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| NSERT:

-- silent video of an enpty theater stage, black and white.

EXT. TH CK JUNGLE - PI RACHUA PECPLE - N GHT

A man-nmade clearing in the dense jungle -- alnost |ike a
crop circle, with the stal ks of bushes and trees and pushed
over -- is BRIGHTLY LIT by flane torches, a roaring fire,

and the white noonlight.

HERA (13), pregnant belly, SCREAM NG, and dark brown skin,
sits atop of a bed of palmfronms and crushed hay. She is
surrounded by her fellow villagers - the Pl RACHUA PEOPLE -
who watch, fascinated, as she gives birth.

ANNOUNCER (V. O
The ushers will guide you to your
seats. Pl ease, do not nmake a fuss.

MOTHER EVE (40’s), the matriarch of the conmmunity, dressed
in a beautiful gown, stands by Hera' s |egs holding a torch
down to enbers. She | oudly COMMWANDS Hera, religious poetics
in their native |anguage, and forces Hera s | egs open w der.

LATER

DRUMS BOOM NG The BABY has been born - newborn LI TTLE ONE
rests, screamng, on Hera's belly, covered in viscera and
unbilical cord still attached.

Hera i s passed out, cold.
Wth a sharpened rock tool, Mther Eve cuts the cord.

TRI BESMAN hol di ng SPEARS somewhere in the shadows continue
beati ng druns.

ANNOUNCER (V. O
The show will be starting in
fifteen mnutes. The ushers w |
gui de you to your seats. Please, do
not make a fuss.

Wth her hands, Mdther Eve w pes blood fromthe Little One.

She passes Little One to multiple ELDERS, SHAMANS, etc who
now surround t he passed-out Hera.

Each el der kisses the baby on the head, passing her al ong.



I NT. HERA'S HOVE - LATER

Hera, awake, lays on the dirt floor of a complex, well
constructed THATCHED HUT. She holds Little One in her arns.

OS, in the distance, we still hear the ritualistic chanting
and drum beats.

Little One breastfeeds; Hera watches her, amazed,
dunbf ounded.

MOON MAN, 20’s, a huge, strong warrior, olive conplexion,
steps into the hut. He kneels down by Hera, inspecting the
Littl e One.

ANNOUNCER (V. O
Pl ease, do not nmke a fuss.

Moon Man says something to Hera, quietly. Hera shakes her
head. Moon Man lightly touches Little One, rubbing her fine
hai r.

Moon Man prods Hera' s inner thigh, noving his hands up her

| eg.

LATER

Moon Man and Little One sleep - Hera | ays awake, Little One
in her arns.

She stands. The village is quiet.

EXT. TH CK JUNGLE - PI RACHUA PEOPLE - N GHT

Still holding Little One, Hera purposefully sneaks through
the community.

She passes ot her hones, |ike hers. The sounds of snoring.
The enbers of a dying fire.
She reaches the edge of a clearing.

She steps into the thick jungle.



OUTSI DE CLEARI NG

Now in the thick forestry, Hera steps carefully over shrubs,
wal ki ng between trees. The only light is nmoonlight, but it’'s
enough.

Little One wakes, but doesn’t cry, quietly hiccupping.

Her a keeps goi ng.

LATER

Hera sits on the buttress root of a huge conifer,
breastfeeding Little One once again

She spies the SUN -- up ahead, through the tries, as it
begins the process of RISING Still dark throughout, there
is a tinge of perverse pink |light bathing the jungle.

She stands, continuing her wal k.

St eppi ng past the three, Hera again sees nore light. This
time, it emnantes froma jungle tree up ahead.

She steps foward, closer and closer to the source of the
light.

A TREE burns, it’s trunk EMBERS as if recently on fire.

Hera gets closer and cl oser, close enough to touch the
gl ow ng tree.

Through the enbers, in the CENTER of the hot, glow ng tree,
is a different set of lights -- BLUE, PURPLE and GREEN
enbers gl ow BRI GHTLY. Unnatural col ours.

Fasci nated, Hera reaches out to touch these enbers.

Li ke a pair of lungs, heaving in an out, the enbers gl ow
BRI GHTER and DULLER rhyt hm cal |l y.

Hera' s hand inches closer. ..

FLUORESCENT, ARTIFICIAL LIGHT fills the JUNGLE

These artificial lights FLASH ON AND CFF.

Hera | ooks up at these |ights.

The keep FLASHI NG, followed by a classy two-tone bell

Interm ssion i s over.



| NSERT:

-- black and white, silent footage of two VAUDEVI LLE ACTORS
danci ng the Charl eston on stage, sw nging canes, hammng it

up.

CUT TO BLACK



