(Printed with an unregistered version of Fade In)

Sol i tude

Witten by
Zev Lenchus

Adapted from"A Wman Naned Solitude"
by Andre Schwar z-Bart

Copyright (c) 2018
Draft: The First Ten Pages

itsknottv@mail.com
786-237- 4355



(Printed with an unregistered version of Fade In)

BLACK.

I NT. SLAVE SH P HULL - NI GHT

CU of an eye as it snaps open and | ooks frantically around
before finding the canera. The darkness softens and the
canera slowy pulls back, allowi ng nore details, and the
second eye, to cone into focus. W hear the splashing of
waves and the creaking sounds of a ship. The face of
BAYANGUMAY, a broken, war exhausted, teenage girl
enconpasses the whole frane. Her eyes |ook directly into the
canera with a mxture of pain, fear and panic. The sound of
sailors voices are heard and the gaze is broken, it flashes
upwards towards the origin of the sound.

SAILOR #1 (Q S.)
Laaaaaaaaand hol!

Qur perspective yanks back to reveal her surroundings. A
door opens and the scene is bathed in noonlight. Men and
wonen |ie packed against each other, |ike a tonb inside the
hull of an old ship. Deep purple flesh breathes under heavy,
beat en chai ns. Some bodies stir awake, others sleeping or
dead. The stench can be tasted in the air. Small cries and
noans are heard fromthe ones who still cling to their past
lives. Bodies roll with the tide. Golden lantern |ight
breeches the cavernous, tonb-like space. Figures flicker on
the hull walls as they are being selected and unl ocked. The
shadows play out the scene |ike predators swoopi ng down upon
their prey. Rough hands grab Bayangumay. Her eyes plead wth
t he audi ence before the screen i s abandoned.

EXT. SLAVE SH P MAI N DECK - NI GHT

In the fire light of the main deck, Bayangumay stands

al ongsi de some TWELVE CAPTI VE WOVEN surrounded by about
TWENTY SAI LORS. The wonen are filthy, covered in sweat,
grinme and dried blood with matted, knotty hair. Buckets of
cold water are released on the wonen and they are forcibly
soaked, stripped, scrubbed clean and dressed on deck. Only
tight shots of beaten backs, unheal ed wounds and brui sed

| imbs are seen bei ng manhandl ed by the crew. Anong the body
parts, a small bl ackberry birthmark on the abdonen of
Bayangumay. Wder shots show | arge denoni ¢ shadows cl osing
in on the smaller innocent human fornms, projected against
the sails. The wonen are then chained to one another. Their
borrowed dresses hang awkwardly on them The captain
positions hinmself between his drunken crew and their
captives.
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CAPTAI N
(indicating the lights on the
hori zon) Look there. Your new
country. So before our tine together

draws to an end... (Il ooking back at
his nmen) you need pay tax to
Atl antis.

The wonen panic and try to flee, pulling one another down.
Bayangumay runs for the edge of the ship to junp overboard
and is tripped by the bodies falling under her feet. The
sailors close in on their captives. It takes three of them
to westl e Bayangumay down to the deck. The captain nounts
her. H s nose pressed agai nst hers.

CAPTAIN (cont'd)
This one still got sonme life in her!
| like that! (looking up to his nen)
Hol d her down.

Bayangumay struggl es and spits agai nst her captors. The
captain tears at her dress revealing a squirmng bl ackberry
birth mark on her tensed stomach. The canera pulls away as
they begin to assault the wonen, and flies high above the
ship, revealing it's not the only one. The cries of wonen
ring out in the night air anong a line of seven slave ships
t hat have anchored just out of land s reach. Denonic shadows
exaggerated on all the flapping sails. The canera flies away
fromthe lantern |ights of the ships. Away from scream ng.
Across the open water. The sound of the tide mxing with the
rhythm c beating of African druns.

NARRATOR (V. Q)
Once upon a tine in Africa...

EXT. CASAMANCE RI VER - DAY

Aerial shots follow the river's current, over rice patties,
Pal nyra Pal ns, Mango Trees, and into a clearing, where the
circular huts built by the Jola people reveal the village of
Sel eki .

NARRATOR ( CONT)
On the South-Western tip of, what is
now known as Senegal. On the l|eft
bank of the Casamance River, where
the fresh water m xes with salt;
there was, and still is today, the
smal | village of Seleki.
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EXT. SELEKI VILLAGE, SENEGAL - BOABAB TREE - DAY

THREE ELDER WOMEN are surrounded by VILLAGERS in the anple
shade of a Boabab tree. Everyone is dressed in traditional
fashi on, nost wearing robes or a Bubu (long shirt over
drawstring pants that taper on the ankle), the wonen with
t heir heads w apped.

NARRATOR
The Jol a peopl e had been here for
over 200 years. They believed, their
ancestors would blow life into the
roots of the rice patties from
beyond, to ensure a good harvest;
until they were ready to return and
wal k anmong the Iiving again.

A NEWBORN BABY cries off screen and is carefully passed from
hand to hand. Brought out to be inspected by the el der

wonen. Weat hered, powerful hands contrast the snooth new
flesh of the little girl. A small, blackberry shaped
birthmark is on her tumy. The el der wonen smile know ngly
at one anot her.

NARRATOR (cont' d)
They woul d call her Bayangumay.
She woul d possess the rebellious
spirit of her grandnother. Strong.
Resilient. Determ ned.

EXT. BASSE- TERRE SLAVE MARKET - DAY

Bayangumay now stands, swaying, with a blank stare as her
body and teeth are inspected by the dirty hands of potenti al
buyers. Hands snooth over her bl ackberry shaped birthmark on
her stomach

NARRATCR ( CONT)
Unyi el di ng.

She pulls down her rags to cover the scraps of nobdesty she
har bour ed. Fingers point out purchases of flesh. Mney is
exchanged. Wunds are reopened. Bayangumay is whi pped onto a
cart and wheel ed off with three mal es and anot her fenal e.
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EXT. SELEKI VILLAGE, SENEGAL - DAY

VI LLACERS nove about in their daily routine, making herba
medi ci ne, weavi ng baskets frompal mleaves, tilling rice
patties with the kajandu (a |long type of shovel that rests
on the knee and |ifts the earth so seeds can be sowed),
tending to the animals (cows, pigs, goats, chicken, sheep),
etc.

NARRATOR
Still in her infancy, Bayangumay was
prom sed to Dyadyu, a friend of her
father, after a successful fishing
trip. The path was carved clearly by
our ancestors.

A BAYANGUMAY wal ks with KOMOBO, a | ocal teenage boy who
carries an Ekonting (a three stringed |ute made from banboo
and stretched goat skin - like a ukulele).

NARRATOR (cont' d)
As she grew older, |life had other
pl ans. And Bayangunmay preferred a
| ocal boy with whom she was rai sed.

KOMOBO
Bayangumay, you know this is not the
way of the elders. W who |ive, draw
our very lives fromthose bel ow

BAYANGUVAY
I will not marry hi m Konobo.
(stealing a glance at Konmpbbo) It is
anot her that | choose.

KOMOBO
You' re already prom sed to Dyadyu.
You nust go and marry him W can not
control our own destiny.

BAYANGUVAY
You are a silly boy. Perhaps I am
better off with an ol der man.

KOMOBO
He is still our greatest warrior!
Besi des, no one rebel s agai nst the
| aw. Even the | aw nust obey the | aw.
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BAYANGUVAY
Then it will be my own feet that
carry me to destiny whether it is
good or bad. | pray to Emt that it
will favour ne.

EXT. DU PARC PLANTATI ON, FRONT YARD - DAY

Bayangumay sways next to another fenmal e slave and three
mal es. They are surrounded by three overseers on horseback
and a handsonely dressed Frenchman in his early-thirties,
LOUI S MORTI ER

LOU S MORTI ER
Until your confinenment, you now
belong to the du Parc Plantation in
Basse- Terre. That vol cani c nountain
behind you is Le Grande Souf - -

Bayangumay drops. Her linp body hits the ground with a thud
and is left unattended on the ground as she froths fromthe
mout h. Louis Mortier |ooks down on her without a trace of
enotion and conti nues.

LOU S MORTI ER (cont' d)
Any runaways w || be severely
puni shed... if they survive the
treacherous forest.

Louis Mortier gestures to one of the overseers who disnounts
and drags Bayangumay to her unsteady feet. Overseer #1 holds
her up in place as Louis Mirtier closes in. Hs hate is
reflected I n Bayangunmay' s unresponsi ve eyes.

LOU S MORTI ER (cont' d)
Cost nme damm near 9 dollars cause no
one el se wanted the trouble. W can't
have it dying on the first day. Find
out what's broken and fix it.

Bayangumay is dragged off towards the house.

INT. JOLA HUT - SELEKI WVILLAGE - N GHT

A candle is reflected in the eyes of Bayangumay as she

awai ts her new husband. She has been washed, cleaned, oiled
with tulucuna oil and prepared for their wedding night. She
lay on a straw mat with only a white loin cloth to protect
her nodesty. Sweat beads on the flesh illustrated wth her
bl ackberry birthmark as a shadow tw tches agai nst the walls.
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DYADYU, an ol der warrior and longtine famly friend, now in
his early fifties, enters the hut with his eyes turned
downwar ds.

DYADYU
Is ny wife ready? | can cone back in
alittle while if you're not ready to
receive nme. My youth and inpatience
are both beyond ne.

BAYANGUVAY
No Dyadyu. | thank you for making nme
your wife. My wonb is honoured to
bear the seed of such a tree as you

Dyadyu lifts his gaze to Bayangumay and crosses the room
towards her. The candle is extinguished. Not a nonment passes
bef ore we hear the sound of war drunms beating and faint,
sporadi c screans of wonen. Light flickers back inside the
room from out si de. Dark shapes of Dyadyu rising and novi ng
to the window as the light gets brighter and the screans
nore consistent. The animal skin curtain is pulled back and
Sel eki has been transfornmed into an inferno. Dyadyu turns
back inside, frantically |ooking for a weapon to go and
fight.

DYADYU
Its the white nman! |'ve heard of
this! Cone to feast on our flesh!
Must defend our peopl e!

Fi ndi ng not hi ng, Dyadyu rushes outside enpty-handed. The
flames reflected on his glistening back and broad shoul ders.

EXT. JOLA HUT - SELEKI WVILLAGE - N GHT

Dyadyu is instantly nmet by the invading tribe. He ducks the
first spear and with the nobility of a young warrior, |eaps
onto two oncom ng attackers, killing one, then the other, by
breaking their necks with his bare hands. Four nore advance
and one manages to drive a spear into him Wunded, Dyadyu
rises, struggles and kills the closest attacker. Finally
succunbi ng, he pins one nore eneny underneath his body, as
the others thrust their spears into them both. Bayangunmay
wat ches, suspended in a silent scream Surrounded by
carnage. Huts in flanmes illumnating the night. Children cry
interror as they are separated fromtheir parents. Screans
of "Protect us fromthe sellers of nmen," are heard in the

ni ght. Flashes of wonen fleeing into the rice patties with
their babies. Anyone attenpting to fight is inmediately put
down. Whoever remains is taken prisoner. Collared |ike

ani mal s and dragged off.
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This whirlwi nd of chaos is suddenly all around Bayangunay.
The panic strangles her in fear. She can't breathe.

NARRATOR
But not hing, not even the spirits
coul d prepare Bayangumay for this.

She sees Konobo fighting until being surrounded. Finally, he
is struck down and collared. Her |ast view of Seleki, is of
her honeynoon hut in flames. Dyadyu lifeless in the |ight.
She too is collared and dragged off.

I NT. SLAVE HUT, DU PARC PLANTATI ON - DAY

Her bl ackberry birthmark scrubbed by her own hands, as
Bayangumay uses an ol d wooden bucket full of brown water
with hay floating on the surface, to wash herself off. She
lay on a straw mat as a LARGE AFRI CAN NURSEMAI D, her flesh
dar ker than night, kneels between her knees. Enpty eyes
stare into the wonb of Bayangumay. She shows no sign of
feeling as the nurse perforns her check-up

EXT. DU PARC PLANTATI ON, FRONT PCRCH - DAY

Louis Mortier sits and | ooks out at the sugarcane fields
spraw i ng before the main house. OLD PEG LEG an aged, thin,
tamed sl ave, hobbles forward on a wooden |leg with gray,
recedi ng hair on his bowed head. H s appearance al one begs
for forgiveness on account of his nere existence. Louis
Mortier | ooks down his nose at this pitiful creature before
himas if observing an ant nmaking his way across the porch.
O d Peg Leg speaks in barely a whisper. Aware that his voice
al one is offensive.

OLD PEG LEG
Beggi n your masser's permnission Sir.
It woul d appear your new girl is with
chi |l d.

LOU S MORTI ER
Wth child? This is a brand new
shi pment! Those sail ors ought to be
castrated! Pari ade!

A d Peg Leg flinches and chances a | ook from underneath his
bowed head. He slinks off at the wave of the hand of Louis
Morti er.

LOU S MORTI ER (cont' d)
(to hinself) No matter. Two for the
price of one. She'll work it off.
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EXT. GOREE | SLAND

We follow an overcrowded ferry. Sl aves row over the waves to
t he shores of CGoree Island. It washes onto to the beach
Captives are dragged fromthe boat and ushered towards a
French Col onial style house with two spiral staircases on

ei ther side of a door |eading out to sea. The House of

Sl aves.

NARRATOR
After nonths of marching by foot,
survivors would reach CGoree |sland.
It is here, in the House of Sl aves,
t hat unspeakabl e torture woul d haunt
generations and scar history.

EXT. HOUSE OF SLAVES COURTYARD - GOREE | SLAND - DAY

Pandenoni um Bl ack- ski nned bodi es being herded in every
direction by white sailors fromcountless nations, under the
wat ch of uniformed nenbers of the French arny. Foreign

| anguages exchanged (French, Spanish, English). Confusion
and panic, mngle with violence, blood, sweat, exhaustion
and fear as people are being unloaded fromferries bringing
themin from Dakar. They are roughly pulled ashore,

scrubbed, oiled and forced into holding cells where they
wait to be paraded in front of prospective buyers.

NARRATOR
Oled for presentation, slave traders
woul d consi der age, gender, strength,
teeth and overall health to gain the
nost for their dollar.

On the platform they are exam ned, auctioned, and forcibly
dragged off to another holding cell where they wait to be
shi pped off to the unknown darkness of slavery.

EXT. DU PARC PLANTATI ON, FRONT YARD - DAY

A heavily pregnant Bayangumay is tethered to a post in the
front yard. Overseer #1 has her nouth forced open and is
jamm ng his fingers inside while she struggl es agai nst the
chain choking. He retrieves a stone and throws it to the
gr ound.

NARRATOR
Bayangumay, known now as Man Bobette,
had tried everything to prevent her
bastard child fromcomng into this
strange worl d.
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Her bl ackberry birthmark stretched around her heaving belly
as she gasps for breath. The overseer grabs his knees and
catches his own breath fromthe ordeal

OVERSEER
Man Bobette, as G d as ny wtness,
you wi Il have this baby.

MAN BOBETTE
(in her native tongue) That traitor
will kill me frominside! Wipping at
ny organs |like you and your peopl e!
OVERSEER
What ever you say. | damm sure hope

its a boy wwth a stronger back and
softer spine than you

EXT. HOUSE OF SLAVES COURTYARD - GOREE | SLAND - DAY

Prisoners, still shackled at the ankles, eat with their
hands fromthe tubs of mani oc (cassava), boiled neat, eggs
and kola nuts placed in the yard. Sone get sick fromthe
food after so much tinme in hunger and vomt on their feet.
On the bal coni es above, white nmen watch their human cattle
whi | e being fanned by small black wonmen. Wth a nod, guards
descend onto the courtyard and corral the slaves toward the
door between the two spiraling staircases. Huge masts could
be seen rising over the House of Sl aves.

NARRATOR
It was unknown how | ong they woul d be
held in captivity here. And when the
day finally cane, they were fed a
| ast meal and marched aboard a ship
to the New Worl d.

Mangl ed feet, battered hands and a bl ackberry shaped
birthmark pass thru the Door of No Return. The prisoners are
stuffed back onto the overcrowded ferries and forced to row
towards the tall trans-Atlantic ships. Then they clinb up
the slippery rope | adders.

NARRATOR (cont' d)
Some woul d take destiny, and a
captor, into their own hands.

They meke their way across the deck. Bayangumay wi tnesses
one man has managed to snuggle in his Ekonting. The sailors
confront him In desperation, he grabs a sailor and | aunches
t hem bot h overboard. Red ribbons of bl ood, shark fins and
frenzied splashing are all that was seen of them both
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NARRATOR (cont' d)
O hers would still cling to hope.
Praying the |ight they saw was not
fromthe flames of hell

Down into the hull of the ship. Where Africa and |ight are
seen no nore. Bayangunay whi spers to her nei ghbours.

BAYANGUVAY
Jol a? Are there any Jol a peopl e here?

Dar kness.

I NT. SLAVE HUT, DU PARC PLANTATI ON - DUSK

Orange and pink col ours of the sunset pour in fromthe

wi ndow of the dil api dated wooden shack and across the face
of Man Bobette. Like the opening shot of the film the CUIis
on her face as it contorts in pain.

MAN BOBETTE
(in her native tongue) Let ne swall ow
nmy tongue and be finished with this
ni ght mar e.

She chokes and is imediately restrained by overseer #1. The
African nursemaid is back between her |egs. Her thighs flex.
The stretched bl ackberry birthmark on her stomach rolls with
contractions. She cries out in agony. From between her | egs,
a small white baby is pull ed.

NARRATOR
It is here where our story begins.
Wth the birth of an outcast.
Rej ected by her people.

The baby is towel ed off and handed to the overseer who takes
it outside to Louis Mortier.

NARRATOR (cont' d)
Depl ored by her masters.

The baby's cry falling on Man Bobette's deaf ears. She turns
awnay.

NARRATOR (cont' d)
Unwant ed by her nother.

Louis Mortier exam nes her infant body and takes note of a
bl ackberry shaped birthmark on her hip. He turns her over.
The canera pulls in close to her face to reveal her opening
eyes. One green as the sea, the other brown as her roots.



