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| NT. BEDROOM - NI GHT

1985. Ad thick air sits lowand fog like in the rest of the

room The air
pl asti c bedside table fan
about like a thief in the

82 year old Jacob Rollins
45, sits at his side. His
little sl ower
action. Even though these
accustoned to at his age,

at this age.

around the bed Circul ates through the sharp

bl ades. The snel |
shadows, waiti ng.

of death lingers

lay in bed, center stage, as Susan
dreary, deep sunken eyes blink a

Hi s breathing, now a deliberate
are things he’'s just had to grow
it is evident that sonething is

obvi ously troubling him
Jacob inhales a deep slow breath as he prepares to speak.
JACOB

When does a nman end,
begi n?

and a nonster

Susan | ooks up to her father with a shocked | ook on her

face... Partly because of his question, but nore so because

he chose to speak at all

Bew | dered, she forces a confused smle, and speaks.
SUSAN

What do you nean?

Jacob stares at the wall ahead of him oblivous to his
daughter, as if it’s not her he' s speaking to.

JACOB
What are you to do when the lines
of right and wong becone so
skewed, you don’t know which is
whi ch?
father’s as she furrows her brow
she speaks.

Susan puts her hand on her
In a caring nurturing tone,

SUSAN
Hey, what’s with these questions?
What’ s troubling you?

Thi s physical contact causes Jacob to | ook his daughter
square in the eyes. He closes his and sighs, knowi ng nowis
t he nonent he’s dreaded for decades.

JACOB
Sweet heart, when you're as close to
death as | am when each passing
second becones nore profound and
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JACOB (cont’d)
m ssed than the previous one, the
| ast thing you want to do is
waste it worrying about things in
t he past.

Susan snmiles, she rubs his hand.

SUSAN
No need to worry about the past.

Jacob pulls his hand back, the jolted nove slightly startles
Susan.

JACOB
|’ mnot worried about ny past..

A pause.

JACOB
" m haunted by it.

This statenent resonates with Susan. She puts her hand in
her | ap, now actually paying attention to her father.

JACOB
Dear, there is sonething about ne,
about ny past that you have no
menory of.. I’ve intentionally kept
it out of my past, and out of our
lives. |locked away in the public
records, but sonething that has
never ceased haunt ne.

A pause.

JACOB
People love to think of justice as
bl ack and white, guilty is guilty.
But it’s not always that way. More
often than not, the line is
i nvisible between the two, and it’s
up to me, ny best judgnent, to
determ ne the outcone. But what
happens when the innocent are
guilty?

Susan cocks her head to the side, and speaks.

SUSAN
What are you tal ki ng about ?

Jacob, al nost on autopilot, continues nunbling, arguing with
hi nsel f.
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JACOB
Times were different then. People
were raised up to think a certain
way. | know that’'s no excuse, but
t hat somehow nmade it all ok. It
somehow added so much nore wei ght
to the decision

Susan raises her voice a little |ouder now as she attenpts
to get her father’s attention.

SUSAN
DAD.

He snaps out of it, and | ooks over at her.

SUSAN
What are you tal king about? A case
of yours?
He sighs and nods.
JACOB

a case of m ne.
Jacob points to his closet.

JACOB
Up there, top shelf, is a cardboard
box. Bring it to ne, please.

Susan inpatiently rises, and scurries over to the bedroom
cl oset. She reaches above her head to the shelf, and
blindly grabs the box.

She brings the box full of old records and phot ographs to
her fat her.

Jacob thunbs through the papers until, in the bottom of the
box, he finds it. A picture. He sonberly hands the
phot ograph to Susan.

She | ooks at the picture, confused.

SUSAN
Who is this?

She | owers the inmage, revealing the mugshot of a short, baby
faced, African Anerican boy.

JACOB
David. H s name was David. He was
14 when the state executed him The
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JACOB (cont’ d)
youngest person to ever be executed
inthe United States. And | put him
t here.

Susan’s nouth inadvertently drops.

SUSAN
What did he do?

Jacob si ghs.

JACOB
Short of being born black in South
Carol i na,

He shrugs his shoul ders

JACOB
| don’t really know anynore.

Susan, obviously uni npressed by Jacob’ s answer,
further.

SUSAN
| mean what was he convicted of ?

Jacob rubs his brow

JACOB
It was spring 1945. A Saturday. Two
little girls, sisters, 8 and 10,
| eave their house in the norning to
pl ay. Their nother grows concerned
when they don’t show up for dinner.
By ten that night, a full blown
search team had gat hered.. They
found the girls at 8 o’ clock on
sunday norning. They were face
down, naked, bl oody, battered,
and beaten in a nearby field.

presses

Susan puts her hands to her nouth. Jacob, stone faced,
conti nues speaking as if he’'s reliving the nightnmare.

JACOB
Coroner said there were over 20
br oken bones between the two of
them They nore than |ikely
suf focated on their own bl ood.

Susan, horrified, can’'t hold it in any |onger.

She gasps.
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SUSAN
My God, that’s horrible.

JACOB
Qobviously a case as horrifying as
this, in a county as snall as this,
justice had to be served. No
excuses.

Susan is taken aback by her father’s last cold hard
statement. She nmusters a response.

SUSAN
And Davi d, how was he connected?

Jacob si ghs.

JACOB
Davi d was known around town as a
bully, a nean spirited kid. He
routinely threatened to beat up or
kill anyone who got to close to his
lawn... The last tine the girls
where seen alive were in David' s
[ awn.

Jacob speaks with a sickened tone in his voice. It’s evident
that still to this day, the case has deeply affected him

JACOB
They were aski ng about flowers.
Little girls just interested in
pi cki ng god damm fl owers.

Hi s voice breaks. Susan | ooks at her Father, half shocked he
cursed in front of her, and saddened to see still how this
all affected him

Jacob clenches his old winkled fists.

She studies her father’'s words as his old tine southern sou
begi ns to show.

JACOB
Sonet hi ng had to be done. A nigga
boy killing two i nnocent white
girls. I wasn’t going to stand for

that. No one was.
Susan puts her hands on his clenched fingers. Jacob exhal es,

and cal ms. She’s always had a knack for calmng him H's
voi ce | owers.
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JACOB
By Monday evening, police had David
in custody. No warrant, and
frankly, they didn't need one.. H's
parents weren’'t hone and his
siblings couldn’t even spel
"warrant” if their |ife depended on
it. So they drug himout of his own
house that night, and down to the
station. That was the last tinme his
fam ly woul d ever see David alive.

Jacob reaches over to his bedside table and grabs the gl ass
of water that’s probably been there for days. He takes a

gul p.

JACOB
| don’t know what happened the next
3 hours in the interrogati on room
As District Attorney, | nmade it
specifically a point to not know
what happened, but after three
hours | had a broken boy... and a
si gned confession.

Susan clears the massive lunp in her throat. Too
unconfortable to hear anynore, she speaks.

SUSAN
Dad, please it’s ok, | don't need
to hear this. | love you, | always
w Il and nothing ch

Jacob, desperate, cuts her off. He pleads.

JACOB
Susan, please. | just need you to
hear this. It’s extrenely inportant
to nme that you do.

Rel uct ant, Susan cl oses her eyes and nods.
Jacob settles back into his story.

JACOB
| had all | needed to try David for
doubl e nurder. No bail was set, and
his trial would take place |ater
that week. | made the decision to
seek the death penalty, and it only
t ook one afternoon in court to
convince 13 white jurors that this
was the appropriate course of
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JACOB (cont’d)
action. That David May woul d be
executed for his heinous crines.

rupted by a coughing fit. This

Jacob’s story is inter
I I abl e bl oody cough rem nds us why he’s

th

r

gurgling, uncontro
bed ridden, and why
al ready preparing fo

e house sits quiet, like it’'s
a wake.

Susan grabs a nearby rag, and tends to her dying father.
After a while, he is finally ready to conti nue.

JACOB
| didn’t doubt ny decision, not at
t hat point. Surrounded by the
County sheriff, District Judge, and
13 person Jury, all patting ne on
my back, | knew what occurred that
day was a step towards retribution
for the famly. Afamly still
grieving the loss of two little
lives. | thought of you, Susan. I
t hought how would | feel if you
were taken away fromne. That hate
fuel ed rage drove ne. It wasn’t his
color. He coul d’ ve been purple and
it still wouldn't have mattered. It
was the crime. It was the bl ood of
those two little sisters on his
hands.

Jacob chokes up again, but this time, not because of his
stage 4 lung cancer, but because of his enotions. A tear
trails down his sunken cheeks and hang on his fading jaw

JACOB
It wasn’t until the day of his
execution that | began to doubt.
David s sister and nother net ne at
my car, weeping. "I was with David
the whol e day" H s sister pleaded,
"W were painting the house the
whol e weekend. | never | et himout
of ny sight."

Susan’s eyes begin to mst like that of her father’'s. But,
i ke a bad weck, she stays glued to her father, hanging on
his every word.

JACOB
This was the first tinme in ny
entire career that | had a famly
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JACOB (cont’ d)
approach ne directly like that. |
was taken aback. But | was nore
t aken aback by her eyes. You can
tell so much about a person from
their eyes. Your grandnother always
told me that. And these eyes,
weren’'t lying. | thought it funny
this was never brought up in
interrogations, why wasn’t this
argued in court? But, after
assurances fromthe Sheriff
hi msel f, and the signed confession,
| knew we still had our killer.

A PAUSE.

JACOB
The tinme had finally cone. They
brought David into the execution
chanber, shackles to big, with a
bible at his side. | felt the dark
cl oud of doubt starting to creep up
in ny conscience. "He's guitly," |
told nyself. They had issues
clasping the electrodes to the
trenbling boy' s body. He couldn’'t
have been 95 pounds soaki ng wet,
and for the first tine ever, | saw
David as he truly was..

He gul ps.

JACOB
A child. "He signed the
confession,"” | assured nysel f. But
when the officer had to use David' s
bi bl e as a booster seat for the
el ectric chair, | began to trenble.

Susan’s | eg begins to bob up and down as her nerves begin to
get the better of her.

Jacob’s tears begin fall steady now, an inpressive sight
judging by his drawn up, dehydrated body.

JACOB
The officer pulled out the adult
si zed bl ack face nmask as they
charged the machine. | attenpted to
catch his eyes. | knewif I could
just get a glinpse of David s eyes,
that would be all the proof,
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A pause.

Jacob | owers his head in shanme and sobs.

JACOB (cont’ d)
all the assurance, | needed. " Spot
the lie, tell the eye." But, David
stared straight down as he silently
wept. His cries becane | ouder as
t hey placed the pitch black mask
over his face. | shook like a |eaf
as they read his last rights. This
wasn’t right. Killing a kid
woul dn’t save these girls. They
wer e gone. .

JACOB
The officers pulled the | ever right
in the mddle of an exhale fromthe
boy. The sound of his vocal chords
tensing up fromthe first jolt of
electricity will haunt me in this
life and the next. After the first
el ectric charge, the black cloth
face mask slipped off his snal
head, and finally | sawthem.. Hs
eyes. His tear filled eyes. | tried
as hard as | could, but no anount
convi nci ng woul d ever change what |
saw i n that poor boy’'s eyes. Truth.
He was telling the truth. No matter
what anyone el se said, there was no
bl ood on that boys hands.

and hugs her father.

JACOB
| have finally accepted nmy crines.
| killed a child, just like the
murderer to those little girls.
|”ve made ny bed, now I’ mready to
lieinit....

The two release fromtheir |oving enbrace.

He shrugs.

JACOB
When does a man end and a nonster
begi n?

JACOB
Who knows... But |’mnore
interested in know ng when a
nonster can go back to being a man.

Susan,

| eans over
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FADE TO BLACK

EXT. FIELD - DAY, DREAM

Two little sets blood covered feet can be seen in the grass,
A 40 year old Jacob, horrified, makes his way cl oser.
Suddenly, to his left, the lifeless body of David May lay in
the tall anber grass.

Jacob panics, turns around, and notices the entire town
behind him Confused and flustered, he | ooks down and raises
hi s hands.

Hi s bl ood covered hands.

CUT TO BLACK.



