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MURDER ME TWICE

FADE IN:

EXT.  STATION HILL, LOUISIANA - TWILIGHT.

SUPERIMPOSE: 1969

The church steeple towers above the town.  A quiet breeze
stirs the Spanish moss.  Heat shimmers over the flat
swampy land. 

The welcome sign to the town is riddled with bullet
holes. 

WELCOME TO STATION HILL, LA. POP.  2,110

An occasional car travels on the well paved road that
leads toward the plantation homes; dirt roads branch
off toward the Black shacks.   

DREWANNA MARTIN

an African American teenager, in a blue checkered dress
that has seen better days, trudges down one of the
isolated dirt roads.  She clutches a large leather book.

A 60'S BLACK FORD TRUCK

RATTLES down the road, slowing as it nears Drewanna. 
The driver sits in the shadow.

YOUNG MAN IN TRUCK
(Southern drawl)

Where you going, Girl?

Drewanna stops, stands respectfully.

DREWANNA
(Black dialect)

Work, Sir.

YOUNG MAN
Long way from the barn.

DREWANNA
I'm going to cut across the hill. 
Don't you worry none.  I won't be
late.  Them horses is good as
groomed.
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YOUNG MAN
I've been hearing nice things 'bout
you.  Don't you change my mind
now.

DREWANNA
No, sir.

She turns and begins walking again.

The truck follows her slowly.  The young man leans out,
his face hidden.

YOUNG MAN
Since when you need a book to groom 
a horse?

She holds open the book to show a map. 

DREWANNA
This here book is got the whole
world  in it.  Pictures and
everything.  I'm gonna go places
someday.

YOUNG MAN
Like hell you are.  No Station
Hill nigger's gonna go nowhere
less we say so.

HER HANDS

shut the book.  She clutches it fearfully to her chest.

THE TRUCK STOPS.  

The man gets out, but only his lower body shows as he
SLAMS  the truck door. 

HIS BOOTS

step toward her menacingly. 

Her bare feet back up.

YOUNG MAN
Don't you walk away from me, you
uppity little Nigger Bitch.

DREWANNA
I didn't mean nothing.

She keeps backing up. 
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His hand grabs her wrist.

YOUNG MAN
When I say stop, girl, I mean stop.

DREWANNA
Those horses need me.  I gotta get
to work.

YOUNG MAN
Maybe I need you first.

They struggle as he yanks on her wrist.  Her feet slide
from under her.  The fabric tears and ....

She SCREAMS as he pins her down. 

EXT. CHURCH AND CEMETERY -- AFTERNOON -

SUPERIMPOSE: 2014

A sweaty and clearly irritated ANDREA JAMES (30s), her
long  hair up in a pony tail, paces back and forth in
front of a Toyota.  Wisps of steam escape the raised
hood.  Her hands go to her face -- stiffing a scream of
frustration. 

She sees the tow truck labeled WASHINGTON'S GARAGE coming
down the road.

It pulls up next to the disabled car.  

ANDREA
It's about time.

WASHINGTON DELAWARE JONES, (50s) a handsome African
American, steps down from the truck.  The name Washington
is embroidered on his overalls.

WASHINGTON
Yes'm.  Got here soon as I gots
the call.

Andrea continues pacing.

ANDREA
Well, can you get it started?

WASHINGTON
Gotta take it back t'shop, Miss.

Andrea sighs.
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ANDREA
I suppose you're the only place in
town.

WASHINGTON
Yes'm.

Her hand goes to her brow, wiping sweat.  She shakes
her head. 

ANDREA
Whatever.

INT. WASHINGTON'S STATION -- LATER

Andrea paces inside the neat office.  She glances out
at Washington checking over her car.

She looks around the walls at the photos and books on
the shelf.  Picking up a scared mahogany brush, she
examines it.  Then she picks up the black and white
photograph of a young African American girl.  A glazed
look comes into her eyes. 

EXT. WASHINGTON'S STATION -- MOMENTS LATER

A Porsche drives into the driveway of the garage. 
Handsome ZACH COLTON (40s) exits the car.  He goes over
to Washington and pats him on the back.  The two men
exchange a few words and turn toward the office.

INT. WASHINGTON'S STATION -- MOMENTS LATER

Washington steps in the office, followed by Zach. 
Washington sees the picture in Andrea's hand.  He rushes
up to her.

WASHINGTON
Don't you touch that none!

Startled, Andrea drops the photo.

Washington dives for it before it hits the floor.

ZACH
I'm sure she didn't know.

ANDREA
Know what?

WASHINGTON
Never you mind, Miss.
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ANDREA
I just...

WASHINGTON
I said, never you mind.

Zach puts his arm around Andrea.

ZACH
Come on, darling.  Dad's waiting
to meet you.

Andrea rolls her eyes.

ANDREA
Like this?

Zach kisses her brow.

ZACH
You look beautiful.  Washington
will take care of the car.

(to Washington)
We'll be back later.

The Black man nods.

INT. ZACH'S CAR.  CONTINUOUS. -- EVENING

Andrea sits pensively in the driver's seat looking out
the window as Zach drives through a wooded area. 

ZACH
Something the matter?

Andrea shakes her head.

ANDREA
No.  It's just that... when I
touched the picture...I...something
happened with her?

ZACH
Yeah.  His childhood girlfriend,
Drewanna.  She died years ago.

ANDREA
He found her, didn't he?

Zach whips his head around, taking his eyes off the
road for a second.

ZACH
How'd you know that?
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Andrea shrugs.

ANDREA
I ..don't know.  I just got that
impression.

They crest a ridge and the Colton plantation illuminates
the evening night.  Zach pauses the car for effect.

ZACH
Welcome to my home.  

INT.  HENLEY AND HARRISON ARCHITECTS - LOS ANGELES - DAWN

Andrea's long hair swirls around her face as she dozes,
her head on her arms.  Remains of a sandwich and cold
coffee at the edge of the drafting table give evidence
of an all-nighter; blueprints on one side spread out
with several pencils and rulers and a few books on
cultural aspects of housing.

The sun rises over the Pacific.  A beautiful view from
her downtown office.

Andrea's dream clearly disturbs her.  Her head shoots
up as a SCREAM escapes her mouth.

She looks around wildly and then as her heart rate slows,
she catches her breath.  She swallows hard and reaches
for the cold coffee.  Grimaces and takes a sip.

Clock reads 7 am.

Phone rings.  She jumps.  It continues ringing. 
Hesitantly, she picks it up.

ANDREA
Henley and Harrison, may I help
you?

ZACH (O.S.)
(heavy Southern drawl)

I believe your car's ready, Ma'am.

ANDREA
My car...I...

(recognizing the voice)
Oh, Zach.  Don't do that to me. 
How did you know I was here?

ZACH (O.S.)
You weren't at home.  Homer told
me to call.
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ANDREA
He...my cat...Right... Look,
darling, I am not in the mood for
jokes now.  I'm trying to finish...

ZACH (O.S.)
Your voice is trembling...and I *
know you're not that nervous.

ANDREA
No.  I..I had another one.

ZACH (O.S.)
Those nightmares mean nothing,
Andi.

ANDREA
You're not the one that's going
crazy.  

ZACH (O.S.)
Jesus, Andi, you're one of the
sanest people I know.  You want me
there with you?  When you take
those tests?

SOUND OF ELEVATOR DOOR OPENING

ANDREA
I gotta go. 

She hangs  up.  She forces herself to smile as KAREN
HENLEY, co-owner of the architecture firm, a stylish
and manicured African American strides up to the desk
carrying a Starbucks container.  She puts down a fresh
cup of java and a roll. 

KAREN
I thought you were going home early?

Karen pushes the roll toward Andrea.  

KAREN
Eat.  I don't do step and fetch it
for just anyone.

Andrea takes a bite.  

ANDREA
Thanks.  Almost finished with the
presentation. 



                                                         8

Grabs up her pencil, refusing to meet Karen's gaze. 
Karen's hand goes over the sketch stopping Andrea's
movement.

KAREN
I think you should let Zach be at
the tests with you.

Andrea shakes her head.  

Karen frowns as she lifts the pages from Andrea's desk. 
Studies them.  Nods approving and smiles.

KAREN
Freshen up.

Andrea nods, grabbing her purse, she starts for the
door. 

Karen picks up one of Andrea's trash pieces.  She hits
Andrea's butt.  Andrea turns.

KAREN
You're no crazier than the rest of
us, Girlfriend.  

INT.  CONFERENCE ROOM.  LATER DAY

Her hair tied back, Andrea's hair dressed for success. 
She moves a pointer over the power point display on the
screen.  In the corner of the room stands a model of
the center and various views of the artist conception.   

Several businessmen gather around the table.  Each has
an embossed folder in front of him.  SAM FORTNER, the
obvious leader, leafs through it.

MR. FORTNER
Reposition the low-income housing
project toward the sun and it will
save this much?

ANDREA
That coupled with our front
elevation revisions.

FORTNER
Changes mean money.

ANDREA
That's why I included the time and
cost study from the Santa Fe welfare
project.
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JARED BRACKNEL, attractive, but arrogant, seated at the
table looks up and laughs as he winks at Andi.

He opens his folder.  

BRACKNEL
She's got you there, Sam.

FORTNER
We'll take it before the finance
committee. 

There's a general SHUFFLING of folders and clearing of
THROATS as heads shake.  The men start filing out. 
Jared Bracknel hangs back.

BRACKNEL
(thick Southern accent)

Great job, honey. *

Andrea stiffens at the "honey."  Her eyes glaze.

ANDREA
(black dialect)

Yas, Suh. 

BRACKNEL
What'd you say?

She blinks quickly, regaining her composure.  Karen,
standing at the back of the room, stares.

Not meeting his eyes, Andrea gathers her papers.  She
flushes.

ANDREA
Nothing.  Did you have any
questions?

INT.  HOSPITAL X-RAY ROOM.  AFTERNOON.

Andrea rolls out of a huge CAT scan tube.  The TECHNICIAN
takes her hand and smiles down at her.

ANDREA
When will you have the test results?

TECHNICIAN
Doc should have them by Thursday.

Andrea sits up and nods.  She rummages in her purse and
removes a pill bottle, studies it a moment and then
puts it back, unopened.  
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EXT.  LOS ANGELES STREET.  LATE AFTERNOON.

Andrea drives northwest along San Vincente.  Sunlight
reflects off the window of the car mirror in front of
her.  She puts her hand in front of her eyes to shield
from the light and inhales sharply as she slams on the
brake pedal.  Cars behind her squeal to a stop.

HORNS HONKING.

FLASHBACK

INT. BARN. 1969 LATE AFTERNOON.

Drewanna cowers against the black '60 Ford truck parked
at an angle.  Horses NEIGH from the stalls.  Light from
the afternoon sun reflects across her eyes.  She holds
the geography book in front of her face shielding her
face as she tries hiding. 

Seen only from the waist down, a man advances on her. 
His large silver buckle at his waist, the first place
award in a show jumping contest, flashes in the sunlight.   

There's a sudden blur of motion as he grabs the book
and throws it on the floor of the barn.  The front cover
flaps open.  Drewanna's name is scrawled on the inside
cover.

He lunges at the cringing girl and pushes her full length
on the seat of the truck's cab.  Drewanna's slender
brown legs protrude from the truck door.  The unseen
man's overall covered legs lay between hers.  The truck
rocks with the motion of his rape.

END FLASBACK

EXT. LOS ANGELES STREET. -- LATE AFTERNOON

Andrea pounds her steering wheel and shakes her head as
she SCREAMS.

A man knocks at the driver's window.

MAN
Lady!  Lady!  Roll down your window.

Startled, Andrea stops screaming.  She sits up with a
start and gives the man a bewildered look.  Dazed, she
rolls down her window.

ANDREA
Why isn't traffic moving?
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MAN
Lady, why'd you hit your fuckin'
brakes?

It dawns on her what has happened.  Andrea shakes her
head, stunned.

INT.  ANDREA'S APARTMENT.  NIGHT.

Andrea, her hair up in a towel, sits opposite Karen in
Andrea's living room.  A coffee mugs sit on the table,
both women have kicked off their shoes. 

ANDREA
It's a wonder I didn't cause an
accident.  

KAREN
Harrison and I will pick up your
car later.  Here.  Take one.

Karen holds out the pill bottle.

Andrea shakes her head.  

KAREN
If you can relax, maybe you'll
remember some of the details. 
Maybe it was a bad reaction to the
test? 

ANDREA
I still feel so violated.  It
was..so real...  Just like before.

Karen leans forward and pours fresh coffee into both
cups.  She pauses in reaction.

KAREN
Before?  You never told me this
has happened before.  For real, I
mean?

ANDREA
(shakes her head)

It's these damn visions.  Ever
since Station Hill....This Black
girl is...

Andrea's hands tremble.  

Karen moves to sit next to her.  Takes her friend's
cup.
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KAREN
Go on.

ANDREA
I can't talk about it.

A worried Karen shakes her head.

INT.  ANDREA'S APARTMENT -- LATER THAT NIGHT.

Andrea sits propped up in bed unable to sleep.  Two
books lie open as well as the newspaper.  "Nick At Night"
is in reruns. 

The phone RINGS.  Andrea glances at the phone and then
the clock before she answers.

ANDREA
It's late, Zach.  

ZACH (O.S.)
Thought you were going to give me
a call? 

Andrea stands.  Newspapers and books fall to the floor. 
She paces.

ZACH (O.S.)
Andi?  You still there? 

ANDREA
Yeah.  I see Feldstein on Thursday.  

ZACH (O.S.)
You want me there?

ANDREA
I have to handle this in my own
way.

ZACH (O.S.)
What aren't you telling me? 

Andrea doesn't reply.  She tucks the phone under her
chin and nervously picks up pieces of newspaper from
alongside the bed.

ANDREA
Good night, Zach.  

INT.  HENLEY AND HARRISON OFFICE.  NEXT DAY.

Andrea works furiously at her drafting table.  Karen
watches her from the doorway for a moment. 
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KAREN
You're pushing too hard.

ANDREA
We're on a deadline, remember?

KAREN
It's only Friday.

ANDREA
Headstart kids.  We're camping out
this weekend.

Andrea looks up from her work.  Karen picks up
paperweight globe of a Southern mansion.  The song
"Dixie" plays from it.

KAREN
Really? 

ANDREA
I don't want to discuss it.

Karen's hand goes to Andrea's shoulder.  

KAREN
Take your meds and Feldstein's
emergency number...  Just in case. 

ANDREA
Thanks for the vote of confidence.

She angrily rolls up blue prints, stuffing them into a
storage tube.

KAREN
That's not what I meant.  I don't
think I could handle ten screaming
children in a country cabin for an
hour let alone a whole weekend.

ANDREA
Well, you're not me.  

EXT.  A CAMPSITE SOMEWHERE IN THE WOODS.  EVENING

Andrea sits around the crackling campfire with several
of her Headstart kids.  She pulls her blanket closer as
a cute African American child of seven, SYLVIE, climbs
on her lap.  Andi welcomes the girl and hugs her as
they sing a camp song.
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CHORUS OF GIRLS
B-I-N-G-0, B-I-N-G-O, B-I-N-G-O
and Bingo was his name.  Oh!

The song ends amid much CLAPPING and LAUGHTER.  Andrea
hugs Sylvie.  Another child comes up with an old barn
lantern.

ANDREA

Sees the light from the lantern flare.  She stares
unmoving  into the flames as her eyes go wide. 

CHILD WITH LANTERN
Andi!  Paul wants....

(pause)
Andi?

FLASHBACK

EXT.  COUNTRYSIDE AROUND STATION HILL.  EVENING.

DREWANNA

swirls the skirt of her new red dress.  Her long legs
take large strides along the dusty road.  Her bare feet
thick with mud.  She carries a barn lantern.

CRACKING OF A TWIG

Drewanna stops.  She looks nervously over her shoulder.

Booted feet SHUFFLE amongst dry leaves.  She walks faster 

Drewanna grabs her book tighter and runs through the
underbrush.  The SHUFFLING becomes RUNNING STEPS as the
man in the boots chases her.

END FLASHBACK

EXT.  CAMPFIRE.  PRESENT MOMENT.

Andrea stands.  Her feet poised as if she's ready to
run.  Her hand around the girl's wrist.  Sylvie, dumped
so abruptly from Andrea's lap, cries out.

Andrea snaps back to present consciousness.  Horrified,
Andrea lets go of the girl's arm and drops to one knee.

ANDREA
Oh, Sylvie.  Honey.

The girl rubs her wrist.  
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SYLVIE
It's okay.  You look sorta funny?

A frightened Andrea hugs the girl close.  Sweat beads
her brow.  She stares at the lantern still being held
by Paul's messenger.

CHILD WITH LANTERN
Paul's running the movie up at the
community room.  Said I should
tell you. 

The girls SQUEAL in delight.  A mass exodus from the
campfire.

ANDREA
(half hearted)

No running in the dark, girls!

INT. CABIN - NIGHT.

The girls settle in their bunks for bed. 

In her own corner, Andrea lies wide awake staring at
the rafters. 

FOOTSTEPS approach.  Andrea sits up abruptly.  She looks
at PINA, a slender African American girl standing at
her bedside.

The red flannel of the child's nightgown momentarily
SUPERIMPOSES on the red of the skirt from Andrea's
earlier vision.  The child's bare feet against the boards
of the cabin floor momentarily become the bare black
feet of the running Drewanna in Andrea's waking
nightmare.

Andrea shakes her head.  Rubs her eyes.

PINA
I don't feel so good.

Andrea leans forward and feels her brow.

EXT. CHURCH PARKING LOT.

Bus from camp unloads joyful girls.  A somber Andrea
gets off with her duffel.

She waves to the girls, walks slowly to her car.  Karen's
Jaguar parks next to Andrea's car.  Karen waits for
Andrea to come closer, gets out of her Jag.  She
scrutinizes Andi.
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KAREN
You look awful.

ANDREA
Thanks.  That's uplifting.  Problems
with the urban planning job?

KAREN
Never mind that.  What happened
this weekend?

ANDREA
It's everywhere I go. 

She turns angrily and throws her duffel into the back
seat of her car.

KAREN
Maybe Dr. Feldstein....

ANDREA
(Dully)

Yeah, I called.   

Karen reaches for her friend, hugs her.  Comforts her.

Andrea pulls herself together.

ANDREA
Let's see what we can fix at the
office. 

KAREN
Nope.  A restaurant.  You probably
haven't had a decent meal since
you left. 

EXT. A CITY STREET.  A FEW DAYS LATER.  DAY.

Andrea, make up concealing the dark circles, drives in
stop and go traffic on Wilshire.  In one hand, she holds
a portable tape recorder as she dictates notes to her
secretary.  The red light comes on.  She stops. 

ANDREA
That letter to the head of the
commission has to be out by five
today.  Be sure to look up those
projected dates in the file before
you type the final...

She glances at the date.  Instead of August 25, 2014,
it has become August 25, 1969.  She GASPS. 
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FLASHBACK

INT. THE BARN.

Her head jerks up. The barn scene has enveloped her. 
The date book has morphed into an old geography book. 
Her Black fingers flip frantically through the pages
with maps and childish notes.  She pulls the book close
to her and opens the cover.   

The name DREWANNA scrawls across the front page. 

BACK TO SCENE

Horns honk.  She looks up at the green light.  Andrea
glances back, staring at the date book.

FLASHBACK  -

INT. THE BARN - LATE AFTERNOON. 

The old black 1960s Ford pickup truck stands with both
doors open.  Someone SOBS.  Two thin brown legs
(Drewanna's) dangle from the open door of the truck's
cab.  Her rucked up dress is bunches toward her waist. 
Blood streaks her legs and stains her skirt.

The strong white hands of her rapist rip pages from the
large leather bound geography book.  The fingers leave
a combination of wet, grimy, blood-tinged fingerprints
on the page near Drewanna's name.  The pages now litter
the floor of the cab and spill out the open truck door
onto the ground.

END FLASHBACK

EXT. LOS ANGELES CITY STREET - PRESENT DAY

As the horns BLAST, Andrea wills herself from her fugue
state and drives forward.

INT.  ANDREA'S OFFICE.  A SHORT TIME LATER.

Andrea sits doodling at her drafting table.  She pulls
the doctor's prescription bottle from her purse. 
Hesitantly, shakes a Valium into her hand.  She pops it
into her mouth and swallows it down with cold coffee. 

INT.  ANDREA'S OFFICE.   NIGHT.

Andrea's works at her drafting table.  Dark circles
under her eyes indicate smeared make up from tears. 
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Her head droops.  She snaps upright.  Sips at a cup of
coffee and mumbles to herself.  Her hand reaches to
flip her desk calendar to the next day's page,
Thursday...

The urban planning finance committee meeting is written
in red for 1:30 p.m.  Dr.  Feldstein's appointment
written in at 4 p.m.  She slams the appointment book
shut and returns to her work.

INT.  A FINANCE COMMITTEE'S CONFERENCE ROOM.  DAY.

Andrea finishes her final report to the same men as
earlier.  Though she is smartly dressed, and neatly
made up, nothing can hide the ravages of too little
sleep and too much worry.

She looks around. 

ANDREA
So, gentlemen.  If there are no
more questions...  You had a
comment, Mr. Fortner?

Fortner turns to direct his comment to HARRISON, Col.
Sanders with a smile, who stands at the rear of the
room.

FORTNER
When can we start?  

Harrison nods and looks over at Andrea.

Perspiration forms on her forehead and upper lip.  She
picks up her notes.

Jared Bracknel stands, starts toward her, claiming a
prize.  He gives her a mock salute.

BRACKNEL
Well done, Miss James.  How about
a drink for congratulations?

ANDREA
Uh, I'll get you that extra package
you asked for. 

The light catches the large stone in his pinky ring
reflecting into Andrea's eyes.  She blinks, raises a
hand to ward off the sudden reflection.  Andrea leans
down to her attaché on the floor at the side of her
display easel.
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ANDREA

reaches toward the extra presentation package, which
rests on top of her papers.  Instead of seeing her own
hand reach into her line of sight, the fingers become a
rich, chocolate brown, the palms a rosy pink.  She drops
the package.  Sways.  She starts to straighten up.

Andrea's eyes roll back into her head.  Her lids flutter
shut.  She sinks to the floor.  Bracknel jumps to her
side as Harrison surges forward from the back of the
room.

HARRISON
I'll handle this.

He places his jacket under Andrea's head. 

Karen enters and quickly ushers everyone from the room
as Harrison returns to Andrea.

Her eyes flutter open.

INT.  ANDREA'S OFFICE.  SHORT TIME LATER.

Harrison and Karen stand over Andrea.  Harrison's arm
rests around Karen's shoulders. 

HARRISON
Andrea, you were out cold.

KAREN
I vote for the hospital.

ANDREA
You don't get a vote.  I called
Feldstein.  He's squeezing me in. 

INT.  DR. FELDSTEIN'S OFFICE.  AFTERNOON

Andrea sits in a recliner chair staring at the ceiling. 
Dr. Feldstein adjusts his seat behind his desk as he
taps his fingers together.  Both look fairly grim.

ANDREA
But don't you see.  That's all it
can be.  That's why my hand was
suddenly black.

He notes on a pad.  
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DOCTOR
Reincarnation is a strange
conclusion.  So is possession. 
You've had two episodes where you've
nearly killed yourself.

ANDREA
I wasn't trying to kill myself. 
I... couldn't see where I was
driving. 

DOCTOR
Some people might consider driving
at dangerous times a subconscious
attempt to harm yourself.

ANDREA
But...I don't feel...suicidal.

DOCTOR
Denial is often the first stage of
a mental illness, Andrea.

ANDREA
But schizophrenics... have lots of
symptoms.  They can't even function. 
They're afraid...of everything.

She pushes back in her chair.  

DOCTOR
They can function at the onset.

(hesitates)
It gets progressively worse.  Your
episodes might be distress signals. 
And you've told me that you hear
voices, is that not correct?

Andrea's terrified.  She grasps the front edge of her
chair.

The doctor hands her the Kleenex box across the desk. 
She takes one.

He presses on.

DOCTOR
If the medication doesn't help
you, we'll have to consider
hospitalization.

Andrea stiffens.  She shakes her head.
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ANDREA
I don't know.  I just don't feel
crazy.

He takes out his prescription pad.  

DOCTOR
You're overwrought.  You have my
emergency number.

She nods.  

He hands her the prescription, which she stuffs in her
purse.  He stands and tries to put a hand on her
shoulder.   

INT. ANDREA'S KITCHEN.  EVENING.

Karen measures coffee for the brewer as Andrea stands
by the table getting ready to slice into a chocolate
cake.  Karen flips the switch. Water filters through
merrily.

KAREN
So you'll take the pills?

ANDREA
Wouldn't the symptoms have started
earlier? 

Karen sets out cups and plates.

KAREN
But you are going to try?

Andrea lifts the knife over the cake and tilts the tip
toward  the center.

VISION

THE LONG BLADE KNIFE

suddenly becomes a fixed blade hunting knife.  Instead
of the dark chocolate frosting, it becomes dark chocolate
flesh.  As the blade sinks through the skin,  Andrea
SCREAMS and the knife clatters to the floor.

END OF VISION

PRESENT DAY

Karen whirls around.  Andrea's hand bleeds. 
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KAREN
Andrea!

Andrea continues staring blankly at the cake. 

Karen puts pressure on the wound and guides her over to
the sink, putting the cut under water and washing it
with soap.  Karen grabs a towel and ties it tight and
puts ice on the cut. 

KAREN
Look at me!  Damn it! 

Andrea cannot.  Her eyes wide and staring, she stands
frozen at the kitchen sink.

ANDREA
(black Southern dialect)

You didna have'ta.  Ise be good. 
I won't says  nuthin. 

Karen can only stand helplessly watching as her friend
goes into the hallucination.  

FLASHBACK

A WHITE MASCULINE HAND

Grips a smooth brown shoulder.  The point of the Buck
knife  nicks the flesh at the base of Drewanna's neck.

YOUNG MAN
You ever hit me again, with
anything, you gonna need nothing
but a pine box and a preacher.

(pause)
You hear me, gal?

DREWANNA
Yas, suh.

The white hand moves to her wrist, yanks it hard, draws
the girl closer to her attacker.  Neither face is seen. 
The taut cords in the anger-red throat of the male stand
out.

YOUNG MAN
Now, clear all this up and get
busy on them horses.

As the man leaves Drewanna, only the lower part of his
body and the familiar boots show.
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Drewanna's hands collect the scattered pages of her
geography  book, smoothing them straight, and pressing
them back between the cover boards.  She leans down to
pull them out from under the Ford pickup, parked in the
barn.

She carries the book over to a large tack locker, hides
it  on the very bottom and puts a horse blanket and a
show jumping saddle over it, closes the lid, and gives
the box a loving pat.

END FLASHBACK

BACK TO SCENE

KAREN
Andi?  Tell me what happened.

Andrea shakes her head as if recovering from a physical
blow.  She stares at her own cut hand.  She sobs. 

ANDREA
It happens over and over again. 
He raped her.  I felt it all.  The
rope.  The knife...he cut me.  I
did this?

Karen nods as she guides Andrea over to the kitchen
table and sits her down.  Pours coffee.  Andrea's stares
at the dark brew. 

Andrea looks directly at Karen.  She pushes the
medication bottle toward her.

Andrea shakes her head.  

ANDREA
I have to find out what I keep
seeing.  I'm going back to Station
Hill.

KAREN
To be with Zach?

ANDREA
To be where these visions first
started.  

Karen reacts. 



                                                         24

INT.  FRONT OFFICE OF ZACH'S ARCHITECTURAL FIRM - STATION HILL - 
DAY.

Andrea enters the English antique styled office.  She
pauses, uncomfortable in the elegant surroundings as
she is just in jeans and a tee-shirt.  In the far
Jacobean chair sits a  portly gentleman RANDALL
MERRIWEATHER waiting in the lobby.  Balding, he dangles
an unlit cigar from his mouth.  The man stares at her
with lewd intent. 

Seated next to him is SARA SUE MERRIWEATHER.  This
Southern bombshell is the antithesis of Andrea -- petite,
coy and ready to pull the plug and explode. 

Andrea sits on the edge of a seat.  Unnerved by the
continued stare, she picks up a magazine.

MERRIWEATHER
(heavy Southern drawl)

Honey, don't I know you?

ANDREA
Um, no.  I don't think so. 

(scans magazine)

MERRIWEATHER
You down here for business?  Mr.
Zach's a mighty good arch-y-tech.

ANDREA
Uh, kind of.

MERRIWEATHER
You didn't used to live hereabouts,
did ya?

Andrea shakes her head, relieved as LANGDON COLTON,
Zach's father, enters.  Almost a twin to Merriweather,
Langdon's a year older, but not much wiser.  Definitely
two peas in a pod.  Arrogant and condescending, they're
both very old school.  

LANGDON
Andrea, darlin'.  I sure didn't
expect to see you here again uh..so
soon.

Sara Sue jerks her head in Andrea's direction now as
she focuses in for the kill.  She stands to emphasize
her beauty and power.  
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SARA SUE
Oh, you're Andrea.  My fiancé has
told me all about you design those
cute little houses for the poor.

ANDREA
(surprised)

Your finance?

Andrea sees no ring on Sara Sue's finger.  Sara Sue
notices her look.

SARA SUE
That's right, honey.  I do hope
you'll be comin down for the
wedding.  Zach thinks so highly of
your work.

ANDREA
Uh, thanks.

The door opens and ZACHARY COLTON comes out with half a
dozen blue prints in his arms.  He could be a stud, but
he's a gentleman.

ZACH
Well, this is a surprise.

He starts to walk over to Andrea, but Sara Sue scoops
her arm through his.

She steers him toward the door.  

SARA SUE
Came to surprise you for lunch,
honey.

LANGDON
Son.  We need to talk.

Zach frees himself from Sara Sue.

He holds his hand out to Andrea.  

ZACH
Later, Dad.  Sara Sue, Randall,
hope you don't mind.  Andi?

She hurries over to his side as they start to walk out.

Merriweather continues staring.  
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MERRIWEATHER
I know I've seen you before.  You
got any relatives hereabouts.

SARA SUE
(Southern drawl)

Nice to meet you, Andrea.  See you
later, Zach, darlin.  Don't forget
tea at the club tomorrow.

He ignores her.  Sara Sue smiles the smile of an
assassin. Andrea meets her gaze.  They glare like two
pit bulls jockeying for a throat-hold as the door closes
behind Andrea and Zach.

LANGDON

His eyes narrow.  He chews on his cigar.

LANGDON
Sara Sue?

SARA SUE
I haven't lost to that Yankee yet. 

INT. COFFEE SHOP -- AFTERNOON

Zach's hand covers Andrea's.

ANDREA
I don't know if it's going to work.

ZACH
Oh please.  I am not engaged to
Sara Sue, no matter what she says.

ANDREA
Not that.  My memories.

ZACH
Hallucinations?

ANDREA
No!

ZACH
Okay, waking dreams.  You're not
serious.... Don't go California
crazy on me.

She tries to give a laugh but it doesn't work.  She
gulps down her black coffee. 
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ANDREA
Was I wrong in coming down?

He plays with her hand.  

ZACH
Not on my account.  How long ya
goin' be with me?  I want you so
badly...even with this...Drewanna.

ANDREA
How ever long it takes for me to
find out what's going on.

He kisses her tenderly.  

ZACH
Honey, I'm here for you...whatever
it is  I just want you to stop
hurting.  Let's get your stuff
over to my place..and maybe later.

Andrea nods, stands and puts money down for the African
American waitress. Andrea pauses mid-motion and stares
at her with a quizzical expression, trying to place
her. 

GERALDINE, a large handsome woman meets her gaze a moment
and then looks down as she approaches the table. 

GERALDINE
You need something more, Miss?

Andrea catches her thought.  

ANDREA
Uh...no.  I...just
thought...nevermind.

EXT. TOWN GAS STATION. NEXT DAY.

Andrea has stopped at Washington's station.

Washington waits on her himself, filling her rental car
with gas, washing her windows.  As he works, she stares
at him.

ANDREA
You towed my car before.  You worked
on it.  Remember? 

He grunts, not looking at her.
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ANDREA
Uh, what happened to the picture
you had there?

WASHINGTON
Never you mind.  It wasn't yours
to look at.

She's taken aback a bit.

She hands him a fifty.  His fingers touch hers for a
moment and as he walks towards his office the images
begin.

FLASHBACK

EXT.  WOODS.  DAWN.

A younger Washington holds a battered body against his
breast and CRIES.  He falls to his knees.  Small bare
black feet twist and flop as he rocks the corpse wearing
the same red dress Andrea had seen before.  It's
Drewanna.

END FLASHBACK

Andrea has a stunned expression on her face.

A TAP on her half closed window brings Andrea back to
present.  She GASPS as she stares at Washington.  She
puts her hand to her mouth, holding back a scream.

Washington holds out the change.  Andrea ignores it for
the moment.

WASHINGTON
Anything wrong, Miss?

ANDREA
No, I... the girl you found...

She falls silent when Washington grabs her hand, slapping
her change into her palm.  He closes her fingers over
the change.  The fierce look on his face would stop ice
melting.  He holds her hand shut, leans close.

WASHINGTON
Go back to your fancy man, his
daddy's fancy house, and you don't
say nothing to nobody 'bout my
Drewanna.  Not ever!

He turns and stalks back into the station office.  Andrea
looks at the change in her hand.
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The coins have left an impression in her palm from the
pressure of Washington squeezing her fingers around the
money.

Andrea STARTS HER ENGINE, pulls away rapidly.

INT. STATION HILL TOWN HALL -- OUTSIDE RECORDS OFFICE- DAY - MOS.

Through the glass door, with RECORDER lettered on it,
Andrea talks earnestly to the clerk behind the counter.

His face masks stony resistance. Only their gestures
show through the glass of the door.  He shakes his head. 
She asks something else.  He responds briefly.  She
scribbles the information on the back of an old envelope
that she takes from her purse.

She comes out through the door clutching the envelope
with a determined look.

The clerk moves over to the office window, watches as
Andrea walks toward her rental car.

HER LICENSE L23168

The clerk copies her license plate number.  Then he
picks up a telephone, dials.  

INT.  SHERIFF'S OFFICE.  SAME TIME.(MOS)

A man's mouth moves as it speaks into a mobile unit
microphone.

EXT. STREET. SAME TIME.

As Andrea reaches her car, Sara Sue and her daddy Randall
Merriweather walk by. 

Andrea pauses to unlock her car door.  The envelope
flutters to the street.

Randall hurries to retrieve it for her.  Andrea reaches
to take the envelope from Him.  He shakes her hand
instead.  His eyes glance at the writing on the envelope
before meeting hers.  Their eyes meet for a moment and
Andrea looks away uncomfortable.

RANDALL
(leers)

You going to be in Station Hill
long? We could have dinner some
night. 
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ANDREA
If you're through reading my
notes...?

She holds out her hand for the envelope.  He surrenders
it.

RANDALL
Well you get tired of that boy,
you let me know, you hear?  Sara
Sue?

Sara Sue puts her arm through her father's as they
continue walking.  Sara Sue calls back over her shoulder.

SARA SUE
Why don't you come riding with me
some afternoon, Miss James?  You
do ride, don't you?

ANDREA
Uh, yeah.  Sure.  

RANDALL
You can't miss the place.  We're
Zach's neighbors to the south.

Andrea watches them for a moment and frowns, then gets
into her car.

She drives to the edge of the town, a sheriff's car has
obviously been waiting.  It pulls out after her.

It follows her into the countryside.

Andrea pulls into the lot of a shabby white rural church. 
Even with the paint peeling, it is well cared for as is
the garden.

INT.  OFFICE OF THE CHURCH.  DAY.

The elderly black DEACON, slender, graying, bowed with
the weight of clerical service, helps Andrea with her
request. 

ANDREA
Sorry to trouble you, but the
recorder said --

He shrugs and lifts a huge, rather tattered book down
from a shelf.  He blows dust from the edges before
handing it to Andrea.
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DEACON
No bother.  They ain't much showed
interest in Black folks gettin'
born.  Sure don't care if'n we
die.

He clears a pile of books and makes a place for Andrea
to sit down.  She smiles and begins to flip the pages,
her finger as a marker reading each name, engrossed in
her search.

The Deacon stares at her a moment, shakes his head and
backs out. 

EXT.  THE STREET IN FRONT OF PHARMACY-  DAY.

As Sara Sue and Randall pause.

RANDALL
You sure you know what you're
doin',Girl?

SARA SUE
No one's going to steal my Zachary. 

Randall pats her hand.

RANDALL
Think I'll go have a chat with
Toliver.  You go on in and gawk at
the baubles, Baby Girl. 

INT.  THE CHURCH INTERIOR -DAY.

Andrea flips through the yellowed pages of crabbed
entries looking at the death records for 1969.

HER FINGER PAUSES

The name Drewanna pops out.

The date AUGUST 25, 1969 stands out.

Andrea inhales sharply.  Her eyes widen. 

ANDREA
My birthday!

She looks again at the listing.  Her hands shake as she
writes down the information. 

The last name is Martin.  Impulsively, she picks up a
telephone book on the table and scans the list of
Martin's.
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BACK TO SCENE

Andrea copies down the information, closes the book. 
She tucks the slip of paper into her bag, steps to the
door.

DEACON
Find what you're lookin' for?

ANDREA
Maybe.  

EXT.  CHURCHYARD -  A FEW MINUTES LATER.

Andrea consults the slip of paper, searches the
headstones.

She finds the stone for Drewanna Martin.

THE STONE

The inscription reads "Drewanna Martin, December 20,
1955-August 25, 1969.  Blessed Babe.  Gone to God.  Too
soon."

ANDREA'S FINGERS

touch the stone, lingering on the inscription "Blessed
Babe." She hears music and looks around. 

FLASHBACK

CHURCHYARD -  1969 -  DAY.

A silent observer, Andrea sees the funeral.  Washington,
a  youth in a dark suit that obviously belongs to someone
far shorter than he, holds one side of the casket.  He
tugs at the sleeves as tears run down his face.

Several other young people gathered, solemnly watching. 

MAEBELL MARTIN, a plump black woman with black hair
curled tight to her head, sobs as she hangs on the arm
of her elder daughter (18).

She places a red kerchief upon Drewanna's coffin. 

Andrea momentarily sees the girl swirling happily in
her new dress.  The patterns in the material match.
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END FLASHBACK

BACK TO SCENE

Andrea reaches up, surprised to find tears on her cheeks.

She hurries back into the church.

EXT.  FAR EDGE OF CHURCHYARD UNDER TREES - SAME TIME.

TOM, a middle aged redneck, watches Andrea.  Tall, burly
and his face flushed from heavy drink, he wears the
uniform of a sheriff's deputy.  Returning to his patrol
car, he speaks into the radio mike.

INT.  SHERIFF'S OFFICE - SAME TIME.

SHERIFF JERIMIAH TOLIVER is the third pea in the pod. 
He's seated across from Randall Merriweather.  In the
background sits a photo of three young men, dressed
fairly alike with similar build and coloring. It's easy
to recognize young Langdon, Randall and Jerimiah.

Toliver's cigar burns in an ashtray.  He drums his
fingers on his desk.  The sheriff does not look happy. 
He turns away from the radio and glares at Randall.

TOLIVER
Yep.  Tom just confirmed it. 

Nervously, he toys with a sealed letter.  The envelope
proves stubborn.  He rummages in his desk for a moment
to no avail.

Randall leans down and pulls a fixed blade Buck knife
out of his boot, offers it to Toliver who opens the
letter with it and hands it back as they talk.

RANDALL
She's gotta know something.

TOLIVER
How could she?

RANDALL
You'd best find out...if you want
your job.

The sheriff frowns at Randall's veiled threat, then
turns tothe radio set.  He reaches for his mike.
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EXT.  MAEBELL'S BOARDING HOUSE - DAY.

Andrea climbs the stairs.  A weathered sign swings from
the porch rail.  It reads MAEBELL'S ROOM AND BOARD. 
She looks around a moment before knocking.

A rocker and porch glider sit on the spotless porch. 
That, like the house, have seen better days.  A small
wooden table rests near the chair.  The seat of the
rocker holds a homemade chintz cushion in lively colors. 

Andrea KNOCKS.

MAEBELL
I comin'.  I movin' slow, but I
get there.

An older  Maebell throws open the door, leaning heavily
on a cane instead of daughter's arm, she undeniably the
same woman from the funeral Andrea has just "seen."

Andrea gasps, takes a step back, nearly falling down
the porch.  She blinks.

MAEBELL
You okay, Miss?

Andrea nods. 

The initial hostility fades a bit as Maebell leans closer
to the screen, peers hard at Andrea.

ANDREA
Please, I need to talk to you.

MAEBELL
I know you?  You from around here? 

ANDREA
The Deacon said....

Andrea puts a hand on the screen door handle.  Maebell
has left it latched.  She unhooks it now and holds it
partially open as she speaks.

ANDREA
...Your daughter.

MAEBELL
Somethin' happen to my Rosalie? 
You know my girl?

ANDREA
No.  Not Rosalie, Mrs. Martin.
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MAEBELL
Youse mistaken, Miss.  Got only
one daughter.  She and her husband
live over to --

ANDREA
Not Rosalie.  Drewanna.

Maebell's expression hardens.  She pulls the screen
door shut and snaps the latch in place.

MAEBELL
I said.  Youse mistaken.

The woman shuts the inner door, firmly as Andrea reaches
toward the screen.  Realizing it's closed, she leans
despondently against the doorpost.

EXT.  STREET JUST OUTSIDE STATION HILL -  DAY.

Andrea drives along the road barely observing the weeping
willows and the lush greens.  Sweat beads her brow; her
knuckles are white as she hangs onto the wheel.

As she passes the school, she sees two little girls,
one African American and one Caucasian, on the swings. 
They laugh, and kick their feet high in the air. 

Andrea slows, then stops to watch them.

For a brief moment, the white girl becomes young Andrea
swinging hand in hand with her black friend. 

She is lost in thought as the patrol car eases up behind
her.

DEPUTY TOM

Gets out and saunters up to her driver's window, hiking
up his pants as he walks. 

The depth of Andrea's concentration prevents her from
hearing him.  He RAPS on her window. 

She jumps.

He tips his hat.  

TOM
Didn't mean to scare you.

ANDREA
Sorry, officer.  Something wrong?
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TOM
Yeah, sorriest damn sight...Guess
I still can't get used to seein'
our town school littered with them.

ANDREA
Tell me officer...

(charm heavy)
Am I breaking a law... or did you
just stop to spew your racist
remarks?

He takes off his dark glasses, uses the stem as a
pointer.  His hands on the window of her driver's door. 
His eyes narrow.

TOM
We don't cotton to strangers messin'
with our kids.

ANDREA
What do you mean "messin' with?"

Tom takes out his ticket book, begins to write in it.

ANDREA
What the hell...?

TOM
You're big city smart.  You figure
it out.  Pay cash at the station. 
Follow me.

ANDREA

watches his boots as he turns, strolls to his vehicle.

TOM

Gets in his car, signals her to follow.

ANDREA

sits for a moment, reading the ticket.

TICKET

The word "loitering" scribbled there.

TOM'S CAR

pulls up parallel.  He gives her the authority eye.

Andrea sighs and her engine ROLLS OVER. 
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EXT.  SHERIFF'S OFFICE -  DAY.

Andrea walks down the steps of the station being escorted
by an irritated Zach. 

ANDREA
Thank you, Zach.  Sorry you had to
come back from New Orleans.

Zach shakes his head.  

ZACH
Comments about racism don't set
well here, Honey.  You should know
that from the last time.

ANDREA
Zach, the man only got out of his
patrol car to air his sheet.

ZACH
You can't go talking about bed
sheets and cross burnings here in
the South.

ANDREA
You're condoning that racist jerk?

ZACH
We just do things differently down
here.

Andrea tries to control her anger, but she's still mad. 

Zach holds open the door of his Porsche, helps Andrea
in.  He hustles over to the driver's side.

INT.  ZACH'S CAR.  CONTINUOUS.

The moment Zach sits in the car, Andrea lets him have
it.

ANDREA
Racism is hardly a "when in
Rome..."type of travel tip.

ZACH
Of course not.  But you don't go
traipsing through the Black part
of town.

Andrea bites her lip.  Zach GUNS THE ENGINE and pulls
from the curb.
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ANDREA
The Black part?  Is there some
dividing wall?  Oh right, I forgot,
you and your beloved Sara Sue will
inherit Daddy's plantation home. 

ZACH
The Colton family has been here
since before the Civil War

ANDREA
I always did like history. 
Reenactment history is almost as
good.

Zach tramps the accelerator in his frustration.

Andrea grips the arm rest, but refuses to tell him to
slow down even when the wind from the open top whips
her hair into her eyes.

ZACH
You don't know anything about our
ways.

ANDREA
Guess I'm going to find out.  Tell
me about Washington finding
Drewanna. 

Zach takes his eyes off the road.

ZACH
Give it up.  

He brakes to an abrupt stop.

ANDREA
He still loves me...I mean,
Drewanna.  It's the reason he won't
marry Geraldine, I bet.  

ZACH
Where are you getting all this?

Andrea shrugs.  

ANDREA
I just... don't you see.  It's
proof.  I'm not crazy.  What I'm
seeing really happened.

ZACH
Okay, joke's over.  You heard about
this when you were down here before.
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ANDREA
You think I'd submit to a multitude
of tests and be told I was crazy
for a practical joke?

Zach shakes his head. 

He starts the car again as they continue towards his
place passing a desolate sea of swamp before coming out
on a dirt road.  The car bumps slightly.  After a long
silence....

ANDREA
Are you going to tell me the whole
story?

ZACH
I thought you knew everything. 

ANDREA
Stop it.  If I knew, would I be
down here asking questions?

Zach shrugs.  

ZACH
Like you said, Geraldine keeps
hopin'.

ANDREA
And they never found the killer?

ZACH
Nope.

ANDREA
Maebell Martin wouldn't talk about
it.  Any suspects?

ZACH
Nope.

In the distance, the breathtaking grounds and Colton
house. 

In the wooded area, Spanish moss hangs down and swampy
flat lands surround them. 

Zach pulls in at the bottom of the stairs leading to a
garage apartment.

Andrea remains lost in her thoughts.  She continues
sitting in the car staring at
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THE DASHBOARD

VISION 

Images form as if the glove box surface is a screen --
a white hand grabs a slender brown wrist and begins
dragging against the black girl's struggling weight.

END VISION

BACK TO SCENE

Zach talks as he climbs out of the car and starts around
to Andrea's side, barely noticing her absorption.

He's at her car door, opening it.

ANDREA

Catatonic she continues staring at the glove box.  Zach
takes her arm.

ANDREA'S ARM

has become Drewanna's slender black one; she sees Zach's
white hand close around it.  She SCREAMS and yanks it
away with angry force.

BACK TO SCENE

Zach looks stunned as Andrea grips the dashboard with
both hands and continues staring transfixed at the glove
box.

THE DASH

shows Drewanna being slapped repeatedly.  A final blow
knocks her to the floor of the barn where she rolls
against the half door of a stall. 

A bay stallion rears, WHINNIES, and paws the air,
obviously distressed at the violence.

BACK TO SCENE

Zach's words get through to Andrea as she
hyperventilates.  Sweat beads her brow.

THE GLOVE BOX

returns to being just a glove box.  The pictures have
stopped.
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Zach leans into the car, one arm around Andrea's
shoulder.

ZACH
You're scaring me. 

Andi shakes her head.  She allows Zach to help her from
the car.  They stand outside for a moment.  She looks
around as if seeing the place for the first time.

ANDREA
Zach.. Drewanna worked for the man
who raped her.

ZACH
Christ!  Stop this. 

ANDREA
I can't forget.  The Deacon at the
church. . .  She died on my
birthday.  There.  That's another
proof.

ZACH
Woman, you don't have the sense
God gave wet hens.  

Andrea can't handle his anger.  She puts a hand over
her mouth, bolts up the stairs to the garage apartment.

Zach follows at a run, catches her at the top landing
outside the door.  He holds her close.

ZACH
Honey, I don't want to see you
getting hurt.  That area of town
is...

ANDREA
Black.

Zach shrugs helplessly as they go inside. 

INT.  ZACH'S APARTMENT -- LATER

The whole wall is taken up with fragments of paper. 
Like a puzzle, they are being moved around until they
fit together.  Everything Andrea has seen or remembered
is on this wall.  She writes Washington's name and posts
it next to Drewanna's.

ANDREA
How old do you think he was? 



                                                         42

ZACH,
Digging up the past is a mistake.

ANDREA
Not if it's my past.  It's proof
that I'm not crazy.

ZACH
You're so darn stubborn.

He gives her a hug and then SIGHS helplessly.

ANDREA
And you aren't?

(pause)
Now that Sheriff Toliver has my
rental car, what do I do for
transportation?

Zach grins.  Moving to the drafting table at the window,
he digs through the desk and pulls out a set of keys. 

Crossing the room, he hands them to Andrea. But makes
her reach for them, teasing as he kisses her.

ZACH
These belong to a sedan over at
the main house.  I'll drive you
over. 

ANDREA
Can't I walk? 

ZACH
Two miles to the main house through
the woods.

ANDREA
"Over the hills and to the woods
to..."

(grins)
I can do it.

She shows some leg.  As they talk, he drops the keys on
the table while she slips out of her skirt, and pulls a
pair of jeans out of her suitcase.

She steps into them as Zach watches appreciatively.

ZACH
There's marshy spots all through
these woods.  Stay on the visible
paths.
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ANDREA
(whistles eerie song)

I'll probably be sucked out of
sight forever in the quicksand. 
Then the past I'm digging up will
remain past.  Is that it? 

ZACH
Not quicksand.  Just marshy.  And
watch for snakes.

She makes a face.  

ANDREA
Snakes?

She puts the car keys in her pocket.

ZACH
Well most of the 'gators 'round
here are small.

ANDREA
Sadist.

She leans to kiss him.  Zach takes her into his arms. 
It starts to deepen into something that will soon get
out of hand. 

He pulls her arms from around his neck, pushes her
lovingly toward the door.  Andrea laughs as she leaves. 

EXT.  GROUNDS APPROACHING THE MAIN COLTON MANSION -  DAY.

Through the weeping willows which line the road, Andrea
sees the plantation.  A river runs in the front of the
house and this makes up for the marshy area behind the
house. 

A rose garden with gazebo reaches from the back patio
to a low long white building, formerly the stable, which
has multiple garage doors.

Farther on, sits the current barn and paddock.  OL'
PETE a gnarled househand works a gorgeous horse on a
lounge line. 

Andrea, on course to the garage, veers off at the sight
of the horse, heads toward it as if in a trance.

When she has almost reached the arena, Ol' Pete working
the horse drops the line, forgetting something, hurries
into the barn.  Andrea approaches, then ducks into the
arena.
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She walks slowly toward the Appaloosa who stares at her
and snorts.

THE HORSE

starts moving toward her.  They meet mid-arena.

Andrea pats the sleek neck and talks to the horse.

ANDREA
Hello there, beauty.  Sara Sue
couldn't have anything as fine as
you.

Andrea puts a hand on the halter, leans to blow gently
in the horse's nostril.  He gives a short WICKER, nuzzles
her.

ANDREA
Sorry, baby.  Next time.  I promise.

OL' PETE
Hey!  Get away from that horse!

ANDREA
I was --

OL' PETE
Don't care.  That horse don't cotton
to strangers. 

ANDREA
He "cottons" to me.

(to the horse)
Don't you, boy?

The horse responds with another soft WICKER and nudges
Andrea.  Ol' Pete stops his advance, pushes his hat
back on his brow,  shakes his head, continues cautiously
in case the horse bolts.

Ol' Pete reaches for the reins.  

OL' PETE
Well, I'll be dipped.  Old Sol
usually gets downright nasty with
folks he don't know.

Andrea pats the horse one more time and moves from the
arena. 

At the rail, she stands a moment watching before she
moves off toward the garages.
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At the garage she enters a door at one end of the shed-
row.

INT.  GARAGES --  CONTINUOUS.

Andrea gropes for a light switch.  When the light comes
on, it illuminates several car shapes under tarps. 
Andrea lifts a corner of each tarp as she looks for the
sedan she'll be driving.

She finds it on the second try, pulls the tarp all the
way back.  As she struggles to fold it out of the way,
she notices a truck at the far end of the garage.  It's
hood is up and there are tools on the floor around it. 

It's the black '60 Ford from her visions!  Andrea visibly
trembles.

Quickly, she moves toward the truck.

Andrea places her hand on the driver's door handle and
yanks.

The cab sits empty.

She pauses a moment and looks around.  No one is there. 
She leans down, looks under the seats, runs a hand
beneath them.  Nothing.  Disappointed, she quietly closes
the truck door.

Frowning, she takes note of which garage door opens on
the sedan Zach wants her to use and goes outside.

EXT.  FRONT OF THE SHED -- ROW OF GARAGES

Andrea tests the padlock that secures the sedan's garage
door.  She yanks with futility on it, then heads through
the rose garden to the main house.  She KNOCKS at the
back screen door.  Classical music floats through the
house. 

ANDREA
Langdon?

He opens the door.  

LANGDON
Be right with you.  You come on in
and we'll have a nice little chat.

ANDREA
I just need the key to the sedan's
garage doors... 
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Langdon takes the cigar from his mouth, LAUGHS as he
finishes her sentence for her.

LANGDON
And maybe you won't get anymore
tickets?

ANDREA
You heard?

LANGDON
No secrets in a small town.  Zach's
right.  Nobody gonna ticket a Colton
car.  Not in Station Hill.

Still laughing, he turns and heads into the house so
that Andrea has to follow.  On the walls of the hallway
hang pictures of an much younger Zach with his Little
League team.

A younger Langdon struts as the proud coach in every
picture.

Langdon turns toward his dark wood study.  Hunting
mementos -- heads of moose, fish, deer, etc line the
wall.

Andrea pauses at the door.  Langdon motions her to a
polished leather chair.

ANDREA
How about that key for the garage,
Coach?

Langdon pours ice tea for them.  He takes a seat on the
sofa opposite

LANGDON
I still like to call a few plays,
Honey.  And I'm callin' a time
out.  Let's sit and talk a while.

(pauses)
You want something stronger?

ANDREA
I really can't stay. 

LANGDON
You city folk are so focused. 
Always in a hurry. 

Andrea smiles wryly.  Her gaze tracks to a silver framed
photograph on the end table near the couch.
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Zach stands close to Sara Sue, only the width of their
horses' heads between them.  They obviously enjoy
themselves and smile into the camera.

LANGDON
Nice picture, isn't it?

ANDREA
Very nice. 

LANGDON
Two peas in a pod.  Everybody
thought Randall and I'd be able to
announce the joinin' of our
properties as well as our children. 
Fact is, until your car got stuck
out here...it did get stuck, didn't
it?

ANDREA
$2000 worth.  

Langdon whistles and shoves the sugar bowl across the
table toward her.

LANGDON
You ladies never learn how to
properly take care of cars, do
you? 

ANDREA
(frowns)

Sorry to ruin your game plan, Coach.

LANGDON
The game ain't over till it's over.

ANDREA
You mean Sara Sue's still in there
pitching.

Langdon laughs.

LANGDON
It was Lee who surrendered at
Appomattox.  Not Sara Sue.

ANDREA
I suppose it wouldn't be politic
of me to mention who won that war.

(pause)
I still need the garage key.
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LANGDON
You city folks are always in such
an all-fired hurry.  You down here
just to know Zach better?

ANDREA
You could say that.

He rises slowly.  

LANGDON
Just might want to be careful where
you go around here.  Tradition, ya
know.  I'll walk ya out.  Save you
the time bringing it back.

Andrea drums her fingers as she waits for him.  Langdon
rummages in his desk.

He finds the key, dangles it.  

LANGDON
Ah, here we are.

EXT.  REAR OF HOUSE.  DAY.

Langdon moves through the rose gardens.  He stops to
point out the occasional exquisite bloom. 

HIS HANDS

As he pulls out a pen knife, cuts a blossom for Andrea. 
He holds it to his nose, offers it to her.

ANDREA
Thank you...

LANGDON
Surely you heard about stopping to
smell the roses, even in Los
Angeles.

She stares at the light glinting off the blade.  Her
hands go to her throat as if it hurts; as if it's been
cut.  She starts hyperventilating.

LANGDON
Darlin, you all right?

Andrea  manages to get a hold of herself and forces
herself to deep breath as the sensation fades.  She
takes the flower from him and inhales deeply.  She nods
as she follows Langdon to the garages. 
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He unlocks the lock, lifts the door.

INT. GARAGES -- CONTINUOUS

Andrea hurries to the sedan, gets in.  STARTS the engine. 
It doesn't catch at first.  Then it turns over.  She
looks relieved.  She backs the car from the garage,
waves to Langdon still standing at the entrance as she
pulls past.

LANGDON

watches her drive toward Zach's.  He smiles, but there's
no warmth in it.

INT.  ZACH'S APARTMENT -- SAME TIME.

Sara Sue stands behind Zach as he ignores her and
continues working.  Her hands are on his shoulders,
massaging him.  Her fingers tease and stroke.  He tries
shrugging her away.

ZACH
Sara Sue leave.  Now. 

SARA SUE
We are meant to be together. 

Sara Sue wraps her arms around his neck, nuzzles his
ear, nibbles him.  She is trying her damnedest to get
him into bed.

She pulls open the neck of his shirt, runs her hand
down his chest inside the open collar as she leans in.

SARA SUE
All work and no play....

ZACH
I say out of here.

Zach gets up.  He puts his hands on Sara's shoulders;
turns her toward the door.  She takes the opportunity
to throw her arms around his neck, presses herself full
length against him. 

As Zach reaches to pull her arms from his neck, Andrea
walks in. 

Sara Sue tries looking contrite and very caught-in-the-
act.
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SARA SUE
Oh, Andrea darlin', this isn't
what it looks like.

ANDREA
Of course it isn't...It looked
like a passionate embrace.

(pause)
Please leave.

Zach directs Sara toward the door.

She frowns and starts out.  

SARA SUE
Well, I never!

Andrea follows Sara to the door and calls out after
her.  She adapts a slight Southern accent, not enough
to be mimicry but just enough to be competitive.

ANDREA
I'll wager you have!  But you won't
anymore.

Behind Andrea, Zach CHUCKLES.  Andrea turns around and
comes to him.  He's back at his drafting table.  She
puts her arms around his neck.

ANDREA
Enjoying that, were you?

ZACH
Never crossed my mind.

Zach positions a T-square and rules a line on his work.

ANDREA
Zach?

ZACH
Yeah?

ANDREA
What's that old truck in the car
shed?

ZACH
The old sixties Ford?

Andrea nods as Zach packs up some of his drawings from
the drafting table.
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ZACH
That belongs to Merriweather. 
Pete's working on it for him.

ANDREA
The guy in charge of the horses?

ZACH
Pete's a jack-of-all trades, master
of damn near all of them, too.

ANDREA
Mr. Merriweather's got money.  Why
does he want with an old truck
like that?

ZACH
Sentimental, I guess.  He, dad and
Toliver worked one whole summer to
buy it off a local farmer for
seventy-five dollars.  They shared
it.  I think it was their first
car.

ANDREA
Three musketeers.

Zach picks up his portfolio and heads for the door as
Andrea writes truck at Colton's; belongs to Merriweather,
and puts it up on the wall.

ZACH
You stay put.  No more running
around in places you shouldn't.

ANDREA
Yes, Master.  

EXT.  THE LITTLE WHITE CHURCH -- THAT AFTERNOON.

Andrea exits the Colton sedan.  She pauses in the garden
to talk with the Deacon as he stands watering the
flowers.  He nods and turns off the water

They walk together into the church.  

THE PATROL CAR

once again parked under the trees.  Deputy Tom makes
notes. 

INT.  CHURCH --  A MOMENT LATER.

The Deacon hangs up the phone.
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DEACON
I'm sorry.  My Ella's out midwifin'.

ANDREA
Would the doctor she works with
have any records from Drewanna's
time?

DEACON
(ironic laugh)

Hardly.  Doc's only been here
since'87.  A youngster.  It would've
been my Ella if anyone.  Mostly
they're not.

Deacon writes a phone number on a slip of paper.

DEACON
Call after six. 

ANDREA
Thanks.

Andrea puts the paper in her bag, leaves the church
office.

EXT. OUTSIDE WINDOW OF CHURCH OFFICE -- SAME TIME.

Deputy Tom hunkers outside the open window where he has
been listening.

INT. SHERIFF'S OFFICE -- LATER IN THE DAY.

Tom stands before his boss.

TOLIVER
You sure she wanted to see Ella?

TOM
Yup.

TOLIVER
Well dang it, she can't.  Where'd
she learn all this?  Nigger's been
dead since '69.  Who's she to go
diggin into the past like this?

Toliver looks grim as he plays with his knife, hitting
the desk.  He stabs an orange.  It splits. 

TOM
(grins)

Boys wanna play, Boss?
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TOLIVER
Don't drag your feet, Tommy.

EXT. ON THE ROAD TO THE CHURCH -- EVENING.

As the last of the light fades, Andrea drives toward
the church.  A worried look crosses her face as THUMP,
THUMP, THUMP -- the unmistakable sound of a flat tire -
flops on the ground.

She gets out of the car, looks in the trunk.  No spare.

CURSING SOFTLY she begins to walk.  Through the trees,
she can see the lights of the church.  As the shrubs
thicken on each side of the road, she loses sight of
the lights.

Andrea hears RUSTLING.  She looks around frantically,
hurries her step.  A man in a white hood and sheet jumps
out into the road in front of her.

Andrea starts, draws in her breath, but does not scream. 
She straightens her shoulders, stares at the man.

ANDREA
Let me pass.

As she takes a step forward, the second figure joins by
the first, then another, until five men stand around
her, torches blazing, eyes almost invisible behind the
black holes in their Klan hoods.

VOICE #1
Where you going, Little Lady?

VOICE #2
Shouldn't be all alone.

VOICE #3 (TOM)
Pretty thing like you.

They press closer to her.  She backs up.  They wave the
torches closer to her face.  She ducks.  Her face shows
fear, then anger.

ANDREA
Why don't you boys put those sheets
back on your momma's beds where
they belong?

VOICE #1
Oooh!  Feisty.

The next voice is one Andrea has heard before.
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VOICE #3
That Colton boy's gotta stop keeping
company with a girl who runs all
over niggertown.

VOICE #2
You think?

Andrea's head swivels to look at Speaker #2.  Her face
shows recognition as she looks down to see the tan cuffs
and boots of the policeman.

ANDREA
So Tom, does the Sheriff know what
you do with your evenings?

VOICE #3
What about it, boys? 

All five men LAUGH, start to move in on Andrea.  She
SCREAMS as one man grabs her. 

They drag her toward a large tree.

Struggling and fighting, she kicks out at them, hitting
one in the crouch.  He screams and lets her go as another
one grabs for her hair. 

Fear sparkles in her eyes, but she's determined not to
let them see. 

The third gets out the rope and pushes her against the
tree as they tie her, facing the bark. 

She strains to keep her face from being pushed into the
rough surface, but the men are stronger.  She struggles
to breathe, to talk.

ANDREA
Let me go!

(crying)
Oh, Jesus! 

Her hair tangled.  She strains to study her attackers,
her mascara runs.  Blood trickles down her face. 

One of the men rips her shirt from her back.  

He draws back his arm, lets the bullwhip SNAP ominously. 
It catches in her hair and pulls, but she refuses to
scream. 
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VOICE #4
Yankee gal stop poking yer nose
where it don't belong.

The man snakes the whip expertly, SNAPS it against the
tree, just an inch over Andrea's head.  She refuses to
give him satisfaction.  He whips again.  Loosened bark
flies into her face.  Again.  It tears her full sleeve,
barely missing her arm.  The handler knows his stuff
with a whip. 

Silently, Andrea cries. 

VOICE #5
You gonna stop, Yankee gal?  Your
shamin one of the best families of
Station Hill.

VOICE #3
Answer him, gal.

Andrea shakes her head.  The bullwhip SNAPS again and
she struggles frantically against her bonds, ripping
her skin now. 

The whip CRACKS. 

Andrea breaks and SCREAMS.  She begins crying freely
now. 

The whip CRACKS. 

More bark flies off the tree causing Andrea to flinch
away, making the bonds dig deeper into her wrists.

ANDREA
You're the ones...who should..be
shamed.

VOICE #5
Nigger-lovin' Yankee bitch!

The whip CRACKS one last time, close to Andrea's face,
pulling Andrea's hair with it, jerking her head back as
the whip recoils. 

EXT.  THE TREE -- LATER THAT NIGHT.

There are no lights on this empty country road. 

Suddenly headlights shine on Andrea as she slumps against
the tree that holds her prisoner.  The car stops.
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The Deacon and his wife, ELLA, a thin, motherly lady,
hurry over to Andrea.  Her grayed hair knots in a severe
bun at her nape.  She wears a flowered, rather garish
print dress as if that can compensate for the severity
of her hairstyle.

ELLA
Land, child!  What'd they do to
you?

Grimly, they untie her.

The Deacon eases Andrea off the tree and against his
shoulder.  Ella supports Andrea from the other side. 
They help her into their car.  Ella climbs in after,
cradles Andrea against her bosom.

INT.  CHURCH RECTORY --  NIGHT.

Andrea lies on the sofa. 

Ella soothes her and swabs her forehead with a cloth. 
She dips it repeatedly in a steaming bowl of water that
has herbs and vegetation floating on its surface. 

Andrea struggles to sit up. 

ELLA
There, now. 

ANDREA
Zach'll be worried.

ELLA
Already done.  The Deacon took a
light outside to wait for him. 

ANDREA
Have I caused you trouble?  Won't
they be upset you helped me?

Ella places a cup to Andrea's lips.  

ELLA
No matter.  Bedsheets ain't nothin'
new.

The Deacon's wife sets the cloth and bowl aside, SIGHS. 

Andrea stares at it a moment and then slowly sips.

ANDREA
Sweet.
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ELLA
Herbs 'n things. 

ANDREA
Is this what you gave Drewanna?

ELLA
You sure you wanna know?  After
tonight.

ANDREA
I'm sure.  She came to you, didn't
she?

The Deacon's wife nods.

ANDREA
She was raped?

ELLA
(hesitates)

So she said.  But Drewanna's dead
these forty year.  Can't hurt her
no more.

ANDREA
She told you who did it.

ELLA
Mercy,gal.  H'aint tonight taught
you anything?

The woman starts to rise.  Andrea grabs Ella's hand,
pleading.

ANDREA
Don't you want it stopped?  Don't
you want him punished?

ELLA
It done stopped forty year ago. 
She died.

The Deacon's wife takes Andrea's hand gently, but firmly
from her wrist.  She starts walking away.

ELLA
(continuing bitterly)

Rape ain't a crime 'gainst a black
woman.  Not then.  Not even now. 
It's a way of life.
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ANDREA
The man who raped her that first
time, probably killed her the next. 
Was she pregnant?

ELLA
You don't know nothin' 'bout
nothin'.  One white man rape a
black girl, then he share a good
thing 'round.  Could'a been anyone
white, male and big 'nuf to force
her.

Andrea looks stunned.

Zach comes in with the Deacon and hurries to her.  He
looks at her bandaged wrists, hugs her.

ZACH
Who the hell did this?

As he holds her, she looks over his shoulder at Ella. 

Ella shakes her head in a warning "No". 

Andrea draws back, looks at Zach a moment as he helps
her up.  She shakes her head as the tears come. 

INT.  ZACH'S APARTMENT -- LATER THAT NIGHT.

Zach has Andrea all tucked up in bed.  He's pampering
the life out of her -- feeding her soup, plumping her
pillows, generally driving her crazy.

ZACH
You're sure you don't want to see
a doctor?

ANDREA
They just wanted to scare me. 

Zach gets up, paces angrily.  Takes her hand and glares
at her wrapped wrists.

ZACH
Yeah.  Scared you damn near to
death!  If I get my hands on the
guys.....

ANDREA
Forget it, Zach.
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ZACH
Does that mean you're going to
stop?  Do I have to send you back
to Los Angeles?

ANDREA
You don't think this is scaring
me? 

She gets up and studies the wall.

ANDREA
I'm close or they wouldn't be so
upset.

(turns to him)
By the way, Sara Sue wants me to
go riding with her later this week.

ZACH
You said no, of course.

Andrea smiles.

Zach shakes his head, SIGHS, lifts his hands in
resignation.

Andrea reaches for him and kisses him passionately.  He
draws away a little, as if afraid to hurt her.

ANDREA
How about teaching me?  

  

EXT.  THE COLTON HORSE BARN AT THE MAIN HOUSE.  DAY.

Zach and Andrea come cantering into the paddock area. 
Zach rides beautifully.  Andrea looks quite competent,
despite it being her first time. 

Zach swings down, reaches up to lift Andrea from her
horse. Bandages still swathes her wrists, but the welts
on her cheek have started to heal.

ZACH
You sure you've never ridden before?

ANDREA
Just the pony rides when I was
five.  It was nothing like this. 

Andrea leans down and pats her horse on the cheek. 
Reluctantly, she dismounts. 
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Zach clears his throat, leans over, whispers to Andrea.

ANDREA
Oh.

(to horse)
I beg your pardon, sir! 

ZACH
Now you can learn how to put
everything away.

Andrea makes a face. 

They lead their mounts into the barn.

INT. BARN -- MOMENTS LATER

Zach shows Andrea how to take off the tack, dip the
bits in the bit bucket, wipe down the leather with an
oiled cloth.

ZACH
Over here.

Andrea follows Zach toward a room off the barn center
aisle.

She carries her saddle on her arms, struggles to keep
her reins and girth from dragging.

They step into the tack room. 

Andrea stares at the lockers that line the walls.

She sees the locker from the flashback SUPERIMPOSED for
a moment. 

Andrea shivers as she recognizes these boxes as similar
to the one from her vision.

ZACH
I'll take that.

Andrea looks up, dazed, sees that Zach has been waiting
for her to hand him her saddle.  She's sweating.

ANDREA
Is the Merriweather's barn like
this one?

ZACH
Pretty much.
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ANDREA
And those boxes?

ZACH
Lockers for the show saddles,
mostly.  They used to go to every
horse show with the family.

Andrea nods, looks at the walls covered with old
photographs and show ribbons.  One catches her eye. 
She leans closer.

PICTURE

A candid shot of a young man holding a handsome horse
very similar to the horse Andrea first saw in the arena.

HIS BOOTS

She studies the photo.  His work boots are exactly like
the ones that kicked Drewanna in the opening scene.

BACK TO SCENE

ANDREA
Who's this?

ZACH
Sheriff Toliver wouldn't like you
having to ask.  Though he has
upgraded his waist size some.

ANDREA
What's the Sheriff's picture doing
here?

ZACH
Toliver's family didn't cotton to
livestock.  He rode here or at
Merriweather's.

Andrea stares at the old photograph again.  

ANOTHER PICTURE

This photo has two different young men, wearing high
English riding boots, holding reins of handsome horses. 
She points to one of the horses.

BACK TO SCENE

ANDREA
This one looks like Sol.
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ZACH
No, that's Merriweather's
stallion,Rogue.

ANDREA
I thought Sol was your horse.

ZACH
Sol is Rogue's son.  Merriweather
never would have let Rogue's blood
lines out of the family if Daddy
hadn't won a stud service from him
in a bet.

She points to the photo of the two men.

ANDREA
So this is your father and
Merriweather?

ZACH
(nods)

They used to compete all over
Louisiana.  Still have a pretty
good rivalry going.

ANDREA
Rivalry?

Zach polishes a saddle with a soft cloth.

ZACH
Well most folks say the fun and
fire went out of it when Daddy won
the big one...my mother.

Andrea places her hand over his  

ANDREA
I wish I could have known her.

ZACH
So do I.

They finish sorting tack. 

As they walk from the room, Andrea looks back over her
shoulder.

ANDREA

stares at the picture of Toliver in those all-too
familiar boots, then at the others and finally she
focuses on the tack lockers along the wall.
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Again the tack box from her flashback is SUPERIMPOSED
for an instant.

INT. ZACH'S APARTMENT -- AFTERNOON

As the couple enter, it is clear that their space has
been invaded.  The desk has been torn apart and a can
of red spay paint now covers Andrea's wall of notes.

INT. ZACH'S APARTMENT -- SHORT TIME LATER.

Sheriff Toliver enters and looks around. 

TOLIVER
I am just horrified.  You got any
suspects?

Andrea and Zach both shake their heads.

ANDREA
You?

TOLIVER
Heard you had a little to-do last
night, Miss James.

ZACH
Hardly little, Sheriff.

ANDREA
I'd guess most of the men in town
were there.

TOLIVER
Maybe you just need to keep a better
eye on your lady, Zach boy.  

EXT.  BARN -- A SHORT TIME LATER.

Andrea walks alone.  She glances nervously over her
shoulder as she leaves the wooded area and then smiles
and forces herself to wave to Ol' Pete who works Sol in
the arena again.

INT.  BARN -- CONTINUOUS

Andrea looks around, making sure no one is in the barn. 
She slips into the tack room and heads for one of the
lockers in the far corner. 

She stares at it a moment and takes a deep breath before
she lifts the lid.
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A SHINY NEW SADDLE.

Andrea SIGHS.  She lifts out the saddle, digs deeper
into the locker.  She hurries.  Her hands search to the
very bottom.

Nothing.

She checks locker after locker. 

Nothing.

EXT.  BARN -- NEXT DAY.

Sara Sue, dressed in English riding clothes drives up. 
She sees the look on Zach's face.

SARA SUE
Darlin', didn't she tell you?

ANDREA
I just thought it would be better
here.

Zach nods stoically as Sara Sue greets Ol'Pete and
whispers something to him.  He disappears into the barn. 
She turns to smile at the pair and returns to them. 

ZACH
(under his breath)

You honestly think you're ready? 

ANDREA
I'm so pleased that you've come. 
I can't wait to show off my new
riding skills.

SARA SUE
Oh, I'm sure you'll just do fine. 
I told Peter to saddle up my usual
horse and one for you.

ANDREA
I'm sure whatever he chooses will
be fine.  

Ol' Pete comes out of the barn leading Bandit, a sleek
golden colored horse.

SARA SUE
There's my boy.

(innocently)
I hear you're so good.  How about
a ride on Sol?
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ZACH
No!

Andrea puts her hand out to stop him as Ol' Pete comes
out with Sol.

ANDREA
Yes.  

ZACH
(whispering)

I let you ride Sol, you're gonna
be eatin' off the mantle instead
of in the cafe tonight.

Andrea pouts and kisses him.  Puts a hand to his lips. 
Sara Sue watches disgusted. 

ANDREA
I have to.  Sol knows me.

ZACH
You've seen him once.

ANDREA
Well he knows Drewanna.

ZACH
I don't...

ANDREA
It's okay. 

Zach shakes his head. 

EXT.  HORSE ARENA -- A SHORT TIME LATER.

Andrea riding behind Sara Sue.  Sol's a lamb.  Suddenly
Sol nudges Sara's horse and moves in front.  Andrea
shrugs as Zach looks astonished.  Sara Sue is equally
as shocked. 

Suddenly Andrea's face changes expression.

HER HANDS

on the reins are Drewanna's hands.  Drewanna's bare
heels dig into Sol's sides.  Drewanna picks up speed as
she races Sol towards the jumping arena. 

BACK TO SCENE

Zach wants to rush forward, but Ol' Pete holds him back
and shakes his head.
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Andrea/Drewanna head for the fence, rise in the saddle,
and clears it in true Olympic form. 

Ol' Pete claps. 

Sara Sue looks around disgusted. 

Zach stands thunderstruck as Andrea circles Sol outside
the arena then calms him and trots him obediently back
to the gate.

ZACH
Jesus! 

Andrea still isn't quite with us.  Zach scales the fence
and guides her from Sol's back.  He kisses her brow. 

ANDREA
I guess Drewanna wanted to ride
Sol.

ZACH
So this hallucination has taken
over your body as well as your
mind?  Maybe I should call
Feldstein? 

ANDREA
(defensively)

Maybe you should let me follow
this through?

Sara Sue rides up and dismounts.

SARA SUE
That sure was some show, Andrea,
darlin.  Had no idea you could
ride that well.

ANDREA
Makes two of us. 

INT.  BARN -- MOMENTS LATER.

Andrea polishes her tack and stores it.

Zach fumes as Andrea playfully throws a polishing cloth
at him.

ANDREA
Don't be so glum.  Drewanna helping
me ride isn't the end of the world.
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She puts her arms around his neck and kisses him.  He
starts to pull her shirt free of her riding pants.  A
game of chase, slap and tickle ensues.

During the course of this love play, Andrea climbs the
ladder to the loft.  Up here, in a pile of fresh hay,
Zach catches her and throws her down.

They make laugh and start to kiss when suddenly Andrea
becomes exceedingly anxious.

ANDREA
Get away from me!

ZACH
And I!  What's wrong, honey?

ANDREA
Don't you dare touch me again.  I
kilt you if you do.

Andrea clamors down the ladder with Zach just behind
her.

As she reaches the floor level she sits down on the
tack box and begins crying.

Zach comes up.  Hesitantly he puts his arms around her.

ZACH
I would never hurt you.

ANDREA
(sobbing)

I...know..but..for a minute...I
thought...you were...going to rape
me.

INT.  ZACH'S APARTMENT -- LATER.

Andrea comes out of the shower.  Zach naps on the bed. 
She stares a moment at the poster board where she has
recreated what was on the wall.  With a black marker,
she writes Sol and Rogue next to Drewanna's name.

She dresses in fresh jeans, leaves him a note and quietly
closes the door. 

EXT.  ESTABLISHING -- MERRIWEATHER ESTATE-- LATER.

Andrea parks the sedan off the road and slips through
the woods to a rise above the Merriweather buildings.
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The place seems quite.  There are no cars in the
driveway.

Andrea spots the barn.  With one last quick look around,
she heads for it.

INT.  MERRIWEATHER BARN -- CONTINUOUS ACTION.

Andrea finds out the tack room and zeros in on the large
lockers. 

She searches tack box after box to no avail and kicks
up the loose hay angrily. 

INT.  THE CAFE -- STATION HILL -- EVENING.

Andrea and Zach sit in a corner booth talking.  They
finish dinner. 

One old man, seated at a table across the cafe, glances
at Andrea's direction a long moment before speaking to
the waitress.

Geraldine glances back at Zach and then Andrea. 

Zach waves her over.

Geraldine nods, tucks her order book back in her apron. 
She heads toward their table.

GERALDINE
Got some of that hot deep dish
comin' right up, Mister Zach.

ZACH
Great.  Make it two, please.

GERALDINE
You the girl that's gotten everyone
riled up.  

A noise in the kitchen startles her.  Geraldine heads
to the back of the cafe.  Before she can get to the
kitchen, Washington comes in a service door, goes to
her, hugs her against him. 

It's obvious Geraldine and Washington have a real thing
going.

Andrea stares at them unabashedly.  A look of shock
comes over her.  She hisses at Zach.

ANDREA
How can he do that?
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Zach looks casually over his shoulder, looks back at
Andrea, surprised.  He reaches for her hand, teasing.

ZACH
Easy. 

ANDREA
(angry)

I mean here.  He humiliatin' me.

ZACH
Andi, stop this!  Geraldine is his
woman. 

She slams her fist down on the table, cutting Zach off. 
To his shock, Andrea speaks with an untutored black
accent.

ANDREA
No!  He never marry anyone else! 
He nobody's man if he ain't my
man!

Zach blanches as Andrea jumps from her seat ready to
rush over and attack the "other" woman in Washington's
arms.

Zach grabs Andrea by the shoulders.

She snaps back to reality. She's shaking.  

Zach throws a large bill on the table, half drags her
from the restaurant.

INT.  ZACH'S PORSCHE -- NIGHT.

As he drives.  He's worried, embarrassed, but also angry.

ZACH
What the hell was that?  It
sounded... as if you were actually
jealous...Of Geraldine!

ANDREA
I was...I mean she was.

ZACH
Christ, Andrea.  What are you
saying? This has got to stop.  I
can't have you mimicking a black
woman all over town.
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ANDREA
I wasn't mimicking!  Please
understand.  It was ...like this
afternoon on Sol.  I became Drewanna
for just a moment.

Zach pulls the car to the side of the road, slams to a
stop.

ZACH
Maybe I should go on "understanding"
until you've ended up in bed with
Washington -- just for a moment.

ANDREA
Don't be ludicrous.

ZACH
It's too much.  First the dreams,
then the trouble with the Klan--
those men.  Now your speaking in
tongues for Christ's sake!

ANDREA
Hardly tongues.  You wouldn't call
a Southern accent "tongues".

ZACH
It wasn't a southern accent.

ANDREA
I don't think I like the way you're
sounding, Zach.

Zach grabs her hard by the shoulders.  She struggles to
get free.

ZACH
You don't like how I sound?  You
were sitting in a public cafe,
talkin' like a damn field ni--

Andrea slaps him hard across the face.

ANDREA
Don't you say it.  Don't you ever
say it!  I won't have you being
like the rest of this racist,
jerkwater town.

Andrea grabs her purse, throws open her door, jumps
from the car.  She runs down the road back toward town. 

Zach, furious, puts the Porsche in gear, SQUEALS off.
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Andrea runs, looks down.  Her feet are Drewanna's bare
black feet.  She suddenly cuts off the road and over
the fields.

Completely lost in her hallucination, Andrea begins
babbling in Drewanna's accent.

She AD LIBS Drewanna's words from the night of her rape. 
She runs until she near the Martin house.

EXT.  MAEBELL'S BOARDING HOUSE PORCH -- NIGHT.

ANDREA
(speaking like Drewanna)

Mama, Mama, he hurt me!  Oh,
please,mama.  Make it stop.

INT.  MAEBELL'S PARLOR.  SAME TIME

Maebell looks up at the cry and drops her handwork into
her lap. 

Washington sits across from her reading.  His head comes
up.  He drops his paper, jumps half-way out of his chair. 
He looks at Maebell in horror.

Washington crosses himself, shakes his head.  

MAEBELL
Praise the Lord!  I thought my
wits done gone, but it's her. 

Maebell hurries to the door with Washington close at
her heels.  They pull open the door.

EXT.  MAEBELL'S PORCH -- CONTINUOUS.

Andrea, still babbling like Drewanna, in Drewanna's
voice, falls into Maebell's arms.

WASHINGTON
What in the hell kind of joke...?

MAEBELL
Shut your mouth, you ignorant pump
jockey!  Can't you see this child's
half outta her mind?

WASHINGTON
But she's pretendin' to be our
Drew.
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MAEBELL
Hush up.  She pretendin' nothin'. 
Don't know what happenin'.  But
she's not funnin'.

Washington takes hold of Andrea, carries her inside. 
Maebell stoops to collect the small clutch bag Andrea
has dropped on the porch.

INT.  MAEBELL'S PARLOR -- CONTINUOUS.

Washington puts Andrea on the sofa.  Maebell pats
Andrea's hand, rubs Andrea's wrists in a motherly
fashion.  She notices Andrea's injury.

MAEBELL
This look like a joke to you?

Maebell holds out the rope burns for Washington's
scrutiny.

WASHINGTON
Yeah.  Heard about it.  

He stares at Andrea, then at his own wrists with the
heavy keloid from a long ago similar injury.

WASHINGTON
Why she callin' you "mama?"

MAEBELL
You bring those spirits.  Git her
something hot t'drink.

Washington shakes his head.  

WASHINGTON
Don't like this.

MAEBELL
Ain't you never heard anyone touched
afore?  Our Drew done talked through
her.

Maebell speaks with assurance, but with a slightly
worried expression on her face.  She takes the bottle
from Washington, puts it to Andrea's lips. 

Andrea SPUTTERS, COUGHS a bit.

ANDREA
Maebell Martin? 
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WASHINGTON
What the crap you doin?  You spoke
like someone forty year dead.

Andrea stares at him.  

ANDREA
Mr. Washington? 

WASHINGTON
First time white folk here call me
mister. 

MAEBELL
He boards with me.

Dazed, Andrea looks around.  Her eyes light on the scared
mahogany horsehair brush resting on the mantel. 
Drewanna's name is scratched in rough letters.

ANDREA
What's that!

She points at the object.

MAEBELL
It were my girl's brush for her
Rogue.  She kept it special for
him.

ANDREA
I know but...

She stands and goes over to it.  

WASHINGTON
Its the only thing we have left of
our Drew.  Don't you touch it!

(hostile)
So, what you doing here, Lady?

ANDREA
I ..don't know..I felt...I mean...I
thought....I've seen it before.

WASHINGTON
No, you haven't.

Andrea's eyes open wide.

ANDREA
I know I've seen it before.  
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MAEBELL
Say what you mean, child.

ANDREA
I have dreams...only I'm awake. 
Sounds crazy I know, but I think
your daughter is trying to
communicate something...through
me.  And I don't know what or why.

Everyone is still.  Andrea looks from one to the other,
stares down at her hands almost as if she expects them
to be Black.  Maebell starts to say something.

Washington silences her with a gesture.

WASHINGTON
And what you say happened to my
Drewanna?

MAEBELL
Washington Delaware Jones, can't
you see --

WASHINGTON
Hush!  You let her tell it.  See
if she say anything she couldn't
find out with all her snoopin'.

ANDREA
(hesitates)

Drewanna died of her injuries when
she was fifteen after having been
raped by a white man.  It wasn't
the first time.  She...finally had
enough..and fought him.

Maebell GASPS, claps a hand to her mouth.  Her eyes
wide in her round black face.  Washington still looks
angry, unconvinced.

WASHINGTON
You coulda got that talkin' to the
Deacon and Ella.

MAEBELL
(to him)

How you know she ...

WASHINGTON
I saw her at church.

(to Andrea)
Go on.
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ANDREA
I know you were alone when you
found her.  She was wearing her
red dress and you cried and held
her.

Andrea looks at the quilt that is hanging over the back
of the sofa.  It is a patchwork of many snippets of
material.

She spots one square that matches the material from
Drewanna's red dress.  She grabs at the quilt and points
the square out to Maebell.

ANDREA
This material.  It's from the dress
you made Drewanna.  You made a
kerchief to match.  Then you worked
this quilt with the scraps.  And
I...Drewanna...loved...

MAEBELL
Oh, my sweet  Jesus!  She know! 
She know!  No one but my Drewanna
help me with this.  Not Rosalie,
not Mama, nobody.

(determined)
We gonna have tea and wrestle this
some.

Maebell grabs the quilt, clutches it to her breast.  A
determined look crosses her face.  She heads toward the
kitchen.

INT.  MAEBELL'S KITCHEN -- A SHORT WHILE LATER.

All three are seated around a scarred and much used
Formica table.  The linoleum floor is cracked but clean. 
The stove, circa 1960s, is probably the same one Drewanna
cooked on. 

Maebell sets out tea, cups and a plate of homemade
muffins.  The quilt now draped over the fourth kitchen
chair.

WASHINGTON
Might have been a picture somewhere,
newspaper or somewhere, Mae.

MAEBELL
Maybe.  But it wasn't no color
picture.
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Maebell holds quilt out.  She points to two other
squares.

They are the same pattern, but different colors.

MAEBELL
And this here pattern's the same
as this and this.  Just a different
color.  She pick the red one.

ANDREA
Please, don't quarrel.  I just --
Want to know what you remember.

WASHINGTON
Everything.  Like it were yesterday. 
Some white son-of-bitch rapes my
little gal, then 'bout a week later,
she dead.  She tell me she never
let him at her again.

Maebell nods in agreement.

ANDREA
She gave you any names?

WASHINGTON
Didn't have to.

ANDREA
You knew?  You didn't report it?

Washington silently rips open his shirt, turns his back
to Andrea.

He strips his shirt down over his back, exposing the
ugly scars of a lashing. 

Andrea catches her breath. 

Washington shrugs back into his shirt, shoots the cuffs
back as he turns to face Andrea.  He holds his scarred
wrists out to her.

WASHINGTON
I think you know 'bout this --
first hand.

Andrea stares at the rope marks -- long healed, but
worse than hers, heavy with keloid tissue.

ANDREA
So who?
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Washington shakes his head.  

WASHINGTON
Went through that once.

ANDREA
Is he still in Station Hill?

Washington just stares for a long moment.  Then he slowly
nods once.  Maebell cuts in quick on his nod.

MAEBELL
Drewanna knew how it was, Child. 
She never tell me.  She never tell
him.  But Washington have his idea. 
They whipped him.

WASHINGTON
Didn't need no proof.

MAEBELL
Could have been any one of them
she work for --Coltons,
Merriweathers, even the Tolivers. 

ANDREA
That's what Ella said.

WASHINGTON
What she say?  Drewanna tell her?

Andrea shakes her head.  

ANDREA
Just that it could have been anyone
white, male and strong enough to
force her.  But I'm going to find
out.  Drewanna's going to help me.

They stare at Andrea. 

Maebell looks at Washington, when she looks back at
Andrea again, her expression and her voice are stern.

MAEBELL
You is dreamin' again.

ANDREA
I'm not.

Maebell starts toward the stairs.  
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MAEBELL
I said you is tired.  So'm I. So's
he.  I'll make you a bed.

Momentarily defeated, Andrea follows Maebell out.

INT.  UPSTAIRS HALL AT MAEBELL'S -- NIGHT.

Maebell leads Andrea down a dimly lighted hall.  She
caries a towel and a clean night dress over her arm.

MAEBELL
Got no other room, child.  If you're
spooked, you kin sleep on the sofa.

Maebell pushes open the door to a bedroom.

INT. DREWANNA'S BEDROOM -- NIGHT -- CONTINUOUS.

It has been lovingly kept all these years.  Personal
items still stand about the room.

Very prominent is an old black-and-white photograph of
a young black girl exercising a horse.  The image
somewhat blurred.

Andrea goes to it like an arrow from a bow. 

Maebell moves a candle in its holder from the dresser
to the nightstand.

MAEBELL
That's my baby.  Think she loved
that Ol' Rogue horse more than
anything.

ANDREA
...took that photo instead of
getting to go on the show circuit
with the Merriweathers.

Maebell drops the candle and holder.  It CLATTERS on
the hardwood floor.

She stares at Andrea.  

MAEBELL
Sweet Jesus!  You haven' one of
them whatchacallums?

ANDREA
N--no.  I...don't think...I just
...know!
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Andrea pauses.  Her face white.  Sinks onto the bed. 

MAEBELL
Child, you beginin' to scare this
old woman.

ANDREA
I'm sorry, Maebell.  I saw a doctor
before I left Los Angeles. 

MAEBELL
You feelin' poorly, child?

Andrea shakes her head.  

ANDREA
No...at least not like you mean. 
I asked about the ..the dreams or
visions...of Drewanna.

Maebell sits on the bed, puts an arm around Andrea. 
She's instantly concerned.

ANDREA
I suggested something he couldn't
accept. 

MAEBELL
(nods)

Don't blame you, Child. 

ANDREA
Maebell, have you ever...  heard
anyone speak about
reincarnation...past lives?

MAEBELL
Child!  You needs a preacher.

Andrea backs off.

ANDREA
Maybe so, Maebell.  Maybe so, but
she died on my birthday.  These
visions, or whatever they are,
started when I came down here to
be with Zach.

Maebell shakes her head.  She pulls a book from the
nightstand.  

MAEBELL
Git into bed now, Child.

(MORE)
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MAEBELL
We'll talk in the mornin'.  Gonna
leave you Drewanna's Bible.
You read some 'fore you sleep.

ANDREA
Thank you...I'll do that.

Maebell retrieves the fallen candle, lights it, leaves.

Andrea gets into the loaned night dress.

Andrea eyes search the room, seeking anything that will
give her a clue.  She hesitates, then starts opening
drawers and looking beneath the few poor items of
clothing.  There's nothing.

She checks in the closet.  Nothing.

In desperation, Andrea pulls up one corner of the
mattress.

It's there lying against the ropes, their pattern pressed
into the old leather cover.  She grabs the book from
it's hiding place and clutches it to her.

Sitting on the bed, Andrea opens the book.  It is the
geography book from her flashbacks.  A number of pages
are lose and ragged.  She flips to the front cover.

THE FRONT PAGE

Drewanna's name -- written just as Andrea dreamed it. 
The end papers -- spotted with bloody fingerprints.

ANDREA

Climbs into bed, picks up the Bible.  She looks at the
front end paper.

BIBLE FRONT PAGE

The name DREWANNA MARTIN is written in a disciplined
youthful hand.  Andrea's finger traces the letters.

ANDREA'S

compares the two signatures in the book covers, obviously
written by the same hand.

Andrea jumps from the bed, digs in the small clutch bag
she has with her.  She takes out a scrap of paper and a
pen.
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Without looking at the bible or the geography book,
Andrea writes something on the paper, using the
nightstand as a table.

Back on the bed, Andrea compares what she has just
written to the two samples of Drewanna's handwriting. 
Andrea eyes go wide as she GASPS.

The pen CLATTERS from her fingers.

THE PAPER

Andrea has written Drewanna Martin on the scrap.  Along
side the ones in the book covers, the three signatures
look virtually identical.

BACK TO SCENE

Andrea crumples the scrap, starts to toss it.  Then she
smooths it out, puts it and the pen back in her bag.

She tucks the geography book under her pillow, puts the
Bible back into the nightstand, slides into bed, blows
out the candle.

Andrea drops off to sleep.  She tosses.  Her eyes twitch.

INT.  TACKROOM.  1969 -- DREAM SEQUENCE. 

Drewanna's slender legs are drawn up onto the old tack
box.

In her lap, she holds the saddle she polishes.  Her
face reflects in the shine.  She spits into a rag, buffs
the dark leather caring.  Suddenly, her hands stop
working.

The horses fall silent.  

At the door to the tack room, the boots approach within
a few feet of her and stop.  Her hands go back to
polishing with almost desperate intensity.  She refuses
to look up.

MAN
Well, now, ain't you the busy one.

(pause)
Answer when you're spoken to bitch!

DREWANNA
Gotta finish this saddle, Sir.

MAN
Already real dark outside.
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DREWANNA
I'm most finished.

She stares at the floor.  She gets up off the tack box,
lifts the lid, stores the saddle inside.

She closes the lid.  Her hands gather the rags, the tin
of saddle soap.

DREWANNA
'Scuse me, Sir.  Gotta put this
away.

She takes a step closer to the boots.  They do not move
back.

The white hands take both of her wrists.  The supplies
drop from her hands.

MAN
Just a little sweet-meat first. 
Then I'll drive you home.

Drewanna whimpers and backs away.  He grabs her by the
arms.  She lashes out, kicking him hard. 

He curses and twists her arm and they both fall onto
the ground.  She pummels him to no avail.  The material
of her dress TEARS.

She renews her efforts to get away.  She throws a set
of reins at him.  That infuriates him more.  He grabs a
hold of her hair.

MAN
You're not getting away from me,
nigger bitch.  

The strong white arms drag her close as the very fibers
of his shirt press into Drewanna's face. 

ON THE FALLEN TIN OF SADDLE SOAP

Drewanna's hand stretching frantically toward it.

DREWANNA

She WHIMPERS, GASPS as he mounts her.

Her body rocks with his thrusting.  At last, her fingers
close on the tin.
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ON HER HAND

she slams the can against her attacker's head buried
against her bare chest.  His hair flattens as the can
smacks into the scalp.  A loud MALE CRY and SWEARING.

ON THE TIN

He knocks it from Drewanna's hand and rolls across the
floor.  The bloodied rim of the can glistens from the
blow. 

THE MAN'S FIST

flashes down into to Drewanna's stomach.  Her SCREAM
starts and is cut off as the fist sinks into the soft
flesh of the bare brown belly.

The dress tears down the front, baring a childishly
thin chest and one of the bare breasts.

Drewanna's body convulses.  The man continues thrusting
into her.

Drewanna swings on him, her crooked fingers rake his
face.

YOUNG MAN
Stupid bitch!

FLASH OF BRIGHT METAL

The man's hand comes down fast.  The flashing blade
disappears into the dark body.  Blood spurts out. 

There is a muffled CRY and movement as he finishes raping
her, gets off and stands.

The now familiar work boots plant on either side of her
body as he stands over her too-still form.  His hands
tug his pants into place as his ZIPPER goes up.

Drewanna GROANS and grabs at his pants' cuffs.

He reaches down and grabs her hair.  He tilts her head
back and swiftly slits her throat.  Blood now gushes
onto the barn floor.  He pulls the skirt of her dress
up and packs it into the cut.

YOUNG MAN
Damn, dumb little nigger!



                                                         84

His arms lift her and he carries her the black Ford
truck where he dumps her into the back and covers her
with a horse blanket.

DREWANNA'S THROAT

As the dress material pulls away, her life seeps into
the upholstery.  He wipes the fixed-blade of the Buck
knife clean against the red dress.  Blood continues
gushing onto the truck bed.  He stuffs a saddle blanket
into the gore. 

He gets into the truck as the bloodied cloth catches on
the corner of the door and wedges in between the seats
and the frame of the truck. 

The truck STARTS UP.

EXT.  WOODS. SWAMPY AREA.  NIGHT.

The truck ENGINE IDLES in the background. 

The man's arms carry Drewanna's body into the reeds
just off a dirt road.

He strides to the edge of the swamp with the body in
his arms. 

He drops the limp form into the thick reeds.  As he
walks back to the truck, he crosses in front of the
headlights.

Reflected light flashes for a moment.

A LARGE SILVER BELT BUCKLE

at the man's waist commemorates a first place in show
jumping.

INT.  TRUCK - CONTINUOUS

The hands mop the remaining blood from the truck seat
with the saddle blanket.  The seat looks fairly clean. 
His hands wad up the blanket and toss it in the bed of
the pick- up.

EDGE OF BENCH SEAT

Where it meets the upright back of the seat.  A thin
line of blood has coagulated along that crack despite
his efforts.
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EXT.  SWAMPY AREA -- CONTINUOUS.

The man climbs in the truck.  Only his lower body shows.

Again, the belt buckle shines.  He SLAMS the truck door.

The ENGINE REVS and THE TIRES SQUEAL. 

The running board pulls slowly from sight.

THE FATAL WOUND

in Drewanna's body.

INT.  DREWANNA'S BEDROOM -- PRESENT NIGHT.

Andrea bolts upright in the bed, eyes wide.  Her voice
again sounds like Drewanna's.

ANDREA
I'm dead!  Oh, God, mamma, mama! 
I'm dead.  He killed me!  I'm....

As Andrea shouts these words, Maebell bursts into the
bedroom.  Washington is not far behind.  Maebell grabs
Andrea, shakes her.

MAEBELL
Wake up, child!  You dreamin' again. 
Wake up!

ANDREA
...dead!

Andrea snaps into focus.  Everyone is silent and awkward.

Maebell's last words have almost joined with Andrea's
so that the phrase "Wake up...dead" seems to hang in
the air for an instant.

MAEBELL
Never should have put you in this
room, child.  Never should.  You
come on in with me.

INT.  MAEBELL'S KITCHEN --  NEXT MORNING.

Maebell's setting coffee and hot cakes in front of
Andrea.

ANDREA
I don't think I can eat, Maebell.
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MAEBELL
You didn't think you could sleep
last night, neither.

Andrea shrugs and starts to pick at the food in front
of her.

Suddenly, she stops and puts her fork down.

ANDREA
Maebell, I'd like to borrow
something of Drewanna's.

MAEBELL
What you need, child?

Andrea jumps up from the table and runs out of the room.

Washington enters the kitchen in Andrea's absence.  He
sits down at the table.  Maebell puts a plate in front
of him.

Andrea returns with the tattered geography book.

ANDREA
Good morning, Washington.

She opens the front cover and points to the bloody
prints.

ANDREA
If I can find a match to these
prints, we'll know who killed
Drewanna.

MAEBELL
How you going match those? 

WASHINGTON
She only gonna need one sample and
I gonna git it.  My station's the
only one now.  Merriweather come
in all the time.

Washington shoves his plate away and starts to get up.

ANDREA
Why are you so sure it's Randall
Merriweather, Washington?

WASHINGTON
My Drewanna was knife-killed.

(MORE)



                                                         87

WASHINGTON
Merriweather's always been quick
to pull that knife out'a his boot.
Always carried one there, too.

ANDREA
Zach says he owns the 60's truck I
saw her body in.

WASHINGTON
See.  Proves it.

Maebell starts clearing the dishes from in front of the
two.

She tries to inject a note of reason.

MAEBELL
Remember that truck.  Toliver owned
half of it.

ANDREA
And Toliver's the one in the
photograph wearing the work boots. 
I kept seeing Drewanna chased by
someone in those boots.

WASHINGTON
Work boots the same everywhere. 
All the mens wear 'em.

ANDREA FROWNS

EXT.  ZACH'S APARTMENT --  MORNING.

Andrea leaves Washington's car.  Only her sedan is parked
in the driveway. 

ANDREA
Guess Zach's out.

WASHINGTON
You gonna be all right?

Andrea nods and pulls the keys from her purse.

She hands Washington a slip of paper.

ANDREA
Call me later.

INT.  ZACH'S APARTMENT.  CONTINUOUS ACTION.
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Putting her purse down, Andrea rummages through the
papers on Zach's desk.  Then she dials a number.

ANDREA
Langdon, it's Andrea.  What's Zach's
office number?

LANGDON
You all right, darlin'?  You sure
had us all worried.

ANDREA
I'm fine.  Zach's number?

LANGDON
555- 2023 but I think he went to
help Sara Sue with something.  

(pause)
Well, Honey, you need anything,
I'll be here 'til I leave for my
poker game around seven.

ANDREA
I'll try him. 

Hanging up, she dials Zach.  There is RINGING, but no
answer.

As she sets the receiver in the cradle, the phone rings. 
She picks it up.

  

EXT.  WASHINGTON'S STATION.  A SHORT TIME LATER.

Andrea pulls her car in.

ANDREA
Where are they?

He goes into the station and brings out the slick cover
of a girlie magazine, which he holds by the edges.  The
greasy fingerprints in one corner have been circled in
ball point pen and marked Langdon.

She studies it a moment and then folds it carefully.  

Washington then hands her a newspaper wrapped parcel.

WASHINGTON
Had Merriweather hand me this wrench
while I checked his engine.
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ANDREA
What about Toliver or Tom.  And
anyone else who might have had
those boots.  

Andrea takes the items without any expression.

WASHINGTON
I'll get 'em.  I get 'em all. 
Sooner or later they all stop here.  

ANDREA
(nods)

You have a box?

Andrea gets out of the car and follows him into the
building.

INT.  GAS STATION OFFICE-- A MOMENT LATER.

Andrea pulls out a page from the typewriter and signs
with a flourish.  She puts it on top of the items in
the box and seals the whole package with tape.

Washington comes in.

WASHINGTON
You get that right quick to the
post office.

INT.  POST OFFICE -- DAY.

Andrea balances the wrapped box on her knee as with a
marker she writes the address of Karen Henley at Henley
and Harrison.

Toliver comes into the post office and puts a hand on
the box.

TOLIVER
Let me help you with that, Honey.

He braces the box for her.  Andrea shrugs and continues
writing on the express form.  As quickly as possible,
she relieves the Sheriff of the box.

When she gets to the front of the line, she hefts the
box across to the post master.

ANDREA
Express mail, please.

POSTMASTER
Gonna cost a lot.
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ANDREA
You sure it will get there tomorrow?

TOLIVER
Must be important, you willin' to
pay all that money.

Andrea avoids his eyes.  

ANDREA
It's a -- a birthday present for
my boss back home.  You know how
touchy bosses can be. 

Andrea pushes the box over with the cash and glances at
the lawman still watching her before she leaves.

INT.  SHERIFF'S OFFICE -- SHORT TIME LATER.

Langdon sits near the Sheriff's desk.  Tom, hat in hand,
is being admonished.

TOLIVER
Where'd she go for those fifteen
hours?

TOM
Did my best to find her.

TOLIVER
Did your best to find your ass
with both hands, too.  Don't know
as it worked.

(pause)
Now she shows up with this package
and she's in such an all fired
hurry.

He takes his revolver out of his holster, flips open
the cylinder, and rotates it.  The snaps it closed again
with a CLICK...

TOM
(nervously)

What do you want me to do?

He glances at the photograph of him, Merriweather and
Langdon.  

He taps a pencil meaningfully on his desk.
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INT.  ZACH'S APARTMENT.  A SHORT TIME LATER.

Andrea picks up the phone to make a call.  She hears a
buzz in the phone.

ANDREA
Karen, hi.  It's me.  I don't want
to talk long...I'll explain later,
but I sent you a package.

KAREN
You shouldn't have.

ANDREA
It needs to go to your contact at
the police lab.

KAREN
Hobbs?

ANDREA
Whomever.  The one in latent prints. 
I need to know if the prints in
the book match those on any of the
other items in the box.

As she speaks Andrea doodles Karen's name on the pad
near the phone.

KAREN
You okay?

ANDREA
I think Hobbs will tell me who
committed that murder.

KAREN
You mean the girl you keep seeing
in your hallucinations?

ANDREA
Visions!  Phone me as soon as you
have the results as soon as possible
and express one, too.

KAREN
Ten bucks for a letter?

ANDREA
Whatever it takes.

She hangs up with Karen and tries Zach's number again. 
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ANDREA
Just wanted you to know I'm okay. 
How was Sara Sue? 

ZACH
I've been worried sick.  I bet my
father told you I was with Sara
Sue, but that's not quite...  

ANDREA
(interrupting)

Of course you have to take care of
business.  It's not your fault I
ran out like a crazy person.

She nervously twirls the phone cord around her fingers.

ZACH
Yeah

(beat)
You know Andi, there is only so
much of this I can take.

ANDREA
I'm not leaving yet.  I'll go to...

ZACH
There are no hotels in Station
Hill.  You'd have to drive in from
New Orleans.

ANDREA
I'll go stay at Maebell's.

Zach whistles.

ZACH
Thought I told you...You're
traipsing around the black area
again?  This has to stop. 

ANDREA
Absolutely.

She crosses her fingers.  

INT.  MAEBELL'S KITCHEN -- EARLY EVENING.

Washington, Maebell and Andrea sit around the kitchen.

Maebell has dinner cooking on the stove.
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ANDREA
Tonight.  While Merriweather's
truck is still at Langdon's garage
and Langdon's out playing poker.

MAEBELL
If you two going out after more
evidence, you gonna have to do it
on a full stomach.

EXT.  WOODS NEAR COLTON MANSION -- NIGHT.

Andrea and Washington bump along the dirt road  in his
old truck. 

They have turned off the path to get as close as possible
without being seen.

WASHINGTON
Gotta watch them soft spots.  Can
get real boggy hereabouts.

ANDREA
Why not leave the truck by the
road?

WASHINGTON
Don't want anyone to see it, but
we may need it real quick like.

Andrea frowns. 

They stop.  Washington leaves the keys in the ignition
and gets out.

WASHINGTON
You keep low and back of me.

Andrea and Washington slip through the scrub near the
mansion.  Suddenly Washington stops.  He grabs Andrea's
arm, pulling her down into the covering brush.

WASHINGTON
You sure you need this?

ANDREA
That's where the blood stain
is...my...  Drewanna's blood. 
Why?

Washington eases off her arm, points toward the house.

Andrea looks over the shrubs.
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A PATROL CAR

parked in front of the mansion.  The house looks dark.

WASHINGTON
Must have gone off with the Sheriff. 

Andrea ducks down.  The two of them wait and watch for
a moment, but there is no sign of life.  Andrea leads
off through the shrub in a crouched waddle.  Washington
follows behind her.  He's puffing slightly.

ANDREA
Be grateful we don't need to get
into the house.

WASHINGTON
Got no time for gratitude.  Breath
neither.

They come to the door at the end of the garage.  Andrea
grasps the handle.  It won't turn.  She looks at
Washington in a panic.

Washington looks toward the house for an instant, then
motions Andrea out of his way.  He crouches at the door
as he fiddles with the knob and lock.  The door swings
open.  He waves Andrea inside, follows her.  The door
closes after them.

INT.  GARAGE.  NIGHT -- CONTINUING ACTION.

Andrea lets out the breath she'd been holding.  She
moves off down the row of covered cars using a small
flashlight.

They cross the empty space where Andrea's borrowed sedan
originally stood and move quickly to the truck. 

Andrea pulls the cover back, opens the cab door.

Washington stares.  This is where his Drewanna died. 
He's shaking.

Andrea notes the tears in his eyes.  

ANDREA
Help me with the seat.  Can you?

Washington nods and moves forward, leans into the truck. 
He wrenches at the stubborn bench seat.  The truck rocks
and GROANS, springs CREAK.
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EXT. GARAGE.  CONTINUOUS ACTION. -- NIGHT

A car pulls up with Toliver, Merriweather and Langdon. 
Toliver gets out.  SLAMS THE DOOR.

INT. GARAGE.  CONTINUOUS ACTION. -- NIGHT

Inside Andrea and Washington freeze in their tracks.

ANDREA
Shit!

EXT. GARAGE.  CONTINUOUS ACTION. -- NIGHT

Toliver heads for the house.  

LANGDON
(yells)

Make yourself comfortable.  I'm
going to run Randall home.  Be
back directly.

INT. GARAGE.  CONTINUOUS ACTION. -- NIGHT

There is the sound of Langdon DRIVING OFF and then
SILENCE.

Andrea and Washington collectively let out their held
breaths and get back to work. 

Washington jockeys the truck seat back into position,
the Ford rocks, causing the tarp to slide toward the
ground.

Andrea starts to caution him, but she's too late.  The
tarp slips to the far side of the truck, catching on
some hand tools that stand against the wall.

The pickax and shovel CRASH to the cement floor. 

Andrea and Washington freeze.  They stand a moment,
listening.  Nothing.  Thank goodness.  They resume work
on the truck.

WASHINGTON
Here it come.  You got that knife?

Andrea nods, leans into the cab.  She hunches over the
loose seat. 

HER HANDS

As she cuts a patch of the vinyl seat cover free of the
cracked upholstery.
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Stuck to it is a small swatch of blood stained cloth
from the killer's shirt.

ANDREA
Got it.  Let's get out of here!

Washington pushes the seat back.  He goes to the far
side of the truck to collect the fallen tarp.  He throws
it half over the truck and Andrea. 

THE LARGE GARAGE DOOR

is suddenly wrenched open. 

Toliver is illuminated in the backlight.

A flashlight beam hits Washington. 

Andrea quickly snaps off her light, drops to the ground,
rolls under the truck.

Washington grabs for the fallen pickax and charges the
open door. 

A SHOT rings out. 

Washington pitches to the ground, writhes for a moment
as he stares at the hidden Andrea. 

Ever so slightly, he shakes his head at her in warning.

ANDREA

Under the truck, clenches her fist around the seat cover,
bites into her knuckles as tears stream down her face.

WASHINGTON

takes his last breath.

TOLIVER

strides in.  At the body, he nudges Washington with the
toe of his boot.

Toliver turns on the garage light.  It's inadequate,
but better than just the flashlight.

ANDREA

shakes and grits her teeth as she lies beneath the truck.
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TOLIVER'S FEET

are seen as he walks around the garage.

ANDREA

sweating, tries to make herself smaller.

TOLIVER

stops at the car across the empty space, lifts the tarp
enough to look inside. 

HIS FEET

stop next to the truck.  He almost stepped on her hand. 
He moves closer as she moves her hand slowly away.

The tarp lifts part way. 

TOLIVER

glances into the truck cab.  He walks away, leaving the
garage light on. 

ANDREA

stares into Washington's dead eyes.  She's sweating and
flushed. 

She looks at the pool of his blood which seeps closer,
soaking the sleeve of her blouse.  She jerks away.

She hears the sound of Langdon's CAR RETURNING.

EXT.  GARAGE -- CONTINUOUS ACTION.

Langdon gets out of his car.

TOLIVER
Always knew you Coltons had a nigger
in your wood pile.

LANGDON
What's gonna on?

TOLIVER
Shot a nigger rummagin' in your
garage.

LANGDON
No shit!



                                                         98

TOLIVER
See for yourself.

He walks Langdon back into the garage.

INT.  OPEN GARAGE -- CONTINUOUS ACTION.

Andrea just about to come out from under the truck
quickly pulls back in as the two men enter. 

Toliver shines the flashlight beam into Washington's
dead face.

LANGDON
Son of a buck!

TOLIVER
What do you think he was after?

LANGDON
Got no idea.  Always seemed to
know his place. 

TOLIVER
I'd better call the meat wagon.  I
believe I could use that drink
now.

They leave the garage

EXT. GARAGE CONTINUOUS -- NIGHT

The men walk toward the house.  

INT. GARAGE.  CONTINUOUS ACTION. -- NIGHT

Andrea lies silent a moment longer and then slowly edges
from under the truck. 

She kneels briefly next to Washington and closes his
eyes.

ANDREA
I'll get him, Washington.  Toliver
will pay for what he did to you.

She runs through opening all the stalls for the horses
and urging them out into the arena.

EXT. WOODS AND SWAMP AROUND THE MANSION --  CONTINUING

Then she hurries through the wooded area at the edge of
the mansion grounds. 
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She climbs into Washington's truck, CRANKS the engine.

She leans over the wheel as she tries to keep the truck
out of the soft spots. 

A rear wheel drops into a boggy place and the vehicle
sticks fast. 

She rocks the truck and slides the gear shift from
forward to reverse, the engine STRAINS, the tires SPIN.

INT.  COLTON MANSION --  SAME TIME.

In Langdon's den, Toliver pours himself a stiff drink. 
His shotgun lies on the coffee table nearby. 

Langdon talks on the phone.

Both hear the noise of the ENGINE CRANKING and look up. 

TOLIVER
Sounds like maybe your nigger wasn't
on his own after all.

Toliver slaps his glass down, grabs his gun and runs
out the front door.

Langdon picks up the phone.  

LANGDON
Meet us.  

Langdon slams down the telephone, pauses to grab one of
his guns out of the case and follows.

EXT.  COLTON MANSION.  CONTINUOUS. -- NIGHT

Langdon sees several of his horses loose in the yard.

LANGDON
Son of a gun.

TOLIVER
You comin?

Langdon nods and jumps into the patrol car as its taking
off.  Merriweather sits in the front seat with Toliver. 

Langdon hangs out one side of the car gesturing to
Toliver, who drives as if he's already had more than
his share of booze.

They follow the SOUNDS of the stuck vehicle.



                                                         100

INT.  WASHINGTON'S TRUCK -- SAME TIME.

The engine stalls again.  Seeing the headlights coming
toward her from the road, she jumps from the cab and
runs.

EXT.  WOODS AND SWAMP AROUND THE MANSION. -- CONTINUOUS

Andrea runs deeper into a swampy area.  Her feet sink
in soft muck.  She struggles to keep her balance and
keep going. 

TOLIVER

Fires a warning shot.

The three jump out of the patrol car. 

They quickly examine Washington's truck and then head
off after their quarry. 

TOLIVER
Halt!  In the name of the law!

He fires again. 

ANDREA

ducks barely missing the bullet.  She runs harder,
plunging into a thick stand of brush and reed. 

MONTAGE OF SHOTS --

the swamp, night creatures, Andrea running.

ANDREA

struggles as she gets into deeper and thicker swamp,
wading. 

She hits pooling water and jagged mangrove. 

She trudges on until she finds a cut in the bank with
overhanging branches. 

She ducks in and holds very still.

She's cut and covered with rank weeds, mud.  She crouches
there, thoroughly panicked.

A red, black and yellow coral snake dangles from a
rotting branch above Andrea's hiding place.  Andrea is
as yet unaware of the snake. 
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THE MEN

crash through the undergrowth.  They have lost her for
the moment.

LANGDON
You see anything?

Toliver shakes his head, pivots looking in all
directions.

TOLIVER
Nope.  Let's split up.  And watch
out for 'gator holes.

MERRIWEATHER
I say that way.  

Langdon nods, motions in another direction with his
shotgun.

Toliver goes a third way.

ANDREA

In her hiding place, the snake dangles closer. 

She is still unaware. 

She hears someone coming.  Andrea crouches lower, her
chin almost in the water.

Spooky night SWAMP SOUNDS surround her and then the
SPLASHING STEPS of her pursuer head away from where she
is hiding.

LANGDON

As he stands listening for a moment.  A large SPLASH.

LANGDON
Toliver!  You all right?

His gun at the ready, he moves slowly forward, but away
from Andrea. 

ANDREA

Hunkered down and hiding.  She hears Toliver SHOUTING. 
He's nearby.  No one answers. 

The SOUNDS of Langdon as he comes closer. 

Andrea shakes with cold and fear. 
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TOLIVER

Still ranging through his area looks down, sees signs
of his quarry in the damp mud. 

He follows the mashed grass, the occasional water-filled
footprint.

ANDREA

Andrea peeks from behind her network of branches when a
motion catches her eye. 

She looks up into the darting tongue of the coral snake. 

She GASPS and reaches quietly for a branch to fend it
away. 

GUN HAMMER

CLICKS as it comes back under the pressure of Toliver's
thumb. He has come up behind her.  As he straightens
she sees he's wearing the belt buckle at his waist.

The buckle deflects her attention as she tries keeping
one eye on the snake.  She has the stick in position.

TOLIVER
Little late for swimming, ain't
it. Honey?

In one lightning move, Andrea scoops the snake onto the
end of the stick and flings it at Toliver.

He SCREAMS and falls back.  The snake sinks its fangs
deep into his neck puncturing the jugular.  The GUN
DISCHARGES as he pitches into the reeds and muck, clawing
at his throat.  He thrashes.

The coral snake's fatal poison spreads through his body.

Andrea clambers up the bank, crawling away in horror.

Toliver reaches toward her, his voice hoarse with terror
as he struggles.

TOLIVER
Help...help...me!

Slipping, Andrea struggles to her feet, and starts to
bolt for the bank when she hears Merriweather calling
out from nearby.  She ducks again under the heavy leaves
and branches shivering.
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MERRIWEATHER
You find anything, Colton?  Toliver?

Wearing knee high wading boots, Merriweather is more
prepared than Langdon and Toliver.

Totally wet, Langdon appears and sees his buddy Toliver
minutes from death.  He shoots Toliver.

Merriweather ducking under the brush, appears and sees
the killing.  

MERRIWEATHER
What the...

Before Merriweather can say anything more, Langdon pumps
his shotgun into him.

MERRIWEATHER

shocked, in pain, backs away.

Langdon stands over him.

LANGDON
Man's got t'do what a Man's got to
do.

(looks around)
You all right there, Honeybun.

ANDREA

stays crouched in her hiding place.

LANGDON
I says you can come out now, Miss
Andrea.

Slowly Andrea parts the leaves.

ANDREA
How...

LANGDON
No matter.  Just glad to have that
settled after all these years.  I
thank ye.

Andrea begins crying.  

ANDREA
What am I going to tell Zach?  I
killed the sheriff. 



                                                         104

LANGDON
Here now.  Let's get you into some
warm clothes back at the house. 
It's all over now.

He takes her hand and pulls her from the water onto the
bank.

With an arm around her, he guides her back to the patrol
car and helps her inside.

INT.  PATROL CAR.  CONTINUOUS.

Andrea stares numbly out the window.  They pass
Washington's truck. 

LANGDON
Now, what the devil were you doing
out there?

ANDREA
Wait!

EXT. WOODS.  SAME TIME.

She bolts upright in the car seat and panics as she
claws at the door handle.  He leans over and opens it,
watching her closely.

She runs to Washington's truck and leans into the front
seat.  Rooting around, she grabs her purse and the hard-
won bit of car upholstery.

INT. PATROL CAR.  CONTINUOUS.

Breathless she sits back down.

LANGDON
Just what are you on about?

ANDREA
I guess I don't need the other
evidence now but....

She holds the piece of vinyl up.

ANDREA
This links Toliver and Merriweather
to that '60 Ford's truck and
Drewanna's murder.

He starts up the car.
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LANGDON
Yes, Sir.  You sure is one smart
Little Lady.  Zach got a real prize
in you.  

EXT.  COLTON MANSION.  SHORT TIME LATER.

As Langdon kills the motor in the driveway of the
mansion.  He turns to Andrea.

TOLIVER
Amazing how you figured out all
this from those nightmares and
found that ol' book after all these
years.

ANDREA
The prints of Toliver and
Merriweather I sent to the lab
should be conclusive.  I don't
know which of them did the actual
killing, but now they're both dead. 
Obviously, the other assisted
whoever did the killing.

He opens the car door and starts to get out, then turns
back.

LANGDON
Obviously.  Well, we got it all,
but settled down now.  Why don't
you come on into the house and get
warm and dry?  I'll call Zach.

(pause)
You've told him all about this,
have you?

ANDREA
Most of it.  I never told him I
suspected the sheriff. 

Langdon nods.

LANGDON
Yes, that can be a problem. 

He helps her out of the car and escorts her into the
house.
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INT.  COLTON MANSION -- CONTINUOUS.

LANGDON
Why don't you take one of the
whirlpool baths and relax a bit. 
I'm sure you need to get rid of
all that there stress.  

Langdon directs her up the stairs. 

Andrea nods. 

INT.  MASTER BATH -- CONTINUOUS.

As Langdon enters, he flips the controls for the hot
tub.  The bubbles cloud the water.

He takes something out of his pocket and turns so as
not to be seen.  He fiddles with the electrical socket
and sits a radio on the tub's edge.

Plugging this electrical appliance in, he turns it on. 
The dial lights, but he sets the volume so that it cannot
easily be heard over the bubbles.

LANGDON
All ready for you, darlin'.

Andrea comes in.  She wears a huge bath towel.

ANDREA
Maybe I should call Zach first. 
I'm not even sure if he's back
from New Orleans. 

LANGDON
I can do that, sugar.

He steps out, leaving Andrea in the bathroom, alone. 

The door is ajar.  She hears him pick up the phone.

LANGDON
Trouble on these damn lines again. 
I can run over and fetch Zach. 
You'll be all right alone?

ANDREA
Sure.

As Langdon's FOOTSTEPS move away down the hall, Andrea
drops her towel.  She hesitates a moment and looks at
the radio.  She unplugs it. 
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ANDREA
(to herself)

Men!  These Southern guys do know
how to pamper a lady, though.

Andrea pushes the radio back out of the way, climbs
into the water.  She settles down as the bubbling water
splashing a bit over the edges where the radio was only
moments before.

EXT.  SWAMP NEAR WASHINGTON'S TRUCK.  NIGHT.

Langdon parks the patrol car and heads off through the
swamp.

Moments later, he is standing over the bodies of both
Toliver and Merriweather.  He checks both to make sure
they are dead.

INT.  MASTER BATHROOM.  A SHORT TIME LATER.

Andrea steps out of the tub as she hears the phone ring.
She grabs a towel, wrapping it around her as goes for
the hall phone.  No one is there.  She glances out the
window.

She is about to turn away when the light goes on in the
car.  She watches as Langdon climbs out. 

The interior car light reflects on something.  Andrea
stares. 

At his waist he wears the belt buckle so recently seen
on Toliver.  Andrea frowns, puzzled. 

He takes off his cap.  On his balding head, a faint
curved scar can be seen.  

FLASHBACK

A replay of Drewanna's final struggle.  Her hand reaching
for the saddle soap tin and bringing it down on her
attacker's scalp.  The bloodied tin rolls away as the
light reflects off the belt buckle.

ANDREA

reacts.

She tries to call Zach, but the line is busy.  She slams
down the receiver, grabs for her clothes, and hears
FOOTSTEPS coming into the foyer.  She drops her clothes,
wraps the towel tighter and runs.
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INT.  UPSTAIRS HALL -- CONTINUOUS.

Andrea flees along the darkened upstairs hall as
FOOTSTEPS come up the front stairs.  Andrea ducks down
the back staircase just as Langdon reaches the top
landing.

INT.  DOOR OF MASTER BATH --  CONTINUOUS

He reaches the door and KNOCKS firmly.

INT.  DOWNSTAIRS DOOR -- SAME TIME.

Andrea frantically tugs at the back door, fumbling with
the lock.  She rips open the door. 

It snaps HARD against the safety chain. 

She SLAMS it shut, fumbles with the chain. 

FOOTSTEPS move in the upstairs hall.

LANGDON
Miss Andrea?

Andrea throws open the back door.  It BANGS against the
wall. She bolts out into the night.

INT.  UPSTAIRS HALL -- SAME TIME.

Langdon hears the door SLAM, he stops.  Listens a moment,
then looks out the window to see Andrea running. 

He dashes downstairs, picks up his shotgun, runs out
after Andrea.

EXT.  ROSE GARDEN - SAME TIME.

Andrea runs through the garden, the thorns ripping at
her towel.  She yanks her towel free of a particularly
nasty tangle. 

LANGDON

roars through the back door.  He raises the gun to his
shoulder.  There seems to be no way he can miss.

THE POLICE MEAT WAGON

lights flashing and headlights cutting through the
blackness to the row of garages, pulls rapidly down the
drive past the house and between Langdon and his quarry.
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ANDREA

ducks behind the garages.  She darts into the woods.

The DRIVER HONKS

Bolts out of the truck, waving to Langdon .

He has lowered the shotgun and strides to meet the
driver.

LANGDON
Took long enough.  Get that damned
nigger out of here. 

He points to the open door of the garage as he glances
toward the spot where Andrea entered the woods. 

The driver gets out a stretcher and body bag.  His
partner follows him toward the garages. 

The kid looks back over his shoulder.  Raises his hand
in a half salute.

Langdon heads after Andrea at a dogtrot.

EXT.  WOODS. NIGHT.  CONTINUOUS.

Andrea runs through the trees. 

She clutches at her towel.  Her bare feet are muddy and
bleeding. 

She CRIES OUT, pauses to pull a sticker from her foot. 
Runs on, heading for the safety of Zach's apartment.

EXT.  ANOTHER PART OF THE WOODS - SAME TIME.

Langdon puffs along, stopping occasionally to run his
flashlight over the ground.  He spots a bare footprint
here, a bit of torn toweling there.  He trots
relentlessly on.

ANDREA

bursts from the shrubbery, starts along the road that
leads to Zach's.  Her shoulders are scratched, bleeding. 
Her feet are a mess.  She's limping badly.

Suddenly, headlights along the road behind panic her. 
She dives off the road, back into the covering
vegetation.  Andrea crouches down in the brush, shaking
with fear.
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The police wagon careens past. 

Her look is desperate.  She tries to scrabble out in
time to catch their attention. 

As she stands in the road waving and SHOUTING hoarsely,
the taillights recede into the darkness.

LANGDON

stops, listens.  He runs toward the SOUND of Andrea's
voice.  There is a great of deal of NOISE as he
approaches.

ANDREA

realizes she's given away her location.  She bolts off
the road at a running hobble. 

There is a SHOTGUN BLAST. 

Andrea SCREAMS.  Vegetation very near her shudders as
the buckshot strike.

INT.  ZACH'S APARTMENT -- SAME TIME.

At the sound of the SHOTGUN Zach jumps up from his chair
near the telephone.  He grabs a gun from his desk drawer.

EXT.  ZACH'S APARTMENT -- CONTINUOUS.

He bolts down the stairs two and three at a time.

EXT.  WOODS -- SAME TIME.

Andrea fights her way through thick shrubs. 

Another SHOTGUN BLAST. 

Andrea is hit.  She spins away from the impact,  blood
spatters blossoming against the white skin of her bared
shoulder. 

She falls.  The towel undrapes revealingly.

EXT. ROAD -- SAME TIME.

Zach pounds down the road in the direction of the shots. 
Shouts between breaths.

Suddenly he stops and listens.  He hears CRASHING in
the bushes and heads off the road towards the sound.
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EXT.  WOODS -- SAME TIME.

Langdon starts to lean over the fallen Andrea.  He is
about to finish her, but Zach's yelling alarms him. 

Andrea stirs and GROANS. 

Langdon bolts back into the woods. 

Zach runs to Andrea and drops beside her. 

He reaches to hold her, but she flinches in pain and
black out.  

INT.  ZACH'S APARTMENT -- SHORT TIME LATER.

Andrea lies in the bed.  Zach speaks urgently into the
phone, hangs up.  He reaches over to take her uninjured
hand.

ZACH
Don't try to talk.

ANDREA
Zach.  You have to listen. 

ZACH
The doctor's coming.  I want you
to stay put.  I'm going to deal
with my father.

ANDREA
But...

Zach leans close and kisses her.  Fully armed, he takes
off. 

INT.  COLTON MANSION -- LIVING ROOM -- MOMENTS LATER.

The room as last seen.  The lights are on, the drink
Langdon abandoned still sits on the table. 

He grabs up trophies and awards. 

He picks up a photo of himself and his wife. 

LANGDON
They both underestimated me.  I am
the survivor.

INT. ZACH'S APARTMENT.  SAME TIME. -- NIGHT

The phone rings.  Groggily, Andrea answers it.  She
snaps to when she hears who it is.
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ANDREA
What do you have?

KAREN
The prints matched perfectly.

ANDREA
Which ones?

KAREN
Well, the ones on the wrench are
the most prominent, but the ones
on the box match, too.

Andrea sucks in her breathe.  She hangs up the phone
before Karen can finish.

FLASHBACK

EXT. WASHINGTON'S GARAGE -- DAY

Washington hands her the wrapped up wrench, along with
the Playboy magazine.

END FLASHBACK

INT. ZACH'S APARTMENT -- CONTINUOUS

Quickly she rams on her jeans, winces in pain and ignores
it  as she searches Zach's desk for the car keys. 

EXT.  COLTON MANSION -- SAME TIME.

Zach's Porsche SCREECHES into the drive, slams to a
stop, SPRAYING gravel from under the tires. 

Zach leaps out and runs into the house.

ZACH
Dad!

INT.  LANGDON'S DEN -- SAME TIME.

Zach bursts into the den.  Langdon sits behind the desk
facing the picture window. 

ZACH
What the hell you doing, Dad? 
Where's Toliver and Merriweather?

LANGDON
Where theu deserve to be.  You and
your lady will soon join them.
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Langdon swings the chair around with his gun pointed at
Zach.

INT. ZACH'S APARTMENT-- CONTINUOUS.

Frantically, Andrea tears up the desk. 

She clings a moment to the wall as dizziness assails
her.  Blinking her eyes several times, she focuses and
grits her teeth.

She can't find the car keys.  

She braces herself against the door for a moment and
then taking a deep breathe,  pulls open Zach's door.  

EXT. ZACH'S APARTMENT -- CONTINUOUS

Her sight is bleary.

She stumbles and trips in her haste to get down the
stairs.

Andrea runs toward the swamp.

EXT. SWAMP NEAR WASHINGTON'S TRUCK -- NIGHT

Breathless, she reaches Washington's truck.  

Yanking open the car door she falls into the seat and
now has to start the car.

Nothing happens.  Once twice.  She is breathing hard
and sweat beads her brow.

ANDREA
Come on, Drewanna, help me. 

Cursing under her breathe, she realizes that she has it
in neutral. 

Shifting to park, the truck roars to life. 

Shifting quickly to drive, she roars off down the dirt
road to the main house.   

INT.  LANGDON'S DEN -- FEW SECONDS LATER.

Bound in the big lounge chair, Zach watches his father. 

LANGDON
No way am I going to jail for some
Nigger bitch.  I'm not a fool. 
She's going to come back here.
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ZACH
I told her...

He sees the truck with Andrea racing toward them.

ZACH
To stay at home...

His words are lost as the truck speeds up and crashes
through the plate glass doors, raining shards down on
the men inside.

ONE SHARP SLICE

glides through the air guided by invisible hands as it
neatly slices Langdon's carotid, just as Drewanna's had
been cut.

He gasps and gurgles.

His eyes do not see Andrea, but Drewanna instead.

LANGDON
You.... nigger bitch

INT. COLTON MANSION -- LATER

The house swarms with State Patrol as Andrea and Zach
are questioned by the investigators.

INVESTIGATOR
Let me get this right.  Langdon
killed this Drewanna girl in 1969,
but he didn't let on. The other
two each thought one of them had
done it, so they covered for each
other.  He killed Merriweather
after Sheriff Toliver died by the
snake bite.

ANDREA
(nods)

Yes.  When I came around searching
for the answers each thought the
other was going to blame it on
them.  They had apparently all
raped her at one time.

INVESTIGATOR
And these clues you had came from
the dead girl, herself.

The investigator rolls his eyes as Andrea nods.
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The living room door opens and Karen rushes in.  Andrea
stands abruptly and then catches herself, still a bit
dizzy.

ANDREA
What are you...

KAREN
I couldn't let my best friend be
down here in danger.  You're not
crazy...

ANDREA
I know..

Andrea reacts.  She sinks down.

ZACH
Those visions gone?

Andrea smiles at him.  Touches his hand.

ANDREA
I think Drewanna tried to keep me
frightened of you -- because she
thought that you would rape me,
just as your daddy did her.  

Karen shrugs.

INT. ZACH'S APARTMENT -- MORNING

Andrea packs up.  Zach sits watching her.  

ZACH
You're right, darlin'.  Station
Hill is a jerkwater, racist town.

He grabs a hold of her hand.  Andrea waits a moment
before she turns to him. 

ZACH
Think L.A. can make room for another
architect?

ANDREA
Don't know about L.A.  But I can. 
Besides, we'll need both our incomes
to support all those horses I won't
let you part with.

EXT.  MAEBELL'S BOARDING HOUSE.  DAY.

Zach's Porsche with luggage strapped to the car, parks
in front.
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Zach and Andrea get out of the car. 

As they mount the porch, Maebell opens the door.  She
throws wide her arms, embracing Andrea.

MAEBELL
Oh, child, I'm gonna miss you so.

She turns. 

Zach gives Maebell a big hug.

ZACH
Thanks for taking such good care
of Andrea.

MAEBELL
Mister Zach, you had your hands
full with those arrangements and
all.  I was real sorry fer you
'bout your daddy.

ZACH
It's I who should apologize, 
Maebell.

Maebell shakes her head and waves that notion away. 
Andrea hands her an airline ticket.

ANDREA
As soon as you get things settled,
you use this.  Just call us with
your flight number.

Maebell winks at Andrea.  

MAEBELL
Sure is nice of you folks, wanting
me to stay with you. 

(grins)
Besides that way I'll be around to
help with the children.

ZACH
Children?

MAEBELL
You are gonna make me a grandma,
aren't you?

They all laugh and hug once more. 

Maebell waves as Zach and Andrea drive off in the
Porsche.
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EXT. CHURCHYARD.  LATER -- AFTERNOON

Andrea and Zach stand at Drewanna's gravestone.  She
puts a single rose on the grave.

ZACH
Are you okay? 

Andrea puts her hand in his.  She smiles up at him and
nods.

EXT.  THE ROAD.  A SHORT TIME LATER.

As they pass the sign welcoming them to New Orleans.

INT.  ZACH'S CAR.  SAME TIME.

Andrea takes the slip of paper from her purse.

PAPER

She unfolds the signature of Drewanna Martin, which she
had written that night. 

ANDREA

smiles and glances fondly over at Zach for a moment... 
She tears the paper into very small pieces, tosses it
to the wind.
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