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FAde In:
EXT – GALVESTON TEXAS – SLAVE PLANTATION - DAY 
In Galveston, Texas, it’s summer, June 19, 1865, the last day of slavery. On a sweltering day, the still afternoon slowly morphs into evening, dusk. Finally, a welcome breeze soothes the moment. On the banks of the Crimson River, a fleet of rickety fishing boats sit swaying along the decrepit wooden pier. Schools of playful Catfish leap and thrash about the reddish water, cascading fleeting ripples around the bend. Two white, middle-age, slave masters, Chet Legree and Sam Hoyt sit fishing on the edge of the wooden pier overlooking the river. Both slave masters are clad in tobacco, stained overalls. They sport wide-brim straw hats, chew wads of tobacco and each speaks with a southern twang.
sam hoyt
Hey Chet, did you hear the astonishing news about slavery?
                           chet legree
No, what’s the news about slavery, Sam?

                           sam
Well, I just learned from old Carl Bowen that all slaves are now subject to their freedom.

Chet yanks his fishing-line out the water, leaps up and slams his fishing pole down upon the wooden pier. 

LEGREE
What? Gotdamit! Sam, are you joking?

Legree shakes his head from side to side, as Sam rises, places his hand on Legree’s shoulder and tries to console him.
sam
Legree, my friend, Carl Bowen is well informed on such political matters and he said as per the thirteenth amendment of the U.S. Constitution, all slaves are free; Carl said today is the last day of slavery and all slaves must be freed by their masters.
Legree pulls away angrily from Sam and replies.

                           legree
But Sam, who’s going to pick my cotton and tend to my fish hatchery? You know the Indians are too lazy. Anyway, Sam, you don’t seem perturbed; what are we going to do? 
                            sam
Legree, I don’t know what you’re going to do, but I know what I’m going to do. Chet Legree, I’m going home to release my slaves, immediately. I’ll see you later.

Sam walks away. Legree walks angrily in the opposite direction, looks over his shoulder and yells to Sam.

legree
I’m going to see one of my slaves; I have one final act to perform before this dreadful drama ends.
EXT – GRASSY PATHWAY – ALONG SIDE THE RIVER –DAY

Along the grassy pathway adjacent to the River, Legree trod angrily along with a pronounced limp while chewing a wad of tobacco. Legree totes a shotgun in his left hand, while using his right to slap at pestering mosquitoes. 
EXT – SLAVE’S SHANTY – FRONT YARD - DAY
Legree arrives in the yard of one of his myriad of slave shanties. With a determined grimace plastered upon his bearded face, Legree raises his shotgun at eye-level and yells the name of his most desired, female slave.
                           legree
Bertha! Bertha Kemet, come on out here!
EXT – DOOR OF THE SHANTY – DAY

The squeaking shanty door opens slowly. Bertha, a young, beautiful, frighten, mulatto slave steps nervously outside into the yard, closely trailed by her quivering husband, Joshua.
                           BERTHA
(Answers softly) 

Yes, master Legree. 
Legree
(Yells at Joshua)
Joshua! Go back inside; I didn’t call you!
Joshua stares sadly at Bertha; Bertha stares at Joshua, as Joshua bows his head, turns and goes back inside the shanty. Legree lowers his shotgun and places it to his side. Bertha begins to weep. Legree reaches out, yanks her hand and forcefully leads Bertha towards the fishing pier.
legree
Come on now don’t give me a hard time.
EXT – GRASSY PATHWAY ALONG SIDE OF THE RIVER – DAY

Legree leads Bertha along a grassy path to the pier. He now leads Bertha to a shoddy-equipment shed. Legree kicks the door open and shoves Bertha inside. 
INT – INSIDE OF EQUIPMENT SHED – DAY 

The dusty-smelly shed is sparsely stocked with fishing gear and repair tools; a small, dusty cot sits in a corner; above the cot, a window-shutter lingers wide open. Bertha stands frozen in fright. Legree ogles her and yells.
legree
Okay gal, take off your dress and quickly get over there on that cot!
Bertha weeps and hesitates; she inquires of Legree.
bertha
Please, master Legree, why did you bring me in here; I’m a married woman?
Bertha trembles noticeably.
legree
Shut up! This is the last day of slavery for you niggers! I’ve screwed all of my gals, but I never fucked you. I brought along my shotgun to kill your nigger husband had he gotten in the way. Now get on that damn cot!
Bertha walks slowly over to the cot; her body quivers as she slowly gets onto the cot and lies down on her back. Legree walks eagerly over to the cot and rests his shotgun on a small table next to the cot. He hastily takes off his overalls. Now panting rapidly, Legree bends over Bertha and rips off her dress and panties. Legree climbs between Bertha’s legs and begins raping Bertha as she struggles and screams loudly.
bertha
Please stop master Legree! Please stop!

                           legree
Shut up nigger! Shut up and let me enjoy what I’m doing!

EXT – OUTSIDE THE SHED’S OPENED WINDOW – DAY

Outside the opened window, Bertha’s husband, Joshua, peeps through the window and observes Legree raping his wife. Joshua cries and shakes with fury. He pulls a knife out of his belt and dashes around to the front of the shed. 
INT – INSIDE THE SHED - DAY 
With the knife raised high above his head, Joshua bursts through the door, emitting a loud angry screams as he charges towards Legree. Legree looks over towards the door and spots Joshua charging towards him. Legree reaches onto the table, grabs his shotgun and fires a shot into Joshua’s chest. Joshua falls mortally wounded to the floor. Bertha rises up screaming. She strikes Legree with both flailing hands; Legree turns around and faces Bertha as his shotgun accidentally discharges a shot into her chest. Bertha falls back onto the cot; she bleeds profusely. Legree’s shotgun drops involuntarily from his nervous hands onto the floor. Bertha gasps for breath. Legree shakes nervously and stares at Bertha. Bertha gives Legree a cold blank stare and speaks hesitantly to Legree between intermitting gasps.
                            bertha
(Gasping)

Master Legree, this is my dooms day; you’ve slain my husband and disposed of me. As for your dooms day, for the gruesome sins committed by all slave masters upon my people, I foresee an economic catastrophe for your sons; the sins of you masters shall alight upon your sons.  Master Legree, my sons of tomorrow shall battle your sons of tomorrow. Amid a bold intercession and guileful manipulation by radical white women, my black sons of tomorrow will wrestle the great wealth from your sons.  Thus, I now place a lingering curse upon all male descendants of your nation’s ill-gotten wealth. On black Tue, October, 29, 1929, your nation will lose million of dollars, many will go broke and some will die. Nearly one-hundred-years later, June 19, 2030, your nation will experience a greater lost. On that day, your descendants will no longer control the wealth of your nation. 
Bertha closes her eyes and sleeps forever. Legree gawks frightfully at the bodies of his two murdered slaves; Sam shocks Legree, as he walks into the shed and discovers the horrible carnage. Legree panics, becomes frighten, limps rapidly pass Sam and hobbles outside upon the pier.

EXT – UPON THE PIER - DAY 
Legree stumbles and reaches for a wooden pillar to balance his fall; he misses the pillar, imparts a loud scream as he slips and falls headfirst into the river, never to be seen again. Suddenly, a severe thunder storm erupts out of nowhere. The storm is sustained by gusty wind and torrential rain, which wash away the tracks of America’s last day of slavery. 
                    SIXTY-FOUR-YEARS LATER - YEAR 1929  
INT - NEW YORK CITY – NEW YORK STOCK EXCHANGE - BLACK TUESDAY – OCT. 29, 1929 
In New York City, it’s midday, Tue, a cool day of autumn. Inside the New York Stock Exchange, the boisterous investors and brokers, attired in baggy suits and some in knickerbockers pants, compete with the noisy tickertape machines. As the financial gamblers gaze up at the financial board and ogle the rapid stock decline, they discard piles of losing receipts upon the cluttered floor. Suddenly, the tickertape machines grow silent and the phones cease to ring. A deafening hush engulfs the large stockroom. The befuddled players stand frozen in the moment. As the panicky gamblers’ glazed eyes gaze up and search the still-financial board, their collective eyes scan the boardroom office for assistance. Stock Exchange Commissioner, Charles Gilford, a huge, oversize man, gasping for air, rushes into the lobby and speaks hurriedly to several uniformed-security guards.    
commissioner charles gilford
(Yells excitedly)

Hey security, I want all of you guards to immediately lock all entrances; we have a major problem!

                            CHIEF security guard
(Shouts loudly)

You heard the Commissioner! Let’s move!

The guards flee in several directions and lock all entrances, as the barred investors and brokers clamor and shout a loud chorus of invectives. Commissioner Gilford dashes back into his boardroom office. 

INT – STOCK EXCHANGE BOARDROOM – DAY 
Commissioner Gilford sits at the head of a long, mahogany table. On each side of the table sit two nervous assistants; they all perspire profusely.
commissioner gilford
(Frightened)
Gentlemen, we have a catastrophe on our hand! We are witnessing the most infamous day of Wall Street’s existence; the market has crashed!
                           assistant carl simmons
(Excited) 
What? Our Market has crashed?

                           commissioner gilford
Yes, and desperate investors has dumped their securities and that sent the market into a deeper spiral. Investors out in front of the building are despondent and are nearly rioting. Ted, what do you have to report?

                           assistant ted logget
(Frantic)

Commissioner, I’ve just got off the phone and I’ve learned Chicago and Buffalo Exchanges have also closed and fifty well know speculators have committed suicide. This financial disaster is rumbling out of control and is now being felt around the world.

The Commissioner and his assistants look at each other in total silence.

assistant bill perry
(Nervous)

Commissioner, I think we should inform those furious investors and brokers on the street.

Commissioner Gilford rises from his chair and takes a deep breath.

commissioner gilford
Okay, Bill, I’ll use the intercom system and make an announcement to that raucous crowd on the street.
        EXT – STREET IN FRONT OF THE STOCK EXCHANGE - DAY
The Street is clutter with bicycles, Model A and Model T Fords. On the sidewalk, the protestors are attired in baggy suits, knickerbockers pants, Derbies and top hats. Hundreds of police offices attired in riot gear, fight to restrain thousand of screaming investors, brokers and separate them from the building. One investor speaks to an unknown broker.

                           INVESTOR
(Frantic, crying) 

Sir, why can’t we go in? All of my money is tied up in there!

                            broker
(Frantic, crying) 

All of my family’s money is invested in stocks! What are we going to do?  Sir, I overheard someone mentioned that the Stock Market has crashed.

                           investor
Oh my God!

The grieving investor reaches into his pocket, pulls out a small derringer, places it against his temple, pulls the trigger and falls mortally wounded at the foot of the frighten broker. Ambulance attendants, who happen to be parked nearby, rush over and tend to the investor, as frantic speculators ignore the bloody corpse and keep their eyes trained on the entrance of the Stock Market. 
One hour later, the crowd oozes into quietness. They look at the large speakers over the entrance and listen to Commissioner Gilford’s dreadful announcement.
commissioner gilford
Gentlemen and friends, with profound regrets, I have a brief announcement to convey. I’m sure it won’t mollify your pestering sorrows, but we here at the exchange are laboring diligently to rectify our unfortunate calamity. 
      CONT. COMMISSIONER GILFORD 

For the last twenty-six days, your market has suffered and lost forty-seven percent of its total value. Thus, the market has crashed and there will be no more financial transaction until further notice. I’m very sorry for this financial calamity on black Tuesday.
EXT – NEW YORK CITY – TIMESQUARE – DAY 

Thousand of financial investors and ordinary citizens cast their teary eyes aloft upon the news-board and read the dreadful news of the stock market crash.
INT – NEW YORK CITY – RADIO STATION WNYK – DAY 
Radio host, Jeff Coburn, of the Coburn Evening Show, sits before the microphone and interviews his special guest, who has eerie remarks regarding the stock market crash.
radio host jeff coburn
Hello America, I’m WNYK radio host Jeff Coburn of the Coburn Evening Show. I’m sure most of you have heard of the most ill-famed day in stock market history; it’s now being called: “Black Tuesday”. Before I introduce you to my white guest, who claim to have some startling information about black Tuesday, let me update you on some staggering facts my staff has uncovered. 100.000 companies are compelled to close; although less than one percent of Americans possess stocks, the booming crash will ricochet and impact our lives for many decades to come; some scholars predict it will take forty years for us to recover.
INT – BRONX NEW YORK – RESIDENT – PARLOR – DAY 

A white, middle-age couple sits in the parlor listening to Jeff Coburn’s radio program; they cry. 
INT – BROOKLYN NEW YORK – RESIDENT – KITCHEN – DAY 

A white, elderly couple sits at the kitchen table listening to Jeff Coburn’s radio program; they weep.
EXT – QUEENS NEW YORK – RESIDENT – DAY 

A young, white couple sits on the stoop listening to Jeff Coburn’s radio program; they silently bow their heads.  

INT – NEW YORK CITY – RESTAURANT – DAY 

A large group of whites dine in a restaurant while listening to Jeff Coburn’s radio program; they become depressed, stop dining and exit the restaurant. 

INT – NEW YORK CITY – RADIO STATION WNYK – DAY  

Host Coburn continues his chat with his guest.
                           jeff coburn
Now, my guest is Mr. Paul H. Hoyt. Mr. Hoyt is a professor of history at Cross University in Waylon Connecticut.  Professor Hoyt claims a female slave in 1865 prognosticated the infamous stock market crash of black Tuesday. Good evening Professor Hoyt and welcome.
                           professor paul h. hoyt
Good evening Mr. Coburn; I’m happy to be here.

                           JEFF COBURN
Professor Hoyt, I understand you’re the only person who knew the stock market would crash and on this very day. Professor, tell America how you came about this horrendous information of black Tuesday and tell us why we should believe you.

                           PROFESSOR HOYT
Mr. Coburn, in 1865, my father, Sam Hoyt along with his pal, Chet Legree owned many slaves. While my father treated his slaves very well, on the other hand, Chet Legree was very cruel to his slaves. In addition, Legree established a reputation of raping his female slaves, especially the married ones. This was because Legree relished shaming his victims’ husband and making them jealous. 
         CONT. PROFESSOR HOYT 

But for some inexplicable reason, Legree never raped one particular slave; her name was Bertha Kemet. I was told by my father that he informed Legree that June 19, 1865 was the last day slavery. Legree, who was unaware, became angry and stormed off to the shanty of the only married female slave he had never raped. In front of Bertha’s rickety shanty, Legree threatens Bertha and her husband, Joshua with a shotgun. He orders Joshua back into the shanty. Legree leads Bertha to a shed near the river. Legree is in the act of raping Bertha, as her husband, Joshua, crashes through the door.  Legree quickly grabs his shotgun and shoots Joshua dead. As Bertha attacked Legree, he turns around and accidentally shoots her. As Bertha lay dying, she utters these prophetic words to Legree: “On Tuesday, October, 29, 1929, your nation will lose million of dollars; many will go broke and some will die”. Legree becomes frightened and horrified over his despicable acts. He flees out of the shed, slips and falls into the river and never to be seen again. Before Bertha dies, she makes another astounding prediction, but I’m afraid to divulge it, for if I did, all of your white listeners would surely commit suicide.

                          JEFF COBURN
Well, Professor Hoyt, I’m frightened just to hear those prophetic words. I think I will research the life of Bertha Kemet; she seems to have been a dynamic woman. 
         CONT. JEFF COBURN

Perhaps Bertha was supernatural and spiritual, maybe that’s why Legree didn’t rape her on prior occasions. I think everyone in my listening audience should never forget Bertha Kemet. Professor Hoyt, thanks for your trove of invaluable information and please come back again.
                           professor hoyt
Thanks, Jeff, let me say to your listeners, never underestimate or discount old adages or premonitions uttered by ancient slaves. I’ll leave you with this scary thought: the next significant date is June 19, 2030. Of course we don’t have to worry, but perhaps our descendants will. 
                 NINTY-SIX-YEARS LATER – YEAR 2025
       EXT – NEGRIL BEACH – THE CARIBBEAN - JAMAICA – DAY 
Mid-afternoon on the white, powdery sand of Negril Beach, powerful waves slash harmlessly against the pristine shore. A steel-band trio strums up a medley of upbeat Caribbean tunes. A cluster of large, colorful umbrellas are spread out in a circle near the band. Slumbering beneath the multicolored umbrellas lay six beautiful, shapely, blonde female, TV News Reporters from New York City.
Six blonde reporters, each 25-30 years of age are clad snugly in scanty, colorful bikinis. After attending a TV News symposium, the gals chat about the various pleasures they enjoyed last night after attending the last day of a news media symposium. Reporter, Michelle Salon of ATC TV News chats with Reporter, Diane Segal of CRA TV News.

Michelle SALON
(Smiling)
Diane, I’m happy the symposium is over; now we can let our hair down. But you know, Diane, I’ve worked for ATC TV News for ten years, and each time I vacation in the Caribbean, my white, male colleagues warn me to stay away from Jamaican men, but they never explained why. It so happen that I find Jamaican men to be very cordial and romantic. Last night, I met this handsome Jamaican, Fred Spruill. After dancing with Fred all night long, I invited him to my room. Need I tell you, Fred gave me the most captivating fuck I’ve ever endured?
Diane and the other girls sit up and cheer Michelle’s sexual ecstasy with Fred.
                           DIANE segal
(Smiling)

Well, Michelle, now you know why your white male colleagues often advised you to avoid Jamaican men; your colleagues were jealous of you screwing black men in lieu of white men.
All of the ladies nod in agreement. Reporter, Katie Coker of NAT TV News chats with Reporter, Laura Dune of Fortune Cable TV News. All of the girls lean over and listen.
katie coker
Laura, you know, when it comes to screwing foreigners, white men have a double standard. For instant, last night, I saw most of our white executives sneaking around with Jamaican women. However, they can’t accept white women sleeping with Jamaican men.
 All of the women nod in agreement.

laura dune
(Screams)
Well, the hell with white men! Last night, I went skinny dipping with a well endowed Jamaican, Roger Talley. Afterward, Roger and I made torrid love, right here on this very white, sandy beach, where we now slumber.
All of the women nod in agreement and applaud. Suddenly, the music becomes louder. Several Jamaican women gather around near the music and perform a Jamaican dance. Finally the dancing ends and the trio play a soft ballad. All of the blonds become quiet and sentimental. Diane points at the music trio.
                            DIANE
(Rush to speak) 
Wait a minute. Hold on. I didn’t know all of you were going to relate your sexual escapades. So, ladies, look over their among the band members. Do you see that handsome stud smiling at me?

(All the girls look at a young man smiling at Diane)
Well, last night, after I left you, that young man, Troy, pounded my poor body so severely, that today, I can hardly walk.   
All of the gals emit a raucous cheer.

                          Katie 
(Laughing) 

I know all of you want to know where I disappeared to last night. Well, like my friend, Diane, I entertained one of the band members on a private yacht. However, tonight, Paul and I will make love on a grassy slope, as we close the curtain on our final sexual rendezvous. 
The gals all jump up giggling and shouting in unison.

                          all of the women
Hooray! Hooray! Hooray!
Reporter, Paula Boyer of CBN Cable TV News chats with Reporter, Debra Moss of WACE Cable TV News.

                            paula boyer
Well, I might as well confess too. Ladies, you know, last night, after we all finished dancing, Moses, the burly bartender closed the club and we screwed on those very tables where you ladies drank your fruity-joy juice.

The gals look around at each other and laugh aloud.

                            DEBRA moss
Girls, I’m last, but I’m not the least. You know I’m not going to be left out. There’s one guy left among the music trio, so guess who Mike entertained last night on the hotel’s roof? Yes, Mike gave me nature’s most delightful pleasure. 
All of the girls giggle and jokingly point their fingers at Debra. The girls’ giggles are interrupted by the approach of three stern, white, middle-age, TV News producers, George Gordon, Ed Seller and Bob Turner, each clad in swimming trunks.
                          GEORGE GORDON
(Grimace on face)
Good afternoon ladies. We searched for you last night. We wanted to have a few drinks with you and spin you around the dance floor. But girls you were nowhere to be found, any of you.

The girls stop giggling; they stare curiously at each other and silence prevails.

ED SELLER
(Grimace on face) 

Yeah, where were you?

All of the girls refuse to answer; they present blank stares. Finally, Michelle speaks out.

                          Michelle
(Curious expression)

Are you producers serious?

The producers look angrily at each other. Bob Turner walks closer to Michelle and bends down over her.
                           bob turner
(Grimace on face, he yells)

You damn right we’re serious! We’re quite serious!

                           george
(Angry)

Yeah, we gave all of you a free week of recreation in the Caribbean and what do you do and how do you repay us? Why, you elected to neglect us white boys and sneak away into the mystique cloak of darkness and screw a bunch of common natives.
The girls sit silently shocked with their mouths agape. Ed glares at George and Bob and asserts, forcefully.
ed
(Angry, looks at colleagues)

Hey, Bob and George, maybe these beautiful reporters don’t really value their lucrative paying gigs; maybe we can review their grim dilemma when we return to New York.
                           bob
(Angry, yells) 
Hey! Hey! Girls, in your profession as news reporters, most of the time you blab too much and now, suddenly, neither one of you can offer a valid explanation for your mysterious absence last night.
                           Michelle
(Shakes her head angrily and stands up)

Wait! You guys have threatened us! We came to the Caribbean; we partook in the symposium as required and now that the symposium is over, we can party and entertain whomever we please! We owe no social allegiance to any of you!
                           diane
(Stands up in anger) 

Yes, and that means we will fuck whomever we please and if it happens to be black Jamaicans, so be it!

                           Katie
(Stands up in anger)

Hey, listen, none of you executives happen to be our better halves, so what’s the beef?

                           laura
(Stands up in anger)
Ladies, I’ll tell you what the beef is. It’s very simple. These big wigs from “The Big Apple” are fuming because we partied last night with an array of black men. Thus, as racist white men, they can’t accept the concept of black men screwing white women. But I think they had better become accustom to it, because we’ve been sexually inoculated with the Jamaican fever.
                          Paula
(Stands up in anger)

Hey, girls, let’s ask these angelic executives with whom they slept last evening.

                          Michelle
(Stands up in anger)
I can answer that. Hey, they were busy sexualizing the so-called common, female natives. So, why are you producers perturbed with us?  We’re certainly not depressed about your nocturnal activities. 
                          DEBRA
You guys are hypocrites. You’re no different than slave masters, whereas, it was acceptable and trendy for slave masters to sneak about and rape female slaves. But on the contrary, they would lynch a poor, male slave, who dared look in the direction of a white woman.

                          george
(Throws up his hands in disgust)

Fellows, let’s get the hell away from these nigger lovers.

                         BOB & ED
Yeah, let’s go.

The producers stomp away in the sand. The girls resume their giggling; they wave their hands at the producers and lie back down under their umbrellas.
                         Michelle
(Takes a deep sigh)
You, know, ladies, in many ways we’re also hypocrites. I mean, here in the Caribbean, we openly date and screw black Jamaicans. But back in the states, while lingering in fear of being discovered and ostracized, only a few of us timidly date African American men, and then, only under the cloak of darkness. And even then, we sneak to some remote motel in a contiguous state.
                          DIANE
On another issue and if I’m in order, I propose we organize as a civil rights entity in New York City. After all, white women, as well as all women are defined as a minority. Our agenda should be: impede and prohibit TV News conglomerates from purposely singling out African American men for negative publicity; rescue African American men from the lonely pit of fifty-percent unemployment and recruit other white, female reporters to join our crusade.
                          Katie
I concur and I think we can make a major difference regarding how the national news media routinely and deliberatively portray African American men in a negative light.
                          laura
Yes, it’s widely known that the news media deliberately vilify African American men, regardless of their economic status, whether they are stately Wall Street Bankers or seedy urban dope pushers.
                          Paula
But what can we do, none of us have any decision making powers? We only work in front of the Camera.
                          Michelle
But Paula, if we organize, recruit other female reporters to support our radical causes and remain united, ultimately, we can generate awesome power behind the camera. Thus, we can alter the racist manner in which African American news is disseminated. Our revolutionized telecast will help shape national opinions about a plethora of controversial issues, such as institutional racism and what causes it to stubbornly persevere.
                          diane
If we organize and promote our goals, how do we respond to the overwhelming chorus of criticism, which is sure to emanate from our families, friends, acquaintances and advocates of institutional racism, themselves.
                          MICHELLE
Diane, if you ladies elect me as your president I will promptly sway our detractors to rethink their xenophobic ignorance. After we arrive in New York City, if you like, we can meet at my Manhattan apartment, Saturday evening at seven o’clock. Is that appropriate for everyone?
All of the girls smile and nod their heads in agreement.

       INT – NEW YORK CITY – MICHELLE’S APARTMENT – DAY
It’s Saturday evening in Michelle Salon’s large apartment. Michelle responds to the doorbell. She greets and admits the following colleagues into her posh parlor: Diane, Katie, Laura, Paula and Debra. As Michelle and her colleagues sit, Michelle’s Asian maid serves refreshment. The girls chat for a few moments and now Michelle rises, goes to the center of the swanky parlor and calls the session to order.
Michelle
Okay, ladies, you know why we are assembled, so let’s proceed. First, we shall elect a president. The floor is open for nominations. Whom shall you elect as your president?

Diane raises her hand and is acknowledged by Michelle.

diane
Michelle, and my sister reporters, I nominate Michelle Salon for president.
                           Michelle
Michelle Salon’s name has been placed in nomination for president. Are there any other nominations? Hearing none, I declare Michelle Salon duly elected as president, unopposed.
The reporters rise and applaud Michelle, Michelle smiles and waves to her sister reporters. The sister reporters sit down. Michelle remains standing.
Michelle
We need a vice president. Sister reporters what’s your pleasure?

Katie raises her hand and she’s acknowledged by Michelle.

Katie
Michelle, I nominate Laura Dune for vice president.

                           Michelle
I hear the name Laura Dune for vice president. Are there any other nominations? Not hearing any, I declare Laura Dune duly elected, unopposed.

The sisters rise and applaud Laura Dune as vice president. Laura smiles and acknowledges her sister reporters. The sister reporters sit down.
Michelle
Moving right along, we need a secretary. The floor is now open for nominations.

Paula Boyer raises her hand and is acknowledged by Michelle.

Paula
Michelle, I nominate Debra Moss for secretary.

                           Michelle
Debra Moss’ name is placed in nomination for secretary. Are there any other nominations? Hearing none, I declare Debra Moss duly elected secretary, unopposed.
The reporters rise and applaud Debra Moss; she acknowledges them. The girls sit down.
                           MICHELLE
We will now elect our final officer, treasurer. My sisters, what’s your pleasure? 
Debra Moss raises her hand and is acknowledged by Michelle.
DEBRA
Michelle, I place in nomination the name of Diane Segal for treasurer.

                           Michelle
The name of Diane Segal has been placed in nomination for treasurer. Are there any other nominations? Hearing none, I declare Diane Segal duly elected as treasurer, unopposed.
The ladies rise and salute Diane Segal as treasurer. Diane acknowledges her sister reporters. The sisters sit down
Michelle
Sisters, we need a name. What name shall we shall we adopt for ourselves? The floor is open for your proposals.

Paula Boyer raises her hand and is acknowledged by Michelle.

Paula
Michelle, I propose that we adopt the name: “FRAMX” (Female Reporters Against Media Xenophobia).

                           Michelle
The name “FRAMX” has been proposed as a name for our organization. Are there any other proposed names. Hearing none, I now declare the name “FRAMX” adopted as the official name of our organization. Ladies let’s rise and give ourselves an astounding holler and applaud.

The elated ladies rise, scream loudly and give themselves a loud applause. The ladies sit down; Michelle stands.

                            MICHELLE
At this time, I will ask Secretary Debra Moss to read our organizational goals. The items Debra enumerates, will serve as a map which will lead us to our future accomplishments.
Michelle sits down; Debra stands in the center of the parlor and reads from a pamphlet.

                            debra
FRAMX’S radical mission is defined as: 1: Impede and prohibit all TV News conglomerates from conspiring purposely and unfairly to single out African American men for negative publicity. 2: Rescue African American men from the pits of their fifty-percent unemployment status. 3: Eliminate racism in the criminal justice system, whereas, for example, African American defendants receive harsher sentences for crack possession, than white defendants for cocaine possession. 4: recruit members. So ends the reading.
                            MICHELLE 

Diane, while in the Caribbean, you ask me how we should respond to a plethora of questions regarding our radical mission. I replied, if you ladies elected me as your president, I would present you with the proper response, which would promptly sway our detractor to silence their xenophobic ignorance. But first, let me give you a little history of how our slave-master fathers vigorously abused African American slaves, especially men.
          CONT. MICHELLE
In 1619, slavery sprouted in America. In 1712, British slave master, Willie Lynch of the West Indies came to Virginia. On the banks of the James River, Lynch gave a speech to American slave masters. The speech introduced Lynch’s brand of slave mastery. “Keep the body and take the mind” was Lynch’s theme. Lynch insisted that boy slaves be divided and taken from their mothers, at an early age. Without being 

                 reared by their fathers, the boys were   

                 easier to be assigned to harsh labor.        

                 Slaves were divided by age, color, size, 
sex, intelligence, status, attitude, grades of hair and dark versus light. Fathers were pitted against their sons. Lynch taught that distrust is stronger than trust and envy is another strong asset used to cause disharmony among slaves. And of course the word lynching is an offshoot of Lynch’s name. Lynch emphasized that if his method is used intensely for one year, slaves themselves would remain perpetually distrustful for three-hundred-years.

      Paula raises her hand and is recognized by   

      Michelle. Paula goes to the center of the parlor.
                              Paula
I would like to add a few remarks about the hardship of African Americans during the early days following the end of slavery. After African American slaves were freed in 1865, in a sense, they were still slaves. From 1865-1877, Congress instituted a recuperation period for the recently freed slaves; this program was labeled reconstruction. 
            CONT. PAULA 

This brief period of temporarily prosperity for former slaves was soon overturned by racist democrats, who refused to accept African Americans as their equal. Thus, most of the free men and their families were relegated back to the farms of their former slave masters to labor as sharecroppers. To introduce African Americans into the business community and inflate their economic growth, Congress, lead by Congressman Thaddeus Stevens, promised each African American family forty acres and a mule. However, Congress reneged on their promise and African Americans never rivaled their white counterparts and thus, the Hare still leads the Turtle by seemingly an unreachable distant. Thank you.

Michelle returns to the center of the parlor.
                           MICHELLE
Debra, I think you want to make a few remarks.

Debra walks to the center of the parlor. Michelle takes Debra’s seat.

                           debra
After the failure of reconstruction, African American’s families were further impacted by white racism, as the notorious Ku Klux Klan was organized, 1865, in Pulaski Tennessee. The Klan became a terrorist organization. Its goal was to destroy reconstruction by murdering African Americans and whites who supported African Americans. The vicious KKK murdered African Americans and burned their property and local law enforcement officials were unable or unwilling to stop the Klan. Thank you.

Debra returns to her seat. As Michelle returns to the center of the parlor she states.

Michelle
We have time for one more speaker. Laura, you have something to add, don’t you? You may speak from your seat.
                            laura
Yes, in 1915, movie producer/director, D.W. Griffith exacerbated racial hatred by directing a racial film entitled: The Birth of a Nation. But like most racists, Griffith disavowed being a racist. The film was Pro-Klan and Pro-slavery. The film also falsely presented the KKK as heroes and African Americans as villains and rapists of white women. As per that film, even today, many white women still look upon African American men as rapist. Yes, its common knowledge among African American men that while walking down any street in the direction of a lone white woman, more often than not, she will hastily cross over to the other side of the street. Thank you.         
       Diane raises her hand and she’s acknowledged by Michelle.

                          MICHELLE
Yes, Diane.

       Diane inquires of Michelle.

                          diane
Michelle, I’m astonished. As white women, when and where did you, Paula, Debra and Laura become such impressive pundits of African American history?
Michelle gives her sisters a blank stare for a moment and finally replies.

                         Michelle
Well, Diane, have you and the girls heard of the “one drop rule”?

Michelle looks curiously at her friends and they all look puzzled and shake their heads negatively.

                          Michelle
The “one drop rule”, was contrived by bigoted, white southerners. They declared a single drop of so-called black-blood in ones’ body makes that person a black person. It is also known as the “one black ancestor rule”. Having said that, I don’t know about Paula, Michelle and Laura, but just look at me closely and imagine me without blonde hair. My dear friends, I’ve studied African American history relentlessly. Sisters, I have one drop of black- blood flowing through my veins. 
All of the girls are shocked. They put their hands to their mouths and offer loud sighs.

                          MICHELLE
My mother is black and my father is white. Ladies, if you’ll still accept me and you have no xenophobic hang-ups, we shall keep this as an in-house secret. We shall do it this way, because revealing it will present our detractors with destabilizing ammunition. But on a future date, after achieving our goals, I shall announce my dual ethnicities. 

Paula raises her hand and she’s acknowledged by Michelle.

Michelle
Yes, Paula you may speak.

Paula again walks to the center of the parlor; Michelle sits in Paula’s seat.

                           Paula
Ladies, I’m sorry; I too have a confession to drop upon you. Like Michelle, I too possess one drop of black-blood. My mother is black and my father is white. I’ve also studied African American history and I’ve learned a great deal from my African American grandmother.

All of the ladies rise from their seats and laud Michelle and Paula for coming forth with their biological expose`. Paula returns to her seat. As the girls rise and embrace Michelle and Paula, Diane goes to the center of the parlor.
diane
(Clears her throat to get attention)

Uhhum! Uhhum! My friends, I guess this one drop of blood topic is contagious. Let me just relate that my mother is black and my father is white, as well.
All of the ladies look at each other in amazement. In a multiple irony, Katie, Laura and Debra march to the center of the parlor.

Katie
My mother is white and my father is black.

                           laura
My mother is white and my father is black.

                           Debra
My mother is white and my father is black.

All of the other gals rush to the center of the parlor and engage in passionate bear-hugs, as flowing tears drip from their eyes. The weeping ladies sit down as Michelle remains in the center of the parlor.

Michelle
I guess if I state we gals have many things in common, it would be the understatement of the year. Diane, I haven’t forgotten your earlier question. Sisters, when you’re questioned and pestered with naïve questions by whites, as to why you’re aiding African American men, you’ll retort: Before us, there were such white, female stalwarts as, Harriet Beecher Stowe, Susan B. Anthony and Eleanor Roosevelt. These heroines were pioneers and each strived to remedy the lives of deprived African Americans.
All of the ladies rise from their seats and laud Michelle for initiating her biological expose`. After the girls embrace Michelle, she goes to the center of the parlor and speaks
                            MICHELLE
We, as successful white women, owe our allegiance to all of mankind, especially those who have been purposely relegated to downtrodden status for centuries. Ladies, always remember that each of you is a minority, three fold: first, you’re women; secondly, ethnically, you’re black women; and thirdly, ethnically, you’re white women. Thanks for attending and we’ll meet again in two week at Diane’s apartment. Diane resides on the upper eastside, 1482 3rd Avenue, #6A. Finally, my sister reporters, when reporting back to work, be vigilant and monitor the manner in which your producers portray African Americans on TV, especially African American men.
INT – NEW YORK CITY – ATC TV NEWS STUDIO – DAY 

In the staffroom, news producer, Bob Turner, sits at a circular table and concludes his staff preparation for the six o’clock news. Around the table are three white, female reporters, three white male reporters and one black, female reporter.

producer bob turner
(Jovial)
Okay, folks, we’re going to wrap this up. Last on the agenda is a drug arrest in Harlem. We’re going to go with a crack story in Harlem. The cops raided an apartment on the west side of Harlem. Three black thugs were arrested with a few grams of cracks. Michelle, upon our return from commercial, you will go with the Harlem story. We’ll display a tape of the black hooligans being lead in handcuffs by white cops.
Michelle rises from her chair gawks at Bob and raises her objection.

                            Michelle
Bob! I’m sick of this xenophobic news reporting!

All of the staff looks surprise. Producer Turner gazes up at Michelle with his mouth agape.

PRODUCER bob TURNER
(Puzzled)

What do you mean, Michelle? What’s wrong?

Michelle points her finger at Producer Turner.
Michelle
Damn it! You know what I mean! You sit there holding a more incendiary story! Bob, in the Whitestone area of Queens New York, cops arrested three, young, white goons in possession of several kilos of pure cocaine! Why not go with that story; it’s more newsworthy and the suspects are major drug dealers!
All of the reporters stare at Bob, as they nod their heads in agreement with Michelle.

PRODUCER bob TURNER
(Upset)

No! I’m the boss here! And besides, in the Harlem case where the niggers were arrested, the story is more sensational and newsworthy! And moreover, if convicted, the Harlem misfits will spend more time in prison and that’s what we as an effective news conduit shall continue to provide!

Michelle slump-down in her chair, bangs her fist on the table and retorts.

Michelle
But that’s unfair to so many of our viewers who often exclaim the news is slanted in favor of whites!

                           PRODUCER bob TURNER
(Angry)
I don’t give a damn what some viewers exclaim! All I know is that our most vital spectators are white and our ratings are aloft in the stratosphere! So Michelle, on our six o’clock segment, you’ll go with the Harlem story; that’s it, you’re all dismissed!
INT – ATC TV NEWS STUDIO – DAY 

Reporter Michelle Salon, attired in a sexy, snug, red mini-skirt and a tight navy blue blouse, stands before TV cameras and prepares to report the six o’clock news. Producer Turner stands off to the side near the camera, with a clipboard in his hand; he monitors the telecast.
                            MICHELLE
(Stoic expression)
Good evening. I’m ATC TV news reporters Michelle Salon bringing you the six o’clock news. This morning in the affluent section of Whitestone Queens, New York, undercover police officers raided a house and arrested three, young white men: Paul Whitman, Peter Chambers and Kirk Bryant. The suspects were found in possession of several kilos of cocaine. It is estimated the drug haul has a street value of several million dollars.
As the tape displays undercover cops escorting white, drug suspects in handcuff, producer Bob Turner is livid at Michelle for reporting the Queens New York drug bust, instead of the Harlem drug bust. As the tapes runs, Producer Bob Turner yells to the camer-gal and Michelle.
producer bob turner
(Outraged)

Camera one! Cut to commercial! Cut to commercial! Michelle, come here! 

Camera one cuts to commercial. Producer Turner dashes angrily over to Michelle, as she walks briskly towards the restroom.
producer bob turner
(Livid)
Michelle, what’s this crap! I ordered you to go with the Harlem story and instead, you went with the Queens’ story! You also used the Queens tape instead of the Harlem tape! Well, Michelle, I don’t want to hear any explanation! Since you screwed those Jamaicans, in Jamaica, I see you’re still a nigger lover! You and the camera-gal, Alfie Swan, are both fired!  Both of you get the hell out of the studio!  Hey Mia Chan, grab your microphone and relieve Michelle!
Michelle and the camera-gal, Alfie Swan, quietly exit the studio, as reporter Mia Chan grabs a mike and prepares to relieve Michelle. 
INT – DIANE SEGAL’S APARTMENT – PARLOR – DAY 
It’s Saturday afternoon in Diane’s Segal’s parlor. All of FRAMX members sit around chatting. Michelle rises and walks to the center of the parlor and prepares to commence the meeting. 
Michelle
(Stern)
Good afternoon my sisters of FRAMX. Please be advised that I’m the first casualty from our fiery Jamaica altercation with our news producers, while vacationing in Jamaica. Yesterday, I defiantly defied my producer, Bob Turner. I purposely reported the arrest of three, white, cocaine-drug pusher, in lieu of three, lightweight, black, crack users. Producer Turner immediately fired me and the camera-gal. I feel sorry for the poor camera-gal, but I’ll assist her in obtaining a new gig. But as for myself, I’ll land another media gig Monday morning.
All of the reporters’ faces express sad grimaces.

katie
This is awful; Michelle, what can we do to assist you?

                           Michelle
(Confident)

Thanks Katie, but media gigs are a dime a dozen and when it comes to my craft, I’m par excellence. Now, does anyone have something else to express before the group?

                           laura
Michelle, I must reveal that we too are languishing in scathing fallout from our recent excursion in Jamaica. All of angry news producers have discussed our Jamaica sexual escapade with their various staffs.
                           paula
So what, we screwed black men and they screwed black women. I don’t think its headline news.

                           Michelle
Wait a minute. Those arrogant producers, the rotten bastards, want to be divisive and ridicule us before our friends and colleagues. But, you know, none of us are married or interlocked in serious relationships; but on the other hand, all of the producers are purportedly happily married. So, let’s see how their wives react to their sexual romp in the Bahamas.
INT – CBN CABLE TV NEWS STUDIO – DAY 

Reporter Paula Boyer sits at a table in a small female lounge and dines with several white, female reporters.

carol
(Jovial, smiling)
Paula, we learned from Producers, Charles Levy, that you really enjoyed a sexy shindig with Jamaican men, while on vacation in Jamaica.

All of the gals giggle and look at each other.

barbara
(Looks at her colleagues, smiles)

Yeah, Paula, how was it? I mean, how was the sex?

Paula, rises, shakes her hips in a sexy manner; she laughs heartedly and sits back down.

                           PAULA
It was incomparable! I’ve never experienced such a surreal ecstasy in my life. You know, ladies, you all should venture over to the Bahamas and sex-up with those Caribbean hunks. Anyway, since producer Levy was in such a garrulous state, did he also relate that he and the other producers screwed a platoon of Jamaican women? Now, upon learning of their husbands’ wild, sexual romp, I wonder how the producers’ lovely wives will react. I wonder! I wonder! I wonder!
Paula gives a sarcastic look and winks at her colleagues.
betty
(Serious expression)
Paula, I’ve always craved the concept of interracial dating here in the states. However, I’m deeply afraid. Well, that’s because if my family would ever discover it, especially my father and brothers, they wouldn’t hesitate to ostracize me. I can’t take the risk.
All of the girls become silent and stare at Betty.

paula
(Serious expression, shouts)

Hell, Betty, be a woman! Get some spunk in your life! Travel to some far-flung land, seize yourself a black man, fuck him thoroughly, enjoy him and return home with a victorious grin plastered upon your face!

All of the ladies jump up laughing aloud and slapping five with each other. They sit down.
lois
(Mischievous)

Betty, I don’t know about you, but I’m greatly tempted and I’m going to act upon it.

Paula reaches into her tote bag and pulls out several applications; she passes them among her colleagues.

paula
Let’s cut through the chase. Ladies, takes these applications and I want each of you to join my organization, “FRAMX”. Fill out the applications and give them back to me soon.

The colleagues begin filling out the applications.

sarah
Paula, what’s FRAMX? What’re FRAMX objectives?

                           PAULA
“FRAMX” is the acronym for: “Female Reporters Against Media Xenophobia”. Our primary goal is to prohibit or impede all TV news conglomerates from conspiring purposely to single out African American men for negative publicity. Secondly, one of our most desirable aspirations is to tutor white women to refrain from impulsively fearing African American men. 
All of the reporters applaud and submit their applications to Paula. 
EXT – PALMER REALTOR – 325 GLOVER STREET – DAY 
Clint Gary, African American, 30, attired in suit and tie. He wears a tiny, camera concealed on his belt. A small wristwatch serves as a microphone. Clint is an undercover investigative agent of a government agency, “Fair America”. “Fair America” monitors and investigates racial bias in the real estate industry.  Clint enters Palmer Realtor to answer a vacant apartment-ad. 

INT – PALMER REALTOR – DAY 

Jay Belton, obese male, white, bald, 50, sits with his feet propped upon a desk; he chats on the phone. Clouds of dense smoke billows about the small office. A cigar dangles from the corner of Belton’s curled lips. He hangs up the phone. Clint approaches the desk. Belton smiles, rises and greets Clint.
                           jay belton
Hello there, what can I do for you?

                           clint gary
(Pleasant)
Hello, I’m Clint Gary. I’m responding to a vacant apartment you advertised in the local paper; it’s at 1438 Brandon Avenue, #2A. It’s just the community I’ve long sought and two bedrooms are ideal for me.

                           belton 
(Gives Clint a sly look)
Yes, it’s a swanky apartment. Mr. Gary, may I see some paperwork in the form of a credit report, references, list of previous residents and employment? 
Clint reaches into his attaché case retrieves his paperwork and presents it to Jay.

clint
Here you are Mr. Belton.

Belton peruses Clint’s paperwork and sadly shakes his head side to side. Clint looks worried.

belton
(Sneaky smile)
Yep, everything seems to be in order. Mr. Gary, you have a very impressive portfolio, but we have one problem; I rented that particular apartment one hour earlier. Mr. Gary, I’ll tell you what; I’ll record all of your information and when I get another decent vacancy, I’ll give you a call. It’s not necessary for you to call me and I promise to call you. 
                           clint
(Smiling)

Okay, Mr. Belton, don’t forget.

                           belton
(Sneaky grin) 

I won’t.

Clint exits the office. 
EXT – ONE HOUR LATER – PALMER REALTOR – DAY 
Fred Givens, male white, 30, dungarees, dirty tee shirt, sandals, and unkempt hair stands in front of Palmer Realtor. Givens wears a tiny hidden camera on his belt. His small wristwatch serves as a microphone. Like Gary, Givens is also an undercover agent for “Fair America”. Like Gary, Givens also prepares to enter Palmer Realtor to inquire about the same advertised apartment at 1438 Brandon Avenue, #2A. Givens enters Palmer Realtor. 

INT – PALMER REALTOR OFFICE – DAY 

Jay Belton sits with his feet propped upon the desk. A large cigar dangles from the side of his curled lips. Clouds of dense smoke billows widely about the small office. Fred Givens approaches the desk; he’s greeted by Belton. 
jay belton
(Broad smile)
I’m the manager, Jay Belton, how can I help you sir?

                           fred givens
(Pleasant)

Sir, I’m interested in the two room vacant apartment you advertised at 1438 Brandon Avenue, #2A. Is it still available?

                           belton
Certainly, you’re the first to inquire. When would you like to move in?

                           fred
There’s no time like the present, sir.

Both offer loud, roaring laughter.

belton
Okay, that’ll be no problem. Now, at $1.500 per month, that’ll be a presentation of one month rent, one month security and one month realtor’s fee, for a sum of four thousand, five-hundred-dollars.
                           fred
(Looks up)

Oh, Mr. Belton, do you accepts checks?

                           BELTON
(Big grin)

Yes, we do, all the time.
Fred pulls a check from his pocket, prepares it and presents the check to Belton.
fred
Here’s the check Mr. Belton, four-thousand, five-hundred-dollars.

Belton accepts the check, smiles and pats Fred on the shoulder. Four “Fair America” officers and three officers of the National Association of Dwelling Corporation burst into the office closely tailed by their camera crew; they film all of the illicit proceedings. Charles Sutton of National Associate of Dwelling Corporation snatches the check from Belton’s hand and orders Belton to close the Realtor office.  Belton closes the Realtor and he’s arrested, as CBM Cable TV news reporters and cameramen descend upon the Realtor office.
INT – MICHELLE’S RESIDENT – LOBBY – DAY 

Doorman, Terry Mathis, a middle-age black man with a Jamaican accent, stands near the lobby entrance. Michelle and Paula exit the elevator; they walk over to the doorman. Terry smiles at the ladies.

michelle
(Smiling)

Good afternoon Terry.

                           paula
(Smiling)

Hi Terry, how are you?
                           terry mathis
(Pleasant)

Hello ladies, what can I do for you?

                           michelle
Terry, I’ve noticed that you speak with a slight accent. Are you Jamaican?

terry
(Grinning)
Certainly, I was born on the glistering sand of Negril Beach. 

Michelle and Paula glance at each other and break into hearty laughter; they slap each other hand (slap fives).
paula
(Excited)

Wow! Negril Beach, Terry, Negril Beach is the subject of our interest.
                           michelle
Excited)

Wow, Terry what an irony! We just returned from a Negril Beach vacation. We enjoyed your island tremendously.

Both ladies expressions turn serious.

paula
But Terry on a serious note, we need your assistance.

                           terry
I’ll do anything for you cheerful ladies; what is it? 

                          michelle
Terry, can you speak “Patois”, the Jamaican dialect?

                          TERRY
Certainly, I speak and write it, fluently.

Michelle gives Terry a sheet of paper containing three phone numbers and a paragraph written in English.

paula
(Terry reads the paragraph)

Okay, Terry, here’s the deal. We want you to call these three ladies at these three numbers. Each time one of the ladies answers the phone, you’ll recite the paragraph in “Patois”, not English, understood?
terry
(Broad grin)

Certainly, I understand clearly.
                           MICHELLE
Terry, if you can, we’ll appreciate it if you can go downstairs to your office and make the call now. Upon your return, you ask no questions and you’ll be $500.00 richer.
Terry eyes bulges with joy. He begins to run and he stumbles as he dashes downstairs. Michelle and Paula laugh aloud. 
INT – BASEMENT - DOORMEN’S OFFICE – DAY 
The small doormen’s office is cluttered with a scruffy table and a few dusty chairs. On a crusty bookshelf near a window sits a red phone. Terry flops down in a chair near the bookshelf dial the first of three phone numbers. 
INT – SCARSDALE NEW YORK – PRODUCER BOB TURNER’S RESIDENT – DAY 
Producer Bob Turner’s wife, Ellen, sits knitting at the dining room table. The phone rings; Ellen picks up the phone and answers it. 
mrs. ellen turner
(Polite)

Hello, Turner’s resident; Mrs. Turner speaking.
Terry pauses for a moment and then speaks.

terry
(Speaks Jamaican - “Patois”)
Hello, Mrs. Turner, mi want fi tell you sey when you husband, Bob, deh A Jamaica, him and some a him friends sex off some a mi female friends and after that him ensult them and tell them sey them A animals. Inform him sey wi no want him back A Jamaica.
Terry hangs up as Mrs. Turner screams into the phone.

mrs. ellen turner
(Shouts)

What?  Who’s this?  Who in-the-hell is this?

Mrs. Turner slams the phone down; she rises angrily from her chair and paces the floor. 
INT – BASEMENT – DOORMEN’S OFFICE – DAY 
Terry Dials the second of three phone numbers. 
INT – NEW HAVEN CONNECTICUT – PRODUCER CHARLES LEVY’S RESIDENT – DAY 
Producer Charles Levy’s wife, Abigail, sits in her parlor watching TV; the phone rings; she reaches over onto the table, picks up the phone and answers it.
mrs. abigail levy
(Happy voice)

Hello, Abigail here.

Terry pauses for a moment and then speaks.

terry
(Speaks Jamaican – “Patois”)
Hello, Mrs. Levy, mi want fi tell you sey when you husband deh A Jamaica, him and some A him friends them sex off some A mi female frinds. And after that him ensult them and tell them sey them A animals. Inform him sey wi no want him back A Jamaica.
Terry hangs up the phone. Mrs. Levy screams. 

INT - PRODUCER CHARLES LEVY’S RESIDENT
mrs. abigail levy
(Angry)

Dam-it! Speak English, will you!

Mrs. Levy hangs up the phone and reaches onto the table and grabs her glass of scotch on the rocks and gulps it down.
       INT – BASEMENT – DOORMEN’S OFFICE – DAY 
Terry dials the third and final phone number. 
INT – BAYONNE NEW JERSEY – PRODUCER GEORGE GORDON’S RESIDENT – DAY 
Producer George Gordon’s wife, Reba, stands in her bedroom exercising. The phone rings; she picks it up from a table and answers it. 
mrs. reba gordon
(Vibrant)

Reba speaking, who’s calling?
Terry pauses for a moment and then speaks.

terry
Hello, Mrs. Gordon, mi want fi tell you sey when you husband deh A Jamaica, him and some friends them sex off some A mi female friends. And after that him insult them and tell them sey them A animals. Inform him sey wi no want him back A Jamaica.
                           mrs. reba gordon
(Polite)

Okay, thanks for calling.

Mrs. Gordon hangs up the phone and continues exercising. 
MICHELLE’S RESIDENT – BASEMENT – DOORMEN’S OFFICE 

Terry smiles, leaves the office and walks swiftly to the stairs. 
INT – LOBBY – DAY 
Michelle and Paula stand chatting near the mailboxes. Terry approaches them wearing a wide grin. Michelle and Paula look up and smile at Terry. 
paula
Terry, how did it go?

Terry does a little Jamaican dance. Michelle and Paula laugh loudly as Terry renders the results of his calls.
                           terry
(Speaks English)

Ladies, I made the calls. Mrs. Turner was perturbed; Mrs. Levy despises my Jamaican accent; and Mrs. Gordon was unmoved; I gather Mrs. Gordon couldn’t care less about her husband’s sexual shenanigan.

                           michelle
Terry, you were great; we thank you highly for your expertise and as promised, here’s your reward.

Michelle gives Terry $500.00; he accepts it and shakes both ladies hands.  Michelle and Paula exit, as Terry resumes his duty as doorman. 

EXT – SIDEWALK - FRONT OF MICHELLE’S RESIDENT – DAY

Michelle speaks to Paula.

michelle
Now, since those garrulous producers saw fit to broadcast our sexual flings with black men in Jamaica, we’ll now sit back and await the domestic explosion, after the producers’ wives learn of their sexual indulgence with Jamaica women.

                           paula
(Laughing)

Michelle, I can’t wait; I want a ringside seat.

INT – CBN CABLE TV NEWS STUDIO – STAFF ROOM – DAY 

In the staff room, producer Charles Levy sits at a table and prepares his program itinerary with four, white female reporters, including Paula and two white males. Levy presents his topics for the six o’clock news.

PRODUCER CHARLES LEVY
Our lead story on our six o’clock segment pertains to a major reduction in racism in real estate. The Realtor Association of America reports that in New York City, access to affordable housing is as obtainable for African Americans as it is for whites. However, we must conceal that true data, at all cost. Paula, you’re assigned to this story.
INT- CBN CABLE TV NEWS STUDIO – DAY 
Reporter Paula Boyer, attired in a sexy, snug, blue mini-skirt and a tight red blouse, stands before TV cameras and prepares to report the six o’clock news. Producer Charles Levy stands off to the side near the camera, with a clipboard in his hand; he monitors the broadcast. 

reporter paula boyer
(Stoic expression) 
Good evening; I’m CBN TV news reporter Paula Boyer bringing you the six o’clock news. Our lead story involves racism in real estate. This afternoon at Palmer Realtor in Manhattan, Manager Jay Belton, a white man, was secretly taped refusing to rent an advertised, vacant apartment to an African American man, Clint Gary, while later renting the same vacant apartment to a white man, Fred Givens, without even checking Givens’ credentials. Belton is later seized by officers of the “Fair America agency” and “The National Association of Dwelling Corporation”. We later learned that Gary and Givens are both Agents for “Fair America”. Belton was ordered to close his realtor office and he was arrested. Sources tell us that the investigation is continuing.
The secret video and audio tapes display Belton conferring with both undercover agents Gary and Givens. The tapes also reveal Belton being accosted and arrested by agents. Producer Levy throws his clipboard to the floor and screams at the camera-gal and Paula.
producer charles levy
(Yells)

Cut! Cut! Camera two, take over and cut to commercial! Camera-gal, Alfie Baker and Paula, get into my office, now!

Camera-gal Alfie Baker takes off her headset and slowly follows Paula into Producer Levy’s office, near the front of the studio. Producer Levy angrily follows them, enters his office and slams the door. 

INT – PRODUCER CHARLES LEVY’S OFFICE – DAY 

Producers Levy snatches two chairs and orders Paula and Alfie to sit down.

producer charles levy
(Fuming)

Sit down, now!

Paula and Alfie sit down and stare at the floor.

producer levy
(Fuming)
What’s going on with you damn reporters and camera-gals? Sometime recently at ATC TV news studio, I recall my friend, Producer Bob Turner firing reporter, Michelle Salon and camera-gal, Alfie Swan for deviating from his program format! Now, both of you have strayed from my itinerary!  What is it? Am I witnessing a reporters’ revolt?  Well, anyway, save your weak excuses; I don’t want to hear them! Besides, you’re both fired and get the hell out of my studio!  
Without uttering a single word, Baker and Paula storm out of the studio; Paula slams the door. 

INT – BROOKLYN NEW YORK – KATIE COKER’S RESIDENT – DAY

FRAMX’S members sit in Katie Coker’s parlor; Michelle stands in the center of the parlor and prepares to close their FRAMX meeting.
michelle
Before I close, I want to introduce and welcome our newest members. As I call your names please rise. We have Sarah Rogers, Lois Talley, Betty Rhodes and Barbara Scales. 
(All of the new members rise and receive applauds from members. The new members sit down)
Let me just say that FRAMX now has a membership of over five-hundred, white, female reporters from the tri-state area. That’s why our next session will be held in an auditorium in lower Manhattan. I’m proud to convey that Paula was fired from her studio by her producer James Levy. Paula defied producer Levy’s program agenda and zealously exposed a white realtor, who overtly refused to rent a vacant apartment to a black man. Paula firing is significant, because it serves to galvanize our leverage to yank African American men from the jagged fangs of racial bigotry.  After renting the vacant apartment to a less qualified white man, the realtor was immediately busted by agents of “Fair America” and the “National Association of Dwelling Corporation”. By the way, ladies, both apartment seekers were undercover agents who taped all of the illicit, racist scam.
All of the ladies put their hands to their mouths and render loud disdainful sighs. Michelle asks Paula to come to the center of the parlor. Paula comes up and Michelle sits down.
paula
Before closing, let me convey that we’ve given the producers a taste of their own medicine. As you know, all of the revengeful producers who vacationed with us in Jamaica deliberately informed our colleagues that while in Jamaica, we screwed Jamaica men. So, not to be outdone, we’ve aptly alerted the producers’ wives that their so-called angelic husbands, engaged in sexual dalliances with Jamaica women. So, ladies, stay tune, we should hear thunderous, domestic quarrels emanating from the various divorce courts, real soon. 

INT – NEW YORK CITY – WINSLOW COLLEGE – DAY 

In the Registrar office, President of Winslow College, Paul Anderson, a middle-age white man, sits at a large table and confers with six, white men, admission administrators; they discuss scholarships for minority students versus scholarships for white students.

president paul anderson
Gentlemen, today, we and other learning institutions have a hot issue, so let’s get busy. As you all know, the African American community is unaware that in our national institutions of learning, there’re more affirmative action enrollments and athletic scholarships dealt to white students than African Americans. Now we must do our utmost to maintain a tight lid on one of the best kept secrets in America.
The men all applaud the president.

                            jay rogers
Yes, President Anderson, I agree, wholeheartedly. Most Americans are under the impression that our colleges and universities are replete and inundated with a nation of dim-witted African American students, who happen to be enrolled due to affirmation action and athletic scholarships. Although most American’s impressions are misguided, we must continue to enhance their belief in this myth.
                            president anderson
Thanks Mr. Rogers. Mr. Grant, you’re next.
                            toby grant
Thanks, Mr. President, I’m sure America would be alarmed to learn that more white students are actually enrolled in colleges and universities under the auspices of affirmative action and athletic scholarships, than African Americans. So let’s keep the lid on.
                           president anderson
Thanks, Mr. Grant. Mr. Kendall, do you have any remarks to add?

                           ray kendall
Yes, I do want to say, Mr. President, I’ve learned that one influential, liberal newspaper is threatening to divulge the true data regarding whites versus African American scholarships and affirmative action enrollment. 
All of the men look concern; they portray scowls on their faces.

president anderson
What! We can’t allow that paper to publish one of whites’ most vital secrets! If the niggers learn we’ve mislead them for years, Al Sharpton and Louis Farrakhan will march against us.
Ray Kendall rises from his seat and speaks.

kyle west
Hold on, Mr. President, that liberal newspaper is “The Freedom Sun”. I know Carl Mallory, the editor of “The Freedom Sun”. In fact, Carl’s married to my cousin, Joyce. And by the way, Carl owes me a dear favor and now is the time for me to collect my debt. I will persuade Carl to forego publication of higher education most well hidden secret.

President Anderson looks up to the ceiling and exhales a sigh of relief.

president anderson
Thanks God and thank you Mr. West!

                           wade frost
(Rises, concern expression)

Mr. President, what about the other liberal publications? Who’s to encourage them not to expose one of whites’ most cherished secrets? I wonder!  I wonder! I wonder!
                          president frost
Don’t worry, there’re no African Americans bigwigs on the boards of any media corporations. But just in case any of the media’s executives undergo a sudden laxity in ethnic loyalty, perhaps Mr. West can speak to his cousin’s husband, Carl, and have Carl to caution his cronies to protect our most covert educational data. If we continue to hoodwink niggers scholastically, then, it becomes second nature to degrade, undermine and disparage them; then we can continue to prolong their confinement to an endless quagmire of crime, welfare, poor housing and scarce employment.
        INT – NEW YORK CITY – FORTUNE CABLE TV NEWS – STUDIO – DAY
Producer Ed Seller sits at a table in the staff office. Reporter, Laura Dune, three other white female reporters and one white, male reporter sit at the table. Producer Seller briefs the reporters of his agenda for the six o’clock news.
producer ed seller
Okay, we’re going to lead off with the unsettling crisis in the Middle East. Then we’ll go next with a series of local stories regarding pedophilia and the Catholic Church. Laura, we’ll conclude with your piece regarding more African Americans entering colleges and universities than whites via athletic scholarships and affirmative action. Okay, if there’re no questions, everyone should be at their station ten minutes prior to air time; I’ll see you then.  

Producer Seller and the reporters exit the staff office.
INT – NEW YORK CITY – FORTUNE CABLE TV NEWS – STUDIO – DAY
Reporter Laura Dune stands on stage in front of the cameras and prepares to air the six o’clock news. Laura is attired in a short, blue miniskirt and a tight red blouse.
reporter laura dune
Good evening, I’m Laura Dune reporting from Fortune Cable TV News Studio in downtown Manhattan. Fortune Cable TV News has learned from a reliable source that despite what has been erroneously reported for decades, white students have received far more athletic scholarships and affirmative action entrance into colleges and universities than African American students.

Producer Seller glares menacingly at Laura. Seller jumps up and down; he angrily yells to the camera-gal, Cheryl Roth.

producer ed seller
Cheryl! Stop the camera!  Cut! Cut! 

Cheryl and Laura ignore Producer Seller; Laura continues reporting and the camera keeps rolling.

reporter laura dune
Rather that enrolling in such high revenue sports as football and basketball, it was recently discovered that white students surpass African American students in total scholastic enrollment, by quietly applying for such lackluster sports as: golf, volleyball, tennis, hockey and polo. Many Americans will be shocked to learn that they’ve been duped into believing African American students were the major beneficiaries of collegiate affirmative action programs. In regards to affirmative action enrollment, even with their very low SAT scores and high school grades, white students outnumber African American students, four to one. This is Laura Dune reporting.
Producer Seller rushes upon the stage area punches Laura in the face, knocking her to the floor. Seller turns to camera-gal, Roth, punches her in her face, which also sends her crashing to the floor. The stage manager and other staff members rush onstage and restrain Seller, as Laura and Cheryl lie bleeding and screaming on the floor. 
INT – SCARSDALE NEW YORK – MRS. ELLEN TURNER’S PARLOR – DAY
Mrs. Ellen Turner sits in her parlor with five other housewives, hosting an urgent session regarding their producer-husbands’ philandering. Ellen goes to the center of the parlor and addresses her guests.

mrs. ellen turner
Hello, ladies, I invited you here to discuss our husbands’ acts of philandering with Jamaican women, while supposedly engaged in a TV news symposium at Negril Beach. It seems that while in the Bahamas, Negril Beach, our husbands were engaged in more than TV news business. Sex with the natives were tops on their agenda. 
      cont. mrs. ellen turner
According to our mysterious caller, a Jamaican man with a thick accent, our husbands screwed his native, female friends. The man sounded very upset, because our husbands allegedly referred to his friends as Monkeys. What do you think about this, ladies?
Reba Gordon rises and speaks.
                           MRS. reba gordon
(Serious expression)

Well, I’m not surprised and you gals shouldn’t be surprised either. When men sneak away to far-flung safaris and symposiums, of course they’re screwing the native women. Anyway, as for my husband, Mr. Gordon, he’ll be served divorce papers in a few days.
Amy Seller rises and speaks.

MRS. amy seller
(Serious expression)

As you ladies have heard, my husband, Ed Seller attacked and injured reporter, Laura Dune and cameral-gal Cheryl Roth. I know there’ve been bad blood recently between all of the TV news producers and their white, female reporters. I agree with Reba; I’m applying for divorce.
Amelia Wright rises and speaks.
MRS. amelia wright
(Stern)

Yes, I knew of my husband’s philandering. I’ve also learned that all of the white TV news producers were annoyed with the white, female reporters for screwing black Jamaicans at Negril Beach. Frankly, that’s why there’s friction between our husbands and white, female reporters. But both groups frolicked with the natives.
Amy Seller rises and speaks.
mrs. abigail levy
(Stern)

Behind this entire scenario I see racism as the underlining annoyance; everybody knows it, but few will acknowledge it. I prognosticate, soon, America won’t have to worry about the enemy from the Middle East, because the billowing plague of racism will cause America to implode. By the way, I’m divorcing my husband. 

Flora Ross rises and speaks.

mrs. flora ross
(Stern)

There’s no chance for reconciliation with Todd, therefore, my marriage is doom. Divorce is the next step.
Ellen Turner speaks.

mrs. ellen turner
By the way, Amelia, what’s the status of your marriage? You didn’t mention whether you were divorcing your husband, Ben?
Amelia rises and speaks.

mrs. amelia wright
Oh, I’m sorry; of course I’m divorcing Ben. I’ve already consulted my Attorney.

                           mrs. ellen turner
Well, ladies thanks for responding. Let me just add, I too am applying for divorce. Before closing, I have this little surprise for you, my Attorney, Abe Saperstein, has contacted each of the Jamaican gals who screwed our husbands and Attorney Saperstein has cleared the way for those native gals to come to New York and testify on our behalf, should we need them. 
         CONT. MRS. ELLEN TURNER

Finally, ladies, let’s contact reporters Michelle Salon and Paula Boyer. Although we’re not reporters, maybe we can join their burgeoning group, “FRAMX” and give them some moral support in their fight against their oppressive white superiors in the TV news industry.
Amelia notices a small, steady light blinking in a corner away from the phone; she inquires of Ellen.
                          MRS. AMELIA WRIGHT
(Suspicious)
Ellen, why is that small, red light flashing in the corner? It’s doesn’t seem to be connected to your phone or any other gadget. Is this room bugged?
                         mrs. ellen turner
(Disinterested expression)
I don’t know, however, it’s probably some strange recording device used by Bob for his TV news production. I don’t care; I’m divorcing him anyway.
       INT – SCARSDALE NEW YORK – BOB TURNER’S PARLOR – DAY
Producer Bob Turner sits in his parlor and prepares to preside over an urgent meeting with Charles Levy, George Gordon, Ben Wright and Todd Ross. Turner rises, goes to the center of the parlor and speaks. 

producer bob turner
(Serious) 
Thanks for coming guys; we have some serious items on the agenda that need our utmost attention. First, a few days ago, my wife, Ellen, secretly hosted a session with your wives. However, unknown to Ellen, I secretly recorded her session with the girls; guys, I’ll tell you, it doesn’t look good for us.
The nervous producers’ eyes meet; a noisy sigh rises from the group. Bob pauses for a moment and wipes his brow. Producer Todd Ross rises and poses a question to Bob.

producer TODD ROSS
(Frantic) 

Come on Bob, don’t keep us in suspense; give us the scoop! Can it be that serious?
                           producer bob turner
(Hurt)

Yes, it’s damn traumatic! Some Jamaican character calls and relates to Ellen that, while in Jamaica, we producers screwed a few of his female friends. He later adds, angrily, that we’re no longer welcome in Jamaica, because we referred to the women as Monkeys.
A loud groan emanates from the producers. Producer George Gordon rises and inquires of Bob.

producer george gordon
(Nervous, sweating)

Bob, who’s this Jamaican fellow? How did he learn your name, your wife’s name and how did he obtain your phone number?

                           producer bob turner
(Confused)

George, believe me, all of this is a mysterious to me, as it is to all of you I’m sure.

Producer Ed Seller rises and inquires of Bob Turner.

producer charles levy
 (Impatiently)

Hell, let’s forget about the Jamaican man and his female friends; Bob, I want to know my wife, Abigail’s response.
Bob shakes his head to the side, pauses and finally replies.

producer bob turner
Well, Charles, Abigail replied in a stoic manner and indicated that she’s applying for a divorce.

A loud groan emanates from the producers.

producer bob turner
(Points his finger)

There’s no need for you to moan and groan for Charles, because all of the wives, including my wife, Ellen, declared that all of our marriages are doom.

Producer Ben Wright begins to cry; he rises and inquires of Bob.

producer ben wright
Bob, what’re we going to do? I love my wife, Amelia dearly!

Producer Todd Ross rises angrily and replies to Ben.

PRODUCER TODD ROSS
Damn it, Ross, stop crying! Be a fucking man! Hell, we’re all guilty as sin; you know that! But the main thing is this, we’re all guilty as hell, but we’ll admit to nothing! Do you get that, Mr. Wright?

Producer Wright wipes his eyes with a handkerchief, sits down and replies.

producer ben wright
(Sheepishly)

Okay, Todd, I understand.

                           producer bob turner
With that being so eloquently articulated by Todd, my critical advice to all of us is this; we should all consult our attorneys, immediately. Before closing, let me say if any of you still have any of those annoying female reporters who accompanied us to Jamaica, I firmly suggest you fire them, right away. I sincerely believe they’re at the core of our problems; I’m convinced they’re our nemesis and if we don’t deter them, more trouble brews ahead for us. 
                           CONT. PRODUCER BOB TURNER

Finally, as you can see, Producer Ed Seller is not among us; he’s in jail for assaulting reporter, Laura Dune and camera-gal Cheryl Roth. Now, in two days, Ed has a court hearing at Manhattan Criminal Court; let’s be there to support him. Okay guys, consult with your attorneys and we’ll meet for Ed’s criminal court hearing. 
EXT – NEW YORK CITY – CENTRAL PARK – DAY 

Michelle and “FRAMX’S” charter members sit on a high podium ready to address a large assembly of FRAMX’S members. A few dozen police Officers patrol the perimeter of the massive crowd. President, Michelle Salon, rises before a battery of microphones and TV cameras and prepares to address the crowd. The all white, female audience rises and gives Michelle a thunderous ovation; she waves wildly.

president michelle salon
(Laughing heartedly)
Hello out there! I’m TV news reporter Michelle Salon, formerly of ATC TV News. I’m currently the president of “FRAMX” (Female Reporters Against Media Xenophobia). Sitting directly behind me are the other five charter members of “FRAMX”: Diane Segal, Katie Coker, Laura Dune, Paula Boyer and Debra Moss.

The charter women rise, wave and sit down.
                           PRESIDENT MICHELLE SALON

Let me give you a little background about “FRAMX” and how we originated. While attending a news media symposium at Negril Beach in the Caribbean, Jamaica, the charter members and I discovered that although nature imbued us a pale pigment and blond hair, we also learned from each other that we each was born of black mothers and  white fathers and vice versa.
       cont. president michelle salon
Although we reporters are close colleagues and friends, still, each of us was careful not to divulge or negligently leak our most intimate, biological secrets. That is, being imbued with one drop of so-called black-blood, which if discovered, would’ve classified each of us as an African American. After discovering that each of us was really an African American, masquerading as a privileged white woman, we each breathed a deep-cathartic sigh. We had a discussion and agreed to use our resurrected identities to enhance and promote the opportunities for African American men. Since the inception of slavery, oppressive white men have always coddled and develop the welfare of African American women and it takes no wizard to suppose why they were shown more latitude than their male counterpart. As reporters in the news industry we of “FRAMX”, were able to witness first hand how white, TV news producers, perpetually inhibited the educational and economic growth of African American men by often depicting them on the six o’clock news as criminals and buffoons. Just wake up and peer into your white towns, hamlets, suburbs and Appalachia. You know these venues are critically infested with drugs, crime, mafia crime, poor education and welfare. Are the unsavory characters of these blighted locales paraded on the six and eleven o’clock news? I think you all know they are not. So in the spirits of Harriet Beecher Stowe, Susan B. Anthony and Eleanor Roosevelt, we, the members of “FRAMX”, will endeavor to correct the slave masters’ horrific wrongs and underwrite a just and sterile media for all people. 
cont. president michelle salon
Finally, folks, we have garnered over five-thousand members and we’re growing at an alarming rate. And so, what is so depressing about white oppression? Well, be it known all of “FRAMX’S” chartered members, included myself, have been fired from various TV news studios, all for exposing various elements of disparaging racist news in the area of crime, housing and education. I will now turn you over to my vice president, Laura Dune.

Michelle waves to the enthusiastic audience, as they wave and shout wildly. Vice president Laura Dune, sporting a bandaged nose, walks up to the microphones.

vice president laura dune
Hello America, I’ll be very brief. I want to introduce you to six of our newest members. Once you meet them, you’ll see what an impact “FRAMX” is making on the entire nation. Our crusade has taken America by storm. Will “FRAMX” newest members join me at the microphones: Mrs. Ellen Turner, Mrs. Amelia Wright, Mrs. Flora Ross, Mrs. Amy Seller, Mrs. Abigail Levy and Mrs. Reba Gordon?

The ladies join Laura at the microphones. The audience renders loud applauds and a standing ovation.

vice president laura dune
Folks, these gallant women happen to be the wives of the very TV news producers who fired our charter members without just cause. In fact, I’m sure you’ve noticed the bandages covering my nose. Well, my broken nose is the result of being slugged by Mrs. Seller’s husband, Producer Ed Seller. Mr. Seller will appear tomorrow in Manhattan Criminal Court to answer for his vicious assault upon me; I’m asking all of you to join “FRAMX” in the morning at the court.
Suddenly, thunder roars, sharp streaks of lighting flashes, as a heavy rainstorm drenches Central Park. All of the people flee from the area seeking shelter. 

EXT – NEW YORK CITY – FRONT OF MANHATTAN CRIMINAL COURT – DAY 

During the late morning hours, President Michelle Salon stands across from the court with five-hundred noisy chanting protestors. Complainants Laura Dune and Cheryl Roth, their noses bandaged, leave the protestors, walks across the street and enter Manhattan Criminal Court. 
INT – MANHATTAN CRIMINAL COURT – PART #3A – DAY 
Inside the large, mahogany courtroom, bedecked with black, leather chairs and brown tables, African American Judge, Lois B. Morris sits high on the throne. The courtroom is packed with spectators, including FRAMX’S members and a few supporters of defendant Ed Seller. Down in front of Judge Morris, complainants Dune and Roth, with bandaged noses, stand to the left, next to District Attorney Lisa Mace. To the right, defendant Seller stands next to his Attorney, Carol Solomon. A crew of female court officers stands about the courtroom near the defendant and the Judge, as the stenographer sits beneath the Judge and prepares to type. A hush engulfs the courtroom as Judge Morris bangs her gavel once. All sit down. A court officer stands between Judge Morris and the litigants and reads the charges.

court officers EDITH SIMS
Dockets #51720 & #51721, the people of the State of New York versus defendant, Ed Seller, charged with section 120.01 of the penal law, two counts of assault in the first degree – complainants Laura Dune and Cheryl Roth. Your honor, all parties are present and await your further pleasure.
                           judge lois b. morris
(Stern, peers over her glasses)

Mr. Seller, the charges were initially read at your arraignment, they’re read again as per the New York State new code of criminal proceedings. You’ve heard the charges read against you, how do you plea?

                          defendant ed seller
(Arrogant, low voice)

Not guilty.

                          judge morris
District Attorney Mace, this case is marked for a preliminary hearing, are you ready to proceed? 
                          d.a. lisa mace
Your honor, the people are ready.

                          JUDGE MORRIS
Counselor Carol Solomon, is the defense ready?

                          ATTORNEY CAROL SOLOMON
(Confident)

Your honor, my client has requested me to petition the court to waive the preliminary hearing and ask that an immediate trial be substituted.
Judge Morris glances over her glasses at the D.A. and inquires.

judge morris
D.A. Mace, do the people have any objections?

                           d.a. mace
Your honor, we have none whatsoever. 

                           judge morris
D.A. Mace, make your opening remarks.

D.A. Mace whirls around so that she can partially face the judge and the audience. She proceeds to spell-out his case. 

d.a. mace
(Stern, points at complainants)
Your honor, I ask of you to look closely at the people’s exhibit A & B, the smashed noses of both complainants, monstrously and awkwardly covered by blood-soaked bandages.
CONT. D.A. MACE
Your honor, the people will prove that without any physical provocation, this ferocious defendant, Ed Seller, bum-rushed both complainants, Laura Dune and Cheryl Roth while they both performed their assigned telecast duties in the studio. The vile defendant proceeded to bash the surprised complainants about their faces, which resulted in both complainants receiving broken noses. Afterward, your honor, the defendant fired both employees and now, do to their financial hardship both complainants are without medical insurance and cannot satisfy their medical debts. Finally, your honor, the state will prove the defendant’s motive. We will prove that the defendant held a personal vendetta against complainant Laura Dune and complainant Cheryl Roth, happened to be a victim of circumstance. The people have a plethora of witnesses ready to fortify our allegations. Thanks your honor.  

                            JUDGE MORRIS
Attorney Solomon, are you ready with your opening remarks?

                            attorney carol solomon
Your honor, we will prove that my client, Ed Seller, is not guilty by virtue of the fact that complainant Laura Dune, provoked my client by drastically altering and misrepresenting a news script that he had personally written and presented for her to broadcast on the six o’clock news. Ms. Dune’s gross disobedience irritated my client and goaded him into such a provocative state that he couldn’t rationalize or control his behavior. Thanks, your honor.
                            judge morris
D.A. Mace, call your first witness.

                            d.a. mace
I call Roger Talley to the stand.

Roger Talley is a tall, handsome, black man from Negril Beach, Jamaica. He wears colorful Jamaican clothes and he speaks without and accent. He walks slowly from the audience to the witness stand and is sworn in by Judge Morris. He sits down.

d.a. mace
Mr. Talley, where are you from?

                           talley
(Smiling broadly, slight accent)

I’m from Negril Beach, Jamaica, in the Caribbean.

                           d.a. mace
Mr. Talley, I want you to let your eyes scan the courtroom and inform the court if you recognize anyone in the courtroom.

Talley’s eyes slowly scan the courtroom; his eyes come to Laura and stop. He nods his head in the affirmative.

talley
(Smiles)

I recognize someone.

Laura smiles at Roger.
                           d.a. mace
Whom do you recognize, Mr. Talley?

                           TALLEY
(Smiling, points)
Laura, I recognize Laura Dune.

                           d.a. mace
Mr. Talley, explain to the court how you met Laura and what transpired during your meeting?

attorney solomon
(Angry, leaps up)
I object, your honor. The witness hails from some third world island and the assault occurred here in New York City; there can’t be any connection!
                           judge morris
(Slow sarcasm)

That remains to be seen, counselor; let’s wait and see; let’s wait and see. Continue D.A. Mace.

                           d.a. mace
Mr. Talley proceeds and will you please explain to the court how you met Ms. Dune and what were the circumstances?

                           talley
(Smiling)

Laura was in Jamaica with a group of colleagues attending a news media symposium. After the symposium concluded, I met Laura on the Beach; we chatted and became instant friends. I met all of Laura media colleagues. During the next few days, Laura and I became closer than close; we became intimate; we made torrid love.
A loud sigh and laughter emanates from the audience.

d.a. mace
Mr. Talley, did there come a time when Laura was approached by a group of white men?

Talley happy expression turns into a frown.
talley
Well, yes, Laura and her female friends of the media were lounging on the beach, when they were approached by three angry white men.

d.a. mace
Did any incidents occur between the men, Laura and her friends?

                           talley
Yes, I heard one of the angry white men ask the ladies where were they last night and that they had been looking for them all night because they wanted to spin them around the dance floor and have a few drinks with them.

                           d.a. mace
Mr. Talley, what happened next?

                           talley
Another angry white man asked the ladies, yeah, where were you last night?

                           d.a. mace
Now, Mr. Talley, this angry white man, do you see him in this courtroom?

                           TALLEY
Yes, I do.

Talley points with a serious expression at the defendant, Ed Seller.

TALLEY
There he is sitting next to his Attorney at the table.

                           d.a. mace
Your honor, let the records reflect the witness pointed out and identified defendant, Ed Seller.

                           judge morris
It’s duly noted.
                           D.A. MACE
Thanks your honor. Mr. Talley did any of the other white men become angry and makes belligerent remarks to any of the ladies?
                          TALLEY
(Frowns, becomes angry)

Yes, one angry white man scolded the ladies and commented, you ladies elected to neglect us white boys and sneaked away into the mysterious cloak of darkness and screw a bunch of common natives!
                           D.A. MACE
Mr. Talley, do you have knowledge of whether the other white women, beside Laura, dated Jamaican men?

                           talley
(Big grin)

Yes, all of the white females in Laura’s crew dated my pals. D.A. Mace, it’s customary; that’s what all vacationing, unattached white women do when they come to Jamaica.

                           d.a. mace
So, Mr. Talley, would you conclude that each of the white men was angry with the white, female reporters, solely because they preferred you and your pals over them?

                           TALLEY
Certainly, that’s why defendant Ed Seller threatened all of the ladies. He remarked to his friends in a sarcastic fashions; hey Bob and George, maybe these beautiful reporters don’t really value their lucrative paying gigs in New York. Maybe we can review their grim dilemma upon our return to New York. 

                           d.a. mace
What? Mr. Talley, are you sure you heard those cruel, threatening remarks emanating form defendant Seller’s mouth?
                           TALLEY
Yes, mam.

                           d.a. mace
Mr. Talley, you mentioned two of defendant Seller’s pals, Bob and George, do you see them?
Bob and George, both sitting together among the spectators, slide down in their seats. Talley rises from his witness chair and gazes into the audience.

TALLEY
(Sly smile, points into the audience)

Yes, D.A. Mace, it’s those two white men sitting together in the audience, sliding down in their seats. Both have on blue suits; one has on a red tie, the other, a yellow tie.

                           d.a. mace
Your honor let the records reflect that the witness pointed out and identified TV news producers Bob Turner and George Gordon. Your honor, I have no further questions for Mr. Talley.
                          judge morris
D.A. Mace, the record reflect you’re your witness identified Bob Turner and George Gordon. Now, Attorney Solomon, you may question the witness.

                          attorney solomon
(Rises, hostile, yells)

Your honor, we’ve already conceded that Ms. Dune complete disregard of my client, Producer Ed seller’s news script, provoked him into violence. Thus, I have no questions for this black man!

                         judge morris
(Angry response)

Counselor, Solomon, watch your tongue and your tone in my court! Mr. Talley, you’re excused. D.A. Mace, do you have any other witnesses?

Counselor Solomon bows her head and addresses the Judge.

                           ATTORNEY SOLOMON
(Shameful expression)

Your honor, I’m sorry for my outburst and my poor choice of words.

                           judge morris
(Stern)

Counselor, see that it doesn’t occur again! Mr. Talley, you may step down. D.A. Mace, you may proceed.
                           d.a. mace
Yes, your honor, I have six witnesses whom I think will cement this case together, as tight as a hat band. Will the following witnesses rise and come forward? Ms. Lillie Tobias, Willie Mae Jones, Viola T. David, Shelia Ramsey, Thelma Moore and Martha Johnson come on down.
The hefty Jamaican ladies, all wearing colorful dresses, rise and come toward D.A. D.A. Mace. She places them in chairs near her table. D.A. Mace turns addresses Judge Morris.

d.a. mace
I call witness, Lillie Tobias to the witness stand.

Lillie Tobias rises, goes to the witness stand and is sworn in by Judge Morris.

D.A. MACE
Ms. Tobias, please inform the court where you reside.

                           lillie tobias
(Slight Jamaican accent)

Yes, I’m from Negril Beach, Jamaica.

                           d.a. mace
Ms. Tobias, besides your Jamaican friends, do you recognize any other person in this courtroom?

Ms. Tobias’ stern eyes slowly scan the courtroom. Suddenly a slight smile grips her face and she raises her hand.

                           d.a. mace
Ms. Tobias, do you recognize someone?

                           tobias
(Smiling)

Yes, I do.

                           d.a. mace
(Dramatic)

Well now, Ms. Tobias, go and touch the person you recognize.

Tobias step down, walks at a fast pace into the audience and touch the shoulder of producer Bob Turner. A loud murmur rises from the audience as Bob turner angrily removes Tobias’ hand from his shoulder. Tobias walks back to the stand.
d.a. mace
Thanks, Ms. Tobias. Your honor let the records reflect that Ms. Tobias identified Bob Turner.

                           judge morris
It’s duly noted.

                           d.a.mace
Thanks your honor.  Now, Ms. Tobias, please tell the court the circumstances regarding your familiarity with Mr. Bob Turner.

                           tobias
(Smiling)

Of course, D.A. Mace, Bob and I dated briefly. One night we ventured down to the beach. Bob asked me to perform oral sex on him and I complied. I sucked Bob’s penis and he was very satisfied 

                          d.a. mace
Ms. Tobias, forgive me but, you makes it sound so, so, so common or without any compunction or guilt.

                          tobias
(Serious expression)

Well, it an invisible part of an unwritten paragraph of our tourists’ contracts. I know it; you know it and the world knows it; it’s all about money.
                          d.a. mace
Finally, Ms. Tobias, did you inquire of Mr. Turner’s marital status?

                           tobias
Certainly, it’s only a meaningless inquiry that’s always posed. But, Bob replied, it didn’t make any different, boys will be boys and girls will be girls, especially when they vacation alone.

                           d.a. mace
Thanks Ms. Tobias. I have no further questions.
                           judge morris
Attorney Solomon, you may question the witness.

                           attorney solomon
No questions, your honor.

Tobias steps down and returns to her seat.

d.a. mace
Your honor, I call Willie Mae Jones to the stand.

Willie Mae Jones rises, goes to the stand and is sworn in by Judge Morris.

d.a. Mace
Ms. Jones, it has already been established that you dated one of the tourists at Negril Beach. Do you see that man in this courtroom and if so, go and touch him.

Willie Mae smiles, rises from her seat, goes into the audience and touches George Gordon on his shoulder. Gordon angrily removes Jones’ hand from his shoulder. Jones returns to the stand.

d.a. mace
Your honor let the records reflect that witness Jones identified George Gordon.

                           judge morris
The records will so reflect.

                            d.a. mace
Ms. Jones, did you perform oral sex on George Gordon?

                            jones
(Slight Jamaican accent) 

Yes, indeed I did.

                            d.a. mace
No further your honor.

                            judge morris
Attorney Solomon, she’s your witness.

                            attorney solomon
I have no question, your honor.

Judge Morris motions for Jones to step down; she steps down.
                            d.a. mace
Your honor, I call witness, Ms. Shelia Ramsey.

Shelia walks rapidly to the stand; she’s sworn in by Judge Morris and she sits down.

d.a. mace
Ms. Ramsey, you’re familiar with the procedure. If you see the tourist you engaged in oral sex with, go and separate him from the masses.

Shelia Ramsey steps down, goes over to the defense table and touches the shoulder of defendant, Ed seller; Seller angrily removes Shelia’s hand. Shelia returns to the stand.

d.a. mace
Ms. Ramsey, what happened after you and defendant Seller engaged in sex?
                           ramsey
After the defendant and I finish our sexual encounter on the beach, we join our friends at a local bar. All of the white producers became inebriated and constantly insulted us by referring to us as Monkeys. My friends and I left the clubs to find our Jamaican men. We later found our Jamaican pals and explained what happened. Our pals looked for the defendant and his buddies but they were nowhere to be found.

                            d.a. mace
Your honor, I have no further.

                            judge morris
Counselor Solomon, it’s your turn.

                            attorney solomon
No questions, your honor.
Judge motions for Ramsey to step down; she steps down.
d.a. mace
 Your honor, I call Laura Dune to the stand.
Laura Dune, with her nose bandaged, winces in pain and walks slowly to the stand; she’s sworn in by Judge Morris.

d.a. mace
Ms. Dune, I notice that you’re in pain and I’ll be brief. Ms. Dune, on the date and time the defendant assaulted you and Ms. Cheryl Roth, did either of you physically provoked the defendant?

                           laura dune
No.

                           D.A. MACE
Ms. Dune, explain to the court why were you and Ms. Roth assaulted?
                            laura
Well, I admit to changing defendant Seller’s news script and reading my version and the true version of racism in the nation’s colleges and universities. To the dismay of defendant seller and all racist whites, I purposely aired on national TV, a shocking, surprising saga, revealing that there’re more white college students assessed with low SAT and high school scores, sport scholarships and affirmative action enrollment than African American students.

                            cont. laura
(Angry)
While employed as a privileged, white, news commentator, I was licensed to discover and learn that as more whites were amassed on welfare than African Americans, this perfectly cryptic data, along with other clandestine, educational scams, looms as whites’ most closely guarded secrets, even more thoroughly guarded than Fort Knox. But, as we all know, darkness eventually comes to light. Now, as I sit before this august tribunal, and although my hair is blond and my pigment, pale, I sit before this illustrious court as an assault victim, rudely ostracized from my beloved profession as a news commentator, simply because one drop of so-called black-blood navigates through my aorta. That’s also why my most worthy colleagues, Michelle Salon, Diane Segal, Katie Coker, Paula Boyer and Debra Moss have suffered the same fate as I; because you see, they too are carriers of black-blood.  
          CONT. LAURA

And finally, that’s why Cheryl Roth and I were assaulted by a tyrannical white man. But as members of “FRAMX”, we will collectively remedy the wrongs of this nation’s financial rulers and divvy up their vast wealth among my swarthy friends, descendants from the kingdom of Mother Kemet of Africa.
                           d.a. mace
Your honor, the people rest.

                           judge morris
Attorney Solomon, she’s your witness.

                           attorney solomon
Judge Morris, the defense rest.

                           judge morris
Ms. Dune, you may step down. I don’t need Ms. Roth. The court will take a recess; I’ll return shortly with my verdict.
Judge Morris sounds the gavel and everyone file out of the courtroom. 
INT – CRIMINAL COURT – PART #3A – DAY 

Judge Morris returns to the bench all of the litigants, officers and spectators eagerly await Judge Morris’ verdict. Judge Morris sounds the gavel.
judge morris
Will the defendant rise.

Defendant Seller and his Attorney rise.

judge morris
Mr. Seller, after a meticulous review, I weighed heavy on the testimonies of the Jamaicans men and women, together with the testimony of complainant Laura Dune. And even you, Mr. Seller, conceded that you were unprovoked by complainants Dune and Roth. 
           CONT. JUDGE MORRIS

So, based upon the overriding racist conduct clearly flaunted by you, I find you guilty on two counts of assault in the second degree. However, based upon your prior sanitized record, roots in the community, twenty-year marriage and professional employment, I reduce your sentence and impose a sentence of one-year incarceration. In addition, you will make a remittance on all medical bills incurred by both complainants. Now, if the complainants wish to seek financial damages from their former employer, Fortune Cable TV News, they’ll have to address that matter in civil court. Court adjourned. 
Judge Morris sounds the gavel. Two court officers walk-up behind prisoner Seller, handcuff him and cart him away to a cell in the rear. A loud cheer emanates from the noisy crowd as they file out of the courtroom. 
       EXT – ACROSS FROM THE COURT SIDEWALK – DAY 
Michelle stands before a bevy of microphones, as thousands of FRAMX’S members cheer loudly behind her. Michelle is joined at the mike by Laura, Cheryl and all six of the producers’ wives; they all embrace mightily and wave to their maddening supporters. Michelle speaks to the crowd.
michelle
I’m Michelle Salon and I want to say, on behalf of “FRAMX”, greetings to all of you and the millions watching around the world. First, let me say thanks to God. Secondly, I say congratulation to Laura Dune and Cheryl Roth on their victory in court. Thirdly, the soon to be ex-wives of those cruel, racist TV news producers stand here at our side. And now, let’s give a thunderous holler to all of these fearless, white women. 
The plethora of electrified white women, leap and shout with boisterous enthusiasm.

                           michelle
I’m sure you know by now that “FRAMX” is engaged in a gender war with a major twist. The twist means that in the spirit of Harriet Beecher Stowe, Susan B. Anthony and Eleanor Roosevelt, “FRAMX” will attack with the shrewdness of Robin Hood, whereas, we will take from the tyrannical white man and render the proceeds to the downtrodden African American man. If the five-hundred tribes of Native Americans were still in existence, then the riches would be theirs. The Occidentals of Europe purposely instituted a perpetual economic deformity and nuisance upon a nation of placid Native Americans and a population of defenseless African Americans, whereas these peasants’ ability to endure with economic contentment is still woefully thwarted. To those who gloat, deny being racists and profit from the illicit gains of their despotic ancestors, please don’t yell for the creator, when your ill-gotten wealth is plucked from your grasp. And now, in the name of prognosticator, Bertha Kemet, the last Slave to be raped and murdered by her white master, “FRAMX”, a nation of pious white women, stand galvanized to right the wrongs of our racially, bigoted ancestors and on that certain day, we intend to convert America’s ugly carnage of human indignities, into Americas’ most historic day of reckoning. You’ll hear from us soon. Good day.
            THREE YEARS LATER – JUNE 19, 2028 

INT – NEW YORK CITY – FREEMEN HOTEL – BALLROOM - NIGHT

There’s standing room only at FRAMX’S formal affair, as a plethora of FRAMX’S members gather in the posh ballroom and entertain their unusual guests, a surplus of middle-age African American men. The band plays a medley of soft music. TV cameras tape the gala affair. Sporting a gleaming smile, Michelle walks over to the bar and greets a handsome African American gentleman sipping champagne.  
michelle
Hi there, I’m Michelle, President of FRAMX; may I have this dance?

The gentleman glances at Michelle, breaks into a wide grin and replies.

gentleman
Why certainly, Michelle, I’m Frederick, Frederick K. Douglass and I’ll be more than thrill to dance with you.

Frederick takes Michelle’s hand, walks her to the dance area and commences dancing with her. While chatting with Diane, Laura spots an interesting looking man standing in a corner, alone. Laura eases through the crowd and as the man turns away, Laura touches his shoulder; he looks around.

                           gentleman
(Politely)

Yes, may I help you?

Laura smiles and extends her hand.

laura
(Radiant grin)

Yes, you may, if you agree to dance with me and I’m known as Laura.

The gentleman smiles, extends his hand, grasp Laura’s and leads her to the dance area. They begin dancing.

                           gentleman
Laura, it’s indeed a pleasure to meet you. By the way, I’m known as Dred, Dred C. Scott.

As Diane turns to ask a gentleman to dance, at the same time, the startled gentleman turns to ask Diane to dance.

gentleman
(Smiling) 
Hello there, I’m Nat J. Turner. Earlier, I observed you from across the room, but I didn’t really know how to approach you. But now that I have, may I waltz you around the floor?

                           diane
(Smiling)

Why certainly Nat, and you can call me Diane. And I would love for you to waltz me around the floor.
Nat takes Diane’s hand, kisses it and leads her to the dance area where they begin to dance. Katie looks across the room and observes a handsome man staring at her. As their eyes meet, the man ambles over to Katie and speaks to her.
                          gentleman
(Suave)
Greetings, madam, I’ve admired your beauty from afar and you’re even more elegant as I observe you up-close. I’m Denmark T. Vesey and I would love caressing you in my arms and dance to this soothing ballad. 
Denmark gently takes Katie hand and escorts her to the dance area. As they begin to dance, Katie tenderly places her head snugly on Denmark’s shoulder.

                           katie
(Glowing smile)
Gosh, Denmark, you dance so smoothly that I forgot to introduce myself. Denmark, I’m Katie, Katie Coker.
Denmark looks deeply into Katie’s eyes and replies, gently.

denmark
Katie, I’m acutely pleased to meet you and I hope this calming dance never ends.

Paula stands chatting with three female guests. As she turns to leave, she trips and stumbles. A tall handsome man reaches out and pulls Paula into his arms. Their eyes meet as Paula and the man’s eyes remain locked in a trance.

PAULA
(Embarrassed, smiling) 

Oh, sir, I almost bowled you over. I’m sorry and I’m lucky you braced my fall. 
                           gentleman
(Mesmerized)

Please, don’t be embarrassed or sorry. Don’t you see, your stumble, was designed by the master above. I think it was a timely event tailored for me to meet such an elegant specimen as you. By the way, I’m Gabriel A. Prosser and who might you be?

As they still cling to each other, Paula replies.

                           paula
(Mesmerized)
Oh, I nearly forgot who I was. My name is Paula Boyer, and since we’re still clinging to each other, shall we dance?
                           gabriel
(Laughter)

I thought you would never ask.

The couple proceeds to dance. Debra sits at a table dining with friends. She nearly chokes when she spots the man of her dream. Debra puts a napkin to her mouth and coughs aloud. She pushes her chair from the table, rises and dashes across the room and interrupts two men engaged in a conversation. She touches the man of her interest.
debra
(Nervous)

Forgive my intrusion, sir, but you must dance with me. You see, I couldn’t enjoy my food because your handsome presence inhibited my every bite. 

The other gentlemen walk away, leaving Debra alone with her interest. The man glares strangely at Debra. 
gentleman
(Confused, shy)

Oh, I’m terribly sorry that I impeded your appetite. Actually, I don’t usually have such a traumatic affect on women. I mean, usually I’m invisible to most women; they never notice me.
Paula stands there swooning. Suddenly, she says.
debra
(Smiling)

Well, I noticed you; apparently those other women are blind. But you just wait until I snare you into my paradise, and then, I’m sure those blind women will suddenly regain their vision and boldly attempt to snatch you from my Shangri-La. Now, after all of that, big boy, who are you?

Now the gentleman relaxes and smiles.

                           gentleman
(Grinning)

I’m David L. Walker, and yours?

                           debra
(Sexy)

I’m Debra Moss. And David, what do you say we celebrate our introduction with a dance and later, perhaps we’ll seal our rendezvous with a kiss?

David nods with a big smile and swiftly escorts Debra to the dance area where they begin to dance among the others. 
Now that all of FRAMX’S charter members are dancing, they collectively beckon for other integrated couples to join them on the dance floor. 
The wives of the philandering TV News producers: Mrs. Ellen Turner, Abigail Levy, Reba Gordon, Amelia Wright, Amy Seller and Flora Ross all grab black partners, dash onto the floor and begin dancing. As the lights flicker and fade to a low dusk and the music slows to soothing tempo, all of the ladies rest their head snugly on the shoulders of their suave partners, as they dance slowly to soft music. 
INT – FREEMEN HOTEL – DINING ROOM – NIGHT 
In the swanky dining room, Michelle and her guest, Frederick K. Douglass, grace the head of a large, decorative dining table with charter members and their guests.  At other decorative tables, white, female guests dine with their African American male guests. After dining, Katie Coker rises, goes to the dais and speaks into a battery of microphones.
katie coker
(Wide smile) 
Good evening folks; I’m charter member Katie Coker. And at this time, I would like to introduce to you some of our special guests. Although many of the courageous ancestors of our special guests never achieved facial recognition or critical acclaim for their acute artistry and fierce battles against racism and slavery, happily, their indelible spirits are with us tonight and are represented in the superb characters of their pleasurable descendants. I will now introduce them to you.
The audience gazes around the various tables for the descendants. Katie points to the table up front.

katie
Sitting at this table with President Michelle Salon is Mr. Frederick K. Douglass. 
(Douglass rises, waves and sits down)
Mr. Frederick K. Douglass is a descendant of Slave and Abolitionist, Frederick Douglass of the 19th century. Mr. Douglass was a self-taught educated man. He also loomed as an impressive abolitionist and liberator. He’s still renowned as one of America’s greatest orators of all time.  
The audience rise and applaud wildly; Katie points to another table.
katie
Next, sitting at this table next to Laura Dune is Mr. Dred C. Scott. 
(Scott rises, waves and sits down) 
Mr. Dred C. Scott is a descendant of Slave and Abolitionist Dred Scott of the 19th century. Scott lived in the free state of Illinois before moving back to the slave state of Missouri. He appealed to the U.S. Supreme Court in hope of being granted his freedom. In 1857, Supreme Court Justice, Roger B. Taney wrote the majority opinion and cited: “Scott is black; he’s not a citizen and thus has no right to sue. Blacks has no rights which a white man is bound to respect”.
A loud moan emanates from the diners. Katie points to the next table. 

katie
(Sad, deep sigh) 
Okay, at the very next table sitting next to Diane Segal is Mr. Nat J. Turner. 
(Turner rises, waves and sits down)
Mr. Nat J. Turner is a descendant of Slave and abolitionist Nat Turner of the 19th century. 1831, South Hampton Virginia, Turner, a slave and one of the most fierce Abolitionists, along with his cohorts killed many slave masters and their colleagues. Turner himself was later convicted and hanged.
A mourn is heard emanating from the diners. Katie points to her table.

katie
(Wide grin)
At my table sits my special guest, Mr. Denmark T. Vesey. 
(Vesey rises, wave and sits down) 
Mr. Denmark T. Vesey is a descendant of slave and Abolitionist Denmark Vesey of the 19th century. 1822, in Charleston South Carolina, Vesey was betrayed by some of his fellow slaves and his planned slave rebellion was quelled; Vesey was later hanged.

Loud mourns are heard at the tables. Katie points to another table.

katie
At this table sitting next to Paula Boyer is Mr. Gabriel Q. Prosser. 
(Prosser rises, waves and sits down) Mr. Gabriel Q. Prosser is a descendant of Slave and Abolitionist Gabriel Prosser of the 19th century. 1830, Richmond Virginia, Gabriel Prosser and his posse planned to capture all whites and rule over them. Members of Prosser’s clan informed the Militia. Prosser was apprehended and executed the next day.
Loud mourns are heard at the tables. Katie points to the next table.

katie
At the next table sitting next to Debra Moss is Mr. David L. Walker.
(Walker rise waves and sit down) 
Mr. David L. Walker is a descendant of Slave and Abolitionist David Walker of the 19th century. Walker appealed to all slaves to rebelled; he urged his appeal in a book entitled: “David Walker’s Appeal”. In 1830, Boston Massachusetts, Walker died a mysterious death at a young age. Many believed he was poisoned.
Loud moans emanates from the various tables. Now Paula Boyer relieves Katie at the mike. Katie leaves.

paula boyer
(Smile)

Hello there, I’m Paula Boyer. We have three more special guests to introduce and I will turn the mike over to Diane Segal. 
(Paula points to a table)
Sitting at that table with Mrs. Ellen Turner is Mr. Elijah S. MacCoy. 
(MacCoy rises, waves and sits down)

Mr. Elijah S. MacCoy is a descendant of the great inventor and mechanical engineer, Elijah MacCoy of the 19th century. 1872, Detroit Michigan, Mr. MacCoy first invention was a lubricator for steam engines. Mr. MacCoy holds an astonishing group of fifty U.S. patents. He died in an infirmary suffering financial, mental and a physical breakdown.
A loud moan emanates from the audience. Paula points to another table.

paula
Sitting at this table with Mrs. Amy seller is Mr. Benjamin V. Banneker. (Bannaker rises, waves and sits down) Mr. Benjamin V. Banneker is a descendant of Abolitionist and Inventor Benjamin Banneker of the 18th century. Benjamin Banneker was a self-educated Scientist, Astronomer, Inventor, Writer, Abolitionist and Surveyor. In 1791, as a surveyor, Banneker laid out the plan for Washington D.C. The outspoken Benjamin also questioned slave owner, Secretary of State Thomas Jefferson’s sincerity as a “friend of liberty”. He also urged Jefferson to get rid of his ‘Absurd and false ideas” that one race was superior to another.
The diners rise and applaud. Paula points to a table.
paula
Sitting next to Mrs. Reba Gordon is Mr. Prince B. Hall. 
(Hall rises, waves and sits down) 
Mr. Prince B. Hall is a descendant of Slave Prince Hall of the 18th century.  Prince Hall was born a slave and later became free in the late 1760’s. In 1775, Prince Hall and fourteen other free men joined a British Army Lodge of Master Masons who was stationed in Boston. After the British departed, Prince Hall and his group formed their own Lodge, African Lodge #459. Hall later became the Grand Lodge first Grand Master. Now, Prince Hall Lodges loom successful all over the world. 
The diners applaud loudly; Diane goes to the mikes.
         DIANE SEGAL
(Radiant smile)
Hello out there. I’m Diane Segal, Treasurer of “FRAMX” and I bring you greetings from our president, Michelle Salon and all of our members. I know you’re having a marvelous time because I’ve noticed your inseparable bonding and the closeness of your waltzing. So give yourselves a round of applause.
All of the members and guests rise and applaud loudly. They sit back down.

diane segal
What the hell? Why not celebrate the first official love-fest between white women and African American men? After all, white men have celebrated their illicit love-fest with African American women since 1619; and they still have African American women swooning under their white, magnetic charm. So why shouldn’t white women and African American men initiate their own sexual marathon? So, let’s give ourselves another round of applause. 
Again, the members and guests leap from their seat and render a thunderous applause. They sit back down.

diane
(Stern)

Let me now give you an up-date on FRAMX’S activities. As you know, it has been six months since TV news producer Ed Seller was convicted of assaulting one of our members, Laura Dune and cameral-gal Cheryl Roth. Seller is now serving his sentence at Rikers Island. I’m happy to convey that since all FRAMX’S charter members were discharged from their craft as TV news reporters, they’re now employed as FRAMX’S executives. And as you may have heard, while we charter members were employed as reporters at the various TV news studios, we were also vigorously instrumental in eliminating volumes of racist stories on the six and eleventh o’clock news, regarding African American men. Ladies, now let’s grab the mantel of respect and love, while relishing and appreciating the commanding presence of these once prohibited mystery men of Alkebulan (Africa), who now pose as our honored guests. These adorable men will reign as the genesis of a jolting cultural renaissance, a quintessential bond, and these so-called forbidden black fruits are sure to ripen and lead us as burgeoning comptrollers and financials wizards of America’s vast affluent empire, at home and abroad. Thanks for your attentive ears and I now give you our secretary, Debra Moss.
debra moss
(Radiant grin)
Before we close, I want to emphasize something that many are you have perhaps failed to realize. Well, right now, I want you to look over there at that wall and into that assembly of TV cameras. Yes, tonight, America is witnessing a historic moment. For the first time in American history, a well design launching pad will serve to catapult the revised legacy of African American men on a journey into a lofty orbit, where the ornery display of Teflon racism has no meaningful grip. 

The audience rise and render a boisterous applause.

cont. debra
As we white women stand and serve as the support and footstools for this handsome assembly of suave, scholarly and yet to be celebrated African American men, I’m sure they’re primed to control the national wealth of this country, as prophesized in 1865 by slave Bertha Kemet, the last slave to be raped and murdered by a slave master.  And now, as you elegant couples sit there adoring each other with lust, I have a whopping surprise for all of you. On behalf of FRAMX, I’m privileged to advise that we’ve reserved rooms and suites for all of you upstairs. Now, as the band begins to play: “A Change is Gonna Come”, you may dismiss yourselves, venture upstairs, consummate your friendships, and awaken tomorrow to the strapping structure of a contemporary, interracial dynasty, ready to uproot America from its antiquated roots of unjust, inflexible customs. Good night.

As the band plays, “A Change is Gonna Come”, the noisy, laughing couples exit the dining area and venture to the banks of elevators. 

INT – FREEMEN HOTEL – SUITE #425 – NIGHT 

Michelle and Frederick lay in bed on their backs beneath the sheets. They’ve just finished making love. They chat.
michelle
(Smiling)

Fred, what a beautiful night we’re sharing; you’re the idea man I’ve sought all of my life.

                           frederick
Michelle, you’re the very woman I’ve desired. I find you to be a such a lovely woman; you’re easy to talk to; I’m not accustomed to that. I’m greatly moved by your elegance and overall sense of self. 
(Smiles broadly)
Madam President, I’m sure your subordinates saw many exceptional qualities in you; I’m sure that’s why they elected you as their leader.
                            michelle
Thanks, Fred that was very sweet of you. You know, Fred, beginning tomorrow, you’ll share leadership with me. 

(Laughs aloud)

Well, how do you like that, a black man and a white woman preparing to govern the wealth of America and shock the world in the process? How will the world react? I wonder! I wonder! I wonder! 

Fred rises and sits on the side of the bed; he faces Michelle.

frederick
Michelle, I’m not clear on something. Tell me, how do you propose to garner all of that wealth from the financial moguls and tycoons of the nation?

Michelle rises and sits next to Fred on the side of the bed. She looks into his eyes.
michelle
Fred my dear, FRAMX has thousands of members, all white women and most of them are saturated hefty fortunes. From their dues and contributions, FRAMX has quietly and secretly amassed billions of dollars. And Fred, don’t forget one essential piece of this puzzle. All of the wealth aggregated by wealthy, married white men is subject to close scrutiny by their unhappy, miserable wives. In most cases, these once promising marriages were consummated without prenuptial agreements. But as you will later witness, many of these love-starved wives have joined FRAMX for the purpose of meeting virile African American men. Thus, these love-sick divas are eager to abscond with their spouses’ wealth and share it with men of Alkebulan heritage. Fred, my dear, when I give the order and it will be soon, ninety percent of the nation’s personal wealth will lie immersed in FRAMX’S treasury.
Both laugh aloud. Fred embraces Michelle; they kiss passionately and ease beneath the sheets. 

INT – FREEMEN HOTEL – SUITE #426 – NIGHT 

Laura and Dred lay in bed kissing beneath the cover.
laura
(Smiling)

Dred, thanks for such a lovely evening and I can’t imagine this night evolving without your illustrious presence.

                           dred
(Smiling)
Laura, I’ve seen you reporting the news on TV many time, but I never dreamed I would be lucky enough to woo such a stunning celebrity as you. I really thought a foxy reporter like your self would be in the Hampton horsing around with those rich white boys.

                        laura
(Serious, shakes her head)
No honey, those rich white boys in the Hampton, jiving around on their little yachts and private planes are all a bunch of spoiled, boring, arrogant brats. They’re really not in my league. In fact, too many of them are gay. (Grabs Dred hands)
Dred, I’m looking for a man, a real man; I want you.
                         dred
Laura, my dear, I’m certainly elated to learn that you’re down to earth and are not swayed by wealth. Laura, this means you possess those moral characteristics which really attracts my sincere interest.

                        laura
You know, honey, I sense that we will evolve into a dynamic dual.

Dred pulls Laura close to him and kisses her passionately.
INT – FREEMEN HOTEL – SUITE #515 – NIGHT 
Benjamin lies in bed on his stomach in jockey shorts. Amy dons red panties and matching red bra; she’s in bed on her knees giving Ben a back massage.
amy
(Smiling)

Ben, your shoulders are so broad and muscular. You’re such a hunk of a man and tonight you displayed your sexual dexterity; I will forever treasure it. 
benjamin
(Laugh)

Thanks, Amy, I enjoyed your adoring love making as well. But you know, Amy, I must see you again. But there’s one thing troubling me and that is, you’re married. Do you feel the same as I? If so, what can we do? 
Amy suddenly stops massaging Ben’s back. She sits on the side of the bed, grabs a cigarette from the table and lights up; she inhales deeply and blows out the smoke. Ben turns over on his back and looks up at Amy.

amy
(Serious)
Ben, I no longer love my husband, Ed. In fact, he’s in prison, Rikers Island. He’s serving time for assaulting reporter Laura Dune and camera-gal Cheryl Roth and I’m divorcing him. But anyway, if you would like, although we’ve just met, I feel we can give romance a try and I would love to take a stab at it, because tonight you really impressed me, in many ways.
                           benjamin
(Sincere)

Well, Amy, my feeling is mutual; I adore you very much; so darling, let’s go for it.
Benjamin gets up, sits on the bed next to Amy and kisses her passionately. 

INT – FREEMEN HOTEL – SUITE #516 – NIGHT 

Ellen lies in bed under the sheets on top of Elijah. 

ellen
(Laughing) 

Elijah, I have never had so much fun in my life. I sincerely hope we will be an item after tonight. I happen to think we’ll make a handsome couple.

elijah
(Elated)

Ellen, this night was just marvelous. I would love being a part of your every joy in life. However, I must admit I’m married. 

(Ellen bows her head sadly) 

Hey there, lift up that pretty face and look at me. 
(Ellen looks up at Elijah) 
Hey dear, my divorce is final next week. 
(Ellen smiles broadly)

                           ellen
(Frowns)

Oh, Elijah, you frighten me so terribly. Oh, I must also come clean with you. You see, Elijah, I’m also married and I’ve filed for divorce, but I’m unaware when the decree will be rendered. But, regardless of my pending divorce, I still want to be a part of you. Honey, do you mine?

                          elijah
(Happy)

Ellen, single or divorce, it matters not to me. Darling, I think we were destined to be a couple and damit, that’s what we’re going to be.

Elijah turns Ellen over on her back; he climbs on top of her and plants a mighty kiss upon her lips.
          ONE YEAR LATER - MAY 19, 2029 
INT – GREENWICH VILLAGE – FRAMX ENTERPRISE – OFFICE – DAY
In their new, large posh office, Michelle sits at the head of a large long table holding a staff meeting. Her charter members sit happy along the sides, joined by their new companions and love interests: Frederick K. Douglass, Dred C. Scott, Nat J. Turner, Denmark T. Vesey, Gabriel A. Prosser and David L. Walker.
MICHELLE
(Sparkling)
Good morning gang this is an interesting day. Today, ladies, we will fly to the forty-eight states. Upon your arrival in your assigned first state, you’ll take your partner and charter a helicopter. Afterward, you will fly over your assigned states and point out to your guest, the vast parcel of prime property now owned by FRAMX. Okay, folks, let’s go, our limousines await us.

The couples hold hands and exit the building. 
EXT – THREE LIMOUSINES PARKED IN FRONT OF BUILDING – DAY

The happy couples enter three limousines. The limousines drive off. 

EXT – HELICOPTER FLIES OVER STATES – DAY 

Michelle sits behind the pilot and near the window; Frederick sits next to Michelle as she points to FRAMX’S vast parcel of prime real estate scattered over the states of Washington, Oregon, Michigan, Idaho, Montana, Minnesota, North and South Dakota.  
EXT – HELICOPTER FLIES OVER STATES – DAY 
Katie sits behind the pilot and near the window; Denmark sits next to Katie as she points to FRAMX’S vast parcel of prime real estate scattered over the states of New Jersey, Maryland, Delaware, Virginia, West Virginia, Ohio, Indiana, and Kentucky. 
EXT – HELICOPTER FLIES OVER STATES – DAY

Diane sits behind the pilot and near the window; Nat sits next to Diane as she points to FRAMX’S vast parcel of prime real estate scattered over the states of North Carolina, South Carolina, Georgia, Florida, Tennessee, Alabama, Mississippi and Louisiana.
EXT – HELICOPTER FLIES OVER STATES – DAY 
Laura sits behind the pilot and near the window; Dred sits next to Laura as she points to FRAMX’S vast parcel of prime real estate scattered over the states of California, Nevada, Utah, Arizona, Colorado, New Mexico, Oklahoma and Texas. 

        EXT – HELICOPTER FLIES OVER STATES – DAY 
Paula sits behind the pilot and near the window; Gabriel sits next to Paula as she points to FRAMX’S vast parcel of prime real estate scattered over the states of Iowa, Wisconsin, Illinois, Missouri, Arkansas, Kansas, Wyoming and Nebraska. 

EXT – HELICOPTER FLIES OVER STATES – DAY 
Debra sits behind the pilot and near the window; David sits next to Debra as she points to FRAMX’S vast parcel of prime real estate scattered over the states of Maine, Vermont, New Hampshire, Massachusetts, Rhodes Island, Connecticut, New York and Pennsylvania. 
INT – NEW YORK CITY – THIRSTY PUB – DAY 
In a run-down, dimly lit bar, an obese male bartender serves a few male patrons. In the rear, six angry TV news producers: George Gordon, Ed Sellers, Bob Turner, Ben Wright, Charles Levy and Todd Ross sit at a rear table whispering low as they gulp-down pitchers of beer.
ed seller
(Angry)
Okay, guys, we’re in this thing together! Our gotdam wives have divorced us and now they’re spending all of their time at FRAMX ENTERPRISE! I’ve heard that they’re screwing those niggers who are associated with FRAMX! Well we’re going to fix that!
Todd interrupts.

todd ross
(Stern)

Hey, Ed, I’ve learned that all FRAMX’S charter members and those niggers will be at their office at seven o’clock in the morning.

Ed reaches over and Shakes Todd hand.

ed
(Stern)

Thanks Todd, that’s good news; now, we can move the time up.

Ed stares at George Gordon.

ed
George, you’ve got the sticks, right?

George gestures with his raised right fist.

george gordon
(Stern)

You damn right! I got the dynamite; it’s in my car trunk!
Ed glares at Bob Turner.

ed
What about you, Bob, are the getaway cars ready?

Bob gives a slight sneer.

bob turner
Yeah, Ed, they’re both ready and raring to go.

Ed looks at Ben Wright, Charles Levy and Todd Ross.

ed
Ben, Charles and Todd, you guys will serve as our lookouts. Now, Okay guys listen up! We’ll meet tomorrow morning at eight o’clock down the street from FRAMX ENTERPRISE. And, fellows, be punctual; I don’t want any bullshit from none of you! Less get the hell out of here!

Ed leads his crew out the door. 
                    NEXT MORNING 
EXT – FRAMX ENTERPRISE – STREET – MORNING 
As a slow, drizzling rain dampen the streets, Ben, Charles and Todd pace back and forth on the sidewalk near FRAMX ENTERPRISE. Two black cars are parked down the street. Suddenly, Ed, Bob and George race from FRAMX ENTERPRISE building. They run towards the two parked black cars, closely trailed by Ben, Charles and Todd. They dash into both cars and speed away as screeching tires disturb the morning quietness. 
A loud boom is heard. FRAMX ENTERPRISE, a two story office building slowly crumbles to the ground. A plume of thick, black smoke pours from the twisted rubbish and metal, as pockets of fires rages stubbornly about. Shrill sounds of emergency vehicles’ sirens are heard approaching. Soon fire engines and police squad cars with flashing lights descend upon the chaotic scene. Immediately, eager firefighters have their hose trained on the smoldering rubbish. As a large crowd begins to gather, squads of white Police detectives and fire marshals probe about the charred debris and commence their investigation. Fire marshal Bill Kelly speaks to a group of investigators. 

                           fire marshal bill kelly
(Sarcastic)

Hey, what do you know, someone blasted the building of the nigger lovers.

                           detecive Roy Sears
Oh, is this the FRAMX Building?

They all look at sears and laugh aloud.

FIRE marshal bill kelly
It was. Yes, those former white female reporters once owned this junk pile.

                           fire marshal curtis peters
(Agitated)

Well, I’m elated someone demolished their office. I hope it put those bitches out of business!
                          detective Jay young
Oh, I’m sure they’re heavily insured.

                           FIRE MARSHAL bill kelly
But you must ask this critical question, will their insurance company honor their policy? Who knows, maybe the ladies blasted their own building or had it done by others.

                          fire marshal peters
(Testy)
Guys, the captain assigned this case to me and I don’t like those nigger lovers. So, I’ll investigate and I’ll try to link those nigger lovers to the explosion of their own building. I think they probably had one of those spooks from Harlem to annihilate their office.
Peters looks at the other investigators.

detective young
I don’t know, let’s simply stall the investigation and let it languish in the cold case squad. Do we all agree?

All of the investigations look cautiously at each other and gradually nod their heads in accord.

fire marshal peters
Alright, guys, the cold case squad it will be. And remember, this secret will remain with us, in our faithful breast.

INT – FREEMEN HOTEL – BOARDROOM – EVENING 

Vice President Laura Dune presides in the absent of President Michelle Salon. All of the executive members are present, including the African American men.

LAURA
(Serious expression)
Good evening. Michelle is not feeling well and I’m presiding in her stead. Now, I’m sure all of you heard that our office exist no more. According to my sources our building was completely leveled by a dynamite blast. At this juncture, authority has no suspects. But I spoke to Michelle earlier and she’s convinced it doesn’t take a wizard to determine who destroyed our building. She further conveyed she will soon release the names of the suspects.
                NEXT MORNING JUNE 18, 2030
INT – FREEMEN HOTEL – AUDITORIUM – MORNING 
Michelle stands on the podium before a bank of microphones. All of her executive officers and their African American cronies sit among them. Thousands of unmarried FRAMX’S members and a plethora of African American men fill every seat in the auditorium. Thousands of married FRAMX’S members and African American men stand on line outside, waiting to gain entrance.
Michelle speaks to the group inside.
michelle
(Cries, wipes her eyes with tissue) 
I want to extend greetings to all FRAMX’S members and their guests. As you know, our building was annihilated by person or persons, they say are unknown. But our adversaries can’t stem FRAMX’S progress because God is on our side. Even if they elect to destroy all of our buildings, it won’t matter, because we would simply hold our conclaves in the forest of Eden; so we would feel right at home, because we all were created in the forest of Eden.
           CONT. MICHELLE

Now, folks, it’s financial time; this is the eve before personal reparation or the turning over of all FRAMX’S asset to our faithful descendants of Alkebulan. 
(Points to a plethora of tables) 
All of those tables are manned by our very able tellers. In a few minutes, you’ll be requested to venture over to those tellers and donate to the worthy cause of repaying these gracious men for the irreparable damages thrust upon their ancestors’ bodies and souls by your demonic ancestors. But at the moment, let me introduce to you some female descendants of slave masters, escorted by male descendents of slaves. 

The audience rise and applaud wildly as vice president Laura Dune relieves Michelle.
                            laura
As I call your names, please come up front and stand in front of the podium. Okay, here we go. First, we have Beverly Franklin, a descendant of Benjamin Franklin; Beverly is escorted by Granville P. Woods, a descendent of slave Granville Woods.

Granville escorts Beverly in front of the podium.

laura
Next, we have Joyce Adams, a descendant of John Adams; Joyce is escorted by Andrew C. Harris, a descendant of slave Andrew Harris.
Andrew escorts Joyce in front of the podium.

laura
We have Mary Hancock, a descendant of John Hancock; Mary is escorted by Martin P. Delaney, a descendant of slave Martin Delaney.

Martin escorts Mary in front of the podium.

laura
Now Peggy Jefferson, a descendant of Thomas Jefferson; Peggy is escorted by Charles K. Langston, a descendant of slave Charles Langston.

Charles escorts Peggy in front of the podium.

laura
Tina Adams, a descendant of Samuel Adams; Tina is escorted by Henry O. Foster, a descendant of slave Henry Foster.

Henry escorts Tina in front of the podium.

laura
Let’s go with Delores Madison, a descendant of James Madison; Delores is escorted by David B. Ruggles, a descendant of slave David Ruggles.
David escorts Delores in front of the podium.

laura
We’re looking at Francis Washington, a descendant of George Washington; Francis is escorted by Charles C. Redmond, a descendant of slave Charles Redmond.

Charles escorts Francis in front of the podium.

laura
Last for this group, we have Carol Hamilton, a descendant of Alexander Hamilton; Carol is escorted by Charles W. Gardner, a descendant of slave Charles Gardner.

Charles escorts Carol in front of the podium.

laura
I think Beverly Franklin has some comments to render on behalf of all female descendants of slave masters. Beverly, if you will.
A man brings a hand-mike and gives it to Beverly.

beverly
Hello everyone, let me said I had a conversation with many of the white female descendants of slave masters. I can wholeheartedly say we apologize for the tortures, sexual molestations, deprivations, lashing, impregnations, rapes and lynching heinously committed by our despicable, founding fathers. Many white men habitually disavow all semblances of guilt derived from their ancient fathers. But we pious white women know these heartless white men share the same racial hatred as their ancient fathers and they rather continue wallowing in the habitual damnations of lies and denials. They’re privileged white men and we’re privileged white women. But hell, it’s time to give back and that’s why we eight, unmarried white women, feel compelled to surrender our wealth to African American men in the moral form of personal reparation: eight million dollars. Thanks very much.
The smiling gentlemen escort the women to the tables where they deposit their donation with the various tellers. 

                  MANY HOURS LATER 
INT – FREEMEN HOTEL – AUDITORIUM – EVENING 
Now all of the seats of the huge auditorium are filled with married FRAMX’S members and African American men. Katie Coker assumes the podium and addresses the radiant audience.
katie coker
(Radiant smile) 
Greetings and wow what a lovely integrated audience we have. You’re just as picturesque as the Thomas Jefferson era, with just one huge discernable distinction, all of the women are whites and their counterparts are black. 
(The audience laughs wildly and applauds) 
Okay, earlier today we had those young, perky, single women and they contributed handsomely. So, are you mature housewives going to hoard your billions beneath your mattresses or are you going to demonstrate that you’re more charitable than a bunch of young whippersnappers? Okay, now is the time of reckoning. Before you go over to our tellers at the various tables, one of America’s wealthiest women, Mrs. Pamela Walgates will offer a few remarks. Mrs. Walgates, if you please.
                         mrs. pamela walgates
(Stern)

Thanks, Katie. Good evening, I’m Pamela Walgates, one of the most affluent women in America. But because of my stained legacy and the ruthlessness of my founding fathers, I can’t attend church each Sunday morning like our American President and assume I have a monopoly on God’s blessing. I’m living a sinful, privileged lifestyle primary based upon the downtrodden moans and groans of African slaves’ labor. 
        CONT. PAMELA WALGATES

As I peer out into the audience, I can hardly look their descendants in their eyes. Since our malevolent, founding fathers have decimated Native Americans, I say to all white aristocrats, let’s do God’s will and financially trade places with the descendants of those, whom our malicious fathers have scorned and subjugated. Then, you can attend church services each Sunday mornings and later peer into the mirror without recognizing a hypocrite. Thanks, and now I’m going over to the tellers and deposit fifty million dollars to a worthy cause and I’ll see God on Sunday morning with a purified heart; can you emulate my feat? Thank you again.
Mrs. Walgates walks with a smile to her seat, extends her hand to her date, Mr. Samuel K. Cornish, who escorts Mrs. Walgates to the tellers, where she gives a fifty-million- dollar check to the teller. The audience leaps from their seat emitting a loud, boisterous applause.  Other affluent women get in line and follow Mrs. Walgates.  
                  NEXT DAY JUNE 19, 2030 
INT – CENTRAL PARK – MIDDAY 

Michelle stands on a podium before a bevy of microphones. Her officers sit behind her with their African American mates. TV cameras and news reporters blanket the area. Thousands of FRAMX’ members sit attentively in folding chairs.
MICHELLE
(Hearty laugh)

I bid greetings to my membership and hello to America. This is FRAMX’S day of reckoning, June 19, 2030; the very day, which Bertha Kemet, the last slave raped and murdered by a slave master, prophesized as doom day for the white man’s financial control of America’s wealth. As I speak, African American men, descendants of slaves, control the lion share of America’s wealth.
As the TV camera roll, they focus on the thousands of African American men who leap to their feet shouting with glee, joined by thousands of white women. Paula relieves Michelle at the podium.
PAULA
(Grinning)

Hello out there. I want to thank all of FRAMX’S courageous females, who were instrumental in catapulting African American men in the driver’s seat, whereas they can now objectively control their own destiny without the selfish and arrogant inhibition of the sons of slave masters. FRAMX members will celebrate tonight in the capital of each state, except Alaska and Hawaii. The fight is not over because these brainy African Americans know the vindictive losers will vehemently seek revenge and attempt to reclaim the wealth currently held by its rightful owners.
The audience boos loudly; Diane relieves Paula.
                           Diane
(Stern)

White women from some of the most posh communities in the nation help alter the financial landscape in the nation. Such communities as Aspen, CO, Jupiter Island, FL, Rolling Hills, CA, Atherton, CA, Matinecock, NY, Hillsborough, CA, Belvedere, CA, Rancho Santa Fe, CA, Los Altos Hills, CA, Snowmass Village, CO, Purchase CO, San Points, NY, Saddle River, NJ, Kenilworth, IL, Hunting Valley, OH, Bloomfield Hills, MI, Greenwich, CT, and Palm Beach, FL, to name a few. I’ll grant you, even many whites have never heard of these docile, affluent cities.
Katie relieves Diane.

         KATIE 

(Stern)

Yes folks, on the six o’clock news, you’ll see a plethora of white moguls who’ve learned that their financial cupboard is bare. So, they will sue their wives who’ve depleted their treasury and donated it to the personal reparation funds for African American men. Thus, it seems to FRAMX that the U.S. Supreme court will have to preside over two controversial cases: Reparation for African Americans to be withdrawn from the U.S. treasury and white tycoons suing to reclaim their personal, missing funds from African American men.  Before closing, FRAMX members would like to inform New York City’s inept Police Detectives and Fire Marshals that we’re convinced our following adversaries destroyed our office building: Ed seller, George Gordon, Bob Turner, Ben Wright, Charles levy and Todd Ross. Now that we’ve given you the suspects names, go and investigate the crime.
A sudden platoon of black clouds appear over Central Park; thunder clouts jolt the terrain; sharp lighting bolts ricochet off the trees, as a heavy downpour drench the fleeing crowd.
       INT – NEW YORK CITY – NAT TV NEWS STUDIO – EVENING 

News correspondent Ken Brady sits at his desk preparing to render the six o’clock news.

KEN BRADY
Good evening, I’m Ken Brady, NAT TV news correspondent reporting. We have breaking news emanating from basically every city in the nation. This is the 165th anniversary of the end of slavery in the United States. On that day of great magnitude, all black slaves were freed.
            CONT. KEN BRADY

But more astonishing, it was a day which commenced a gradual financial descent for white financial lords. On that critical day, In Galvaston Texas, slave Bertha Kemet was the last slave raped and murdered by her slave master. Her husband was also slain. As Bertha laid dying in an old fishing shed, Bertha glared at her rapist and killer, Chet Legree and prophesized the stock market crash of 1929 and white men lost of financial control in 2030. Well, we know of the stock market crash of 1929, and well, it seems that Bertha’s predictions were on target on both accounts. Now, across the nation, wealthy, white men have discovered that their wives, mistresses and lady friends have stolen trillions of dollars in cash from them and have converted trillions into stocks and bonds. Sources reveal that these charitable women donated all of their stolen assets to a private reparation fund for African American men, setup and controlled by FRAMX. We go now to some of the wealthiest cities in the country, where our reporters file these reports.
       EXT – ASPEN COLORADO – POLICE PRECINCT – EVENING

SUE BRIDGES
I’m NAT TV news correspondent Sue Bridges, here in Aspen Colorado you’re observing angry billionaire John Duford and his Attorney, as they enter the local police precinct to file grand larceny charges against his wife Claudia and her African American mate, William T. Brown.

EXT – JUPITER ISLAND FLORIDA – POLICE PRECINCT – EVENING

John Duford and his Attorney enter local police precinct.

Floyd Rowan
I’m NAT TV news correspondent Floyd Rowan. One of American wealthiest tycoon, Michael Biltrock leaves Jupiter Island Florida’s local police precinct after filing grand larceny charges against his wife Sarah and her African American mate, William O. DAY.
Michael Biltrock exits the precinct.

EXT – ROLLING HILLS CALIFORNIA – POLICE PRECINCT – EVENING

TROY WOODS
I’m NAT TV news correspondent Troy Woods reporting live form one of the most affluent communities in the nation, Rolling Hills California. I’m standing in front of the Rolling Hills police Precinct, as billionaire Sam Waltermen enter the precinct with his Attorney, to file grand larceny charges against his wife Trudy and her African American mate, James C. Forten.

Sam Watermen and his Attorney enter the precinct.
       INT – NEW YORK CITY – NAT TV NEWS STUDIO – EVENING
ken brady
These awful scenes are repeated throughout the country in such prosperous communities as Atherton California, Belvedere California, Snowmass Village Colorado, Sands Point New York, Saddle River New Jersey, Alpine New Jersey, Kenilworth Illinois, New York City, Hunting Valley Ohio, Gulf Stream Florida, Bloomfield Michigan, Greenwich Connecticut and similar posh cities of the rich and famous.  
          CONT. KEN BRADY

Another link to this poignant developing saga, we’ve just learned that due to depleted accounts of most major investors, Wall Street and other national brokerage will be closed tomorrow, a grim reminder of “Black Tuesday”, the horrific stock market crash of 1929. We know that Bertha Hemet, the last slave raped and murdered by her slave master, looms now as one of the greatest prophet of all time.  Hold on, we have another developing story; we’ll join NAT news reporter Daisy Forest in downtown Manhattan, at the first police precinct.
EXT – NEW YORK CITY – FIRST POLICE PRECINCT – EVENING
 Reporter Daisy Forest stands before a TV camera ready to broadcast live. 
daisy forest
I’m NAT TV news reporter Daisy forest reporting live from the first police precinct in lower Manhattan. Regarding that recent bombing at FRAMX’S office building, police detectives have arrested and charged six TV news producers with arson. Sources tell us that the six TV news producers were once supervisors of FRAMX’S executive officers, when the women worked as news reporters.
Police Officers escort the following handcuffed news producers into the police precinct: Ed seller, George Gordon, Bob Turner, Ben Wright, Charles Levy and Todd Ross.
        INT – GOLDEN CALF NIGHTCLUB – NIGHT 
FRAMX’S executives celebrate at the Golden Calf nightclub.  At a large table, Michelle, Katie, Diane, Paula, Laura and Debra sit celebrating and entertaining their dates: Frederick, Dred, Nat, Denmark, Gabriel and David.
INT - GOLDEN CALF NIGHTCLUB – NIGHT 
Sitting and celebrating at another large table are Mrs. Mary Hancock, Mrs. Peggy Jefferson, Mrs. Francis Washington, Mrs. Ellen Turner, Mrs. Amy seller and Mrs. Reba Gordon. The ladies entertain their dates: Martin P. Delaney, Charles K. Langston, Charles C. Redmond, Elijah S. MacCoy, Benjamin V. Banneker and Prince B. Hall. As the club prepares to close Michelle sprints onto the stage and render an impromptu speech to the surprised patrons. 

michelle
To all of you snooping, white newspaper reporters loitering about, I have a bombshell of a story for your readers. It’s our confession. Once again, let it be known across America, that all of us executive women of FRAMX ENTERPRISE have black blood flowing through our veins and we’re peroxide blonds. In reality, we, the executive officers of FRAMX, share dual ethnic identities: ebony and ivory. We’ve thrived and excelled in our craft by masquerading as white blonds. To all pretentious supreme beings of America, throughout this vast nation, in every state, county, city, town and hamlet, thousands of light complexion women, imbued with one drop of black blood are posing as white women. Yes, and I boast, we, the women of FRAMX, nationwide, have successfully penetrated your sanctimonious wall of arrogance and burst your delicate bubbles of ethnic supremacy. So finally, master, in the future, after you’ve mated with a perceived Anglo Saxon woman, will you be sure you’re not the sire of mulatto children permeated with stain blood? Do you remember the one drop rule, devised to deride African Americans? Well, watch out! It’s contagious! Thus, I rest my case. Good night.
Michelle walks rapidly from the stage with a wide grin plastered upon her face. Loud, boisterous cheers erupt from the jubilant patrons. The entire club of joyful patrons, rise from their seat and dance slowly to soft music, as the nightclub’s lights fade dims.

                               FADE OUT
                       THE END
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