survey the rich plant life.

ANNA
I come here--

The thicket opens onto an open field with a river
shrouded by trees.

KEYS
Watch your feet!

Anna lifts the edge of her dress as they step onto muddy
terrain. Keys jumps over a path of river rocks like a
light footed Leprechaun in the forest.

Anna carefully finds her balance on each rock before she
moves to the next. From across the river, Keys stares at
Anna who teeters on a slippery rock. He bounds back to
her, leaping on a succession of rocks as the water rushes
beneath their feet.

KEYS
Gimmie your hand.

Holding hands, he helps her to cross. As soon as they
step on land, he squats down to inspect a flower like a
serious chemist. He crushes the petal between his
fingers, smells the juice. He tests it’s consistency.

KEYS
What you want?

ANNA

Masa thinking a sending me to New
Orleans.

KEYS
He ain’t gonna send you away.

12



ANNA
Gimmie your word, he send me away,
You bring Seflove to see me.

He stops inspecting his plant to look at her seriously,
then tenderly.

KEYS
Course I would... Here, help me
pick these, just the dark ones,
leave the light ones for later.

He places the delicate petals into her cupped open palms.

INT. ALFREDO AND ANNA'S SLAVE CABIN-NIGHT

Shadows falls upon the floor like ghosts as Seflove sobs
into Anna’s waist.

SEFLOVE (CONT'D)
You can’t leave me!

Seflove runs to barricade the front door. Alfredo moves
to stop Seflove. Anna motions “no”. They watch Seflove
exhaust herself as she positions the three chairs and
sewing baskets in front of the door. Seflove falls to the
floor. Anna comforts weeping Seflove.

ANNA
Sing it out. Don’t let that
sadness fester inside you.

Seflove drowns on air as she snivels and wails in
between sputters and spurts.

CORA
Let the child cry!

Seflove shakes and heaves as she sobs in Anna’s arms.
Alfredo sits in a chair, his legs spread wide. His elbows
rest on his thighs, holding his head between his knees.
He speaks in a mad staccato which progressively becomes a
song that is interspersed with the sound of Sefloves’
crying.

Seflove takes Anna’s open palm to kiss frantically.
Seflove opens her palm for Anna to kiss.

SEFLOVE
Kiss it all...

13



Seflove bows her head. Anna covers it with kisses.

SEFLOVE
Kiss it all.

She reaches out her arm and shoulders for Anna to kiss.
Anna sheds tears as she covers Seflove in kisses.

SEFLOVE
You forgot, right here!

Anna covers Seflove'’s back and ankles. Seflove stops her,
holds Anna’'s face with her grubby little hands. Seflove
kisses every inch of her mother’s face.

SEFLOVE
Bend down.

Anna kneels before Seflove. Alfredo slowly lifts his head
as he finishes his song.

SEFLOVE
Shh. Shh...I gotta bless you.

Cora’'s heavy sobs are heard from across the room as
Seflove sweetly sings over Anna’s head. Anna closes her
eyes as gold dust falls onto her lashes.

EXT. KEYS CABIN-DAY

Simple one room wood cabin. Herbs and dried plants hang
from the edge of the roof. The vegetable garden in front
of Key's cabin is filled with rows of collard greens, fat
tomatoes and lush vines of green beans.

Wearing a too long men’s dress shirt. Seflove’s hair is a
wild tangled mess, with branches and leaves stuck into
it. Angrily she bangs then kicks on the front door. Keys
opens the door as Seflove pushes her entire weight into
kicking the door. She falls backwards as her foot misses
the door like a stollen soccer ball. Keys reaches to help
her up. She quickly pushes him away.

KEYS
Alright then.

SEFLOVE
When you taking me to see my mama!

14



KEYS

I——
SEFLOVE
You promised to take me to see
her!
KEYS
I can’'t take you today, sugar.
SEFLOVE
Liar! You ain’t nothing but a
liar!!
KEYS

I can’'t just pick up anytime I
want an head on to the city.

SELFOVE
You a liar!! Everybody knows you
do what you want!! I hope you
die!!

KEYS
Well, that’s not so smart, now is
it? I go on an drop dead, whose
gonna take you to New Orleans?

Scowling, she silently reevaluates the situation.

KEYS
You had one a these before?

He hands her a licorice root from his pocket.

KEYS
Gotta suck and chew.

Unsuccessfully, she tries to keep an angry face and enjoy
the licorice root. He sits close to her on the front
porch, examines the mess in her hair.

KEYS
You don’t let your daddy fix your
hair?

SEFLOVE
My momma plaits my hair. He don't
know how!

15



KEYS
You show up to New Orleans looking
like that we all gonna be in
trouble.

He hands her a leaf that he pulls from out of her hair.
He examines the back of her head.

KEYS
Aw lord!

SEFLOVE
What?

KEYS
Possums been back here!

SEFLOVE
What!

KEYS
Look a here, they done built a
nest!

He takes her hand to feel the tangle of knots in the back
of her hair.

SEFLOVE
They did not!

KEYS
What do ya call this?

He puts her hand over a thatch of entangled hair.

KEYS
I'm surprised some bird ain’t
dropped an egg up in that nest you
growing up there!

SEFLOVE
I don’'t have a nest!!

KEYS
I ain’t taking you nowhere looking
like that, that’s for sure. What a
folks say?

16



Embarrassed she starts to pull the twigs out of her hair.

KEYS
You fix yourself up. I’'ll see what
I can do.

EXT. ALFREDO AND ANNA’'S SLAVE CABIN-DAY

Sitting on the front porch, Alfredo carefully sections
Seflove’s hairs into small quarters. Gingerly, he holds
the ends of her hair with one hand to slowly untangle the
ends with the other.

She winces and flinches. He slows down, making shorter
passes with the comb across the edges. Each time he moves
the comb Seflove makes a pained sound, sucking her teeth.
Cora walks up.

CORA
You all still at it? Give her a
rest.

Alfredo puts down the comb, gently pushes Seflove to
stand. He walks into the house following Cora who carries
food. Seflove remains in the same spot. She opens her
mouth to sing a rich vibrato which shakes a pile of
leaves and dust from her hair onto the ground.

Like a violin rushing through a series of scales, her
voice leads her hair in an unwinding maze to untangle her
hair and then a decrescendo that tightly twists her hair
into a series of neatly parted designs on her head.

Alfredo returns to the porch holding a full plate of food
as Seflove pumps her arms to march away in the distance.
INT. KEYS CABIN-DAY

Without knocking, Seflove opens Key'’s front door with a
single motion.

SEFLOVE
I'm ready!

Seated at his square table, Key’s eyes bulge in surprise.
He holds his fork frozen in front of his gapping mouth.

17



EXT. ALFREDO AND ANNA’'S SLAVE CABIN-DAY

Angry, Seflove stirs dust as she stomps on dry yellow
dirt road towards home.. Stepping loud and hard like a
long shore man, she bullies up the porch to slam the door
behind her. Alfredo and Cora exchange a look of surprise.

CORA
She still acting out cause Anna’s
gone.

ALREDO

She don’t respect adults.

CORA
Give her time...

The front door opens and SLAMS again. Seflove sits on the
porch in between her father and grandmother.

SEFLOVE
How come nobody told me I gotta
wait on Masa to ride to town!

ALFREDO
Se que, no me hablas!

Alfredo gives Cora an indignant, “I told you so,” look.

SEFLOVE
Wha--

CORA
I think he’s telling you to get a
switch...

Angry, Alfredo stares at Seflove who scoots closer
towards her grandmother.

SEFLOVE
I, I forgot. I won’'t slam the door
next time.

EXT. PLANTATION BRUSH, -DAY

The dense green thicket without an outlet in sight. An
open field with a river shaded by trees.

Seflove travels closely behind Keys as they hop, from
rock to rock in the river, like nimble leprechauns.

18



She passes him to jump like a frog to squat in front of a
blooming flower. She gently inspects the flower, crushing
a petal between her fingers. Seflove picks the dark
petals from the flower to place in her skirt pocket. Keys
perches over her shoulder.

SEFLOVE
I got it.

She takes him by the hand, as they walk through an open
field.

SEFLOVE
What else Masa need?

KEYS
That’'s it.

SEFLOVE

What we looking for?

He moves away from her to comb through the wild grass.
She studies the grass carefully as she moves behind him,
as if she knows what she is looking for.

SEFLOVE
Only thing he go into town for is
tobacco?

KEYS
Mostly.

INT. PLANTATION BIG HOUSE-DRAWING ROOM-DAY.
A plush room with plush wide chairs and oriental rugs.

Seflove rubs a dust cloth along the dark wood tables and
inside the creases of the wooden curves of the bottom
edges and arm rests of the cushioned chairs. Miss and
MARGARET a twenty-something house slave watch Seflove
polish with furry.

MARGARET
I have never seen a that child
love to clean so.

MISS
You should learn from her,
Margaret...

19



Her dress is covered in dirt. Seflove smiles broadly as
she dusts beneath a smoking pipe and moves a leather
tobacco pouch.

EXT. PLANTATION GROUND-DAY

Seflove stands inside a crowded out-house. Flies swarm up
towards her face as she opens the top of the toilet seat.
She dumps handfuls of tobacco down the hole as she swats

swarming flies away from her mouth.

EXT. ALFREDO AND ANNA’'S SLAVE CABIN-DAY

Seflove sits on the front porch, chewing on a blade of
grass. Alfredo bends over to kiss her on her head as he
climbs the steps. He lingers to smell her.

ALFREDO
What’s that smell?

SEFLOVE
What?

He smells her again.

ALFREDO
Tobacco! Why you smell like
tobacco?

SEFLOVE

I picked up master’s pouch when I
was cleaning.

Satisfied with her answer, he enters the cabin.

EXT. PLANTATION GROUNDS, DIRT ROAD-DAY

Wearing a clean dress, Seflove walks with a slave toddler
on one hip and three others following behind. Carriage
approaches from the distance. Alfredo steers the
carriage. Looking out of the carriage window, Keys waves
to Seflove as he approaches. The road becomes a cloud of
yellow dust as her father steers the carriage away from
the plantation.

SEFLOVE
Urgghh!

20



TODDLER ON HIP
Urghh!!

SEFLOVE
(screams)
Urghhh! !

TODDLER GROUP AND SEFLOVE
(scream in unison)
Urghhhh!

The toddlers laugh, scream and chase each other as they
follow her walking down the road.

EXT. OPEN FIELD ON THE PLANTATION-DAY

Seflove stands to balance herself on the rail of a wooden
fence. She watches her father in the wide enclosed space
train a horse. Seflove slips and falls off the fence as
she waves to Alfredo. She quickly catches herself.
Seflove laughs expecting Alfredo to join in. His face
remains stone serious. Riding the horse, Alfredo stops in
front of Seflove.

ALFREDO
Masa'’s tobacco!

SEFLOVE
Popi, I--

ALFREDO
I ever beat you before?

SEFLOVE
No, Popi.

ALFREDO
He beat Margaret for taking your
tobacco.

FLASH IN:
Masa grimaces as he hurls the whip behind him to make it
snap and crack in the air before it uncurls like a snake

to reach forward. Margaret’s 0.S gut wrenching scream.
Masa smiles subtly as he rears his arm back again.

FLASH OUT:
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ALFREDO
Do it again, I’'ll beat you myself.

She drops her head and turns to walk away.

FLASH BACK:

INT. ALFREDO AND ANNA'S SLAVE CABIN-NIGHT

Anna knees in front of Seflove so they can look each
other lovingly in the eyes. Seflove holds Anna’s face
with her grubby little hands. Seflove kisses every inch
of her mother'’s face.

SEFLOVE
Shh. Shh...I gotta bless you.

END FLASH BACK:

EXT. OPEN FIELD ON THE PLANTATION-DAY
Atop of the horse, Alfredo extends a hand to Seflove.

ALFREDO
Venga aqui.

Sadly, shoulders slumped, she stands next to him and the
horse. He studies her in silence.

ALFREDO
Da me tu mano.

Alfredo gestures Seflove to step on his foot for leverage
as he pulls her on top of the horse. He positions her to
sit in front of him. He puts his arms around her to grab
the reins. Seflove’s frown slowly turns into a smile as
he rides her around the choral. Alfredo places Seflove'’s
hands behind his on the reins.

Alfredo and Seflove steer together. Alfredo stops to
dismount. Alfredo gives Seflove a warm look of
encouragement. He touches the horse’s neck as he leads it
by the reigns so Seflove can ride alone.

Alfredo begins to step away from the horse. Afraid,
Seflove grabs his shoulder. Alfredo places his hand on
Seflove’s back as she nervously steers the horse herself.
Unaware that Alfredo is inching further behind her,
Seflove steers the horse with confidence.
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Alfredo runs behind Seflove. One by one he slowly removes
his fingers from her back. Alfredo watches with pride as
Seflove rides alone. Surprised, Seflove turns the corner
to see her father standing away from her.

ALFREDO
Go on.

Seflove dress trails behind her as she joyously rides
with increasing speed. Beaming with pride, Seflove stops
in front of her father.

ALFREDO
If I could ride you into town I
would, but I can’t. You gotta be
patient; wait on Keys; for the
right time. A safe time.

INT. BIG HOUSE KITCHEN-DAY

In front of the wide kitchen window, decorated with soft
frilly curtains, Cora firmly restrains Seflove who kicks
and screams. Window P.0.V: Alfredo walks sadly with his
head down as he leads two horses away from the plantation
and out into the road.

SEFLOVE
Let me say good bye!

The 0.S. sound of hands slapping on the hard linoleum
floor as Cora races to struggle with Seflove on the
floor.

SEFLOVE
Popi!

Window P.0.V: Alfredo mounts one of the horses, holding
the other by the reins as he follows behind a carriage
that drives away from the plantation. Cora rocks Seflove
on the floor as she bawls into Cora’s shoulder.

SEFLOVE
That’s my Popi!

CORA
He just gonna live up the road at
the carrington’s.

(MORE)
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CORA (CONT'D)
Why, him being the coachman,
you’ll see him every time he
brings Master Carrington to visit.
You’ll see!

The sound of quick sharp clicking heels on the linoleum
floor. Cradling Seflove protectively, Cora looks up from
the black and white checkered floor like a pawn on a
chess board. Miss stands above them, looking down at them
coldly, as if they are savages on the floor. Cora gently
pulls Seflove to stand as she whispers to Seflove.

CORA
Miss.

Seflove quickly quiets.

MISS
You heard? Daddy got rid of some
horses to build me a gazebo!

Seflove studies Miss with furious disbelief. Cora
soothingly rubs her back as Seflove chokes back tears.

MISS (CONT'D)
Guess your daddy had to go with
the horses...Don’t worry, you can
come have a lemonade in my gazebo
when it’s done!

Seflove squints her eyes like she wants to murder Miss.

CORA
That’'s thoughtful, real generous,
Miss. Isn’t it Seflove?

SEFLOVE
(eyes downcast)
Yes, ma’am.

Proud and perky, Miss skips out of the kitchen, making
rapid fire clicking noises with her shoes on the hard
floor.

CORA
Grandma’s never gonna leave you
baby. I ain’t never gonna leave
you.
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INT. BIG HOUSE KITCHEN -DAY

Wearing aprons at the counter, Cora rolls out dough as
Seflove follows behind grandma to cut out biscuits and
place them on a pan. The clicking sound of heavy boots
on the floor interrupts their silence. CHARLES the young,
red haired- slave overseer, enters with the air of a
military man checking his post.

OVERSEER CHARLES
Cora, Mas’'s lending you out
tonight to cook for a party at the
Carrington’s.

GRANDMA
Charles, let me take Seflove with
me to help with the preparations
and such.

OVERSEER CHARLES
This is a grown folks event.

Cora motions Seflove to leave the room.

GRANDMA
She'll be nice and quiet all night
long. She won't make a sound.

OVERSEER CHARLES
Cora, take what you need for

fixing.
GRANDMA
You ever seen me cook without her
by my side?
CHARLES
Right now.
GRANDMA

Charles, I done told you. I can't
go with out my grandchile.

OVERSEER CHARLES
I ain't asking you.

GRANDMA
It’s gonna take more than your

skinny behind to move me outta
this here kitchen.
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Charles steps forward.

OVERSEER CHARLES
Cora.

GRANDMA
You wanna leave me alone.

OVERSEER CHARLES
0ld woman... mind me!

Cora sharply turns her back to Charles and begins to
concentrate on rolling a ball of dough. Protective,
Seflove pokes her head in the door.

CORA
Close the door!

CHARLES
I ain’t gonna ask you again.

Charles grabs Cora by her shirt collar and begins to drag
her towards the door. As she passes face up, beneath the
hanging pots, Cora grabs two caste iron skillets, one
with each hand. She hits Charles from behind on both ears
with the skillets. He falls to the ground.

GRANDMA
Like I said, I ain't leaving this
plantation without my baby!

Cora stands over Charles. Seflove stands in the open
door.
(to Seflove)
Go find Keys!

Seflove rushes away.

INT. BIG HOUSE DINING ROOM-DAY

The only items in the dark room are a formal dining table
and an antique china cabinet. Keys listens with his ear
against the kitchen door.

MASA (0.S.)

Cora, put the knife down! Drop the
skillet I say!
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From behind the closed door comes the sound of two bodies
shuffling, metal banging. Plantation owner, MASA,
screams. A shot fires.

Cora’s body collapses on the hard linoleum floor. Cora’s
spirit hovers above, looking down on her body. She floats
out of the kitchen.

CORA (0.S.)
Seflove?

INT. BIG HOUSE KITCHEN, YEARS LATER-DAY

Cora’'s spirit float near the kitchen ceiling, looking
down on Seflove. Beautiful, shapely, sixteen year old
Seflove wears Cora’s apron as she stirs a pot on the
stove. The sound of two bare feet moving toward her as
they slap on the hard linoleum floor. She turns to smile
at Keys as he looks at the contents of the hot pot from
over her shoulder.

CORA
Give him a taste.

Without turning her head away from the pot, Seflove fills
up the spoon to offer to Keys. He blows on the hot beans
before he enjoys a bite.

KEYS
Mmm .

SEFLOVE
You want me to put some aside for
you before I add more sugar? Masa
likes it sweet.

CORA
Tell him you’ll bring it to him.

He continues to chew. She offers him another bite.

SEFLOVE
I can bring it down to you, still
warm.
KEYS
(still chewing)
Uh hum...(he swallows) Miss is

going into town. She said you can
come keep her company.
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Selfove drops the spoon inside the pot.

SEFLOVE
You playing with me!

KEYS
We going into New Orleans
tomorrow. She going to some event,
don’'t need you there, but she get
tired of my conversation in the
carriage. Keep her entertained;
mostly just listen like you

interested.

SEFLOVE
What else you want with your
plate?

KEYS

I wouldn’t mind some biscuits.

She dances around the kitchen happily pulling out baking
supplies.

SEFLOVE
Alright. Alright!

She rushes across the room to kiss him on the cheek.

EXT. STREETS OF NEW ORLEANS-DAY

Miss'’ carriage rolls into the crowded city. Tropical
colored ornate colonial buildings line the streets.
Blacks of every color bustle in the street with whites.

As if serving the queen of England, Keys invitingly holds
open the carriage door for Seflove. Her open face widens
with awe as she almost falls out of the carriage. She
stumbles forward to get a closer look at black women who
pass by proudly.

The women'’s colorful skirts sway from side to side as
they prance forward. Each woman wears a cloth elaborately
wrapped around their head and decorated with a signature
style in jewels, feathers, shells or other adornment.
Seflove stands frozen like pop start Madona fresh from
the Midwest taking her first glance at a Vegas show girl.
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Seflove’s P.0.V black women’s feet stepping toward her,
bare foot and in high heels, wearing high courture
dresses and simple skirts; each proudly wearing their
head wraps as if they were jeweled crowns.

FLASH IN:

INT. ALFREDO AND ANNA’'S SLAVE CABIN EIGHT YEARS EARLIER-
DAY

Anna tightly wraps Seflove’s hair with a scarf.
Defensively Seflove reaches both hands to cover her head.

SEFLOVE
Momma you covering my head 'cause
my hair is bad?

ANNA
No child. I am covering your hair
'cause you not a baby no more.

Anna caresses Seflove arms so that her clenched fist
relax.

ANNA (CONT'D)
I'm telling you Seflove. Every
Black woman hasta cover up her
hair, don’t matter if she free or
slave. It’s the law.

EXT. NEW ORLEANS STREETS-DAY

Seflove’s P.0.V: a light skinned black woman walks
towards her and smiles. The woman is dressed in the
latest fashion. She sports a small hat cocked to the side
and attached to her Tignon, as a another woman follows
behind her carrying bags and boxes from shopping.

Self conscious, Seflove touches her simple head-wrap to
readjust. Keys pulls on her elbow, signaling for her to
start walking.

Seflove’s P.0.V: a black mother and her six year old
daughter lovingly walk hand in hand. The little girl’s
hair is a package of curls and puffs.

FLASH IN:
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INT. ALFREDO AND ANNA’'S SLAVE CABIN EIGHT YEARS EARLIER-
DAY

Anna cinches up little Seflove’s Tignon like a corset,
then looks her squarely in the eye.

ANNA
Don’'t you ever let folks see how
your hair behaves, you understand
me?

FLASH OUT:

EXT. BAKERY AND SHOP LINED STREETS- DAY

Sweat drips above brow, slipping into his eye. He wipes
the sweat as the sun beats down. Shading his face with
his hand from the sun, he leads Seflove beneath the shade
of a Bakery awning.

KEYS
Come on.

He leads her through a cool alley way to the back
entrance of the shop. He knocks on the door. A friendly
pot bellied older slave BAKER with salt and pepper hair
opens the door.

BAKER
Afternoon, Brother Keys!

KEYS
Shore is hot today.

The baker rushes to return with a glass of water. They
laugh as Keys sips water.

BAKER (CONT'D)
You heading to Congo Square?

KEYS
The music is the Magic!

BAKER
(laughs)
Sure you right!

They smile and wave goodbye. Keys walks and sings about
how the music is the magic.
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A singing chorus of slave shop workers of various
professions step onto the street to greet Keys. Seflove
looks in admires the slaves dressed in uniform for
various professions.

KEYS
Some is free.

Keys waves to a house painter, who waves back.

SEFLOVE
(whispers)
He free?

KEYS
(proudly)
Um hum.

Keys nods hello to a black jockey who passes by, carrying
his saddle. Keys speaks after the man passes.

KEYS
Everybody knows about him!

The jockey’s brightly colored Satin outfit glistens in
the sun.

EXT. HABERDASHER'S SHOP-DAY.

A brightly colored satin banner waves upside down above
Ms. Haberdasher’s dress shop, where Anna works.

Keys and Seflove knock on the door. MS. HABERDASHER, a
thin, frugal, white woman in her thirties, who would lend
a friend her left arm, leans from the second story
window.

KEYS
Afternoon Ma’am. I brought Anna
her girl.

Ms. Haberdasher yells from the second story window.
MS. HABERDASHER

She is at Congo Square, selling
her wares.
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EXT. CONGO SQUARE-DAY

In a wide open space, rows of vendors and artisans laugh
and bargain with dramatic flirtatious third-world market
flare. Groups gather in tribal affiliations. The sound of
a variety of tonal languages and clicking tongues, as
Keys passes each distinct group, some carry banners and
flags. Two elderly women dressed in all white greet Keys
warmly at the entrance.

KEYS
You seen Anna?

ELDERLY WOMAN #1
Not yet.

Keys pushes Seflove through the crowd. A seated healer
runs a feather along a standing patience’s body.

SEFLOVE
Where is she?

Two men approach each other. One of the men lays on the
ground to prostrate in front of the senior man’s feet.
Keys carefully navigates Seflove around the two men.

KEYS
Relax.

She bites her lip as she tries to contain her impatience.
The standing man touches the lower man, signaling him to
stand. Two other men respectfully greet each other to
shake hands and touch opposite soldiers. Seflove almost
trips over a child who runs into her mother’s arms.

Keys P.0.V: a group of girls take turns dancing in the
center of a circle to the call of many drums.

SEFLOVE
Let me go look.

One girl boastfully challenges the drummers. Distracted
like a fan watching the NBA play offs, Keys nods, “yes,”
to Seflove’s demand. The athletic girl responds in
perfect rapid fire to each of their tricky musical
changes.

Seflove disappears into the crowd. The dancer repeats the
phrase to the musicians with added complexity. Keys
laughs at the girl'’s quick wit as the men scramble, like
feeble players trying to catch a goalie.
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NEIGHBOR
She’s something else!

Seflove pushes past bodies in the crowd.

KEYS
A high spirit. (beat) bothers me
something awful when white folks
dance.

The girl suspends in the air to sculpt space.

NEIGHBOR
What you mean?

KEYS
Mixing they essence in public,
touching each other when they
spirit is high. It’'s uncivilized.

Seflove dramatically gestures Anna’s size to a seated fat
woman selling fried croquettes. Keys chats like old chums
with his new found friend.

NEIGHBOR
Oh, they don’t know no better. I
don’'t think they doing much anyway
when they moving around, nothing
that could disturb a body with a
spirit.

Frozen, Seflove concentrates in a sea of moving people.

KEYS
Problem is, our young are starting
to pick it up.

A hand taps on Key’s shoulder. He turns around to a
smiling young woman'’'s face.

KEYS
I got your medicine right here!

Keys fumbles in his leather bag to pick out a small
satchel to place in the woman’s hand. She places
something in his hand.

KEYS

Take it with food. Before you
sleep. Should do the trick.
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He turns his head to the increasing sound of a crowd
clapping a rhythm. He follows the sound to find a closed
circle of people. Keys wiggles his way into the circle to
see a group of drummers standing behind a man who leads
them in song. The leader plays a single stringed
instrument with a bow.

KEYS
(to his neighbor)
What they doing?

NEIGHBOR #2
I don’'t know. They from the same
place, doing what ever they do,
where they from.

Seflove’s eyes rapidly evaluate the crowd of people. A
man passes by. She approaches a man.

SEFLOVE
Anna, the hat maker?

MAN
She over there.

Seflove follows the direction of the man’s pointed
finger. Keys P.0.V from the circle: the singer stands
above GODWORKSMYHANDS who has the physical intelligence
of Bruce Lee coupled with the common sense of Eleanor
Roosevelt. He kneels looking straight into the eyes of
his opponent, another muscular man in his twenties.

Seflove pushes through the thick crowd like molasses. Her
head-wrap turns from right to left as she carefully
surveys the crowd for her mother.

The two men wait with their heads solemnly bent for the
singer to wave his bow above their heads. They clasp
hands, in an act of good sportsmanship, before they
cartwheel into the center of the circle to play a slow
game of the dance-martial art, Capoiera. GWMH escapes a
kick with a low tumble that turn into a head stand. He
spins on his head to scissor kick his opponent who back
flips away.

A drummer turns his head in slow motion as the crowd
freezes. Drummer’s P.0.V: Seflove’s bobbing head moves in
slow motion through the frozen crowd. All sound
disappears except for the rhythm that the drummer hears
when he closes his eyes.
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When he opens his eyes Seflove’s bobbing head hits each
accent of the rhythm. The closer Seflove approaches the
louder the rhythm becomes.

The drummer picks up a gourd decorated with yellow beads
and begins to play what he hears, as Seflove joins the
circle. The lead singer looks annoyed at the drummer. The
drummer gestures to Seflove. The singer understands and
gestures in agreement. The singer uses his bow to halt
the capoiera game and call GWMH and his opponent to kneel
again.

The gourd player steps forward to summon Seflove into the
center of the circle with his playing. Mesmerized, she
begins a sensual solo. Gourd player’s P.0.V: A GOLD
SILHOUETTE OF LIGHT DANCES INSIDE OF SEFLOVE'S DRESS.

Circle of on-lookers P.0.V: Seflove dances without the
gold silhouette. Godworksmyhand leans forward.
Godworksmyhand’s astonished P.0.V: THE GOLD SILHOUETTE
DANCES INSIDE HER DRESS.

Godworksmyhand’s heartbeat rapidly increases. His loud
beating heart drowns out the sound of the music. A bell
player steps forward to tap out the rhythm of GWMH heart
on an iron bell. GWMH steps into the circle to seamessly
join Seflove in her dance as the music changes to
accompany the rhythm of Godworksmyhand’s beating heart.
Keys watches from the circle next to an old man who
balances on a walking stick.

OLD MAN
(to Keys)
Every being has its own song but
when a king and queen enter, the
musicians are obliged to play
their rhythm.

KEYS
Same in my country.

Keys knowingly smiles at his neighbor. The dancing couple
weave in and out of each other. GWMH inches closer to
Seflove. Their bodies almost touch as the dust rises from
their feet. Moving behind her, his cheek nearly touches
Sefloves’s.

Keys grabs the o0ld man’s cane to thrust between GWMH and

Seflove. Keys jumps into the circle to push Seflove way
from GWMH with the stick. Her gold silhouette vanishes.
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GWMH grasps at the empty air where Seflove stood. The
look of relaxed ecstacy melts from Seflove’s face.

KEYS
(shouts to crowd)
Jump in!

A trio of tambourine players take up Key'’s call. Keys
taps the stick on the ground to speed up the music’s
tempo. Dancers jump into the circle. Keys pushes and
propels Seflove further away from GWMH.

KEYS (CONT'D)
Don’t be shy!

The entire circle of on-lookers jump into the circle to
dance a Mardi Gras party rhythm. Keys encourages the
crowd with screams and shouts. Bodies swirl and weave in
and out to prevent GWMH and Seflove from dancing
together.

Keys links arms with Seflove to rush her out of Congo
Square, as the party gets louder. Keys stops to study
Seflove who looks at him blankly. The sounds and images
of Congo Square blur behind them. He leads Seflove by the
arm down the streets of New Orleans in silence.

EXT. SHOP LINED STREETS-NIGHT.
The bright shop lined street is deserted.

KEYS
I never knew you could dance.

SEFLOVE
(slow, introspective,
confused)
Me neither. I never danced before.

KEYS
What you call your dancing
partner?

Deep in thought Seflove stops mid-stride.

SEFLOVE
I dunno? I never met him.
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KEYS
No, you met the man. You just met
him with a part of yourself you
ain’t never met before.

SEFLOVE
Is that what happened?

KEYS
That’s just what happened.
Romance.

SEFLOVE

(giggles)
Romance? I didn’t have no romance.

KEYS
Whatever you say. Let’s head home.

He takes her by the arm to resume their walk.

SEFLOVE
Did I have a romance?

KEYS
You would know.

SEFLOVE
(proud)
I had a romance!

She begins to strut.

KEYS
Don’'t get yourself all worked up.
Likely you won’'t see him again.

SEFLOVE
Why not...

KEYS
How long did it take for me to get
you this far off the plantation?
He’s not even from here.

SEFLOVE
But how will I see him