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The Orator: The Story of Frederick Douglass (An Excerpt) 

By: Christopher Jones 

INT. LARGE MEETING ROOM-DAY 

A group of chatty well dressed thirty middle age men and women are seated facing a podium. A balding 45 
year old white male, (WILLIAM LLOYD GARRISON) begins to address his audience. Seated on his right is 
a clean cut 27year old black male, (FREDERICK DOUGLASS), nervously looks around the room. 

MR. GARRISON 
(clearing his throat ) 

This meeting will now come to order. Our next guest is a 
fine gentleman who only seven years ago had left behind 
the confines of slavery and the story he is about to tell you 
is a horrific one that will cause your heart to break when 
you hear this tale. Ladies and Gentlemen I am proud to 
introduce to you Mr. Frederick Douglass. 

The audience applauds as Mr. Garrison takes his seat while Frederick rises and takes 
the place of Mr.Garrison behind the podium. He slowly surveys the room as the group 
quiets. 

FREDERICK 

Thank you for the warm introduction Mr. Garrison. Ladies 
and Gentlemen, I would like to thank you for allowing me 
to tell my story, but to hear this tale you must hear it from 
the beginning, a tale of how a man can sire a child then 
become a slave master to that child. A tale of how this 
young man became a slave not only to his father but also to 
his brothers and sisters, a tale of the atrocities witnessed by 
myself and millions of other slaves who have not been 
fortunate enough to escape to freedom. My life began in the 
summer of 1817 ... 

EXT. WYE PLANTATION TOBACCO FIELD - MORNING 

One early June morning the sun rises over a tobacco field bordering the Miles River 
in eastern Maryland near the Chesapeake Bay. The breeze blows gently across 
the tops of the tobacco plants like waves on a pond. Several voices can be heard 
singing a sad, almost hymnal, slave song about going to work at the big house at the 
plantation one day. 
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At the edge of the field thirty black slave men and women of 
between sixteen and forty five years old are entering the crop rows with hand farm 
tools. The slaves are dressed in tattered slave clothing of the period. 

Behind the slaves are two wooden buckboard wagons pulled by two draft horses 
each, running parallel to the field. The wagons have a driver seated holding the reigns. 

A white middle age male with a bull whip on his side, beard on his face, straw hat on 
his head, and brown hair, stands, in the back next to an old oaken barrel filled with 
water in one of the wagons. 

A slightly older white male named AARON ANTHONY, 
with thinning grey hair and a cowboy hat from the early 1800's with a musket in his 
hands, stands fixed in the back of the other wagon coolly surveying the scene. 

As the day progresses, the sun is at high noon. Heat can be seen rising from the crops. 

The slaves have worked halfway across the field, the clothes on their body's are 
soaked with sweat. 

One male slave stumbles and faints, falling to the ground. 

No answer. 

MASTER ANTHONY 
(Yelling across the field) 

You there, boy, get your ass up! 

The slave master in the water wagon uncoils his bull whip and gives it a loud crack, 
gaining the attention of all the slaves. 

The passed out slave still lies motionless on the 
ground. Anthony yells to a big slave close to the passed out man. 

MASTER ANTHONY 
Pick that son of a bitch up and drag his ass over here! 

The big slave picks up the man from the ground and hoists him over his shoulder. He 
carries the man over to the water wagon and tosses him in the back. 

The man with the whip ties the hands of the passed out man behind his back, leaving 
him lying face down. 

Anthony talks to the big slave. 

MASTER ANTHONY 
You, get back to work. All of you, get your asses back to work! 
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The sun is starting to set. The crops are motionless. The slaves are clothes, hands, and 
faces are filthy, body's are drenched in sweat, having worked their way across the 
field. 

The slaves leave the field and put their tools in the back of Anthony's wagon. 

The day is over and they head home. 

INT. CABIN-EARLY EVENING 

HARRIET BAILEY, a twenty three year old slim and pretty black slave girl with 
long hair is washing her face over a bowl full of soapy water at a table in the front 
room of her cabin at the WYE plantation in Talbot County, Maryland. The room 
is sparsely decorated, consisting of a rickety bed with a straw mattress ,the table and 
a corn broom . 

In a separate room, her mother, 55 year old BETTY BAILEY, a black slave with 
grey hair, weathered hands and face from living a hard life. She is washing clothes in 
an old wooden wash tub. Behind her is a drying rack for the clothes, a stone fireplace, 
and a few dry goods. 

BETTY 
Harriet honey, would you like me to wash the sheets? 

The cabin door is rattled from someone trying to force it open before Harriet is able to 
respond. 

A drunken Aaron Anthony, with blood shot eyes from drinking, who is the slave 
master to both Harriet and Betty, kicks the door in. 

A terrified Betty quietly hides in the back room behind the clothes drying rack. 

Harriet looks wildly around the room for a way to escape, but there is no way out. 

Aaron grabs Harriet by the wrist and throws her on the bed as she tries to fight 
back but it is futile, he is to strong for her. 

Pinning Harriet down with his body, Aaron pulls her dress up with his right 
hand ,then quickly unbuttons his trousers. She cries out, pleading to Aaron. 

HARRIET 
Please Master Anthony, no! 

MASTER ANTHONY 
Shut up bitch! I can do whatever I want. I own you. 
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A terrified Betty, still hiding in the back of the cabin, rocks back and forth sobbing as 
she listens to the screams of her daughter being raped. 

Looking between the clothes she glimpses the struggle on the bed, she can look no 
more. 

EXT. CABIN - NIGHT 

Aaron stumbles out of the dimly lit cabin and onto a path leading back to his house 
under a full moon. 

EXT. CABIN - DAY 

Snow is on the ground. It is February 1818. 

INT. CABIN - DAY 

Harriet is laying on her back on her bed, legs apart and clearly pregnant. She is 
sweating profusely, panting and moaning. 

Standing next to her bed Betty combs back Harriet's hair with her fingers to 
help comfort her daughter. She applies a wet rag to Harriet's forehead to help cool 
her down. 

BETTY 
Take slow big breathes honey. 

More heavy breathing from Harriet. 

BETTY 
Push now honeychile, push! 

HARRIET 
can feel it coming now mama! 

Betty now moves into position at the foot of the bed. She reaches between 
Harriet's legs and starts guiding a baby's head then body from between 
Harriet's legs. 

The baby begins to cry out loud. 

Quickly wrapping the baby in a blanket she hands the child to Harriet. 
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BETTY 
It's a boy! 

HARRIET 
He is so beautiful mama! 

BETTY 
It's miracle something so beautiful can come from such a 
mean man. 

Betty takes a knife and cuts the umbilical cord, quickly tying it off. 

She takes the baby to the wash basin and cleans him up. 

HARRIET 
I'm gonna name him FREDERICK AUGUSTUS 

WASHINGTON BAILEY, mama. 

BETTY 
Why's that honeychile? 

HARRIET 
Cause I hope that one day he will become a great leader like 
Caesar and lead his people to freedom just like George 
Washington. 

EXT. WYE PLANTATION - DAY 

Betty is exiting the kitchen at the mansion wearing different clothing. She is carrying 
a basket covered with a red and white checked cloth. Master Anthony surprises her 
and grabs Betty by the arm. 

MASTER ANTHONY 
Where do you think your goin' with that basket Betty? 

BETTY 
It's just a few supplies for Harriet while she's nursing the 
baby. It's only been a month since the baby was born. 

MASTER ANTHONY 
Well I should go with you to pay her a visit since it's been 
that long. 

Pulling at Betty's bicep, Anthony steers her toward the direction of the cabin. 

***To read the rest of this screenplay please visit our website, www.iusbanalecta.wordpress.com *** 
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