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OVER BLACK

CASSIE (V.Q)
You won't believe this, but it's
true. It was in all the papers.
You can look it up if you like, the
nmore than fifty people nurdered with
an axe in Louisiana in 1911, the
dozens nore killed a year |ater

t hroughout the state... and the nost
i nfanobus case of all, the nmurders in
New Ol eans in 1918 and the "N ght
of the Axeman's Jazz". |It's al

docunented, all true. But of course
not everything that happened nade it

into the papers. Sone of it was

just too hard to believe, | suppose,

but still true. | know, | was there.
Not fromthe very begi nning, whenever
that was, but |ong before the end,

if there truly was an end.

FADE | N
A rundown house on poverty row.
Tl TLE:
Mer ment au, Louisiana 17 Cctober, 1911

TWO LI TTLE G RLS and a BOY, all under ten, play in their
yard, their ol der sister keeping an eye on them

CASSANDRA "CASSI E' LACRO X (13) is a burgeoning beauty with
caranmel skin and wavy bl ack hair. She sits on an old sw ng
hung froma tree, spinning lazily side to side, rum nating
on her future and a hazy red sun in the distance.

Suddenly Cassie stops swi nging and | ooks toward the porch of
her house. Turns back to her siblings.

CASSI E (CONT' D)
Al right ya all, tinme to go in.
C non now, Manma wants us.

The little kids stop playing and mgrate toward their sister.

A nmonment |ater "Mama", MARIE LACRO X, a pretty bl ack woman
in her thirties, cones out onto the porch wearing an apron.

MARI E
Cassie! Conon, girl, get your
brothers and sisters in here and
hel p nme get supper on the table.



I NT. CASSIE' S CH LDHOOD HOVE - N GHT

Cassie eats dinner wth her famly. Marie and CHARLES
LACRAO X, her white father, seated at one end of the table.

There is LAUGHTER and CROSS- TALK. A poor but happy famly
conveni ng over the one square neal of the day.

MOVENTS LATER

Marie comes out of the kitchen into a darkened dining area
carrying a birthday cake covered with FORTY candl es.

Charl es blows out the candles and the children clap and CHEER

Mari e hands Charles a small present. He shakes it and hol ds
it up to the kids.

CHARLES
So what is it, a new rake?

The kids LAUGH and Charl es opens the present: a pewter flask.

CHARLES ( CONT' D)
Oh, now that's perfect. It's just
what | need: a little sonethin' to
keep me warm on those cold w nter
ni ght s.

13- YEAR- OLD CASSI E
Read it, Papa, read it! Mana had it
i nscri bed.
Charl es reads the inscription.

CHARLES
"For Medicinal Purposes - To the
Finest Man in ny Life".
Charl es | eans over and ki sses Mari e.
13-year-old Cassie smling, savoring the |ove between them
| NT. BEDROOM - CASSI E'S CH LDHOOD HOME - LATER

Cassi e tucks her younger brother, BOBBY, in bed. The little
guy | ooks up at her m schievously, his nouth closed tight.

CASSI E
What's that, Bobby, hm? \Wat you
got in there? C non, open up.

The little boy smles proudly and reveals a m ssing tooth.



CASSI E ( CONT' D)
Ah, |l ook at that. That stubborn
little tooth finally came out, didn't
he. But where'd he go, huh?

She tickl es Bobby.

CASSI E ( CONT' D)
C non, where's he hiding?

Bobby LAUGHS, pulls his hand out from under the covers and
shows Cassie the tooth.

CASSI E (CONT' D)
Okay now, let's do like | told you.
We'll put it under your pillow and
the tooth fairy will conme. Al right?

Bobby nods and Cassie puts the tooth under the pillow
CASSI E ( CONT' D)
Make sure you go to sleep now That
old tooth fairy's really shy and she
won't conme if you stay awake.

Cassi e | ooks around at the other two children, one of her
little sisters watching her.

CASSI E ( CONT' D)
You too, M ss Nosey, go to sl eep.

The little girl turns over.

Cassi e stands and | ooks down | ovingly at her baby brother
and sisters. Turns down a bedside |anp and | eaves.

CUT TO
A MOONRI SE

And a night breeze rustling through the trees.
The ol d swi ng swayi ng back and forth as if ridden by a ghost.

Cassi e cones out the back door of the pitch dark HOVE w apped
in a shawl and enters an OUTHOUSE

CLOSE ON: A WOOD PI LE

At the side of the hone. An axe on top of it.
A TALL SHADOW FlI GURE enters frame and picks up the axe.
Carries it through the back door |INTO THE HOVE



Bunps an apple cart that falls to the fl oor.

CHARLES LACRO X

Wakes up in bed. Rises onto an el bow and |i stens.

CHARLES
You hear that?

Marie groans and turns over, nutters sleepily.

MARI E
It's the wi nd, Charl es.

Charl es thinks. Leaves the bed.
Turns into the hall.

VARl E

Lies there with her eyes closed. An abrupt THUMP, THUMP
cones fromthe hall. Marie stirs, concerned. She gets out
of bed and goes to | ook for her husband.

Turns into the hall when WHOOSH! ... the silvery blur of an
axe caught in the nmoonlight whirls through the air and | ands
wi th a sickening THUD

| NT. / EXT. OQUTHOUSE - NI GHT

Cassi e stands and | eaves.

She approaches the house, the back door BANG NG

Cassie enters the HOVE. C oses the back door curiously then
turns and stunbl es against the apple cart. She puts it back
in place and listens. Wary.

Cassi e wal ks through the blue darkness inside the house.
Comes upon a dark nound obstructing the hall.

Moves cl oser and sees her nother and father lying in a pool
of bl ood.

Cassi e SHRI EKS and rebounds into the wall. Slips and falls
in the bl ood.

She pulls herself to her feet in a panic, her bloody hands
slipping on the wall.

Cassi e staggers out of sight into the kid's roomand lets
out a gut-w enching WAl L.

CASSIE (O S.)
Neeeeee



OPENI NG CREDI TS

FADE | N:
A BLACK ROCSTER PAI NTED ON A SI GN

Qutside a French Quarter bar.

| NT. BLACK ROGCSTER - DAY

A real dive, nore cave than bar, where JUSTIFY JONES, a tal
bl ack bartender, plays checkers with METHUSELAH A WORKI NG
G RL a stool away rubbing her feet, her highball and high
heel s on the bar before her.

CASS| E LACRO X (20)

Sits in a booth in the darkest corner of the bar slunped up
agai nst the shoul der of a handsone BLACK SAI LOR

Cassie sips a glass of bourbon. M splaces the glass and
spills ice on the table. She ponders the ice. Flicks it
off the table with the tip of her finger.

CASSI E
Gve ne a cigarette.

Black Sailor lights a cigarette and puts it in Cassie's nouth.

BLACK SAI LOR
Yeah, ny mama didn't raise no fool
"1l put nmy time in with Uncle Sam
and get ne a pension. That's what

"1l do. Then I'll get ny own boat.
Cassie |listens at the edge of her attention, taking in the
working girl at the bar still rubbing her feet.
CASSI E

(thinks out | oud)
| bet she walks ten mles a day.

Cassie sits up and takes a pewer flask from her purse.
Fills it with what's |eft of a bottle of bourbon.

BLACK SAI LOR
Hey, baby, what do you say we bl ow
this joint? Go back to ny room
don't ship out till mdnight.

Cassie puts away the flask and weighs the offer. Decides.



CASSI E
Wy don't you take her? She | ooks
li ke she could use a break... and

t he cash.
(flashes a gl ance at
Bl ack Sail or)
And don't tell ne you never pay for
it. After that sad performance | ast
ni ght, baby, you need | essons.

BLACK SAI LOR
Hey, what's that supposed to nean?

Cassi e shoul ders her purse and slips out of the booth.

CASSI E
It means, lover, this party's over.
|"mblowng this joint, just not
w th you.

She takes a drag and blows a veil of blue snoke at Bl ack
Sailor. Wl ks out.

CASSI E ( CONT' D)
(as she goes, to
Wrking Grl)
He's all yours, hon. H's nane's Lanar,
but 1 call him Speedy. Charge him by
t he hour and you won't nmake a dine.

EXT. BOURBON STREET - DAY

Cassi e wal ks under the porticos on the world fanous street
past other French Quarter bars punping out JAZZ.

A group of SAILORS on a bal cony across the street CAT-CALL
at Cassie who ignores them and boards a

STREETCAR

Cassie drops into the nearest seat and | ays her head agai nst
t he wi ndow, bone-tired.

She gazes out the window with idle, lusterless eyes at al
the col or and seediness of the Big Easy in 1918:

WA RATI ONI NG and RECRUI TMENT banners festooning the stores.
Quaint Creole Cottages with stained and decayi ng nmasonry.
The ommi present signs of Jim Crow up and down the street:

"Whites Only", "No Dogs, Negroes, Mexicans", "Colored Served
In Rear", etc.
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Sol diers and sailors, both black and white, cruising in packs
by the bars, hellbent on a good tine or the trouble it brings.

Fl atf oot cops. Hustlers and shoeshi ne boys. Street nusicians
and working girls.

A DAPPER WHI TE MAN in a polished roadster pulls up al ongside
the streetcar. Looks up at Cassie and sm | es.

Cassi e | ooks down at himw th a blank expression. Casually
rai ses her hand and flips himoff.

EXT. TOULOUSE STREET - TW LI GHT

Cassi e approaches an old Creol e Townhouse, heavily-shadowed
in the light of a dying day.

| NT. CASSI E'S APARTMENT BUI LDI NG - SAME

She pads through a dingy | obby where her FAT WH TE LANDLORD
lies on a couch behind a counter reading a paper.

FAT LANDLORD
Vell, ook who finally decided to
cone hone, the Oreo. Were the hel
have you been?

CASSI E
Qut feeding the kitty, tubs, as if
it's any of your business.

FAT LANDLORD
Hey, | want ny rent!

Cassi e pauses at the bottom of the stairs.

CASSI| E
You fix the hot water?

FAT LANDLORD
"1l get around to it.

CASSI E
(start up the stairs)
Yeah, right. And I'll get around to
rent... one of these days.

| NT. CASSI E'S APARTMENT - NI GHT
Cassi e enters her dark coop-1ike hone.

Pulls the flask fromher purse and takes a swig of the
bourbon. Sets the flask and her purse on a nightstand.
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An inscription on the flask reads: "For Medicinal Purposes -
To the Finest Man in ny Life"

Cassie slips out of her clothes and gets into bed.

LATER - A MELANCHOLY LI GHT FI LTERS

Through Venetian blinds laying a soft glow on Cassie half in
and out of the sheets, her nude shadow draped body and soft
bl ack curls the envy of Aphrodite.

LATER STI LL

Cassie sits up in bed and turns on a light. Listens to JAZZ
MJSI C com ng from out si de.

She goes to a wi ndow and peeks through the blinds. SEES...
A BAR ACROSS THE STREET

Peopl e drinki ng and danci ng.

CASSI E

bserves themfor a time. Turns away and goes back to bed.
| NT. NEWSROOM - NEW ORLEANS TRI BUNE - DAY

The newsroom of the first Bl ack-owned daily newspaper in the
country. It's like any other newsroom the way a backwoods
airfield is like any other airport, only |ess so.

Cassie, dressed in a long skirt and white bl ouse, wal ks in
the front door. Threads her way through a HALF- DOZEN BLACK
MEN and WOMEN wor king at their desks.

One by one they take notice of Cassie, watching her walk to
a doorless small office on the side of the room

HELEN, an elderly black woman, stops Cassie as she wal ks by.

HELEN
Hey, Cass... How are things? W
m ssed you.

Hel en gives Cassie a | ook, nore than a neeting of eyes.
Hel en indicates with a glance a co-worker at anot her desk.

HELEN ( CONT' D)
Earl and | canme by your place... W
was | ookin' for ya.

Cassie's gaze goes fromEARL to a gl ass-encl osed OFFI CE across
t he newsroom where editor ROY JENKINS (40s) sits tal king on
t he phone.



He sees Cassie. Stares coldly then turns away.
Cassi e bypasses Hel en and goes into her office.

Fi nds a YOUNG BLACK MAN seated at her desk. A box on a
sideboard filled with Cassie's things.

CASSI E
Who are you? What are you doi ng at
nmy desk?

Hel en has foll owed Cassie in.
HELEN

Cass, this is Andy...
(voice faltering)

He's new.
Cassie takes it all in then nmakes a beeline for the EDTOR S
COFFI CE where she opens the door and slans it behind her.
Roy, still on the phone, swivels in his chair and | ooks up
at Cassie who just stands there fum ng.
ROY
Let nme call you back.
He hangs up.
CASSI E
| don't deserve this. You back-stabbing
sonof abitch, after all |'ve done for

you and this paper. How could you?
Roy just | ooks at Cassie w thout batting an eye.

ROY
Sit down, Cass. Go on, take a seat.

Cassie glares, breathes, calns down a little then takes a
seat across from Roy.

ROY ( CONT' D)
So where' ve you been?

CASSI E
You know where |'ve been, sane place
| al ways go, doing the sane things
al ways do.

ROY
Better now?

Cassie has no retort, 'cause they both know that ain't true.
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CASSI E
What do you want from ne?

ROY
| don't want anything, never have,
except maybe a little accountability.

CASSI E
W' ve been over this, Roy. | may
have ny faults, but I'ma hard worker
and you knowit. It's just now and

then | need a little time to nysel f.
You know, to work things out. |
t hought you under st ood.

ROY
| understand. But it's not now and
then, and it's not alittle tinme
either. And |'ve given you a | ot of
| eeway, probably too nmuch. So here..

He takes an envelope froma drawer and tosses it on the desk.

ROY ( CONT' D)
take all the tine you need.

Cassie | ooks bitterly at Roy then takes the envel ope and
flips through the cash inside.

ROY ( CONT' D)
That squares us.

CASSI E
Hardl y.

Cassi e exchanges a | ast neani ngful ook with Roy then heads
for the door.

ROY
Hey, Cass.

Cassie stops in the doorway and turns.

ROY ( CONT' D)
For what it's worth | think you're a
hel l uva reporter.

CASSI E
For what it's worth, | don't give a
damm what you think, you or anyone el se.
Cassi e | eaves.

CUT TO



11.
A DARK AMBER LI QUI D

Poured over ice, for Cassie, sitting at the bar in the BLACK
ROOSTER, taking solace in her favorite bourbon.

START MONTAGE OF CASSI E ON ANOTHER BENDER

a.) Drinking alone with Justify, the bartender.
b.) Wth other PATRONS as the establishnent fills.

c.) A handsone LATIN MAN | ays cash on the bar, buys a round
for Cassie. dinks glasses and toasts.

o

.) Cassie and LATIN MAN wal k armin-arm down a sidewal k
into a DANCE BAR

e.) Where sweaty JAZZ MJSI CI ANS pl ay under hal os of |ight.

f.) Cassie dances. Drinks. Laughs. Lives it up like there's
no t onorr ow.

g.) Deeper into the night Cassie and Latin Man sl ow dance.
He fondl es her ass. Kisses her.

g.) A SAXOPHONI ST plays a lilting, soulful tune beneath the
conical throw of a done |light attached to a ceiling fan.

The flat wood bl ades of the fan turn in time with the nusic.
END MONTAGE ON A MATCH CUT TO
A SIM LAR FAN

Above Cassie lying in a HOTEL ROOM staring up at the ceiling,
her nude Latin | over |ying beside her.

Cassie slips out of bed and wobbl es into a BATHROOM
Washes up at a rust-stained sink.

Stares into a mrror with bl oodshot eyes, a wonman wei ghed
down by fatigue and self-I|oathing | ooking back at her.

Cassi e shuts her eyes and we CUT TO BLACK
After a long silence we hear a WOVAN WEEPI NG
FADE | N ON:

MRS. CYNTHI A ELLIS (40s) a bl ack charwoman hunched over on a
bench out in front of a nei ghborhood GROCERY STORE, a bag of
cl eani ng supplies at her feet.
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Up the street a HEFTY uniformed POLI CEMAN greets DETECTI VE
PAUL HAWLEY (30s) exiting a 1915 Chevy 490 police car.

The Hefty Policeman ushers Paul fromthe black sedan over to
Ms. Ellis.

HEFTY POLI CEMAN
(huffing and puffing)
This is the woman who called it in..
She's the one who found them

Ms. Ellis | ooks up at the stolid, handsone detective with
tears stream ng down her cheeks.

PAUL
(noting her cleaning
suppl i es)
You work here?
MRS. ELLIS
Yes, sir. | conmes here every day

except Sunday to help Ms. Maggio.
| always open the store while they
sl eep in.

(hol ds up a key)
But today, they didn't cone out...
So I went into the house to check on
em

(breaks down and sobs)
Who could do such a thing.

Paul and the Hefty Policeman exchange hel pl ess | ooks.
| NT. MAGE O S GROCERY AND HOVE - DAY

Paul wal ks down a narrow aisle lined with canned goods to a
rear door that |eads into the hone.

Moves through a parlor into a dimhallway.

At the far end is a back door to the home with a LOAER PANEL
REMOVED spilling Iight onto the hardwood fl oor.

Paul stops and stares at the nurderer's entry point: the
smal | square opening below the | ock and the renpved panel
set carefully against the wall.

PLOP!  PLOP! PLOP!

Bl ood drips froma hand hanging off a bed.

Detective Haw ey in the doorway beyond it, view ng the bodies
of JOSEPH (33) and CATHERI NE MAGAE O (31) under the sheets.

Bl ood and brain matter splattered across the headboard.
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Joseph's throat is cut and his head split in tw at the ear.
Cat heri ne face-down beside himwi th an axe stuck in her skull.

ON PAUL

Hi s expressionl ess eyes.

EXT. TOULOUSE STREET - DAY

Cassi e wal ks down the sidewal k toward her apartnment buil ding.
Clinbs the front steps then stops. Feels sonething. She
turns and | ooks up the street at a CROAD outside a store
about a bl ock away.

Cassi e approaches the group of people gathered out front of

MAGGE O S GROCERY STORE

Weaves her way toward a policeman guarding the crine scene.
Opens a purse slung from her shoul der and shows her enpl oynent
card, the ID of the times, to the policeman.

THE CARD READS

NEW ORLEANS TRI BUNE
|dentification Certificate

Name: CASSANDRA MARI E LACRA X
Cccupati on: REPORTER
Age: 20 Sex: FEMALE

The card al so shows Cassie's address, an editor's signature
and the date it was issued.

The policeman |ets Cassie through to Detective Haw ey who
stands under the store awning questioning Ms. Ellis.

As Cassi e approaches Paul hands Ms. Ellis over to Hefty
Pol i ceman and wal ks off toward his police car up the street.

CASSI E
(hurrying after him
Detective Hawl ey. Detective!

Paul stops and turns.

CASSI E ( CONT' D)
What's going on? Has sonet hing
happened to the Maggi 0s?

PAUL
You know t hese peopl e?
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CASSI E
Yeah, | shop here all the tine. |
live down the block. Wat's hom cide
doing here? Are they all right?

PAUL
No, they're not all right.

Paul wal ks on to his car.

CASSI E
(keepi ng pace)
What were they robbed? Do you have
a suspect?

PAUL
"1l brief the press when | get back
to the station. You can find out then.

CASSI E
Aw, cone on, Detective, I'mfirst on
the scene... and |I know t hese peopl e.

Paul wal ks into the street and opens his car door. Pauses
and takes a good | ook at Cassie. Seens to |ike what he sees.

PAUL
It doesn't appear to be a robbery,
and we have no suspects.

He gets in his car and Cassie hurries to the open w ndow.

CASSI E
How were they killed? Wat was the
mur der weapon?

PAUL
An axe.

Paul starts the car and drives away and Cassie stares after
him stunned.

EXT. BLACK ROOSTER - DAY
Cassie crosses a street and enters her |ocal watering hole.
| NT. BLACK ROOSTER - DAY

Justify Jones is alone behind the bar cleaning a mrror. He
turns when Cassie enters.

JUSTI FY
Cass. Alittle early isn't it?
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CASS| E
For what ?

Justify smles and goes back to his cleaning.
JUSTI FY
| f you want something to eat go next
door. The cook called in sick again.

Cassie sits at the bar and fires up a cigarette.

CASSI E
That's 'cause he's been eating your
food. |s your phone working?
JUSTI FY

Yeah, since | paid the bill.

Justify passes a candl estick phone behind the bar to Cassie
then proceeds to set up a drink.

CASSI E
No, | just want to use your phone.

Cassi e thinks about it.
CASSI E (CONT' D)
You know what, all right, go ahead,
j ust one.

Justify grins wyly then pours the bourbon and goes back to
cleaning the mrror.

Cassi e dials a nunber.
| NTERCUT between CASSIE in the bar and the TRI BUNE NEWSROOM

RECEPTI ONI ST
New Orl eans Tri bune.

CASSI E
H, Gail. Let nme talk to Roy.

RECEPTI ONI ST
Sure Cass, hold on a sec, he's not
in his office.

The young RECEPTI ONI ST sets down the phone and wal ks over to
Roy who is engaged with Hel en at her desk.

RECEPTI ONI ST ( CONT' D)
Sir, | have Cassie Lacroix on the phone.

Roy gives Hel en a chagrined | ook.
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ROY
Put it through to ny desk

Roy goes to his glass enclosed office.
Cassi e waits.
Roy picks up the phone.

CASSI E
H Roy, it's Cassie.

CLICK - the phone goes dead.
CASSI E

Sets the ear-piece back in place and stares at the phone.
Downs her drink

CASSI E ( CONT' D)
(to Justify)
Hey!
Justify turns and Cassie points at her enpty gl ass.
EXT. BLACK ROOSTER - N GHT
Cassi e cones out of the bar wth yet anot her HANDSOVE MAN

They wal ked down the street together, LAUGH NG weaving and
stunbling, pretty well gone.

HANDSOVE MAN
(slurred)
Hey, hold up, | gotta take a piss.

He turns into an alley and pees against the wall.
HANDSOVE MAN ( CONT' D)
You ever notice that once you start
pi ssin" you just can't stop. Huh?
Wiy is that?
He | ooks back at Cassie and sees an enpty street.

FI ND CASSI E

Ri di ng a STREETCAR (#2).

Gazing out with glazed eyes at the passing streets. Wrn
thin by her destructive habits.

CASSI E
VWal ks up stairs and enters her APARTMENT. Shuts the door.
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EXT. NEW ORLEANS TRI BUNE - DAY

A maroon 1916 Renault DM Tourer comes down the dusty unpaved
street. Parks outside the Tribune's front door between a
tar p- covered wagon and a donkey-drawn cart packed with fruit.

Roy Jenkins steps out carrying a briefcase.

He approaches the Tribune's front door funmbling with his
keys. Looks up and stops in his tracks.

Cassie sits on a bench out front. She stands and stares.
There is a nonment here, finally...

ROY
If | didn't think you were going to
conme through wth one helluva story,
| wouldn't even consider this.

CASSI E
| won't let you down.

ROY
Don't |et yourself down.

Sonething in Roy's eyes suggests he's nore than on her side.

ROY ( CONT' D)
Hel en said you m ght've known the victins.

CASSI E
Yeah, | knew them They were nice people.

ROY
Murdered with an axe.

Cassi e and Roy exchange a neani ngful | ook.

ROY ( CONT' D)
You think there m ght be a connection?

CASSI E
Maybe. | don't know. But sonething
doesn't feel right. | don't know

how el se to put it.
Roy cones up cl ose to Cassie.
ROY
Just renenber this isn't a crusade,

no matter how personal it m ght feel
to you. Treat it |like any other story.

Cassi e concurs with a nod.
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ROY ( CONT' D)
And keep an eye on your deadli nes.

CASS| E
Count on it.

EXT. MAGE O S GROCERY STORE/ HOVE - DAY

Cassi e wal ks dowmn a narrow alley to the back entrance of the
Maggi o' s hone.

A sign posted on the back door reads:

KEEP OUT - RESTRI CTED AREA - NEW ORLEANS PQOLI CE
Cassi e | ooks at the damaged back door
FLASH CUT
To her own famly's back door
NOTE: Cut-ins of Cassie's nenories are in BLACK AND VHI TE.
CASSI E

Reaches up through the m ssing panel and unl ocks the door.
Steps inside the

MAGGE O S HOMVE

She wal ks slowmy down the narrow hall, her shoes CLI CKI NG
of f the hardwood fl oor.

CUT TO Cassie's parents lying on the hallway fl oor
CASSI E

St ops outside the Maggi o' s bedroom

FLASH t he entrance of the bedroomin her chil dhood hone.
CASSI E

Steps into the scene of the crine.

QUI CK SHOTS COF BOTH BEDROOMS

Bl oodst ai ned mattresses, |anps and toys.
Pool s of bl ood and spl attered headboards.
The bl oody arns and | egs of Cassie's siblings.

Bl ood-nmatted hair. Gapi ng wounds.
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CASSI E_ GASPS

And wheels fromthe roomand puts her back to the wall, her
hand over her nouth as she chokes back tears.

CUT TO
AN CLD BLACK AND WHI TE PHOTOGRAPH

O seven-year-old Cassie in her white First Communi on dress
hol di ng hands with her three-year-old sister. Mnma behind
her with infant Bobby in her arns.

CASSI E

Sips a cup of coffee and stares at the framed photo set out
on a desk in CASSIE S APARTMENT.

She opens the desk drawer and takes out a scrapbook. Flips
through it as she has her coffee and a snoke.

THE SCRAPBOCK

Is filled with newspaper clippings fromthe serial axe nurders
of 1911-1912. Dates and headlines read:

FEBRUARY 13 1911 - AXE- MURDERER KI LLS 4 | N CROALEY LOUI SI ANA
MARCH 22 1911 - ANDRES FAM LY MJURDERED I N THElI R BEDS

MOTHER AND 3 CHI LDREN VI CTI M5 OF AXE- MURDERER

2ND AXE MURDER | N LAFAYETTE!

FAM LY OF 8 MJRDERED

AXE KI LLER STRI KES AGAI N | N CROALEY!

LOU SI ANA TERRORI ZED BY SERI AL AXE MJRDERS

WHO W LL BE NEXT IS THE QUESTI ON FOR LOU SI ANANS

DEATH TOLL HI' TS 49 I N AXE MJURDER MYSTERY!

Zero in on a headline... 13 YR OLD G RL SOLE SURVI VOR OF
VERVENTAU AXE MJURDERS.

Acconpanying the article is a PHOTOGRAPH of Cassie's hone
with the old swng out front.

CASSI E

Stares at the photo, flooded with nenories. Takes her pewer
flask off a counter and gets her coffee up on its feet.
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She pages through the articles - pausing on one:
Hi gh Priest of Voodoo Cult Questioned in Axe-Mirders

Cassi e scribbles on a note pad: Napol eon Dufay, Sacrificial
Church, Crow ey.

CUT TO
A wel conme sign in a one-horse RAILROAD DEPOT:
CRONLEY

Loui si ana
"The Rice Gty of America"

CASSI E

The | one passenger to step off the TRAIN

She crosses the street to a two-story HOTEL.

A car out front with a hand-painted sign on the door:
FOR H RE BY HOUR OR TRI P

I NT. CROALEY TAXI - DAY

Cassie rides through the sparse little town of |ow red brick
and wooden bui |l di ngs, as nany wagons as cars on the street.

FARTHER ON

The taxi travels a dirt road i nto a WOODS

CASSI E
How far is the church?

A wiry white CAB DRI VER gl ances at Cassi e.

CAB DRI VER
It ain't no church, ma'am Never was.
It's an unholy place if you ask ne.
Even now, with what's left of it.

CASSI E
Has it cl osed?

CAB DRI VER
See for yourself, ma'am There it is.

Ahead of themis a BURNT OUT BU LDI NG in the shade of a huge
oak tree draped with Spanish noss.
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CASSI E
You m ght have told ne it burnt down.

CAB DRI VER
You didn't ask

The taxi stops outside the charred remains of the church.

CAB DRI VER ( CONT' D)
What you wanna' cone out here for anyway?

CASSI E
|"'ma reporter for a newspaper.
CAB DRI VER
You? (Cet out.
CASSI E
Yeah, imagine that.
CAB DRI VER
No of fense, ma'am | just never

heard of such a thing.

CASSI E
What happened to the priest who ran
the church, he still around?

CAB DRI VER

Sheee, ma'am he weren't no priest,
no kind of pastor neither if you ask
me. The fol ks around here tried to
get himto nove on, but he wouldn't
budge. So God took a hand and burnt
down his church, so the story goes.

He fl ashes a row of tobacco-stained teeth at Cassie.

CASSI E
Do you know what happened to hin?

CAB DRI VER
He |it out for New Ol eans, |ast |
heard. Put a curse on us the day he
left. A blessing to see the back of
him if you ask ne.

Cassie | ooks at the charred stone altar still standing, a
bl ack fallen beam|lying across it |like a sacrificed victim

EXT. ALLEYWAY - N GHT

A cat ferrets a dinner out of a garbage can. Tips it over
with a CLANG and scurries away.
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AXEMAN' S POV:

O the cat running off under the squares of |ight emanating
fromthe back wi ndows of a row of hones.

A TALL DARK FI GURE

Approaches a window. Spies a LITTLE BOY and G RL at pl ay.
The children chasi ng one anot her out of the room

THE AXEMAN

Foll ows them noving along the side of the house. Catching
glinpses of the kids and their parents through side w ndows.

| NSI DE THE HOVE

Their FATHER flips through a rack of records.
KID S FATHER
You kids get out of here. Go play
in your room
The tall dark figure passes by in the w ndow behind him

THE EYES OF THE AXENAN

Scan a wood pile at the side of the hone. The handle of an
axe hidden under a tarp.

He picks up the axe. Fingers the bl ade.
Turns toward the house, its side-alley door.
He tries the handle. Opens the unlocked door!

Suddenly a JAZZ TUNE bl ares fromthe hone: "Livery Stable
Bl ues” by the Original D xieland Jazz Band.

The Axeman shuts the door. Myves into the alley and listens.
CLOSE ON

The Victor record. The enblem of the dog |ooking into the
gr ammophone spi nning round and round. .

As the LIVELY TUNE PLAYS we | NTER-CUT SHOTS of the record
spinning wwth the attack on...

HARRI ET LOAE and LOU S BESUMER

A m ddl e-aged coupl e |ying together in bed.

Harriet comes awake. Senses sonet hing.
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Looks at Louis asleep beside her, the open w ndow beyond him
where a lace curtain rises and falls... rises and falls.

Harriet turns over in bed and | ooks into the deeper shadows
of the roomwhere a TONERING FIGQURE in a hat and coat suddenly
bal | oons out of the dark. Axe raised. Face in shadow.

Aterrified Harriet CRI ES QUT! Her ABORTED SCREAM sti fl ed
by a sweep of the axe.

The bl ood-glistening blade w el ded violently, hatefully,
over and over again.

As the JAZZ TUNE PLAYS, w nds down and ends.

The spinning record SUPERI MPOSED over the bedroom car nage.
Loui s's head a pool of blood and nashed brains.

A piece of Harriet's scalp thrown across the pillow

The Axeman reaches down and takes it.

Drops the axe and wal ks out.

HARRI ET' S HAZY POV

O the tall dark figure |leaving the room
Her |ips nouthing a SOUNDLESS CRY, for she isn't dead.
THE CLI CK- CLI CK- CLI CK

O hard-sol ed shoes on tile takes us to
| NT. CHARI TY HOSPI TAL - DAY

A stern-1ooking NUN wearing an enornous white cornette strides
down the sterile hallway of one of the wards.

Detective Paul Hawl ey waiting for her at a NURSE S STATI O\.

NUN
(arriving)
Detective. The doctor says you may
speak with her now, but only briefly.
Do you understand?

The Nun stares hard at Paul, sets the detective straight
about who's in charge here, his badge be dammed.

PAUL
(amused)
O course, whatever you say.
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The Nun squints critically then turns on her heels and marches
down the hall, her absurd cornette flapping |like a pet
al batross perched on her head.
| NT. HOSPI TAL ROOM - DAY
Harriet Lowe lies in bed with a bandage around her head.

The Nun | eads Paul into the room (Goes over to Harriet and
speaks in her ear then turns to Paul to proceed.

PAUL
Ms. Lowe, |'mDetective Paul Haw ey
with the New Ol eans Police. 1'd
like to ask you a few questions.

NUN
She knows this. | told you to be

brief.
Paul bypasses the Nun and cones closer to Ms. Lowe.

PAUL
Who did this to you?

HARRI ET
(j ust above a whisper)
| don't know. A nman.

PAUL
Can you recall anything about him
anyt hing distinctive?

HARRI ET
Tal | . He was tall... and dark.

PAUL
Was he a Negro?

HARRI ET
| don't know, could be. He was |i ke
a shadow.

PAUL
D d he speak, say anythi ng?

Harriet stares at Paul and shakes her head "no". Then her
attenti on wanders, her eyes di sengage.

NUN
| think that's enough for now,
Det ective. She needs her rest.

Paul | ooks synpathetically at Harriet. Nods to the Nun and
starts out of the room
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HARRI ET
(softly)
He snel | ed.

PAUL
(turns back)
Excuse nme, what was that?

HARRI ET
The man, he snelled like lil acs.

CUT TO
THE LOBBY

Were Paul gets anbushed by Cassie waiting for himby the
front door of the hospital, snoking a cigarette.

PAUL
Mss Lacroix. Howis it | knew you'd
turn up.

CASSI E

Maybe you have second sight.

PAUL
VWhat's that?

CASSI E
An ability some people have to sense
certain things before they happen.

PAUL
| sense you have an ability to pester
me. Does that count?

CASSI E
| s she going to live?

PAUL
Yeah, scarred and w thout a husband,
but she'll 1ive.

CASSI E

How about a description? Wat do
you have to go on?

PAUL
He's tall, that's it.

CASSI E
So then it's a man, by hinsel f?

PAUL
Looks that way.
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CASSI E
Not hi ng el se?

PAUL

(j esting)
Maybe he's an | ndi an.

Paul grins and wal ks of f.

CASSI E
What makes you say that?

PAUL
(turns briefly)
He took part of her scalp. But |
better not see that in the papers.
Paul wal ks out and Cassie stares after him
CUT TO

A VWH TE MARBLE SCULPTURE COF M CHAEL THE ARCHANGEL

Casting Lucifer out of Heaven, a figurehead atop a tonb in
the city's ST. LOU S CEMETERY.

CASSI E
Shi el ding her eyes fromthe SUN as she | ooks at it.

She noves on. Walks through the "City of the Dead" a
spraw i ng cluster of vaults, mausol euns and parapet tonbs.

She conmes to a wought iron fence at the edge of the cenetery.
Views an OLD CHURCH out si de the back gate.
Cassi e approaches the entrance, passing a sign that reads:

"SACRI FI Cl AL CHURCH OF NEW ORLEANS"

Cassie enters the old wooden building. Wal ks between the
pews toward a colorful altar. Looking around at the

Peeling plaster walls and several paintings of Voodoo gods:

BONDEYE, the Creator. DAMBALLAH, the Serpent god. OGUN
the god of iron and rum and sone other m nor deities.

She halts before a line green ALTAR adorned wth candl es and
skull's, hats, charnms and nock coffins with crosses in them

Beside the altar is a frightful, erotic painting of the skull-
faced BARON SAMEDI seducing a black maiden in a cane field.
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Senses sonething and turns to

find NAPOLEON DUFAY standing in an open doorway at the side
of the church with a broomin his hand.

Napol eon's about 30 and Creole |i ke Cassie,

tall and extrenely

handsone; a man who has a way with wonen and knows it.

NAPCLEON DUFAY

Hel | o.
for you?

CASSI E

| s there sonething

can do

| was visiting the cenetery and saw

your church.
couldn't

~It's charmng. |
resi st a cl oser

| ook.

NAPOLEON DUFAY
Now is that any way to greet a

stranger,

M ss Lacr oi X,

with alie?

| read the Tribune and frequent Bourbon

Street so |

don't we try this again.
can do for you?

t her e sonet hi ng

CASSI E

know who you are.

Wy
Now, is

|"mdoing a story on the axe nurders.

NAPCLEON DUFAY

Oh, yes, the Italian grocer and his wfe.
CASSI E
No |"mnore interested in the

nufders of 1911

In particular,

t he

ones that occurred in Crow ey.

NAPCLEON DUFAY

And you think there's a

NAPCLEON DUFAY

Ch, | see.
connecti on.

CASSI| E
Coul d be.
Am | suspect?

CASSI E

You were back in Crow ey.

NAPCLEON DUFAY

And now |

have started again.

CASSI E

Yeah, that's it.

am here and the nurders

Is that it?
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Napol eon saunters out of the doorway over to Cassie.

NAPCLEON DUFAY
Left me save you a lot of tinme and
trouble, Mss Lacroix. |'mnot the
one you're looking for. | wasn't
charged back then and | had nothing to
do with what happened the other night.

CASSI E
Then perhaps it was anot her nenber
of your church?

NAPCLEON DUFAY
| think I can say wth absolute
certainty that the one responsible
for the nurders in 1911 was not a
menber of ny church

CASSI E
And the Maggi o nurders?

NAPCLEON DUFAY
The sanme. Even if they are connected
you' re barking up the wong tree.

Napol eon | eans on a pew and hol ds the broom between his |egs.

NAPOLEON DUFAY ( CONT' D)
You don't usually wite articles on
crime, do you? Politics is your
beat, civic affairs? Wy are you so
suddenly interested in nurder?

CASSI E
It's a big story, could be ny ticket out.

NAPOLEON DUFAY
To where? Who's going to hire a woman
reporter, a Creole; except that
struggling little paper you work for.

CASSI| E
There's work out there: Chicago, New
York, Paris. Soneone will hire ne.

NAPOLEON DUFAY
| suppose. Attractive woman al ways
manage to open doors, one way or
another. Don't they?

CASSI E
Have the police questioned you?
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NAPOLEON DUFAY
Not vyet.

CASSI E
They will .

NAPCLEON DUFAY
Let themcone. | have nothing to
hi de. People who conmt crinmes, no
matter how clever they are, can rarely
stand up to scrutiny. Mst nurderers
are found out the nonent the police
interview them They ooze guilt and
the police can snell it. Only an
i nnocent person or sonmeone W th
remar kabl e conposure can stand up to
their questions. Now | ask you, do
| strike you as a man with remarkabl e
conposure, or am/l just innocent?

Napol eon | ooks at Cassie with a wcked glint in his eye.

CASSI E
You strike me as arrogant. And
arrogant people think they can get
away with anything, but rarely do.

Cassi e brushes past himand heads for the door.

NAPOLEON DUFAY
M ss Lacr oi x!

Cassi e turns.

NAPCLEON DUFAY ( CONT' D)
"' m having a gathering tonight, a
smal | cerenony, a Voodoo ritual [|'m
sure you'll think primtive. But
you may find it quite enlightening.
It mght even help you in your quest.

CASSI E
Help me find who nurdered the Maggi 0s?

NAPOLEON DUFAY
VWho, M ss Lacroix, or what?

The words hang in the air. Napoleon turns his back to Cassie
and starts sweeping the church.

NAPOLEON DUFAY ( CONT' D)
(throws out)
We start at m dnight.
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I NT. 7TH PRECI NCT - NI GHT

Paul sits at his desk reviewi ng crine scene photos of the
nmur ders of Louis Besuner and the Maggi os.

A thin bald detective, call himRHODES, wal ks up with a folder
full of newspaper articles and drops one in front of Paul.

RHODES
Get a load of this.

Paul picks up the article about Cassie's famly: "13 YR QLD
G RL SOLE SURVI VOR OF MERVMENTAU AXE MJURDERS. "

| N THE FI NE PRI NT

"Little 13-year-old Cassandra Lacroi x hospitalized in shock
after having discovered the bodies of her nmurdered famly."

PAUL
"Il be dammed. It explains a |ot,
doesn't it?

RHODES

Wiy she's hot for the story or a
| ush that sleeps around?

PAUL
Where do you get this crap?

RHODES
Take a run by the Bl ack Rooster on
any Friday night and see for yourself.

Paul ponders the article then stuffs it in his shirt. G abs
hi s coat and wal ks out.

RHODES ( CONT' D)
| didn't nmean tonight!

PAUL
(call's back am cably)
Fuck off.
CUT TO
BLACKNESS
And BEATI NG DRUVS!
Suddenly a torch flares to life illum nating the skel et on-

pai nted face of BARON SAMEDI, the "Spirit of the Dead."

Baron Sanmedi dances around the church COURTYARD in a | ong
coat, loin cloth and top hat painted with a white cross.
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A crowmd of WORSHI PERS in a circle around him CHANTI NG
CLAPPI NG, SING NG as the Baron whirls around handling a snake.

| NT. SACRI FI Cl AL CHURCH - NI GHT
Cassi e enters.

The church is enpty except for FRANCI NE, a beautiful black
woman in her 30s, sitting at a table next to the open back
door. The RHYTHM C DRUMS coming in fromthe courtyard outside.

Francine wears a tignon and colorful clothes. She counts
out cash, a glass of wine, a small box and a | edger on the
tabl e before her.

CASSI E
(appr oachi ng)
Good eveni ng.

Franci ne gl ances up at Cassie then finishes the count and
puts the noney in the box. Stands to go.

FRANCI NE
You're too late. It's after m dnight.
The cerenony's already start ed.

BOOM The front door to the church is cl osed.

Startling Cassie. She | ooks back at a CHURCH JANI TOR wal ki ng
away fromthe front door and turns again to Francine.

CASSI E
l"msorry. It's ny first tine here.

FRANCI NE
Bei ng on tine shows respect for our
religious practices, and our deities.

Franci ne gives Cassie the once over. Polishes off her w ne and
sets down the glass then flips opens the | edger.

CASSI E
Thank you.

Cassi e | ooks at the | edger:

A date, printed nanes, donation anounts, here and there the
word " QGuest".

Cassie signs in and Francine closes the | edger and | ooks
expectantly at Cassie who fishes a few bills from her purse
and puts themin the box.

Franci ne picks up the box and the | edger.
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FRANCI NE
Thi s way.

She | eads Cassie into the old church sacristy, now a SUPPLY
ROOM bet ween the church and courtyard. The POUNDI NG DRUMS
and CHANTI NG of the cerenony com ng | ouder from outside.

Franci ne puts the | edger anong others on a shelf. The arrayed
church records have a year witten on the spine.

Cassi e noti ces.

Franci ne escorts Cassie to the back door where they | ook out
at the CROAD gathered in the courtyard.

FRANCI NE ( CONT' D)
| f you haven't been here before,
remai n quiet and don't ask questions.
And what ever you do, don't faint.

CASSI E
Thanks. 1'Il do ny best.

Cassi e wal ks outside. Francine stares after her, sonething
nore than idle curiosity in her eyes.

CUT TO
BARON SAMED

Dancing erotically with TW SENSUOUS WOVEN OF COLOR weari ng
tignons and flowi ng white dresses held high over their thighs.

NAPOLEON DUFAY

The houngan or high priest, overseeing the ritual in a white
cerenpni al robe and col orful headdress of skull and feathers.

Pl CKUP_CASSI E

A face anong the crowd, peering over the shoul ders of the
wor shipers in front of her.

The DRUMS STOP and Baron Sanmedi and the wonen exit a white
circle painted on the ground and di sappear into the crowd.

MOVENTS LATER

An inverted chicken flutters and CLUCKS. Napol eon hol di ng
it up to the crowd. Draw ng a knife.

Bl ood spills.
And a shirtless drumrer begins a RHYTHM C, HYPNOTI C BEAT.
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Napol eon waves a spear in front of a line of nen and wonen
dancing in a trance. He points to a TH N YOUNG MAN.

HOUNGAN NAPOLEON DUFAY
Kal fu, esprit de la nuit, avance!

CASSI E
Wi spers to a YOUNG BLACK WOVAN next to her.

CASSI E
What' s goi ng on?
YOUNG BLACK WOMAN
The houngan has i nvoked the spirit
Kal fu, Loa of the Night. A possession
is about to take pl ace.

The crowd grows perfectly silent and Cassie watches as the
DRUM BEAT ROLLS and the ritual unfolds.

The thin young man shimm es and shakes. Lets out a CRY
Hi s eyes roll and he drops to the ground.

Lies there shaking... withes and rolls. Pops up to his
knees then goes rigid and CRIES OQUT IN A DEEP VO CE

He falls back on the ground clasping his throat, choking.
The DRUMM NG HALTS and nenbers of the crowd GASP.

The thin young man froths at the nouth, shakes horribly,
with his eyes rolled back in his head.

Napol eon Dufay springs toward himw th the outstretched spear.
NAPOLEON DUFAY
Pars, Kalfu, libere ton serviteur
Laisse le partir! LAISSE LE PARTIR

The thin young man grimaces in pain, arches his back at an
i nsane angle then faints and col |l apses in a heap.

Wth a COLLECTI VE SIGH the crowd rushes toward hi m pushing
Cassi e asi de.

She noves away fromthe commotion into the quiet of the

SUPPLY ROOM

Stops and catches her breath. Thinks. Then noses around.

She checks the door behind her and a side window to be sure
she's alone then goes to the shelf lined with old | edgers.
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She fingers through the years. Finds 1911 and takes it out.

Pages through it. One page the sane as another. More nanes
and dol | ar anmobunts and sone occasi onal notes.

Cassi e passes a page with a BLACK LINE blotting out a nane.
Scans anot her page or two then pauses and just stares blankly
into space, struck by sonmething, a thought? A feeling? An
urging fromher second sight?

She flips back to the page with the bl acked-out nane. Zeros
in on the date atop the page:

JANUARY 7th 1911

She tears out the page. Folds it and tucks it in her pocket.
Repl aces the | edger then senses sonething and turns.

Napol eon Dufay stands in the doorway.

NAPOLEON DUFAY ( CONT' D)
What are you doi ng?

Cassie smles, a bead of sweat trickling down her cheek.

CASSI E
| had to get out of that crowd.
It's so hot. The wonman who si gned
me in was drinking wne. | was hoping
to find sone, have a drink.

Napol eon wal ks over to Cassie who stands between the shelf
and an old sink filled with dirty glasses and pl at es.

NAPOLEON DUFAY
She brought her own bottle and, if |
know her, drank it all herself. | don't
keep any wine or liquor here. W
congregation is poor and | don't want
to put any tenptations in their path.

Napol eon captures the bead of sweat on Cassie's face with
his finger, sensually.

NAPCLEON DUFAY ( CONT' D)
You know people, always giving in to
tenpt ati ons.

He gives Cassie a | ook that all wonmen understand. Cassie
turns away. Changes the subject trying to alter the npod.

CASSI E
That was quite the ritual. Is that
young man all right?
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NAPOLEON DUFAY
He's fi ne.

CASSI E
What happened to hinf?

NAPOLEON DUFAY
| called forth the Loa Kal fu, but
tonight I don't think he cane al one.
It was a bit nmuch for a boy his age.

CASSI E
So he was possessed?

NAPCLEON DUFAY
Briefly.

CASSI E
By nore than one spirit?

NAPCLEON DUFAY
It happens sonetines. Wen you create
arift into the spirit world, you don't
al ways know who wi Il cone through.
You don't believe that, do you?

CASS| E
| believe what | saw

Napol eon cl oses the space between them Gently noves one of
Cassie's curly bangs out of her eyes.

CASSI E ( CONT' D)
| shoul d be goi ng.

She turns to go but Napol eon grabs her arm

NAPCLEON DUFAY
VWat were you really doing in here?

CASSI E
| was nosing around. It's what |
do. I'ma reporter.

Napol eon keeps hold of her. The tension builds.

CASSI E ( CONT' D)
You're hurting ne.

Napol eon let's go of her arm
CASSI E ( CONT' D)

Thank you for an interesting evening.
We should do it again sonetine.
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Cassi e wal ks out.
Napol eon |ingers, then | ooks at the | edgers on the shelf.
The 1911 | edger slightly out of place.
He pulls it out. Flips through it to the torn out page.
EXT. TULANE UNI VERSI TY - DAY - d BSON HALL

The heart of the institution, a four story rectangul ar
structure done in the Romanesque style.

A nonunent sign on the manicured front | awn reads:

TULANE UNI VERSI TY
Est. 1834

CASSI E
Clinbs steps leading to the arched entrance.

CUT TO
THE PAPER W TH THE BLACKED- OUT NANME

D pped into a pan filled with a clear chem cal sol ution.

CASSI E AND AN OLD CHEM STRY PROFESSOR

At a sink in a LABtrying to uncover the conceal ed nane. A
periodic table of the elenents on the wall behind them

OLD PROFESSOR
So if | figure this out are you going
to put nmy name in the paper?

CASSI E
Sure, if you want.

OLD PROFESSOR
Heavens, no. The only tinme |I'd want
my name in print is for an obituary.
And then just to thunb nmy nose at ny
creditors.

He takes out the page and dips it in a second red solution
then lays it on a cloth.

CASSI E
So how does this work?

OLD PROFESSOR
It's magic. See...
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He shines a red light on the page and a nane rises out of
the black ink... "Alton Baylor"

A soft lanmentable RIFT ON A TRUWPET begins to play.
CUT TO
An ol d black man hol ding his hat over his heart, watching a

NEW ORLEANS FUNERAL PROCESSI ON

On the STREET in front of CASSIE S APARTMENT
CASS| E

Looks down from her wi ndow at a |large black fam |y behind
t he nusicians, the pall-bearers and a weath-topped coffin.

They march down the street one slow step at a tine.
Suddenly the TRUMPETER hits a note and the band breaks out
in a LIVELY TUNE. The whol e procession springs to life and
starts danci ng down the street.

Cassie pulls herself away fromthe wi ndow and goes to a map
of New Ol eans spread across a table.

ON THE NMAP

Label l ed pins indicate the |ocation, order and year of the
axe nmurders: #1/1911... #3/1911... #1/1918(Maggi 0S). ..
#2/ 1918 and so on.

Cassie studies the map. Places her finger near a pin tagged
SACRI FICI AL CHURCH - the hub in the wheel of nurders.

EXT. CRECLE TOMNHOUSE - DAY
Cassie turns off a sidewal k into a rundown buil di ng.
| NT. CRECLE TOMHOUSE - DAY

An OLD CRECLE WOMAN in a rocker knits a shaw behind a
counter. She gets out of her chair as Cassie wal ks in.

OLD CREOLE WOVAN
Bon j our.

CASSI E
Bon jour, nenere. | wonder if you
can help nme?

OLD CREOLE WOVAN
"1l certainly try. Are you | ooking
for a roonf
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CASSI E
No, ma'am ny husband.

OLD CREOLE WOVAN
Ch, | see.

(gravely)
Is he with soneone?

CASSI E
| don't know. Could be. |'mjust
trying to find him

OLD CREOLE WOVAN

Ch, you poor dear. | know exactly
what you're going through. The sane
t hi ng happened to ne. M Lem chased
every skirt in town. But | fixed

hi mgood. | shot himwth his own
gun. You aren't plannin' to shoot
your husband are you?

CASSI E
No.

OLD CREOLE WOVAN
Good. The sonsofbitches ain't worth
it. Got nme five years, and that
froma black jury.

CASSI E
He owes ne sonme noney. |'ve been
checki ng the whol e nei ghbor hood. |
know he's around here sonmewhere.

OLD CREOLE WOVAN
Well let's just see.

She puts on her glasses and opens a registry.

COLD CREQLE WOVAN ( CONT' D)
VWhat's his nane?

CASSI E
Al ton, Alton Bayl or.

CUT TO
A SERIES OF SHOTS OF CASSI E CHECKI NG THE NEI GHBORHOCD:

Going in and out of shabby and quai nt APARTMENT BUI LDI NGS.

COUNTER CLERKS and LANDLORDS. Being rude or hel pful. Opening
doors... and SLAWMM NG t hem

Cassi e wearing out her shoes on the stone-block streets.
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Wal ki ng in sight of the SACRI FI Cl AL CHURCH
Exiting a BU LDI NG and checking her nmap on the stoop.

Passing a group of nmen and wonen drinking in front of a
BROTHEL, ignoring their ad-I|ibbed CRUDE COMVENTS and LAUGHTER

She detours into an ALLEY where a | arge dog | eaps out BARKI NG

Rests on a SI DEWALK bench. A red sun setting in the west.

END W TH CASSI E approaching a house with a sign out front.
FURNI SHED ROOMS

| NT. BOARDI NG HOUSE - TW LI GHT

| DUS, a skinny old man, peers over the top of his glasses.

| DUS
Nope. Sorry. Can't help ya.

Cassi e stands across a counter from hi m making inquires.

| DUS ( CONT' D)
There's no one here by that nane.

FAT WOMAN (O. S.)
(a voice froma back room
What nane's that, |dus?

| DUS
(snaps back)
Tayl or!
CASSI E
No, sir. It's Baylor, Alton Baylor.

A FAT WOMAN in a wheelchair rolls in fromthe other room

FAT WOVAN
What are you saying now, old man?
W have a Mster Baylor. He's in
unit twel ve.

CASSI E
Al ton Bayl or?

FAT WOVAN
| don't recall his first name. Let
me see.

The Fat Wbman opens a drawer and cones up with a card.
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FAT WOMAN ( CONT' D)
Yep, that's him Alton Baylor, no
previ ous address.

CASS| E
s he in?

FAT WOVAN
| don't know. W don't see nuch of
him He keeps strange hours. Paid
his rent six nonths in advance.

| DUS
Oh, that fella', the rude bastard.
(to Cassie)
VWhat do want with himanyway? |[|'d

stay clear of that man, m ssy,
sonethin' definitely odd about him

FAT WOVAN
Oh, shush. He's not odd, he's just
t he qui et type.
(to Cassie)
He don't say nmuch, but a lot of soldiers
conme back fromthe war that way.

CASSI E
How do you know he was in the war?

Fat Woman and | dus exchange | ooks.

FAT WOVAN
We just figured on account of him
being blind and all?

On Cassie, intrigued.

EXT. BOARDI NG HOUSE SHACKS - TW LI GHT

Cassi e wal ks through an old version of a trailer park, a
coupl e dozen shack-1i ke homes occupying a dirt lot, the snoke-
spewi ng chi mey of the Jackson Brewery and the spires of St.
Louis Cathedral in the skyline behind her.

She stops and | ooks around at the inpoverished setting
rem ni scent of her youth:

Piles of junk. Laundry lines. Rusty bicycles and wooden
carts. Even a shade tree with an old sw ng.

SHACK 12

Cassi e checks the #12 on the door of a unit up to its w ndows
in weeds, off by itself as if banished by the other hones.
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She KNOCKS on the door. Listens. Tries the |ock then peeks
through a front window at an interior too dark to see.

Cassie circles the shack. Finds a back wi ndow facing a field.
Unl ocked. She raises the wi ndow and crawl s i nsi de.

I NT. SHACK 12 - SAME

Cassie rises and dusts herself off, peering through the dying
beans of sunlight in the heavily shadowed room

She cones upon a lantern on a table in the mddle of the

room Strikes a match to light it. Decides against it and
nmoves through the dark with the match

Finds a painting on an easel: a nmacabre abstract with agonized
faces, graphic nudes and anatom cal gore: the artistic nelange
of a mad or evil m nd.

The match goes out and Cassie strikes anot her.

II'lumnating a cot on the floor and canned goods on a shel f.

She slides open a closet revealing a tall dresser, a travel
bag and hats on an upper shelf. Coats and cl ot hes on hangers.

A bottle of eau de toilette on the dresser. It reads:
"Essence of Lilac".

CUT TO
A SHEPHERD S CROCK STREETLAMP

And the CLICK-CLICK-CLICK of a blind man's cane tapping the
wooden pl anks of a duckboard si dewal k.

ALTON BAYLOR

Wal ks honme. A tall, broad-shoul der man obscured from prying
eyes under a long coat, black hat and dark gl asses.

CASSI E
Opens the first dresser drawer. Newspaper articles, stacks
of them all related to axe nurders, nmany of the ones that
Cassi e has, but others too from Texas and Kansas.

CUT TO

ALTON BAYLOR

Turning the CORNER down the street fromthe office.
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CASSI E
Strikes another match and opens the 2nd drawer.
More papers: sheet nusic and pen and ink draw ngs of denonic
faces and body parts - a hand, a breast, |ips, ears and teeth,
etc. And a fine drawing of the city at dusk.
Cassi e shuts the second drawer and checks the one below it.
More papers and parchnents covered with strange characters,
a kind of code or ancient |anguage. The odd characters drawn
inlines, circles, triangles and pentagrans.
Cassi e pockets several of the papers and the match goes out.
CLI CK- CLI CK- CLI CK

ALTON BAYLOR

Wal ks past the OFFI CE down the path to his shack
| N THE OFFI CE

| dus reads a paper at the counter unaware of Alton's return.
CASSI E

Strikes another match, her face aglowin the flare. She
kneel s and opens the bottom drawer.

Hol ds out the match and reveals a collection of old bl ood-
caked scal ps. Cassie GASPS... when RAVWH RAVH RAVH a DOG
SUDDENLY BARKS. Cassi e turns. SEES. .

Al ton Bayl or through the front w ndow approachi ng the shack
with his cane, a | eashed dog BARKI NG behi nd hi m

HEAVY FOOTSTEPS st onp outside the door.

A KEY JI GGLES t he | ock.

Cassi e shuts the dresser drawer and bl ows out the match.
CUT TO

ALTON BAYLOR

Stepping into his home. He sets his cane by the door and
wal ks to the table. Opens the lantern and lights it.

Goes to the closet, opens the door and hangs up his coat.

Cassie tucked into a ball in a corner of the closet, conceal ed
by the hanging clothes, Alton Baylor's | egs just inches away.
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He | eaves the cl oset open and wal ks away.

CASSIE'S POV - FROM A LON ANGLE BETWEEN THE CLOTHES

O Alton Baylor arranging dinner. Myving in and out of view
as he gathers a spoon and a can opener.

A gl ass of water and sone Libby's canned beef.

He sets his dark gl asses down on the table.

Opens the can and eats with the spoon.

Cassie glinpsing his profile, his sharp nose and goat ee.

CLOSE ON ALTON BAYLOR S

Yel | ow negl ect ed teeth.
Hs filthy black nails.
CASSI E WATCHI NG

Wi ti ng.

Trembling with fear. She holds tight to her knees and shuts
her eyes, fighting to contain her terror.

ALTON BAYLOR

Lies down on the cot. Fully clothed. Boots on. Leaving
the lantern it on the table.

CASS| E
Waits. And waits...

CUT TO
THE MOON Rl SI NG
In the still of the night.
BACK TO CASSI E
Creeping out of the closet on her hands and knees.
Al ton Baylor asleep on his side with his back to her.
Cassie crawls to the door.
Turns the lock ever so slowy... CLICKI Cassie freezes.

Looks back at the tall man, now laid out flat on the bed.

Cassi e wat ches, maki ng sure.
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She cracks open the door, rises out of her crouch and bolts
out the door but is suddenly grabbed by her hair and yanked
back into the room
Cassi e SCREAMS!  Flails and fights back. The roomwhirls.
Fl ashes of a wicked face - the lantern - a w ndow.
Al ton Bayl or drags a struggling Cassie across the room

They crash into the table. Knock the |lantern to the floor.

FLAMES SHOOTI NG up Alton Baylor's leg. He rel eases Cassie
and beats out the flanes.

Cassi e clanbers across the floor. Gabs a fallen chair and
bull -rushes it out the w ndow.

SMASHI NG t he gl ass. Landing hard on the ground. Staggering
to her feet and raci ng away.

ALTON BAYLOR

Snuffs out the flanmes on his pants.

Wal ks past a fire on the floor and | ooks out the w ndow at
Cassi e runni ng away.

He bends down and picks up Cassie's fallen purse. Walks
casually to the closet as the FIRE SPREADS to the table.

He takes the travel bag off the shelf and packs some cl ot hes.
Opens the drawer and renoves the scal ps.

Puts on his hat and coat and | ooks around for his gl asses.

He picks themup off the floor and puts themon. G abs his
cane and wal ks out.

EXT. SHACK 12 - N GHT

Al ton Bayl or wal ks away fromthe BURNI NG SHACK, his tal
dark figure blending into the vel vety bl ackness of the night.

| NT. BEDROOM - SCHNEI DER HOMVE - NI GHT

MARY SCHNEI DER (28) eight nonths PREGNANT, rolls over in bed
and | ooks through a nosquito netting at a ni ghtstand cl ock:

Five mnutes after m dnight.
She turns over and faces an enpty pillow

CUT TO
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EDWARD SCHNEI DER ( EARLY 30s)

Headi ng honme fromthe night shift, wal king dowm a dark MOONLI T
STREET dressed in overalls, carrying his dinner-pail.

MARY

Pulls the covers up to her neck and shuts her eyes. After a
monment, the COVERS START MOVI NG SLOALY BACK DOWN THE BED.

Mary opens her eyes, |ooks at the receding covers then peers
t hrough the nosquito net at the outline of a man and sm |l es.

MARY
(drowsy)
Ch, Ed, you scared ne.
The shining steel tip of an axe bl ade noves the net aside.
Mary stares wth her nouth agape. Paralyzed wth fright.
The Axeman steps onto the bed and brings down the axe.

Mary SCREAMS! Turns. The bl ade gl ancing off her head,
knocki ng her unconscious and slicing off her ear.

CUT TO
ED SCHNEI DER

Hearing the SCREAM flinging away his pail and sprinting the
| ast few yards to a garden gate in front of his house.

THE AXEMAN

Reaches into a river of blood and picks up the ear. HEARS
JOHN whi ppi ng open the gate with a CLANG

The Axeman wal ks calmy fromthe roominto a REAR HALLWAY
and out a back door with a m ssing panel.

EXT. SCHNEI DER HOMVE - N GHT

The Axeman energes into an ALLEY and tosses the axe aside
then wal ks off into the night.

CLOSE ON THE AXE

Still dripping with bl ood.
I NT. 7TH PRECI NCT - DAY

An exhausted Cassie sits across a desk from Detecti ve Rhodes
who fills out a report.
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Across the room Paul speaks with a PATROLMAN

Rhodes bites a nail between scribbles then | ooks up at Cassie
and self-consciously lowers his hand as Paul wal ks over.

PAUL
So how | ong have you been here?
CASSI E
Feels like forever. Wiy, what tine
isit?
PAUL

(checks his watch)
It's alnost four. Wiy don't you go
home and get sone sl eep.

CASSI E
| was hoping to go with you.
PAUL
Wher e?
CASSI E
Hi s house. Aren't you going to check
it out?
PAUL

(re: the patrol nen)
He already did. There's nothing
t here but a bunch of cinders.

CASSI E
Did you read ny statenent?

PAUL
Yeah, and you're lucky I don't have
you arrest ed.

CASSI E
Wait a mnute, am| m ssing sonething?
I"mtelling you, this guy's the Axeman.

PAUL
Come here.

Paul | eads Cassie to the CITY MAP behi nd Rhodes' s desk.

PAUL ( CONT' D)
(points to the map)
Ckay, you were here, right, with the
Axeman, at about what, eleven thirty?

CASSI E
Yeah.



PAUL
You sure about that?
CASS| E
Yeah, |'m sure.
PAUL

Al right then, you tell nme how the
hell he got clear over here on the
other side of the river in less than
hal f an hour.

CASS| E
There was anot her nurder?
PAUL
Not quite, the victimwll live, a

pregnant lady in Gretna. But she's

only alive because her husband cane

home at the tine of the attack. The
sane time he conmes hone every night,
about five mnutes after m dnight.

Cassie stares at the map.

Paul

PAUL ( CONT' D)
You got one ferry running at that
time of night and that's at one
fifteen in the norning. Over an
hour too late if it's the sane guy.

CASSI E
VWhat if he used a boat?

PAUL
He rents a shack for ten cents a day
and owns a boat ?

CASSI E
Maybe its a rowboat.

PAUL
| f he used a rowboat he shoul d head
to Antwerp and enter the d ynpics.
That's two mles against the tide in
twenty mnutes. Wo is he Hercul es?

CASSI E
But it has to be him What about
the scalps | saw?

opens Rhodes's desk and tosses out a toupee.

PAUL
You nean like this?

47.
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Cassie stares at the toupee.

PAUL ( CONT' D)
A guy woke up and found you in his
house and got a little upset. Who
woul dn' t ?

Cassie is silent. Seeds of doubt taking root in her m nd.

PAUL ( CONT' D)
C non, Cassie, you' ve had a | ong day.
Go hone and get sone sleep. Leave
sonething for us to do. W'IlIl [|ook
intoit. | doubt he's our man but we
got a nane, maybe we can find him

Cassie stares at the pin marking the |latest attack on the
map. Uncertain. Nods to Paul and wal ks out of the room

Rhodes picks up his toupee and | ooks at Paul.

RHODES
| s not hi ng sacred?

EXT. M SSI SSI PPI RI VER - DAWN

The "HAROLD WALKER', an old oil tanker steanship, cruises up
river toward the docks, her twin white funnels spew ng ribbons
of black snoke into the pale norning sky.

AT THE WATERLI NE

A tarp-covered skiff lies concealed in the weeds near the
base of an abandoned bri ck warehouse.

Qut fromunder the tarp conmes Alton Baylor, his face obscured.

He puts on his hat and dark gl asses. Takes his bag, cane
and coat fromthe rowboat and wal ks of f through the weeds.

EXT. BOURBON STREET - DAY
Cassie steps off a trolley and wal ks down the street.

Conmes to the Bl ack Rooster and stops and stares at its bl ood-
red door.

| NT. BLACK ROOSTER - DAY
Cassie enters the nbody room and takes a seat at the bar as

far fromthe other CUSTOVERS as she can. Justify breaks off
a conversation and approaches Cassi e.
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JUSTI FY
Mornin', Cass. \What are you just
getting started or is this the end
of your night?

CASSI E
What's it to you?

Justify sloughs off the crack with a smle and nakes her a
drink. Cassie watching himas if he were | oadi ng a shot gun.

CASSI E ( CONT' D)
Hey, | need the key.

Justify takes a key off the back of the bar and sets it down
with the drink.

Cassi e takes the key and goes to a

BATHROOM BEHI ND THE BAR

Washes her face at the sink. Looks in the mrror.

BLACK ROOSTER - SAME

Cassi e energes fromthe bat hroom

Lays the key on the bar and wal ks strai ght out the door.
Justify watches her go, anused, then downs her drink.
EXT. DOCK - DAY

A pair of Charity Hospital Mdel-T anbul ances are parked on
t he dock next to the "HAROLD WALKER'.

Two sick nmen on stretchers are carried down a gangpl ank toward
an anxi ous CAPTAIN and SH P'S DOCTOR engaged in a discussion
with a group of HOSPI TAL PERSONNEL.

CLOSE ON

The bl ue face of one of the sick nmen, feverish and coughi ng.
The great Spanish Flu epidem c has arrived in New Ol eans.

| NT. NEWSROOM - TRI BUNE - DAY

Cassie is on the phone at her desk, the newsroom STAFF goi ng
about there usual business around her.

CASSI| E
: Yes, thank you. |'ve been trying
to reach Father Silvestri. | was

told he was reassigned to this parish



Roy Jenki ns approaches, tie off, shirt sleeves up,
newspaper copy in his hand, stressed to nake a deadl i ne.

ROY
Al right, Cass, what have you got?

need sonet hing hard for above the fold.

(waves the copy)
Al this tripe's softer than church

music. \Where're you at on that | atest

att ack.
Cassie holds up a hand for Roy to wait.
CASSI E

(on the phone)
Ch, heis, that's great. My | see

hi mtoday? One o'clock wll be fine.

What's your address?

Cassie wites down the address and hangs up.
papers and stands to go.

CASSI E ( CONT' D)

Sorry, Roy, nothing yet, but | think

know who t he axenman i s.

ROY
Yeah, nme too, ny nother-in-Iaw

Cassi e wal ks by Roy and pats himon the chest.

CASSI E
It's not wishful thinking... and
it's nore than a hunch. Just give
me sone tine.

ROY
(calls after her)
You run it by the police?

CASSI E
(stops and turns)
Yeah.
ROY
And?
CASSI E

And they don't agree... yet.
Hel en | ooks up from her desk.
HELEN

Ch, hey, Cass, hold on. | al nost
forgot.

50.

Gat hers some
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She hands Cassie a card.

CASSI E
Ch, perfect. Thanks, Helen.

ROY
VWhat's that?

CASSI E
| lost ny enploynent card.

Cassi e turns and goes.

ROY
(calls after her)
So soneone's running around with
your press credentials?

CASSI E
Don't worry about ny card it burned
up in the fire.

ROY
VWhat firel

CUT TO
A STAI NED GLASS W NDOW

A striking notif of a wi nged, red-eyed Satan tenpting an
enfeebled Christ in the desert. A placid sheet of col orful
light refracting through the panes onto
CASSI E
Wal ki ng through the nave of ST. ANTHONY' S CHURCH

CUT TO

FATHER OTTAVI O S| LVESTR

The old Italian priest pours two cups of coffee. Carries
them over to Cassie seated at a table in his small OFFI CE

FATHER SI LVESTRI
| hope you like it strong. | prefer
espresso nyself. | had a |lovely
machine gifted to me by ny old
pari shioners but | had to | eave it
behind. | told the bishop it was
the one | uxury afforded an
i npoveri shed priest. He was not
synpat heti c.

Cassi e takes her cup and drinks.
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CASSI E
It's fine. Thank you.

FATHER SI LVESTRI
You know nost of the reporters |I've
met have been fat bald nen. So you
are a pleasant surprise. Are you
Italian?

CASSI E
No, Father, Creole...
(with a hint of shane)
| conme from m xed parents.

FATHER SI LVESTRI
Wear that badge proudly, ny child.
In Italy we know the very finest
wi ne conmes fromthe cross-breeding
of grapes, but in this country, ahh..
(scoffs in disgust)
so nuch i gnorance.

He smles at Cassie.

FATHER SI LVESTRI ( CONT' D)
So, let ne see what you have for ne,
hmm What is this great nystery?

Cassie takes out the witings of Alton Bayl or and spreads
them out on the table.

FATHER SI LVESTRI ( CONT' D)
(exam nes t hen
Ahh, yes, yes... These are
extraordinary. Were did you get then?

CASSI E
|'d rather not say.

FATHER SI LVESTRI
They are the work of one person?

CASSI| E
| think so.

FATHER SI LVESTRI
Hhm

Fat her Silvestri studies a page, fascinated, puzzl ed.

CASSI E
Can you translate it?
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FATHER SI LVESTRI
Gven tine | can translate sone of
it, but much of this witing is
unrecogni zable to ne.

He goes over the pages with Cassie.

FATHER SI LVESTRI ( CONT' D)
What | think you have here are five
or six distinct |anguages. These
wedge shaped characters are Suneri an
cuneiform the ol dest known witing
system whi ch goes back about five
t housand years.

(refers to anot her page)

And this is Aramaic. But these
ot hers. ..

He nakes a gesture of bew | dernent.
FATHER SI LVESTRI ( CONT' D)
Can you leave themwith me? | would
very much like to share themw th sone
col l eagues, if that's acceptable to you.
Cassi e assents with a nod.

A PALE SKULL- LI KE MOON

Hangs hi gh over ST. LOU S CEMETERY where a big rat scurries
through the mniature city of crypts, tonmbs and mausol euns.

The rat clinbs onto a crypt and sniffs the air. Suddenly a
man's heavy fist crashes down on its head.

ALTON BAYLOR

Picks up the rat by the tail and wal ks of f.

After a few steps he swings the rat in a circle and | aunches
it into the night.

Revisit the MOON, the only witness to the nurder, as the
pure, contralto voice of MARI ON ANDERSON si ngs "DEEP Rl VER'.

START MONTAGE

O the Spanish Flu Epidemc

HERE ENDS MY VEBSI TE EXCERPT OF THI NG OF DARKNESS. | F YQU
WOULD LIKE TOREAD IT IN I TS ENTI RETY REACH OQUT TO ME AT
j ohnkroyan@nai | . com THANKS FOR CHECKI NG OQUT MY WORK.
HOPE YOU ENJOYED I T.

John Royan
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