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The South at one time was a majestic place to live. 
Even in slavery times you could hear the gentle breezes of the weeping willows and smell the sweet jasmine’s as they fragrant the air and the water’s of the rivers with their green moss’s that climbed the tree’s to over flowing.

All was to change on the winds as across in Africa family sold their own to become slave’s in America.

Many the religion they carried with them and if you were lucky you were friends with a voodoo woman .

Many women slave’s had no choice but to become unwanted sex objects of their master’s. 

Many suffered cruelty of the mistress’s behind the owner’s backs as well.

This is one such tale where romantic turned evil does not prevail over the stronger religion .

VOODOOO.

This one tale of the slave’s taking matter’s into their own hands with a bittersweet ending for those crudities 

This story is set in a mind’s camera eye to get the full effects of what is to come in:.
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Fade In:
Deep in the bayou, at night, while the

moonlight filters through the gently swaying trees, our

story begins.

Panoramic sweep of the bayou at night.
A bird sounds its eerie call, and there is a creepy ring of

incandescent light around the moon, looking like an ill omen

of bad fortune.
Camera focuses through the trees rapidly, finally resting

on an old plantation just outside of New Orleans.

The plantation house is a three story Antebellum mansion

with a warp-around porch. There are gigantic ancient trees,

Spanish moss swaying gently in the light summer breeze,

giving the house a strange atmosphere. Decrepit slave

quarters peek from behind the left and right sides of the

mansion.
Some of these run-down shacks have lights in their windows,

but other than that there seems to be no life on this

solitary plantation.

NARRATOR-Voodoo Woman
As long as I can remember, I’ve

always had nightmares - horrible

vivid nightmares - of being lost

somewhere in the bayou.

Just like the Missus told us

Ceilly did the night she

disappeared.
A young slave girl creeps from a run-down shack to the

slave’s entrance to the kitchen. She is going for her

rendezvous with the Master of the house.

As she opens the side door to slip in, she pauses over a

muffled sound she hears. Slowly, she makes her way to the

spare room off of the kitchen used for slaves.

She finds the master there, ready and waiting.

MASTER
“Where have you been?”
CEILLY
“ I sorry I late, Master, sir.”
MASTER
“When I tell you to be here,

you’d better be here!”
(He grabs her demandingly,

roughly)

CEILLY

 “Yes sir, yes sir!

I be here next time!

Please don’t hurt me again like

you done last time!”
Cut to view of bayou, the plantation house, and the slave

quarters behind.
Night frogs begin to croak.

The moon has significantly lowered in the sky, but the

telltale ring is still surrounding it like an evil halo.
Cut back to the room off the kitchen, where Ceilly is

quickly retrieving her clothes.
Once again, she hears the noise that alerted her earlier.

Worried by the noise, she dresses quickly, occasionally

glancing over her bare shoulders, trying to find the source

of the decrepit shack behind the house.
She almost reaches the door leading outside when a hand

grabs her shoulder from behind. Behind her, the Mistress

stands bathed in moonlight.
Next to her crouches the hired overseer, Big Jeb.

Both of them have angry, accusing looks on their faces, as

if they’d caught the slave girl in an unspeakable act of

dishonesty and cruelty.

The Mistress’ lips are twisted in a sardonic jeer, almost as

if she’s enjoying this moment.

MISTRESS

(growling angrily through

clenched teeth)
 “So…you thought you’d get away

with slipping out behind my

back?

Well - you’re NOT!!! “
(Turns to the crouching man,

Jeb)
 “Well, boy, you know what to do

with her…don’t you?!? “
(she gestures angrily at the

pale-faced slave girl)
JEB
 “Yes’m.

I thinks I does.”
(Turns to smile at the cowering

slave girl and begins to

chuckle)

MISTRESS
 “Then I suggest you get it done,

boy.

We don’t want the Master to

suspect that we’ve gotten rid of

her, so keep that in mind.

I want it done now…tonight.

And that dimwitted sheriff had

better keep his mouth shut, too.”
(She grabs Ceilly by the arm,

then roughly shoves her into

Jeb’s arms)
Ceilly struggles silently, uttering faint grunts of protest,

but she cannot escape Jeb’s powerful grasp.

He is simply too powerful.

She goes limp in hopeless realization of her fate.

She is certain that she is going to die tonight.

She silently sobs, without making a sound.

The only sign that she is crying is the gentle shaking of

her thin shoulders.

MISTRESS
 “Go.!
I don’t want to be here when

you finally leave, though, so at

least give me a few seconds to

go back to bed.

Then leave.”
(She turns away coldly and

disappears to the right of the

camera)
Jeb drags Ceilly cruelly out the back door.

All of the slave huts are dark now.

The night is ominously silently with foreboding doom.

Ceilly allows the big overseer to drag her to a waiting

cart.
She slumps, defeated, permitting herself to be tied to the

back of the wagon, then roughly tossed into the back by her

hair.
Not once does she cry out in pain, nor resent her cruel

treatment.
She is used to it.

The wagon starts off with a bump and a jolt, and then

disappears into the now moonless night.
The wagon appears over a rise far out in the bayou.

Ceilly is sitting slumped in the wagon, her whole frame

oozing defeat and despair.

Although she doesn’t know what Jeb is going to do to her,

it seems like it doesn’t really matter.

With a suddenness that jerks Ceilly into reality, the wagon

stops.

Out of the shadows, the sheriff appears.

He takes on look at the girl, his face full of evil and

hate.

All three are silent as the sheriff unties Ceilly’s binding

ropes, cruelly dragging her out of the wagon without even

bothering to lower the gate.

Numbly, Ceilly follows him.

Her face is downcast, and her shoulders are slumped in

defeat.

JEB
 “The missus said you was to git

rid of her.

She don’t want this slave

trash flitting around the Master

no more. “
SHERIFF
“It’s taken care of, boy.

You go on home and tell the

missus that she’s in good hands.

I’ll do my job, and do it

right.

Tell her I'll take care of this

little upstart slave with much

pleasure! “
Jeb nods, then with a slap of the reigns, urges the wagon

into motion.
Soon, both overseer and wagon are gone, disappearing into

the moonless night.

The sheriff begins to drag her through the underbrush.

Soon they arrive at a long forgotten, crumbling building.

The pale gray stone walls are dirty, only three outside

walls still completely standing.

Ceilly doesn’t even look at the building as the sheriff

pulls out a rusted ring of keys.

Inserting a long skeletal key into the decaying lock, he

turns it.
The key grates in the lock, protesting its use, but

grumblingly turns as the sheriff forces it.
Ceilly imagines that it is the sound of the Gates of Hell

opening to swallow her whole, and for the first time since

getting out of the wagon, she begins to fight feebly.
But, to no avail.

The sheriff is a large corpulent man, more than twice her

size, more of a match for the scrawny slave girl. As a last

resort, she screamed.

SHERIFF
“That won’t do ya no good out

here, missy.

Ain’t no one here that’ll hear

ya, nor care if they did.

You’re just a slave, and no

one cares for ya.

I don’t think anyone ever did.

But scream if ya wanna. “
(He giggles maniacally)
I kinda enjoy it
Once again, Ceilly lapses into defeated silence.

She knows he’s right.
She’s just a black slave girl, the tossed-aside property of

a prestigious southern landowner and his jealous wife.

She once again adopts a hopeless posture.

She has no more hope of living than she ever did of being

free.

The sheriff opens the door, dragging Ceilly through cruelly

with a harsh yank on the ropes, but there is hardly any

notice nor fight from the girl.

He pulls her into a dimly lit room, then cuts the bonds

with a rusted - yet surprisingly sharp - pocketknife.

He hands her a candle, and a bunch of rags, then points to

a rotted door just behind him.

SHERIFF
 “Come daylight that room better

be scrubbed clean. “
NARRATOR-Voodoo Woman
 “In my dream, she works all night

on that room, falling asleep

just before dawn.

That’s where the sheriff finds

her the next mornin’, sleepin’

on the floor. “
Just as the sun began to glow through the bar-covered window

that faced the east, the sheriff burst through the door.

The noise wakened the soundly sleeping Ceilly.

With a fearful cry, she jumps up off the floor.

The sheriff hits her, angry at finding her asleep, instead

of cleaning.

SHERIFF
“Time fer ya to git a move-on.

I want this room spotless

before dark.

Do I make myself CLEAR?!? “
Suddenly, with a terrified cry, Ceilly jumped away from the

sheriff and onto the only piece of furniture the room

contained.

She balanced precariously on the rotted cot, her face

contorted in hopeless fear.
The sheriff looks behind himself, just in time to see a

long green snake slither into a hole next to the door.

He turns to Ceilly with an evil grin on his face.

SHERIFF
 “Don’t be scared none by him.

He’s just one of my old

friends.

He won’t bother you none, but

I’LL bother ya if ya don’t have

this room sparklin’ by

nightfall.

Ya hear? “
Ceilly nods numbly, but doesn’t move to get off the cot.

The sheriff, seeing the fear in her eyes, bursts into

sadistic, gleeful laughter.

Finally, though, Ceilly climbed off the cot.

CEILLY
(narrating)

 “I stood in the middle of the

room wishin’ for night so’s I

could rest.

But I also wanted to run outta

that horrible room…but run to

where? “
Ceilly wishes that it was dark already.

Although she had gotten only a few minutes of rest, Ceilly

couldn’t wait to finally get some real sleep.

Darkness falls. For dinner the sheriff throws Ceilly two

pieces of bread, a tin cup of water, and a short stubby

candle.
Then he locks the door.

As Ceilly hungrily devours the bread, she hears the fat

sheriff whistling happily to himself, as if he knows a

secret that she doesn’t.
But she is so hungry that the bread had all her attention.

She lights the candle, then settles in the warmest corner

of the room.
She is tired, but not too exhausted to pray to the Voodoo

Gods to repay the mistress all the pain she’s inflicted on

Ceilly.
She fervently wishes that they would give the Mistress the

same fate that Ceilly herself had received from her.

Suddenly, Ceilly hears a noise that chills her to the bone.

She knows that sound.

A terrified coldness rises up from the stone floor to

settle icily around her heart.
She gets up out of the corner where she is sitting to eat,

grabs the candle, and begins to search the room for the

source of the sound.

Everything is quiet as she stands in the middle of the

room, listening for the sound again.

But, no sound rises to her listening ears.

CEILLY

 “I must be just imaginin’ things.

I must be more tired than I

knowed. “
(Finds a warm corner, then

curls into a ball and falls

asleep)
Ceilly wakes up suddenly in the middle of the night.

She doesn’t know what awakened her, but she’s sure that it

was something she’d heard before - a familiar fearful sound.

She looks sleepily at the cot, suddenly noticing the warm

blanket lying across it.
She is cold, the stone floor sucking the warmth out of her

body in an unforgiving manner.

She decides to sleep on the foul-smelling cot.

She gets u, going to the cot wearily, then pulls the covers

back.
The cot is covered with many myriad colors of writhing,

hissing terror. There are over one hundred snakes already

living in the rotting bed.
Ceilly feels the scream rising from deep within her soul.

The scream was long and loud, and it would have pleased her

had she not been paralyzed with mind-numbing terror.

Suddenly, horribly, the candle suddenly guts out.

The next morning the sheriff opens the door to find a

confusing sight.

The girl has disappeared, along with the cot.

All the snakes in the building have disappeared, too.

He hasn’t seen, nor heard one all morning.

SHERIFF
I don’t understand it, where’d

the little hussy run off to?

And how’d she escape?

The sheriff doesn’t want to know, so he leaves quickly.

If the girl was gone, and the snakes wouldn’t hang around,

then he wasn’t either.

Back at the plantation, the Master and the Mistress have

just settled down for their nightly rest.

It was the night after the unfortunate slave girl’s

disappearance.

They had worked hard that day.
The Master had overseen the workings of the plantation, and

the Mistress had kept her watchful eyes on the kitchen help

as they’d fixed the daily meals, and mended the household

clothes.
Both fall asleep as soon as their heads hit the pillows.

Oddly enough, they both have the same dream.

Ceilly has come for both of them, to exact her revenge,

screaming at them and cursing them for what they had done to

her.
She is accompanied by the snakes that killed her.

They had come to aide her in the pursuit of her long deserved
revenge.

Using all of the Voodoo magic at her disposal, she curses

the couple.
They never awoke from their shared nightmare.
The next morning, the house girl found her Master and

Mistress still lying in bed.
She called for them to “git up”, but since they didn’t

answer her she decided to be bold and pull the covers off of

the sleeping couple.
She’d probably get a good whippin’ for this, but it’s b

worth it to give the Master and Missus a little bit of

discomfort.
However, when she pulled the covers off of the sleeping

couple, she screamed shrilly. The two were dead. Bite

marks covered their prone pale bodies. The bed was filled

with hundreds of writhing, twisting, hissing snakes.

NARRATOR-Voodoo Woman
 “As to why I have these

nightmares…I dunno.

Guess it was when I was a

slave for my Master and Missus.

I shared a shack with Ceilly,
                                                too. 
  Maybe that’s why… 
             Cut to Ceilly, laughing, almost cackling like a witch,

                                     floats off into the background as the screen fades to black.
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