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FADE IN:

INT. MAKEUP ROOM - DAY

SHAYA (10) sits in a plush chair, staring at her reflection 
in the brightly lit mirror. The bulbs flicker occasionally. 
White, middle-aged women race around her and giggle 
incessantly. But Shaya's ears only hear a news reporters 
voice which is projected by a bulky television angled above 
the makeup room.

NEWS REPORTER
Today, GOVERNOR JOSHUA COLLINS has 
called for a political ceasefire 
with the death of his secretary, 
CARRIE MULINA, who was shot two 
nights ago in her office. 

The reporter is replaced by a collage of blurred photos 
showing a slumped figure. Shaya squints at the caption, her 
eyes water. “GOVERNOR TO ANNOUNCE NEW SENTENCING METHOD FOR 
INDIVIDUALS OF COLOR”

NEWS REPORTER (CONT’D)
He states that Mrs. Mulina's 
involvement in the evacuation of 
more than 100 negro African-
American students was a clear 
betrayal to his campaign.

INT. AUDITORIUM - DAY

Formally dressed white men and women fill the endless rows of 
seats in the auditorium. A stage is brightly lit with the 
face of Governor Collins smiling tight-lipped plastered on 
posters lining the back. There is a wooden podium in the 
middle. The American National Anthem booms through the old 
speakers hanging above and everyone stands poised.

GOVERNOR COLLINS (53) steps onto stage singing along with the 
audience. The anthem concludes and the audience seats 
themselves as the Governor addresses them. 

GOVERNOR COLLINS
Good morning, everyone. Thank you 
all for joining me today during a 
dark period in our existence as a 
gratifying race.
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Governor Collins scans the small LED screen situated inside 
the podium. Words slowly scroll by. He looks back up and 
moves away from the podium, taking a microphone with him. He 
wets his lips and scrunches his face, looking like a bulldog.

GOVERNOR COLLINS (CONT’D)
Today I pose a question to you 
all... What has always scared you? 
Not spiders, or heights. Not even 
death. No, what really scares you 
are those around you.

Governor Collins points at the crowd. They all throw confused 
glances at one another.

GOVERNOR COLLINS (CONT’D)
Their skin. Does it bloom the same 
luminous, white cream? 

The audience follow Governor Collins train of thought and 
begin inspecting their arms and faces. They seem to be in a 
trance.

INT. MAKEUP ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Shaya has now been moved in front of multiple mirrors, 
standing on a small podium. The women coo at her white dress. 
They put white stockings and white arm length gloves on her. 
White ballet shoes are wrapped tight on Shaya's calves and 
her calm demeanor falters. The WOMAN IN RED notices her 
dismay and smooths down her dress.

WOMAN IN RED
It’s OK darling, this is the price 
of beauty! Once we do your face 
you’ll be a white rose.

WOMAN IN BLUE
Oh yes, white roses are so lovely!

WOMAN IN GREEN
So rare too!

The women continue to nod and bicker about her appearance as 
Shaya looks back up at the TV. Governor Collins is now 
teetering over the edge of the stage.
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INT. AUDITORIUM - CONTINUOUS

GOVERNOR COLLINS
Now look at your clothes! Those 
blacks wear them as though they 
made them.  But WE made them. And 
THEY know that.

The audience are as red-faced as Governor Collins. Their 
shared rage buzzing through the room as they undo their 
buttons. Governor Collins rips off his suit jacket, his white 
dress shirt is stained yellow under his arms. He points at 
the sweat stains as he speaks.

GOVERNOR COLLIN
See how my own sweat leaves its 
indefinite mark on this shirt. This 
is the mark those Negros ignore. We 
must brand ourselves and them. WE 
are the heroes of New Michigan - 
THEY are the cancer of New 
Michigan.

The audience hollers incoherently at the stage and begin 
raising their fists to the air.

GOVERNOR COLLINS
Raise your fist in agony! In 
rebellion! Ask for a new life, one 
free of the Niggers we are told to 
love when they do nothing out of 
for us!

Governor Collins parades the stage and continues to pump his 
fist rhythmically, the crowd match up instantly. He stops and 
looks left of the stage to see the woman in green waiting 
expectantly. Governor Collins gives a thumbs-up before 
praising the audience.

INT. MAKEUP ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Shaya grimaces at the man parading on the television. She has 
been placed back in her original seat and looks down at her 
palms. Powdered white. She fights back tears as she hears the 
woman in green walk in.

WOMAN IN GREEN
It's time my beautiful dove. Just 
one last thing before we send you 
out!
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The woman in green walks over to the makeup table and opens a 
drawer to grab out a pair of shears. She smiles sweetly and 
glides back over to Shaya who is now curling up in her seat.

WOMAN IN GREEN (CONT’D)
Don't worry my little peeled 
potato. We're just going to take 
this hair of yours, it'll grow 
back. I promise.

The woman in green switches on the shears and bends down as 
she prepares for the first swipe. For the first time, Shaya 
opens her chapped lips and mumbles.

SHAYA
Please, miss. I just want to see my 
daddy.

The woman in green falters slightly as she holds the shears 
close to Shaya's beautiful afro.

WOMAN IN GREEN
Oh, Shaya. I wish you could, but I 
don't want you to get hurt like 
your mummy did. Please, baby girl. 
I'm doing this for you.

The two eye each other in the mirror. The bulbs flicker once 
more and Shaya grabs the shears and shaves her head herself. 
Clumps of hair fall to the floor. Shaya stares up at the 
woman in green, a defiant look on her face.

SHAYA
How do I look, miss?

The woman in green rubs Shaya's scalp and smiles sweetly.

WOMAN IN GREEN
Absolutely beautiful.

INT. AUDITORIUM - CONTINUOUS

Governor Collins has stopped with his erratic movements and 
chanting, returning back to the podium. The audience also 
sits back down and waits for his next words.

GOVERNOR COLLINS
I know what you all seek is 
repayment from those blacks. But 
that will come later, I assure you.

The woman in green and Shaya are waiting in the wings of the 
stage as Governor Collins speaks.
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Shaya stares at the floor and sinks deeper into the grip of 
the woman in green. Governor Collins continues to build up 
Shaya's debut.

WOMAN IN GREEN 
OK, darling. All you have to do is 
walk to the middle of the stage 
right there. 

The woman in green points to the desired spot.

WOMAN IN GREEN (CONT’D)
Then they'll put on your makeup and 
everyone will love you. Smile OK, 
sweetie?

Shaya looks between the woman in green and Governor Collins 
who is blabbering on about forgiveness and purity. Her head 
is spinning but she seems to understand the situation.

SHAYA
OK, miss.

KAREN
Please, darling. Call me KAREN.

Shaya smiles and whines when the woman in red pulls her away 
from Karen. The audience is dead silent as she walks onto the 
stage.

GOVERNOR COLLINS
As I was saying ladies and 
gentlemen. We have the daughter of 
the late Carrie Mulina here with us 
today. For she should not be blamed 
for her mother's treachery.

The audience grimace at her incomplete transformation, her 
brown face is on for show.

GOVERNOR COLLINS (CONT’D)
Do not scowl at the young girl, my 
friends. She did not choose her 
pigment. But that does not mean she 
cannot be free of it.

Governor Collins leaves the podium once more and stands in 
front of Shaya. He whispers something to the woman in red who 
gives him a bowl of white liquid. She curtsies then leaves.

GOVERNOR COLLINS (CONT’D)
(to Shaya)

Do not worry, little one. I shall 
set you free.
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Shaya trembles slightly but tries to keep the fear in her 
closed fists as Governor Collins bends down and dabs his 
fingers in the liquid.

GOVERNOR COLLINS (CONT’D)
We just need to paint over the 
cracks. The flaws, little one.

Governor Collins presses his pudgy fingers to Shaya's cheek 
and begins drawing circles on her face. Shaya gags at the 
smell and realizes its paint.

SHAYA
P-paint. Please, mummy!

Governor Collins does not stop and continues to paint her 
face.

GOVERNOR COLLINS
Your mummy has left you to me. I 
will do what she couldn't, little 
one.

The paint is rubbed over her entire face and scalp as 
Governor Collins demands her to close her eyes or move her 
head. He smiles brightly when she is completely covered, he 
even rubs her small neck in the thick liquid. Shaya coughs 
and licks her lips, removing the paint off them.

GOVERNOR COLLINS (CONT’D)
Showtime! 

Shaya nods slowly, searching for Karen in the darkness of the 
wings. But she is not there, only the woman in red. Governor 
Collins jumps forward towards the edge of the stage, a 
deluded glint in his eyes as he moves like a priest ready to 
free the people of his church.

GOVERNOR COLLINS (CONT’D)
As you will see now. The 
purification process is simplistic 
and, excuse the pun, child's play.

The audience laugh with Governor Collins as they hang on to 
his every word.

GOVERNOR COLLINS (CONT’D)
Do you want to see Sarah everyone? 
Do you want to see the newest 
addition to our loving and pure 
family?
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The audience scream in glee. Governor Collins laughs and 
steps to the side, Shaya - now Sarah - Stands stock still in 
the middle of the stage. Her face and entire body is a 
blinding white. The audience 'ooo's' and 'ah's' at the 
spectacle and the news crew takes countless photos with 
bright flash. Shaya puts on her best fake smile as she hears 
Karen's final bit of advice.

KAREN (V.O)
Smile OK, sweetie?

Shaya's eyes water but she continues to smile for the cameras 
and audience who are now reaching out for her. Her gums and 
tongue are covered in paint as she grins.

GOVERNOR COLLINS
Spin for us Sarah! Let the white 
wave wash over you. Let it cleanse 
you! It will set you free!

Shaya does as told and begins to spin, the audience 
encourages her to continue. She collapses into the side of 
Governor Collins who looks down at her with a wicked smile. 
Shaya clings to his pants for balance and gasps as she sees 
multiple faces with his wicked grin plastered on each.

SHAYA
Daddy? Am dizzy.

A BRIGHT FLASH and TYLER (29) has replaced Governor Collins. 
But Governor Collins returns and Shaya whimpers. She lets go 
of him and teeters back towards the middle of the stage. She 
covers her ears as the audience seem to be growing louder. 
Shaya's breathing becomes short. Fighting for balance and 
silence. She screeches before tripping over her feet and 
hitting the stage floor with a loud thud.

The world goes silent and she looks up drearily to see bare, 
brown feet. The being bends down and Shaya grabs the mans big 
toe.

TYLER
(soothing)

It's OK, little one. Papa is here 
now.

Shaya smiles in relief before resting her head on the floor 
once more. Closing her eyes as her sprawled form is encircled 
by news reporters and Governor Collins. Who are all staring 
at her sleeping face. Tyler is nowhere to be seen.

FADE TO BLACK.


