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FADE I N

EXT. MLL'S POND, CGECRG A- SPRI NG 1935

EXT. MAIN STREET

Hustl e and bustle of a snal

Sat ur day norni ng.

SAVANNAH (V. Q)
From a young age | had al ways
considered MIIl’s Pond nmy own
private fiefdom Undoubtedly this
was due to the fact that ny famly
at one time had the distinction of
bei ng the weal thiest | andowners in
all of Basconb County. This belief
also led nme to conclude that ny
fam ly, and by consequence our
smal | conmunity, was immune to the
slings and arrows of the outside
world...l was wong.

EXT. RAMBLI NG OLD MANSI ON

Stately col unmed hone

I NT. PRI CE HOUSE/ KI TCHEN

Sout hern town on a beauti ful

SELMA BROPHI E, bl ack, early
house, stands by the stove,
a short order cook

REYNOLDS PRICE, mid 40's, di
wal ks in, briefcase in hand.

50’ s, housekeeper and wonan of the
flipping eggs with the dexterity of

stingui shed attorney and w dower,

SELMA

| made you eggs,
just the way you

Sunny si de up,

M. Reynol ds.

like it. The bacon will be al ong

shortly. 1’1l get you coffee.
REYNOLDS

I"mafraid | shall have to pass,

Selma. | have a neeting this

norning with Byron Lee.

SELMVA

That
tinme for

Reynol ds hesit at es.

robber baron? Surely you got
one cup.

REYNOLDS

One cup.



Selma grins to herself as Reynolds sits.
| NT. BEDROOM SAME TI ME

SAVANNAH PRI CE, 10, precocious tonboy, puts on a shirt and
overalls.

Sel ma enters and frowns.

SELMA
Hol d on, M ss Savannah. Did you
wash between t hem ears?

SAVANNAH
It’s Saturday. How cone | still
have to wash?

SELMA
It’s Saturday. How cone | still
have to cook?

Savannah exits as Sel ma nakes Savannah’'s bed.

SELMA ( CONT.)
When | was your age by this tine
I’d m|ked the cows, fed the
chi ckens, baked two appl e pies and
three | oaves of bread.

Savannah runs in, grabs a sweater and attenpts to bypass Sel ng,
but the ol der woman grabs her by the overalls.

SELMA ( CONT.)
You ain’t stepping foot outside
this house until | fix your hair.

Sel ma takes a brush fromthe bureau and begi ns briskly brushing
Savannah’s | ong tresses.

SAVANNAH
Not so hard. That hurt.

SELMA
If you don’t stop squirming |I’'m
gonna have Booker use you for
crawfish bait.

Sel ma starts braiding.

SAVANNAH
| wish Daddy would |l et ne cut ny
hair. It don’t do me no good.



SELMA
Bite your tongue. In this life your
beauty is your calling card.

SAVANNAH
Daddy says it’s brains.

SELMA
Your Daddy mi ght be the snartest
man i n Basconb County but he sure
is the ugliest.

SAVANNAH
Sel ma, do you think Daddy will ever
get married agai n?

SELMA
He better. This old house is crying
out for babies. That woul d knock
you down a peg or two. W need new

bl ood.

SAVANNAH
| thought you said he needed a
wife.

SELMA

M. Reynolds is what the | adies
call an eligible gentleman of a
certain age.

SAVANNAH
You just said he was ugly.

SELMA
Being ugly has nothing to do with
bei ng eligible. Your Daddy has
character.

SAVANNAH
What ki nd of woman do you think
Daddy should nmarry?

SELMA
She’s got to be pretty like your
late Mormma. Smart too. Wth wi de
hi ps.

SAVANNAH
Mary Ell en Pincher?

Sel ma SNORTS.



SELMA
The wonman wal ks |i ke a duck and
| aughs i ke a hyena.

SAVANNAH
How about M I1licent Hawt horn?

SELMA
| said smart. M ss Hawt horn can’t
even spell her own nane.

SAVANNAH
Charlotte Atwill?

Sel ma SI GHS. Savannah takes this to nmean that Charlotte is a
seri ous contender.

SELMA
Mss Atwill conmes from good stock
and she’s gonna cone into a heap of
noney when her Daddy kicks the
bucket .

SAVANNAH
Daddy doesn’t care about noney.

SELMA
Si nce when? What do you think keeps
this house going and your belly
fromgrowing?

Savannah stares into the mrror.

SAVANNAH
Am | beautiful |ike my Momm?

SELMA
Graci ous no. You take after your
Daddy, all |egs and bones.

SAVANNAH
Good. | don’'t want to be a girl. |
want to be a boy.

Sel ma LAUGHS.

SELMA
Child, one day you'll be thankful
you’' re not, maybe sooner than you
t hi nk. \What about Master WI I
Arthur? He wal ked you home just the
ot her day.

Savannah nmakes a face.



SAVANNAH
WIIl? Yuck. He’'s got lips like a
bul | frog.

SELMA
Even frogs turn into princes.
There. At |east now you | ook
present abl e.

SAVANNAH
Show me Monma’ s ring. Please?

SELMA
| don't have tine for such
nonsense. | still have to do the
wash before we go to town----oh
all right.

Sel ma exits; Savannah fl ops down on the bed.

Selma returns holding a small black box, which she hands to
Savannah. Savannah opens the box and admires an enerald and
di anond ring.

SAVANNAH
It’s so shiny.

SELMA
Looks like glass to ne.

SAVANNAH
Daddy says this ring is going to be
nm ne one day.

SELMA
When you get married just |ike your
Momra and her Moma before her.

SAVANNAH
Daddy ought to save hinself the
trouble and give it to me now

Sel ma takes the box and snaps it shut.

SELMA
You're too uppity for your own
good, M ss Savannah. One of these
days that smart nouth of yours is
going to land you in hot water. Now
et nme do ny work in peace.

Savannah runs out of the room and down the stairs.



SAVANNAH (V. Q)
I had no idea just how prescient
Selma’s words would turn out to be.

I NT. PICK UP TRUCK- LATER

Sel ma dressed in her Sunday best; she sits beside her husband,
the stately BOOKER, the Price househol d’ s handynan, as he
drives. His shirt is buttoned to the neck, even though it's
mld. He has an air of nelancholy, even when he smiles, which is
of t en.

Savannah sits in the open cab.

SAVANNAH (V. Q)
| had never heard Booker Brophie
utter a single word and | knew of
no one who had. It was runored that
Booker had suffered a grievous
injury to his vocal cords, the
nature of which renai ned uncl ear
and whi ch was the subject of nuch
wild and devilish specul ation
anongst us young fol k.

EXT. MAI N STREET- LATER

The truck pulls along a row of stores.

I NT. PICK-UP TRUCK

Savannah stands by the car as Sel na hands her some change.

SELMA
W' || pick you up at the grain
store at three o’ clock. And | don’t
want you | ol lygaggi ng around with
that trash Aaron Thi bodeux.

SAVANNAH
Yes, ma’' am

The truck pulls away. Savannah | ooks up at the store directly in
front of her, shielding her eyes as she reads the gil ded sign of
The Mercantile & Cotton Exchange.

| NT. MERCANTILE & COTTON EXCHANGE
Typi cal general store that sells everything frompenny candy to

weddi ng dresses. As Savannah enters she spots her school chuns
W LL ARTHUR and | KE KI NGSLEY by the counter



SAVANNAH
Hey, WII, IKke.

doi ng?

W LL

What you boys

W' re deciding on what to get

t oday,

SAVANNAH
|"m partial
[ 11
got two cents.

| KE
|’ ve got one.

W LL
And |’ve got five.

The store’'s clerk,
t hem

the courtly,

ELKI N
How may |
gl ori ous afternoon?

As Savannah, W/ |
enters the store and approaches

and | ke discuss their options,

bl ack or cherry licorice.

to cherry nyself but
take black in a pinch.

|’ ve

We're rich.

m ddl e-aged THOVAS ELKI N, greets

be of service this

a young wonan
This is LOU SA CARMODY
n dress and deneanor .

El ki n.

early 30's, a Northerner of pla
ELKI N ( CONT.)
Good day, nm’am
LOU SA

Good day. Are you the proprietor of

this establishnent?

ELKI N
No,

| be of assistance?

Havi ng made t heir deci sion,
Loui sa.

LU SA

I’m M ss Loui sa Car nody.
to stay with ny cousins,

Whi tehal | s----
ELKI N

Savannah, W/ I

that would be M. O enstein,
and he’s presently unavail abl e.

May

and | ke stand behi nd

|’ve come
The

| know themvery well.



LOUI SA
I’ m | ooking for enploynment as a
governess or tutor. |’ve been
advi sed that M. Orenstein mght be
able to help nme. I was nost
recently in the enploy of The
Crui kshanks of Boston. My
ref erences----

Loui sa hands a letter to Elkin. A shadow falls behi nd Savannah;
she turns around and sees AARON THI BODEUX. Aaron wears tattered
overalls and is barefoot.

AARON

What are you crybabies up to?
SAVANNAH

You stay away fromus, Aaron. |'m

war ni ng you

AARON
You can't tell nme what to do. CQuess
what ? My Pa’ s back.

SAVANNAH
| thought your Daddy went away.

Aaron eyes a penny-filled jar on the counter.

AARON
That ki ke. | bet he’s got |ots of
penni es stashed away. Dollars, too.
My Pa says we should put all them
hym es on a ship and sink it in the
m ddl e of the Gulf of Mexico.

W1l and I ke seem unperturbed but Savannah knows an insult when
she hears one.

SAVANNAH
You take that back about M.
Or enst ei n.

AARON
Make ne.

Savannah pushes Aaron and his el bow hits the penny-filled jar.
The jar falls onto the floor; glass shatters and pennies rol
every which way.

ELKI N
Hey now



Aaron, WIIl and lke run away, Elkin in hot pursuit.

Loui sa pick up the pennies.

Monments |later, Elkin returns.

SAVANNAH
|"msorry about the jar, M. Elkin.
LOU SA
It wasn't this child s fault, that
bully was taunting her. 1’'d be

happy to pay for the danages.

ELKI N
That won’t be necessary, M ss
Carnody. M ss Savannah is well
known around here.

Loui sa of fers a handful of pennies to Elkin.

LOU SA
You will see to it that M.
Orenstein receives ny letter?

ELKI N
Directly, ma am

LOU SA
(to Savannah)
In the future, young lady, |I’'d
choose a better caliber of friend
to associate with. If you run with
wol ves, you m ght be thought of as
one.

Loui sa exits.

Savannah and

Savannah puts nore change on the counter as Elkin gives her a

stern | ook.

ELKI N
Cone with ne, Mss Price. | think
you' d better see M. Orenstein.



