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FADE | N:
EXT. BROOKLYN NEI GHBORHOOD - NI GHT

A blizzard--a "white out"--nearly obliterating the four-story
brownst one apartnents. Cars are snothered in deep snow.

| NT. BROWNSTONE APARTMENT - COREY'S BEDROOM - NI GHT -
PRESENT

The roomis a ness. Cothes on the floor, toys are
ever ywhere.

The walls are covered with pictures of fanpbus African-Anerican
basebal | and football heroes.

Ei ght year-old African Anerican COREY JOHNSON, wi th paj ama
bottons and a Yankee jersey, runs into the room junps in
the bed and pulls the covers over his head.

Corey's grandfather, SKIP JOHNSON 75 years, walks in slowy
with a book in his hand. He stops by the dresser and | ooks...

At a picture of his son dressed in a mlitary uniform A
smle cones to his face but quickly fades when he | ooks around
t he di sastrous room

He yanks the covers off Corey and points.

SKI P
Boy, if you don't get your tail up
and clean this room Don't try to
play like you sleep 'cause | know
you ain't.

He grabs Corey's nose.

SKI P ( CONT' D)
And take that stinking jersey off
boy, it's nusty; you know better
t han that Corey.

Smling, Corey sits up. Takes off the jersey and throws it
on a pile of clothes on the floor.

SKI P ( CONT' D)
(shaki ng his head)
Boy you just straight pitiful. Your
grandnot her see this dunp, she gonna
kill you.

Skip picks up a black winkled suit on the edge of the bed.
He sniffs it.



SKI P ( CONT' D)
Lord, wll you look at this, | bet
this suit ain't even seen an iron.
O a washing nmachine. Corey don't
you know you got church tonorrow,
son, and this the only suit you
brought from honme--you better get up
and wash this.

COREY
Conme on granddad, stop trippin'. |
can do all of that in the norning.
(reaching out to grab
t he book)
| wanna hear the story first.

Skip pulls back -- slaps Corey's hand.

SKI P
Whoa Boy! Ain't your nomma teaching
you sone decency and respect down
there in Georgia; you gotta rude
streak in you boy...

Corey goes to speak, but Skip raises a finger to silence
hi m

SKI P ( CONT' D)
And don't try to defend her, the
apple don't fall too far fromthe
tree, you know?
(chuckl i ng)
Sout hern hospitality ny foot.

Corey reaches over and grabs the picture of the mlitary man
fromthe dresser

COREY
Let her tell it, | get it fromny
dad.

Skip snatches the photo from Corey's hand -- puts it back.

SKI P
Naw, that ain't fromthe Johnson
side, tell her to check herself,
now. All ny boys was raised with
manner s.

Corey |l aughs and reaches for the book. He gazes at the title:
August Sweeney: Monster Barber of Harlem



COREY
(f rowni ng)
August Sweeney: The Monster Barber
of Harlem The title sounds creepy.
Is it a horror story? 'Cause | don't
i ke horror stories, granddad, they
gi ve ne ni ght mares.

Ski p snatches the book back.

SKI P
Didn't anybody ever teach you not to
judge a book by it's cover?

(pause)

Who said anything about it being a
horror story, huh? 1It's a story
about a life that woul d be
characterized as bad for a Season
but not forever.

Pause. Then Corey shrugs and folds his arns trying to act
t ough.

COREY
| don't care. I'mover it-- | can
handl e anything. |1'ma soldier!
Li ke ny dad!
SKI P
(1 aughi ng)
Vll, | can't argue with that, you're

a Johnson boy, and all Johnson boys
grow up to be Johnson nen and al
Johnson nen becone. .

SKI P AND COREY
Johnson sol di ers!

SKI P
(1 aughi ng)
I[t's in our DNA

COREY
(exci ted)
Is there a soldier in the story?

SKI P
(1 aughi ng)
Maybe there is?

He puts his glasses on -- opens the book to read.
SKI P ( CONT' D)

Maybe there isn't.
( MORE)



SKI P ( CONT' D)
Once upon a tine during a very hot
sumer there seened to be a darkness
t hat descended upon Harlem ..

EXT. HARLEM - NEI GHBORHOOD - EVENI NG
In the b.g. are rows of old townhouses.

On the sidewal k, three African-Anerican G RLS play hopscotch
whil e an African Anerican boy, DONTAVI QUS SWEENEY (12), al ong
wth five pre-teen African-Anmerican BOYS throw a football.

A dark nysterious cloud blocks the sun. One of the girls
pl ayi ng hopscotch stops and | ooks while the others continue

pl ayi ng.
Dont avi ous stops playing and | ooks up into the sky.

SKIP (V.0QO)
But it was a darkness that few could
see...one of these few was a young
boy by the nane of Dontavi ous
Sweeney. . .

All the teen boys gather behind Dontavious while the little
girl cones beside himto | ook at the sky.

TEEN BOY#1
Yo, Dontay--what ya'll two | ooking
at ?

EXT. FRONT OF CHURCH - SAME

PASTOR THOVAS RUSSELL (|l ate 40s) descends fromthe steps to
| ook at the dark cl oud.

Bystanders on the street and sidewal k stop, | ook at Pastor
Russell, then | ook at the sky and back at Pastor Russell.
Their facial expressions spell; Wat in the world is he

| ooki ng at?

SKIP (V.Q)
But the cloud was only a sign of the
evil that was about infringe upon
the community, and it was during
this time that the strangest things
began to happen...

Past or Thomas watches as part of the cloud cones down and
rest over the Sweeney Styles & Cuts Barbershop. The door
flings open, and a smling African-Anmerican man, AUGUST
SWEENEY, |ate 50s, wal ks out with a broom



SKIP (V.QO.) (CONT' D)

Part of the happening was the uncle
of Dontavious, a man by the nane of
August Sweeney. Hi s skin was brown
and his eyes were full of frown; he
shaved the faces of gentlenen from
all around town who thereafter were
never found...

August | ooks across the street and sees...

Two young AFRI CAN- AMERI CAN drug deal ers openly passing cocai ne
to each other in a small zip | ock bag.

SKIP (V.Q. ) (CONT' D)
H s voice was soft, his manner m | d.
He sel dom | aughed but he often sm | ed.

At this sight of this wong, Sweeney's face slowy fades
froma smle to a frown.

SKIP (V.QO.) (CONT' D)
He' d seen how civilized nen behave.
He never forgot and he never ever
forgave

EXT. STREET - MORNI NG

A young cryi ng AFRI CAN- AVERI CAN WOMVAN st apl es a m ssing person
poster of one of the young drug dealers #1. She | ooks across
the street to ..

See OTHER weepi ng AFRI CAN- AMERI CAN wonen pass out m ssing
poster fliers of young drug dealer # 2 to people wal ki ng by.
Sone show concern, sone | ook at the posters and spit on it,
others throw themon the ground, and a few toss theminto
the trash can.

August Sweeney, standing agai nst his shop sipping coffee,
gives an eerie smle against the madness on the streets.

He turns his head across the street to see...
EXT. ACROSS THE STREET - SAME

The stern face of an African-Anerican nman, | CHABOD WASHI NGTON
(60s), strolling down the side walk. His attire clearly out
of the 1920s Harl em Renai ssance period. He wears a green
hi gh fashion three piece Zoot suit, pinp cane and white high
fashi on shoes.

Behind himtrail five African- American CH LDREN, ages 9-16.
All dressed in attire fromthe roaring twenties era. The
boys wear short pants with knee |l ength socks and the girls
are dressed in a one piece snock dress.



Each face displays a | ook of fear and disconfort.

In the back of the line stand the ol dest youths, WENDY and
MALCOLM I n secret, they cautiously grab each others hand --
shoot each other a quick starry eyed gl ance of "hopel ess

| ove".

| chabod stops in front of the orphanage, turns around at...

Wendy and Mal col m- they pull away from each other, barely
escapi ng | chabod's harsh gaze.

At the door of an old warehouse, the sign reads: Mercy Harl em
Or phanage.

| CHABOD
(knocki ng the sign
of f/ grow s)
Didn't any of you knuckl e heads even
bother to fix the sign before we
left!?

He turns around and shakes the sign in their faces.

| CHABOD ( CONT' D)
Unaccept abl e!

Too scared to answer, the children shake with fear as PEOPLE
wal k by gazing at their attire.

WOVAN VO CE (O S.)
That man know he ought to be ashaned- -
it's 2009 and he got them babies
dressed like it's 1929.

WOVAN VO CE #2 (O S.)
Naw, sonmebody need to call the psych
war d, honey, they gotta know one of
they patients m ssing.

Angry, | chabod overhears the comment.

| CHABOD
(turning around to
t he wonen)
And sonebody needs to m nd their own
busi ness.

The front door opens, |chabod pushes the orphans inside, and
sl ans the door behind him

| NT. DONTAVI QUS' S BEDROOM - NI GHT

On the dresser is a picture of Dontavious standing in the
m ddl e of his parents, both dressed in their Arny uniforns.
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