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EXT. OCEAN - DAY

Stormy ocean waters. The deafening sound of white-capped 
waves being whipped by HEAVY WINDS.

The camera slips BELOW THE SURFACE. Through the murky green 
waters, we glimpse something... A MOTORCYCLE on the ocean 
bed, covered in algae. And then a figure — a woman, no, a 
MERMAID — torpedoes past. So fast we wonder if she was really 
there...

Super title:

LORELEI

INT/EXT. OREGON STATE PRISON - DAY

The CLANK of a prison door closing behind us.

WAYLAND BECKETT (37, white) walks through a prison corridor. 
We see him only from behind, faded tattoos crawling up his 
neck. By his side, a PRISON GUARD (any age, any ethnicity).

A METAL SCREECH as another prison door grinds open. Wayland 
hesitates, stops walking. 

PRISON GUARD (O.S.)
You stayin’ or goin’?

WAYLAND
Goin’.

He steps outside. Squints as white daylight hits his face. 
Like someone waking from a coma.

The vast prison doors SLAM behind him. He stands alone, 
holding a single PAPER BAG with all his belongings. 

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - A LITTLE LATER

Wayland cuts a solitary figure as he walks down a long 
country road, past rusting tractors and abandoned buildings. 
He stops, listens: REVVING ENGINES. 

A GLINT OF METAL appears on the CREST OF A HILL... A small 
BIKER GANG wearing matching LEATHER KUUTES and BANDANAS 
pulled over their faces. 

They ride up to Wayland.

One the bikers steps forward, pulls down his bandana: this is 
KURT MITCHUM (42, white), battle-scarred and dangerous-
looking. 



He reaches inside his breast pocket, his patch revealing he’s 
club President.

KURT
Told ya... when you got out... I’d 
have this waitin’ for ya.

Pulls out a PREMIUM CIGAR in an expensive red-hued wrapper. 

KURT (CONT’D)
Louixs. Yer favorite.

Wayland smells it and LIGHTS UP. 

The bikers whoop victoriously as he takes his first, deep 
inhale. 

EXT. EVERGREEN-LINED HIGHWAY - A LITTLE LATER

The bikers drive in formation down a winding road.

Wayland rides up front, next to Kurt. Cigar still in his 
mouth.

Feels the wind washing his face: freedom. 

EXT. ABANDONED QUARRY - NIGHT INTO DAWN

A BIKER PARTY. Celebratory GUNSHOTS fired into the air.

Wayland guzzling from a WHISKEY BOTTLE as a BONFIRE glows in 
the background.

He rides a HARLEY through the blaze, sending sparks flying in 
every direction.

Fists — inked with the prison letters EWMN — guard Wayland’s 
face. He’s in a bare knuckle fight with the CLUB PROSPECT.

Wayland smiles menacingly and pounds the shit out of him. 
Kurt raises Wayland’s arm in victory. 

Wayland pours liquor down the cleavage of a GIRL IN A LEATHER 
TASSEL VEST. Sticks his tongue out and catches the alcohol as 
it flows through her breasts. 

The sky just starting to lighten. Wayland drunkenly pisses on 
the fire.

Dawn now. Wayland’s sitting on the ground, staring wistfully 
into the ORANGE FLAMES. All around him, bikers are getting on 
their motorcycles and heading home. 
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A bucket of WATER extinguishes the fire. STEAM rises from the 
CHARRED WOOD. 

Kurt pulls Wayland unsteadily to his feet.

EXT. OUTSKIRTS - LITTLE FALLS, OREGON - EARLY MORNING

A HARLEY roars past a FADED ROADSIDE SIGN reading: ‘Welcome 
to Little Falls.’ 

EXT. MAIN STREET - CONTINUOUS

The motorcycle drives noisily through the main drag of the 
still-sleeping town. In this corner of rural Oregon, there’s 
poverty and natural beauty in equal measure.

EXT. CHURCH - CONTINUOUS

Kurt — with Wayland slumped behind him — pulls up next to a 
weatherbeaten Victorian church nestled in the foothills of 
the Cascade mountains.

KURT
We gotta get you yer own bike, 
brother. This nut to butt 
arrangement isn’t gonna fly.

He helps Wayland to the church door. Tries the handle.

KURT (CONT’D)
Who keeps a fuckin’ church locked?

FEMALE VOICE  (O.S.)
Over here!

PASTOR GAIL (60s, any ethnicity), tough as nails, stands at 
the door of the neighboring... 

EXT. HALF-WAY HOUSE 

wearing pajamas and a frown.

Kurt guides Wayland towards her.

PASTOR GAIL
I was expecting you yesterday.

KURT
He was makin’ up for lost time.
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PASTOR GAIL
You don’t get 15 years back in one 
night, Mr Beckett.

Wayland stumbles onto her doorstep, red-eyed.

WAYLAND
(slurring)

Well, I tried!

PASTOR GAIL
Yeah, I can see that.

INT. HALLWAY/BEDROOM - HALF-WAY HOUSE - A LITTLE LATER 

Wayland braces himself on the walls as he follows Pastor Gail 
down a NARROW HALLWAY. 

PASTOR GAIL
You get free room and board in 
exchange for three hours of chores 
a day. The rest of the time, I want 
you lookin’ for work and long-term 
housing. 

She opens the door to a SPARSE BEDROOM with a stained 
mattress in it. 

PASTOR GAIL (CONT’D)
Curfew’s midnight and there’s no 
drugs or alcohol on the premises...

He squeezes past her and sinks onto the bed. 

PASTOR GAIL (CONT’D)
That’ll getcha kicked out, 
understood?

He groans, eyes clenched shut. Headache already kicking in.

PASTOR GAIL (CONT’D)
Okay, good. What about your 
clubmates?

WAYLAND
They’re family.

PASTOR GAIL
And they’re trouble.

WAYLAND
I don’t have no more time to waste 
on prison.

PASTOR GAIL
That’s right, you don’t.
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He opens his eyes.

WAYLAND
I know, that’s why I said it.

She sets down fresh towels and bed linen.

PASTOR GAIL
Chores are four to seven pm, every 
day.

WAYLAND
And ‘side from that I’m free?

PASTOR GAIL
Free as they come.

He exhales deeply. 

PASTOR GAIL (CONT’D)
It’s gonna feel strange at first. 
Give it time.

WAYLAND
Ya know I don’t believe in God? 

PASTOR GAIL
That’s okay.

WAYLAND
It’s okay?

PASTOR GAIL
Just stay outta jail, that’s all. 

INT. BEDROOM - LATER (DAY)

Wayland, face down on the bed, sleeping off his hangover. He 
licks his lips thirstily. Opens his eyes when he hears the 
PITTER-PATTER of RAIN.

Watches as DROPLETS streak down the window pane.

EXT. MAIN STREET - LATER (DAY)

HEAVY RAIN, the kind that bounces off the pavement.

Everyone speed-walks to their cars or indoors. 

Except Wayland, who’s sitting on a wall getting drenched 
eating CANDY BARS. 
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EXT. CHURCH - LATER (DAY)

Wayland’s up on a LADDER, cleaning ROTTING LEAVES out of the 
GUTTER. The sky’s a brooding shade of gray. 

He looks down at Pastor Gail.

WAYLAND
It’s not just leaves. You got some 
leaky joints up here too.

PASTOR GAIL
What’s that mean?

WAYLAND
Means yer gutters are comin’ apart.

PASTOR GAIL
(sighing)

I love you, Jesus, but this wa’nt 
what we discussed...

WAYLAND
(climbing down)

I’ll fix it.  

INT. ACE HARDWARE STORE - LATER (DAY)

Wayland puts a POP RIVET GUN and a GUTTER CONNECTOR on the 
counter. 

The CASHIER (20, male, any ethnicity) scans the items.

CASHIER
(bored)

29.95.

Wayland pulls a TWENTY and a TEN out of a DEPARTMENT OF 
CORRECTIONS ENVELOPE. This is all the money he has left.

WAYLAND
(sighing)

There a manager ‘round here?

CASHIER
Whaddya need?

WAYLAND
(mumbling)

A job...

CASHIER
Say what again?
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WAYLAND
I’m lookin’ for a job. 

CASHIER
Oh. You gotta apply online. 

WAYLAND
Can I get an application form? 

CASHIER
I told you, it’s online only.   

He holds out a NICKEL in change.

CASHIER (CONT’D)
You want this?

Wayland takes the nickel and leaves.

INT. CHURCH HALL - LATER (DUSK)

Wayland mops the WATERLOGGED FLOOR.

Pastor Gail writes ‘impulse control,’ ‘stress management’ and 
‘self-care’ on a WHITE BOARD. 

WAYLAND
What’s goin’ on here tonight? Self-
help group for preachers?

PASTOR GAIL
It’s our Single Moms Program, 
actually. They come to parenting 
class, we help them with their 
rent.

WAYLAND
You church folks just love sniffin’ 
‘round in other people’s business 
and tellin’ ‘em it smells bad. 

PASTOR GAIL
If that’s true, then you had me at 
the first whiff!

He laughs a little at this.

WAYLAND
Trouble with do-gooders is no one 
likes ‘em. 

PASTOR GAIL
I never gave a shit about bein’ 
liked. I just think people deserve 
a second chance, that’s all. 
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Maybe even three or four chances, 
depending--

WAYLAND
You wanna know what I think? My 
life’s down the drain. You know it, 
same as I do, but you keep the lie 
goin’ all the same. 

She frowns and crosses her arms.

WAYLAND (CONT’D)
Look, I get it — you gotta keep the 
poor bastards hopeful--

PASTOR GAIL
(firm)

Okay, Wayland, thanks. You’re done 
for the day.

He picks up the WATER BUCKET.

WAYLAND
Good news is yer gutters are all 
fixed up, so... ya shouldn’t have 
any more water leaks, god-willin’.

She follows him with her eyes as he exits. 

EXT. CHURCH HALL - CONTINUOUS

Worn out SINGLE MOMS file past Wayland into the hall.

He heads across the parking lot and empties the water bucket 
into the ground. Stops in his tracks when he sees...

A woman, DOLORES WHITNEY (33, white or mixed white/Latina), 
running later than the others. In her heyday, she was the 
town beauty. Now, her face is tired and framed by a long, 
tangled mass of hair. Clothes have seen better days too. But 
none of this matters because... 

Wayland can’t take his eyes off her. He goes back to the 
church hall. Peers through the GLASS DOOR.

Watches Dolores pick a seat. And unlike the other single 
moms, she doesn’t have any friends here.

PASTOR GAIL
I want you to close your eyes and 
take a deep breath. Now put your 
hand on your heart. How does it 
feel today?
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All the women except Dolores close their eyes and touch their 
hearts. 

Dolores looks ‘round the room restlessly. Locks eyes with 
Wayland. Can’t believe what she’s seeing.

EXT. CHURCH HALL - SECONDS LATER

Dolores walks up to Wayland.

DOLORES
Fuck! I can’t believe it. When 
d’you get out?

WAYLAND
Last week. 

DOLORES
You still look like you. I mean, 
you haven’t changed.

WAYLAND
Neither have you. Except... you’re 
a Mom now?

DOLORES
Yeah, I guess! 

WAYLAND
You were still in high school when--

DOLORES
I know, I know. We were just kids. 

They look at each other a long time.

WAYLAND
How ya been?

DOLORES
Good... good! You?

WAYLAND
Ya know, ups and downs.

DOLORES
Oh yeah, me too.

WAYLAND
Is yer Grammy still...

DOLORES
Oh no, she went seven, eight years 
ago.
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WAYLAND
Sorry. 

DOLORES
Thanks. I’m sorry too, ‘bout yer 
Ma... 

From inside the hall, the sound of CHAIRS SHUFFLING. A group 
exercise about to begin. 

WAYLAND
D’you wanna...? I can pick you up 
after class.

DOLORES
(smiling)

Like high school?

WAYLAND
Yeah. Except I don’t have the 
Harley.

DOLORES
No Harley? Then don’t fuckin’ come.

His face falls.

DOLORES (CONT’D)
I’m kidding, I’m kidding. ‘Bout an 
hour? 

He nods.

DOLORES (CONT’D)
(touching his arm)

It’s nice to see ya, Way.

She slips back inside the hall.

Pastor Gail glances at her, then at Wayland on the other side 
of the glass door. 

PASTOR GAIL (PRE-LAP)
So what’s the key to self-control?

INT. CHURCH HALL - LATER (NIGHT)

The single moms respond unenthusiastically. It’s been a long 
hour.

SINGLE MOMS
Self-care.

PASTOR GAIL
And when there’s no time for self-
care you...
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SINGLE MOMS
Make time.

PASTOR GAIL
Good. Thanks everyone for coming. 
I’ll see you next week. 

Dolores makes a beeline for the door.

PASTOR GAIL (CONT’D)
Dolores, food box.

Dolores grabs a FOOD BOX from her, then hurries outside.

EXT. CHURCH HALL - CONTINUOUS

Dolores looks for Wayland. Can’t see him. Throws the food box 
into her BEATER CAR. 

Fishes around in her glove compartment. Puts on EYELINER, 
old, clumpy MASCARA and frosted pink LIPSTICK. 

WAYLAND (O.S.)
Hey.

She snaps the VISOR MIRROR shut.

DOLORES
Hey. So, d’you still drink?

WAYLAND
Hell yeah, I do.

DOLORES
Boondocks?

He hesitates.

WAYLAND
I... I already spent my gate money. 

DOLORES
Oh... I can buy ya a drink.

WAYLAND
Sure?

DOLORES
Yeah, no problem. Hop in.

He opens the door and finds a CHILD’S DOLL on the passenger 
seat. 

Embarrassed, she flings the doll into the back seat and 
starts the engine. 
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INT. BOONDOCKS BAR - LATER (NIGHT)

Craggy-faced REGULARS play on the VIDEO LOTTERY TERMINALS.

Wayland stands talking to a couple of leather-clad BIKERS, 
who are congratulating him on his release. 

He looks at Dolores, who’s standing at the bar.

She tries to hide that she’s paying for their BEERS with 
LOOSE CHANGE. 

He excuses himself and joins her.

They both drink fast, hoping the alcohol will take effect.

After a while:

WAYLAND
I wrote ya.

DOLORES
I know, I know ya did.

WAYLAND
I’m not saying ya shoulda written 
back. I just wanted you to know I 
wrote ya.

DOLORES
I wanted to write back but... I got 
pregnant and-- 

WAYLAND
You got pregnant?

DOLORES
Yeah.

WAYLAND
Was it... mine?

DOLORES
Oh no. This was after. 

WAYLAND
So what, you got a 15-year-old kid?

DOLORES
Yeah.

WAYLAND
You were 15 when we started dating.

DOLORES
I know, time goes fast.
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WAYLAND
Not when you’re in prison.

DOLORES
No, I guess not.

WAYLAND
Who’s the father?

DOLORES
Oh, no one.

WAYLAND
C’mon, who is it?

She hesitates. 

DOLORES
It was right after you lost yer 
appeal. I was drinkin’ and... 
hustlin’ f-for attention... 

(shaking her head)
I couldn’t even tell ya his name.

WAYLAND
And you kept it?

DOLORES
Yeah, I thought it could be a fresh 
start.

Wayland gulps down his beer.

DOLORES (CONT’D)
I got another two.

WAYLAND
Another two what?

DOLORES
Kids. I got three total.

WAYLAND 
You’ve been busy.

DOLORES
There’s no father on the scene. 
It’s just us.

WAYLAND
What about swimming? 

DOLORES
Swimming?
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WAYLANDD
Yeah, synchro... somethin’...

DOLORES
Synchronized swimming.

WAYLAND
You wanted to go to the Olympics.

DOLORES
Yeah, I didn’t even make the 
Nationals. They kicked me outta the 
team when I started showin’.

WAYLAND
Showin’?

DOLORES
The baby.

He finishes his drink. 

DOLORES (CONT’D)
You want another beer?

She roots around in her purse.

DOLORES (CONT’D)
Shit.

Pulls out a QUARTER.

DOLORES (CONT’D)
This all I got.

Their night can’t end like this. She looks at the video 
lottery terminals, then back at him.

DOLORES (CONT’D)
But I feel lucky tonight. C’mon!

She rolls the coin into one of the terminals. 

Plays the video lottery with Wayland watching over her 
shoulder. 

On her last spin, she hits the JACKPOT — accompanied by 
FLASHING LIGHTS and sound effects of COINS TUMBLING. She 
whoops in delight.

DOLORES (CONT’D)
Told ya we’d win! I knew it, I knew 
we would. 

(to the BARTENDER)
Hey, Billy! We’ll take two more 
beers.
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She turns back to Wayland.

DOLORES (CONT’D)
Lucky charm!

WAYLAND
Where?

DOLORES
Right here! You!

She throws her arms around him. Slowly — with the 
deliberateness of someone who no longer has any muscle memory 
— he raises his arms and hugs her back.

EXT. BOONDOCKS BAR - LATER (NIGHT)

Closing time, and PATRONS are flooding out of the bar. 

Parked opposite is... 

INT. DOLORES’ CAR

Wayland and Dolores, sitting in the front seats, smoking. 

DOLORES
I’m just up the hill, in old man 
Jethro’s house.

WAYLAND
He finally cashed in his chips, 
huh?

DOLORES
Yeah, we’re rentin’ the place from 
his nephew over in Portland. 

He fidgets nervously with the WINDOW CRANK. 

WAYLAND
(breaking it)

Shit...

DOLORES
Oh no sweat, it was already broken.

A beat, then:

DOLORES (CONT'D)
So, you wanna--

WAYLAND
Hey, I was wonderin’--

They laugh awkwardly. 
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EXT. DOLORES’ HOUSE - LATER (NIGHT)

The car pulls up outside a dilapidated old house. A 
WHEELCHAIR belonging to a deceased relative still sits on the 
front porch. Dozens of BOTTLES and CANS await a trip to the 
recycling facility, where they’ll be exchanged for cash. And 
there are KIDS’ TOYS everywhere — many of them broken. 

INT. DOWNSTAIRS HALLWAY - DOLORES' HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

As Wayland and Dolores enter, they’re met with blood-curdling 
SCREAMS coming from the TV. 

DOLORES
(whispering)

Wait here.

Wayland, sneaking a peek as she walks into the open plan 
living room/kitchen. 

Catches a glimpse of the back of a TEENAGE BOY’s head as he 
watches a HORROR FLICK.

DOLORES (CONT’D)
Kids in bed?

TEENAGE BOY (O.S.)
Yeah.

DOLORES
They eat?

TEENAGE BOY (O.S.)
Yeah, they ate. 

Dolores unpacks the perishables from the food box.

A cloud of E-CIGARETTE SMOKE rises up from the couch.  

DOLORES
I don’t want you smokin’ that shit. 

TEENAGE BOY (O.S.)
And I don’t want you smokin’ those 
cancer sticks.

DOLORES
Wise-ass. 

She ruffles his hair, then walks back to Wayland. They tiptoe 
up the stairs to the... 
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INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY

Walk past an OPEN DOOR. A CHILD’S LIMBS visible inside. 

Dolores enters and covers them with a BLANKET. Leaves the 
door CRACKED as she exits.

Wayland follows her into...

INT. DOLORES’ BEDROOM

He closes the door gently. 

Dolores quickly undresses down to her mismatched underwear, 
gets into bed.

Wayland hesitates, then does the same.

DOLORES
D’you remember our last time?

WAYLAND
Yeah, by the falls. Yer skin was 
bumpy from the cold.

DOLORES
I forgot the blanket. But you kept 
me warm.

WAYLAND
You’d just gotten ‘Wayland’ 
tattooed on yer ass.

DOLORES
That was another time.

WAYLAND
Coulda sworn it was that time.

DOLORES
No, I got inked in Bandon, after 
the beach.

WAYLAND
Oh, yeah. I forgot about that.

DOLORES
You forget the first time we saw 
the ocean? 

WAYLAND
No. I mean, I remember it now.

DOLORES
You’d just gotten the Harley. You 
wouldn’t come in the water with me.
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WAYLAND
And you were this little mermaid 
that kept divin’ into the waves. 

DOLORES
I never went back to the ocean, you 
know. Never even left the state.

A beat.

WAYLAND
You still have my name on yer ass?

She laughs, rolls onto her front.

DOLORES
Take a look.

He draws the blanket back slowly. 

DOLORES (CONT’D)
(self-conscious)

I’m not all skinny like I useta 
be... 

He pulls her panties to one side. Sees a FADED TATTOO that 
reads: ‘Wayland.’

DOLORES (CONT’D)
Number of times I thought about 
inkin’ over it... But then I 
couldn’t go through with it. 

He touches the tattoo. Hesitates, then strokes her ass. She 
laughs nervously.

Discouraged, he rolls onto his back.

WAYLAND
I don’t know how to do this no 
more.

DOLORES
Don’t gimme that bullshit.

He tenses as she brushes her lips against his. 

DOLORES (CONT’D)
You didn’t fool around in prison?

WAYLAND
No. 

DOLORES
(playfully)

Are you sure?
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WAYLAND
What’s that mean?

DOLORES
Hey, I’m just messin’ with ya.

A rogue tear rolls out of his eye. She goes to brush it away, 
but he pulls her into a rough kiss. Passionate, now, 
something to prove. She’s taken aback by his forcefulness, 
but then they find their rhythm. Two long-lost bodies 
reuniting in the night...  

INT. DOLORES’ BEDROOM - NEXT MORNING

Wayland lies naked in bed. Sound of the DOOR opening, then a 
soft PATTER OF FEET. The curtains being inexpertly YANKED 
open. 

He opens his eyes, has to adjust to the brightness. 

Focuses and sees DENIM (6, white), longish hair, wearing a 
nightgown.

DENIM
Hi.

Wayland covers himself up.

DENIM (CONT’D)
I’m Denim Blue, but everyone calls 
me Denim.

WAYLAND
I’m... a friend of yer Mom’s.

DENIM
I’m s’posed to tell you breakfast 
is ready.

WAYLAND
I’ll be right down.

DENIM
S’okay, I’ll wait.

WAYLAND
Can you, uh, grab my pants? Over 
there...

Denim picks Wayland’s PANTS off the floor, hands them to him. 

Wayland awkwardly pulls on his pants under the bedsheets.
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INT. KITCHEN/LIVING ROOM - MINUTES LATER

The FLAME on the stove up way too high. 

Dolores, trying to stop the EGGS sticking. Clearly got up 
early so she could put on her MAKE-UP before breakfast. 

Wayland and Denim walk in just as the FIRE ALARM goes off.

DOLORES
Oh, crap! Denim, the broom...

Denim pokes the fire alarm with a BROOM. The batteries fall 
out — it stops ringing.

DOLORES (CONT’D)
Where’s yer sister?

DENIM
Paintin’ her nails.

DOLORES
Go tell her breakfast is ready.

DENIM
Okay!

Denim darts out.

WAYLAND
She’s a doll...

DOLORES
Denim? Denim’s a boy. I can’t get 
him to stop wearing his sister’s 
dresses. Sit down, you want some 
Sunny D?

He looks at her tenderly. Tucks a loose strand of hair behind 
her ear. 

GIRL’S VOICE (O.S.)
(dripping with sarcasm)

Oops! Are we disturbing?

Denim squeezes past PERI (11, white), who’s standing in the 
doorway trying to look casual. Except she’s wearing way too 
much MAKEUP for a kid her age. 

DOLORES
Wayland, this is Periwinkle Blue, 
Peri for short. 

She arranges Peri’s hair proudly.
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DOLORES (CONT’D)
Wayland was my high school 
sweetheart. 

PERI
The jailbird?

DOLORES
Watch yer mouth there, missy.

PERI
(to Wayland)

What d’you do?

WAYLAND
Grown-up stuff.

PERI
Like what? 

WAYLAND
First degree robbery with a deadly 
weapon and assault of a law 
enforcement officer. 

Peri stares at him — those are some big-sounding words.

DOLORES
And he didn’t snitch.

DENIM
What’s snitch?

DOLORES
It’s when you tell on someone.

DENIM
(smearing ketchup on his 
plate)

I don’t snitch neither!

Peri goes to the freezer, pulls out a BLUE ICE-POP.

DOLORES
Put that back, I made eggs.

PERI
Yeah, well, you’re just showin’ off 
for Wayland. 

(to Wayland)
She never makes breakfast.

The front door SLAMS. DODGER (15, bi-racial) comes in, sweaty 
from his morning run. Drinks water straight out of the 
faucet. 
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Wayland stares at him, at his skin which is darker than his 
siblings’. 15 years of being in a segregated prison 
environment, and this wasn’t what he was expecting.

Dolores notices his expression — not outright hostile, but 
not kind either.   

DOLORES
(sharply)

There a problem?

WAYLAND
(self-correcting)

No, why? 

He puts on a smile for her. She smiles back, relieved.

DOLORES
Dodger Blue, say hi to Wayland. 

DODGER
‘Hi to Wayland.’

Dodger goes into the living room and picks up his WEIGHTS. 

DOLORES
I named all my kids after different 
shades of blue. Thought it’d be 
kinda a bit different...

Wayland looks from Dolores to Dodger. 

WAYLAND
How much ya benchin’ there?

DODGER
Me? 120. 

Wayland approaches. Watches as Dodger inexpertly bounces the 
bar off his chest, arches his back.

WAYLAND
You oughta drop 20 pounds. Work on 
yer form.

Dodger’s arms buckle as he struggles to do another rep. 
Wayland tries to take the bar off him--

DODGER
Back off, man, I’m fine!

Wayland’s lip twitches angrily.

Dolores sets down a plate.
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DOLORES
Wayland, c’mon! You’re head of the 
table.

Peri tugs Wayland’s sleeve.

PERI
Wanna see my tongue?

She sticks it out. It’s BRIGHT BLUE.

Wayland looks at the UNAPPETIZING SCRAMBLE Dolores has 
prepared.

WAYLAND
I gotta take a leak.

Peri turns on an old PLAYSTATION CONSOLE while Wayland walks 
into the...

INT. DOWNSTAIRS HALLWAY

almost tripping over a PINK DOLL STROLLER.

He takes a breather at the foot of the stairs. 

DOLORES (O.S.)
Peri, turn that thing off!

The pressure of this noisy insta-family too much for Wayland. 
He heads for the DOOR...

INT. KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

The front door SLAMMING shut. Dolores is still for a moment, 
then she throws Wayland’s eggs into the TRASH, followed by 
his plate. 

Dodger and Peri look at each other. 

Denim goes up to Dolores and strokes her fingers. 

She pulls her hand away testily. Then regrets it and gives 
him a squeeze. Suddenly, she’s looking a lot older than her 
years.  

INT. COMMUNAL LIVING ROOM - HALF-WAY HOUSE - LATER (DAY) 

A couple of PAROLEES play CARDS while another watches NASCAR 
RACING on the TV. On the wall, a bulletin board with a couple 
of job listings and the half-way house Code of Conduct.
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Wayland and Pastor Gail sit side-by-side in front of an old 
PC. 

PASTOR GAIL
Now click on ‘Next.’ No, it’s the 
left button. Left. Yep. 

WAYLAND
(reading off the screen)

‘Past Employment.’ I got nothin'.

PASTOR GAIL
You didn’t have a job after high 
school?

WAYLAND
I did some Christmas tree 
harvesting.

PASTOR GAIL
Write it.

He types awkwardly, with one finger.

PASTOR GAIL (CONT’D)
You stay at Dolores’ last night?

He shoots her a mind-your-own-business glance.

PASTOR GAIL (CONT’D)
I just hope you kept it covered. If 
there’s one thing she doesn’t need 
it’s more babies. 

WAYLAND
Well, at least you’d have another 
soul to save.

He peers at the screen.

WAYLAND (CONT’D)
It’s askin’ if I have a criminal 
conviction.

PASTOR GAIL
Be honest.

One of the parolees, GATOR (60s, white), pipes up.

GATOR 
I heard honesty pays even less than 
Walmart!

PASTOR GAIL
Quit stirrin’, Gator, no one asked 
you.
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(to Wayland)
Say yes.

Wayland CHECKS the BOX indicating he has a criminal 
conviction.

GATOR
D’you hear that? That’s the sound 
of the phones not ringin’!

All the parolees except Wayland laugh.

EXT. LITTLE FALLS HIGHWAY - A NEW DAY

Wayland hitches a ride in the rain. A LUMBER TRUCK stops and 
picks him up.

INT. LUMBER TRUCK - A LITTLE LATER (DAY)

Wayland looks out the window at huge swathes of countryside 
disfigured by CLEARCUT LOGGING. 

Turns to the TRUCKER (50s, male, white), who’s wearing a 
COWBOY HAT and listening to a COUNTRY MUSIC STATION.

WAYLAND
My Daddy and Granddaddy worked at 
the mill. 

TRUCKER
Yep, same.

WAYLAND
D’you know if they’re hirin’?

TRUCKER
Hirin’? Yeah! They’re layin’ people 
off... 

Wayland sighs — figures.

The music on the radio picks up in tempo. 

TRUCKER (CONT’D)
Hell yeah.

He grows animated, drumming his fingers on the steering 
wheel.

Wayland smiles, momentarily distracted from his troubles.
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EXT. EVERGREEN-LINED HIGHWAY - LATER (DAY)

Wayland gets out of the lumber truck, waves, then disappears 
into the WOODS. 

EXT. KURT'S HOUSE - LATER (DAY)

Two chained-up PIT-BULLS bark aggressively as Wayland bangs 
on the door of a dirty old house, deep in the woods. RUSTED 
FARM MACHINERY has been lying untouched for decades. A spent 
BURN PILE has residues of trash on it. 

A skinny, tattooed biker chick, BOBBI (35, white), opens the 
door.

WAYLAND
Hey, Bobbi...

She shrieks. Leaps into his arms and wraps her legs 'round 
his waist.

INT. LIVING ROOM - KURT'S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

THRASH METAL pounds out of the stereo as Kurt sorts through 
bottles of PRESCRIPTION DRUGS: vicodin, percocet, oxycodone. 

A baby, WILEY (11 months, white), crawls on the floor. 

Bobbi enters with Wayland.

BOBBI
Look who I found skulkin’ around 
outside!

KURT
Where ya been all week?

Wayland and Kurt shake hands as Bobbi brings over the baby.

BOBBI
This is Wiley. 

WAYLAND
He’s got his Daddy’s ears.

KURT
Yeah, poor little fella! 

BOBBI
And Jeanie’s eight, she’s with my 
Mom. Kids wouldn’t exist if it 
wasn’t for you, Wayland. 
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WAYLAND
Well, no point both of us gettin’ 
busted.

BOBBI
I swear to God, if it was Kurt went 
to prison, he’da gotten himself 
killed.

WAYLAND
Nah. You change, you have to. 

BOBBI
You reckon you’ve changed, Wayland?

WAYLAND
Yeah.

BOBBI
Well, ain’t none of us kids no 
more.

KURT
The times we had, huh Wayland? 

BOBBI 
We’re in distribution now. Meth, 
cotton... Bank jobs dried up and... 
We’d be makin’ a decent living if 
our territory was bigger. But you 
know Kurt. Bit of a pussyfootin’ 
pacifist...

KURT
Shut the hell up, Bobbi, ‘less you 
wanna talk to my fist...

She flips him off and goes to the fridge.

Wayland sits on the couch. 

Sees a notice in the LOCAL NEWSPAPER: ‘Donate plasma 5x this 
month for a chance to win a TV!’

Kurt throws something on his lap.

KURT (CONT’D)
Yer old kutte.

Wayland touches the LOGO on the back: ‘NIGHT HORSEMEN MC.’ 

KURT (CONT’D)
When you gonna come out ridin’ with 
us, huh? Ya know you’re patched for 
life after what you did...
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Wayland looks hesitant.

KURT (CONT’D)
What? That ol’ preacher breathin’ 
down yer neck?

WAYLAND
She’s helpin’ me find a job. 

KURT
Okay, well... soon as you’re done 
chasin’ rainbows... 

Bobbi hands out cans of MILLER HIGH LIFE.

WAYLAND
I saw Dolores the other night.

KURT
It was only a matter of time. 

BOBBI
I don’t wanna hear that woman’s 
name in my house! Ya know she went 
‘round bad mouthin’ the club after 
ya left? Tellin’ everyone it was 
Kurt’s fault you started doin’ 
jobs. Screwdriver — God rest his 
soul — he was gonna teach her a 
lesson, fuck her up real bad. But 
Kurt talked him ‘round... outta 
respect for you... 

KURT
I never saw two kids loved each 
other the way you did.

BOBBI
Are you shittin’ me? Soon as he got 
locked up, she was out screwin’ 
anything with a heartbeat!

KURT
She was barely 18, whaddya expect? 
She was just a kid.

Wayland looks out the window.

WAYLAND
Yeah, well... It’s like Bobbi said. 
Ain’t none of us kids no more...
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EXT. MAIN STREET - LITTLE FALLS - LATER (DUSK)

Wayland walks down the street, shoulders slumped forward, his 
leather kutte bundled under one arm. 

A CAR slows down next to him. Sounds its HORN angrily. It’s 
Dolores.

DOLORES
Why d’you take off like that?

He keeps walking.

DOLORES (CONT’D) 
You didn’t even say goodbye, you 
chicken-shit son-of-a-bitch. 

She sounds her HORN again. He stops, looks at her.

WAYLAND
It’s not you, it’s--

DOLORES
What? The kids? That what you were 
gonna say?

She takes his silence as affirmative.

He walks over to her window. She’s staring out the front 
windshield.

DOLORES (CONT’D)
We were somethin’, you and me.

WAYLAND
You think I don’t know that?

She turns to him with a look of fierce determination.

DOLORES
I been Mom and Dad to those kids 
their whole lives. You don’t need 
to worry yer head about that.

CUT TO:

INT. DOLORES’ BEDROOM - DOLORES’ HOUSE - LATER (DUSK)

Wayland and Dolores falling onto the bed and kissing 
passionately.
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INT. DOLORES’ BEDROOM - LATER (NIGHT)

Wayland stares at Dolores sleeping. Her hair’s stuck to her 
head. She’s moist with sweat. Her eyelids flicker with some 
vivid DREAM she’s having.

He gets up abruptly, pulls on his boxers.

INT. BATHROOM - NIGHT

Wayland flushes the toilet, goes to the sink.

There’s a thrift store print of a Victorian-era SEA SIREN 
hanging on the wall. She looks away wistfully as her hair 
billows ‘round her in the water.

Wayland picks a towel off the floor and dries his hands. Puts 
the towel back on the towel rail. 

Opens the bathroom door to the...

INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY

and bumps straight into Dodger, who’s caught completely off 
guard. 

They look at each other warily. 

Dodger pushes past Wayland and goes to the bathroom. 

INT. DOLORES’ BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

Wayland climbs back into bed.

DOLORES
(sleepily)

I thought you split again.

She slings her arm over him. He listens to the sound of 
Dodger pissing through the razor-thin walls.

INT. LOBBY - PLASMA DONATION CENTER - A NEW DAY

Wayland approaches the GLASS DOOR. He reaches out to open it, 
but it glides open automatically. 

The lobby’s packed with PROSPECTIVE DONORS. Wayland lines up 
behind a HOMELESS MAN with holes in his shoes.

Next to the RECEPTIONIST (any age, any gender, any ethnicity) 
are a series of SIGNS: ‘$30 per donation’ and ‘Free TV prize 
draw for regular donors!’
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RECEPTIONIST
(to the homeless man)

... You already donated twice this 
week. Now you know the rules: come 
back Monday. 

The homeless man turns away dejectedly. 

RECEPTIONIST (CONT’D)
(to Wayland)

New donor?

Wayland nods.

RECEPTIONIST (CONT’D)
(handing him a clipboard)

Fill this out.

INT. BLOOD DRAW ROOM - PLASMA DONATION CENTER - A LITTLE 
LATER

A NURSE (any age, any gender, any ethnicity) leads Wayland 
past rows of PLASMA DONORS.

NURSE
How it works is we take out whole 
blood, extract the plasma, then put 
your blood back in minus the 
plasma. 

Spinning machines WHIR as they extract plasma. The YELLOW 
FLUID drips into blood bags like liquid gold.

WAYLAND
When do I get paid?

NURSE
After you’ve donated. 

He sits. The nurse ties a tourniquet ‘round his arm and taps 
his vein. 

Wayland looks at the other donors — all visibly poor and in 
desperate need of cash.

EXT. PLASMA DONATION CENTER - LATER (DAY)

Wayland counts his MONEY as he exits.

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
Wayland! 

VIOLET (40s, white), large in every direction, leans out of 
the window of her PICKUP. She pulls an aggressive u-turn.
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VIOLET
So they let you out? 

WAYLAND
Looks like it. How ya doin’, 
Violet?

VIOLET
Nevermind me. You sellin’ yer blood 
now? 

He looks away, embarrassed.

VIOLET (CONT’D)
Told Aunt Bess I’d look out for ya 
is all.

WAYLAND
Well, she ain’t around to find out, 
so...

VIOLET
We’re not all like you, Wayland. 
Some of us, we take care of family.

A car behind her HONKS its horn. 

WAYLAND
Fella behind ya needs to pass.

VIOLET
(to the driver)

Alright, ya meathead! 

More CARS and TRUCKS arrive, congesting the road even 
further.

VIOLET (CONT’D)
Want me to ask Gordie ‘bout a job 
at the yard?

WAYLAND
Sure.

BEEEEP! HONK!

VIOLET
Burn in hell, motherfuckers!

(to Wayland)
I’ll be seein’ ya, Way.

She screeches off, flipping the bird at everyone behind her.
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EXT. DOLORES’ STREET - SUNSET

A bunch of half-wilted FLOWERS.

Wayland walks down the street towards Dolores’ house.

EXT. FRONT YARD - DOLORES’ HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Peri teaches Denim how to turn CARTWHEELS.

She stops as Wayland walks through the gate.

PERI
(shyly)

Hi.

Wayland nods.

DENIM
Hey Waylin! Look what I can do!

He turns a cartwheel. Lands flat on his butt.

Wayland laughs a little.

PERI
He’s not doin’ it right. Watch me! 

She turns a perfect cartwheel.

PERI (CONT’D)
See!

Dolores walks out onto the porch.

DOLORES 
These muppets botherin’ you?

WAYLAND
Nah. Here...

He hands her the bouquet.

WAYLAND (CONT’D)
They’re just gas station flowers...

She smells them, excited. 

DOLORES
Oh no, they’re great.

She presses her mouth against his. 

He sees the kids watching and cuts the kiss short.    
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She senses his discomfort and pinches his ass mischievously.

WAYLAND
(laughing awkwardly)

Stop!

INT. WAITING AREA - PAROLE OFFICE - A NEW DAY

Wayland sits among a group of PAROLEES — some intimidatingly 
tough, others just sad and broken. 

Gum-chewing parole officer RAF ORTIZ (30s, Latino) saunters 
out wearing his VEST.

ORTIZ
Beckett?

Wayland follows him into his...

INT. OFFICE

Ortiz sits behind his desk. 

ORTIZ
(opening Wayland’s file)

You wanna move outta the half-way 
house into your girlfriend’s house, 
correct?

WAYLAND
(sitting down)

Yes.

ORTIZ
You’ve been out one month.

WAYLAND 
We knew each other before--

ORTIZ
Does your girlfriend have a prior 
criminal conviction?

WAYLAND
No.

ORTIZ
You say here she’s employed part-
time and has... three children?

WAYLAND
Yep.
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ORTIZ
Well, she’s not winning any Mother 
of the Year awards inviting you 
into her crib...

WAYLAND
I didn’t hurt no one.

ORTIZ
You assaulted a police officer with 
a semi-automatic-- 

WAYLAND
I missed. On purpose.

ORTIZ
Then in prison there were...

(checks the file)
... four assaults, including one 
aggravated--

WAYLAND
Those were fights. I was defendin’ 
myself.

ORTIZ
... followed by two years in 
solitary.

Wayland’s face clouds at the memory.

ORTIZ (CONT’D)
It says here you’ve got a job?

WAYLAND
Yeah, with my cousin’s fella. It’s 
two days a week, but I’m hopin’ I 
can-- 

ORTIZ
Fine, let’s see what Pastor Gail 
says...

(skim-reading a printed e-
mail)

‘I’m concerned Wayland may be 
rushing into things with Dolores 
without fully understanding the 
responsibility he’s taking on. On 
the other hand, intimate 
relationships are known to reduce 
recidivism rates...’ blah blah. Get 
to the point, lady. Here we go. ‘I 
recommend you approve his request 
to change his dwelling.’

He picks up his pen.
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ORTIZ (CONT’D)
Well alright then, if you insist... 

Signs a form.

WAYLAND
It’s approved?

ORTIZ
I do one good deed per client to 
establish good-will. That way, when 
you fuck up, I feel even more 
justified sendin’ you back to jail.

(laying down his pen)
Enjoy playin’ Daddy.

EXT. FRONT YARD - DOLORES’ HOUSE - LATER (DUSK)

Wayland approaches the house. He’s holding the PAPER BAG with 
all his worldly possessions.

Walks onto the PORCH. On one of the posts, Dolores has marked 
the KIDS’ HEIGHTS over the years with colored markers. 

He takes a deep breath and steps inside. 

INT. DOWNSTAIRS HALLWAY/LIVING ROOM - DOLORES’ HOUSE - 
CONTINUOUS

Wayland follows the sound of MUSIC and LAUGHTER.

From the living room door, he watches Dolores play KARAOKE 
REVOLUTION on the PlayStation with the kids.

She’s jumping on the couch singing MC Hammer’s ‘U Can’t Touch 
This.’ Giddily playful, silly even. But with infectious 
enthusiasm.  

DOLORES
Fresh new kicks and pants / You got 
it like that, now you know you 
wanna dance / So move out of your 
seat / And get a fly girl and catch 
this beat...

Peri and Denim are dancing like goofs. Dodger looks 
embarrassed, like he’s too cool for this. 

She pulls him to his feet. He resists at first, but she 
thrusts the mic in his face.

DOLORES (CONT’D)
Yo I told you...
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DODGER
... U can’t touch this.

DOLORES
Why you standing there, man?

DOLORES & DODGER
U can’t touch this...

DODGER
... Yo sound the bells, school is 
in sucker...

DOLORES
... U can’t touch this.

Dolores spots Wayland and runs over. He stands stiffly as she 
dances around him. 

Dodger freezes when he sees the newcomer. Peri and Denim urge 
him to keep playing. 

DODGER
(eyeing Wayland)

Look man, u can’t touch this...

Dolores, Peri and Denim are so exuberant, Wayland and Dodger 
both eventually break into a smile.

EXT. AUTO SALVAGE YARD - COUPLE OF MONTHS LATER

A CAR CEMETERY surrounded by lush green trees. Some vehicles 
have been gutted for parts and lie stripped of their vital 
organs. Others are rusty relics from another age.

Wayland’s in a hard hat, operating a FORKLIFT. He’s looking 
well put together, like he has his life in order.

INT. OFFICE - AUTO SALVAGE YARD - LATER (DAY)

Wayland takes off his work gloves and hangs up his hard hat. 

His boss, GORDIE (late 40s, white), sits at his desk eating a 
TRIPLE-STACKED BURGER.

GORDIE
Got yer paycheck for this week.

Wayland walks over and takes the CHECK from him. 

It’s for $126.06. 
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WAYLAND
Hey Gordie, any chance I can work 
some extra days? I just moved into 
my girlfriend’s place and--

GORDIE
Sorry, pal. We’re runnin’ a tight 
ship here. 

He takes a bite out of his burger. MUSTARD runs down his 
chin.

GORDIE (CONT’D)
You’re doin’ good work though. I’ll 
admit I had my doubts about ya. But 
seems like prison did its job...

Quiet rage simmering behind Wayland’s eyes.

EXT/INT. DOLORES’ CAR - FORGOTTEN PINES MOTEL - LATER (DAY)

Wayland drives Dolores’ beater into the parking lot of a RUN-
DOWN MOTEL mottled by brown water stains and peeling paint.

Through an open door, he sees Dolores in a MAID’S OUTFIT, 
smoothing a freshly starched sheet onto a bed. 

He looks down at the $126.06 check with Gordie’s greasy 
fingerprints all over it.

Pulls out his cheap FLIP-PHONE. Fumbles with the keys and 
finds KURT’S NUMBER. 

Dolores walks out of the room, pushing a MAID’S CART. She 
smiles and waves at him. 

He toots his HORN in greeting. Sighs and closes his flip-
phone. 

INT. DOLORES’ CAR - MOMENTS LATER

Wayland watches Dolores run towards him in the REAR VIEW 
MIRROR.

DOLORES
(getting in)

Hi!

He leans in to kiss her, but she pulls away. 

DOLORES (CONT’D)
Stop!
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WAYLAND
Why?

DOLORES
I forgot to brush my teeth this 
mornin’.

He laughs, starts driving.

DOLORES (CONT’D)
I gotta be careful. Folks in my 
family all lost their teeth young. 

WAYLAND
I knew a man in prison sold his 
teeth to buy drugs.

DOLORES
You can get paid for teeth?

WAYLAND
Gold teeth, yeah.

DOLORES
Oh, well, I don’t have any of those 
to sell. Did blubber-guts give ya 
any extra days? Wayland?

WAYLAND
Yeah, he’s lookin’ into it.

She roots around in a plastic bag.

DOLORES
I got some breakfast leftovers. 
Pastries, rolls, couple of 
pancakes... You want one?

He shakes his head. 

DOLORES (CONT’D)
(biting into a CROISSANT)

Did I tell ya ‘bout my dream last 
night?

WAYLAND
What dream?

DOLORES
I was tryin’ to reach the ocean. I 
could see it, I could almost touch 
it. But there was somethin’ in the 
way. An invisible wall, or 
somethin’. 

Wayland sounds his HORN angrily at a car that’s cut him off.
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WAYLAND
Asshole!

DOLORES
I’ve had that dream three or four 
times now.

WAYLAND
Dreams don’t mean too much. They’re 
just yer mind clearin’ shit out.

DOLORES
Yeah, but they’re so darned clever. 
It’s like they know all yer secrets 
and-- 

WAYLAND
Well I don’t dream so--

DOLORES
You don’t? 

She tears a bite out of her croissant.

DOLORES (CONT’D)
That’s ‘cause you sleep with one 
eye open — like you’re still in 
prison. 

WAYLAND
(humoring her)

Maybe.

EXT. DOLORES’ HOUSE - LATER (DAY)

Wayland and Dolores carry WinCo GROCERY BAGS from the car to 
the house.

They walk past Denim, who’s arranging FLOWERS in an 
INFLATABLE POOL filled with a finger of STAGNANT RAINWATER. 
He chatters away to himself.

In the...

EXT. BACKYARD

a shirtless Dodger drinks BEERS and puffs on E-CIGARETTES 
with his friends, ABE (16, white) and CODY (15, Native 
American). HIP-HOP COUNTRY ROCK crackles out of the radio.   

As Wayland and Dolores approach, they overhear the boys’ 
conversation.
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ABE
... First, I tell her she’s 
beautiful and whatnot. Then I say, 
‘Babe, let me dip it in for a 
second. I swear on the Bible I 
won’t cum.’ 90, 95 percent of the 
time, s’all it takes...

CODY
Or you give it to her in the ass... 

DODGER
Whaaat?

CODY
I’m serious, bro, that don’t even 
count. 

DODGER
Oh yeah, what about shit dick?

Dolores and Wayland approach.

DOLORES
What about actin’ decent? Ain’t 
none of you Romeos ever heard of 
that?

ABE
Yes, Ma’am.

CODY
Yes, Ma’am.

DOLORES
And don’t go leavin’ empties in my 
backyard.

Dodger watches Wayland walk past.

DODGER
Hey, Wayland! There’s another six-
pack in the fridge. Can you go grab 
it? 

Wayland waits till Dolores is inside, then:

WAYLAND
Yer balls so big you can’t walk to 
the fridge yerself?

He sneers and goes indoors. 

DODGER 
Jerk.
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INT. KITCHEN/LIVING ROOM - DOLORES' HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Wayland walks into the MESSY KITCHEN: dishes piled in the 
sink, food left out on the table. Dolores looks flustered and 
stressed as she mops up SPILLED MILK from the counter. 

DOLORES
Peri, can you help me unpack the 
groceries?

Peri’s in the DARKENED LIVING ROOM, curtains still drawn. 
She’s singing ‘Total Eclipse of the Heart’ on Karaoke 
Revolution. Casting a ROSEATE LIGHT over her is a CG singer 
in a pink feather head-dress. 

PERI
Every now and then I get a little 
bit restless / And I dream of 
something wild...

DOLORES
Peri!

PERI
Just a minute.

(singing)
Every now and then I get a little 
bit helpless / And I'm lying like a 
child in your arms...

DOLORES
Now!

PERI
How come you never ask Dodger or 
Denim? 

(singing)
Every now and then I get a little 
bit angry / And I know I've got to 
get out and cry...

DOLORES
‘Cause I want you to do it.

PERI
Well that makes you a B-I-T-C--

DOLORES
You say that word, I swear I’ll--

PERI
I’m not sayin’ it, I’m spellin’ it.

WAYLAND
Lola was tellin’ me whoever unpacks 
the groceries gets first dibs on 
candy.
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Peri thinks about this. 

PERI
Okay!

She runs over to the grocery bags, starts unpacking them. 

EXT. FRONT YARD - DOLORES’ HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Light raindrops cast RIPPLES across the inflatable pool.

Denim hears a squawking BIRD CRY.

A FLASH OF SILVER... something dropping out of the sky. Denim 
turns and sees...

A FISH, on the grass, gasping for air.

He looks up at a... 

HERON, flying off into the distance. 

Then looks back at the fish, which is writhing and choking. 

Runs off to get help.

INT. BATHROOM - DOLORES' HOUSE - MOMENTS LATER

Dolores brushes her teeth while sitting on the toilet, 
peeing. Finally, a moment to herself.

Then an urgent KNOCK at the door.

DENIM (O.S.)
Lola! Lola!

DOLORES
(irritated)

What?

DENIM (O.S.)
Come quick!

DOLORES
Gimme a minute.

DENIM (O.S.)
Please, you gotta come now!
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EXT. FRONT YARD - DOLORES’ HOUSE - MOMENTS LATER

Denim drags Dolores out of the house. 

Dodger, Peri, Abe and Cody are gathered ‘round the dying 
fish, trying to figure out what to do.

Wayland approaches with a ROCK in his hand. 

Before Dolores has a chance to process what’s happening, he’s 
struck the fish with the rock.

DOLORES
Stop!

He strikes the fish again. There’s blood. And then the fish 
is still.

Denim’s lip trembles. Dolores puts an arm around him.

DOLORES (CONT’D)
(to Wayland)

What d’you do that for?

Wayland turns to her, surprised.

WAYLAND
It was dyin’.

DOLORES
You coulda put it in the pool, 
filled it with water...

Peri shoots her a scornful look.

PERI
And then what? 

(smiling at Wayland)
You did the right thing, Wayland.

EXT. FRONT YARD - DOLORES’ HOUSE - LATER (SUNSET)

A SHOVEL cuts into the wet soil. 

Denim watches somberly as Dodger digs a hole in the ground. 

The fish is wrapped in an OLD DISHCLOTH, awaiting its burial. 

Dolores watches from the PORCH. Wayland is next to her, 
lighting a CIGAR. 
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WAYLAND
It’s just gonna get eaten by 
raccoons.

DOLORES
Yeah, well, don’t tell Denim that.

He looks at the GOLDEN SUN setting her hair ablaze. She’s 
angelic in this light.

WAYLAND
I’m one lucky son-of-a-bitch.

A flicker of irritation crosses her face.

DOLORES
You don’t know the half of it...

She takes the cigar off him, starts puffing.

DOLORES (CONT’D)
Like when Denim was born... I had 
the blues. Got a script for 
Lorazepam, which I sold to buy 
diapers.

He shrugs. Doesn’t see the big deal.

DOLORES (CONT’D)
Ya wanna know who his Dad was? 
Dodger’s kindergarten teacher. 
Married. When I told him I was 
pregnant, he took his family and 
left the state. And Peri’s Dad, he 
was this fuckin’ lowlife tweaker 
from the woods. Lord knows what 
happened to him.

Wayland tenses hearing about the other fathers.  

DOLORES (CONT’D)
(gazing off into the 
distance)

We were gonna move to LA after I 
finished high school. Watch the sun 
go down on Sunset Boulevard...

DOLORES (CONT’D)
... and not sleep till--

WAYLAND 
And not sleep till it came up 
again the next mornin’.  
Yeah.
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DOLORES
Now I’m a maid, and you’re an outta 
work felon, and we’re both still 
living in our home town, and we’re 
stuck. We’re so damn stuck. 

WAYLAND
I have work. 

DOLORES
I know, I know ya do. 

WAYLAND
Then why you sayin’ I don’t have 
work?

DOLORES
‘Cause the Wayland I knew woulda-- 

WAYLAND
Woulda what? Woulda what, Dolores?

His question hangs in the air for a beat. She looks away.

DOLORES
It wasn’t s’posed to be like this, 
that’s all.

INT. DOLORES’ BEDROOM - LATER (NIGHT)

Wayland and Dolores lie sleeping. He gasps for air and his 
eyes open.

On the ceiling... SHIMMERING CAUSTIC LIGHT... the kind of 
reflection a large body of water makes. 

He looks to Dolores for an explanation — but she’s fast 
asleep. 

The WATER REFLECTIONS dance across the ceiling.

INT. DOLORES’ CAR - A NEW DAY (MORNING)

RAIN beats down on the dirty windshield. 

In the driver seat, Wayland, staring at the fast-moving 
WIPERS.

In the passenger seat, Dolores, looking through her WALLET.

DOLORES
D’you take money from my purse?
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WAYLAND
What? No. 

DOLORES
I had thirty bucks in here.

WAYLAND
Kids prolly took it.

DOLORES
They wouldn’t do that. Shit, 
where’d it go?

WAYLAND
Oh, you gave me money to buy 
smokes, remember?

DOLORES
What?

WAYLAND
You wanted more of them bootleg 
cigarettes from Idaho.

Dolores’ face crumples.

DOLORES
Oh, fuck!

Her eyes fill with tears.

WAYLAND
Hey now. We got groceries for the 
week... Tank’s full. We’re good.

She shakes her head.

DOLORES
It’s Peri’s birthday tomorrow. 

EXT. FORGOTTEN PINES MOTEL - A LITTLE LATER (MORNING)

The car pulls into the lot. Dolores runs out.

INT. DOLORES’ CAR - CONTINUOUS

In his REAR VIEW MIRROR, Wayland watches Dolores receding.

He looks at his FLIP-PHONE. Hesitates. Then makes the call. 
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KURT (V.O.)
(chiding)

Ya know, I reckon I saw you more 
when you was incarcerated!

WAYLAND
Yeah, well... I gotta keep them 
home fires burnin’ don’t I?  

Kurt laughs. Wayland pulls out of the lot.

WAYLAND (CONT’D)
Listen, I-uh need to find a lick. 
Nothin’ too dicey, but-- 

KURT (V.O.)
Say no more, I got just the ticket.

WAYLAND
Oh, uh, okay... 

KURT (V.O.)
Hey, once you’re pullin’ in the 
dough, we can get you a new 
cruiser. Be just like old times. 

Wayland smiles uncertainly.

INT. HOUSEKEEPING CLOSET - MOTEL - LATER (DAY)

Dolores pulls the LOST & FOUND BOX off the top shelf. Looks 
through the items in it — hairbrush, half-empty perfume 
bottle, woolly hat... 

Finds a GIRL’S SWEATER with the word ‘Disco’ on it... holds 
it up, examines it... A frown on her face, but also a 
palpable sense of relief.  

EXT. AUTO SALVAGE YARD - LATER (DAY)

Wayland stacks tires from junked cars. The yard is glistening 
in the post-rain sunlight.

He pauses, looks at the TIRE in his hand. Bounces it on the 
ground. Smiles. 

EXT. DOLORES’ HOUSE - NEXT DAY (DUSK)

The windows emitting warm light amidst the waning blues of 
twilight.

48



DOLORES, DODGER & DENIM (O.S.)
Happy Birthday dear Peri...

INT. LIVING ROOM/KITCHEN - DOLORES’ HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

The lights have been dimmed. Dolores walks into the living 
room holding a JELL-O bowl with a CANDLE in it. 

Wayland stays at a safe distance, watching from behind the 
kitchen counter. 

DOLORES, DODGER & DENIM
... Happy Birthday to you!

DOLORES
Make a wish!

Peri closes her eyes and blows out the candle.

Dolores hands her a PAPER FORTUNE TELLER.

PERI 
What’s this?

DOLORES
It’s where all yer presents are 
hidden. 

Peri lifts one of the flaps, then darts out into the hall. 
Moments later, she comes back holding a ratty DUCKS BASEBALL 
CAP.

PERI
Is this it?

DODGER
You keep stealin’ it from me, so I 
figured I’d just letcha have it.

PERI
Really? It’s not a loan? I can 
legit keep it?

Dodger nods. 

Peri smiles and puts the baseball cap on backward.

PERI (CONT’D)
Thanks Dodge! 

(lifting another flap)
Next one is... here!

She reaches under the couch and pulls out a colorful DOUGH 
BEAD BRACELET.
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PERI (CONT’D)
(putting it on)

It’s pretty.

DENIM
I did it in art class, it’s made 
outta dough.

Peri lifts another flap. She looks behind the TV and finds 
TWO PARCELS hidden there.

PERI
(giggling)

Why they wrapped in Christmas 
paper?

Dolores watches anxiously as Peri tears open the Santa Claus 
wrapping paper. 

She pulls out a PACK OF TEMPORARY TATTOOS.

DOLORES
They’re tats. Not real ones. You 
put ‘em on with water--

PERI
I know what they are Lola, we had 
these in kindergarten.

DENIM
Can I try one?

PERI
Sure.

She tosses the pack to him.

Dolores swallows her disappointment as Peri opens her other 
present. 

It’s the SWEATER with the word ‘Disco’ on it. 

DOLORES
It’s used and all. But that color’s 
so great on you, I thought--

PERI
I can tell.

DOLORES
What d’you say?

PERI
I said I can tell. That it’s used.

Dolores looks mortified.
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PERI (CONT’D)
I know we’re broke, but Dodger got 
an mp3 player for his birthday, so 
I thought... oh nevermind. 

WAYLAND (O.S.)
You got one more present to open.

He walks over from the kitchen.

WAYLAND (CONT’D)
Now don’t get yer hopes up. It’s 
nothin’ fancy. But this birthday 
ain’t over yet.

EXT. BACKYARD - DOLORES' HOUSE - MOMENTS LATER

A CARDBOARD BOX under a tree. 

Peri opens it — her face falls.

WAYLAND
Wanna see whatcha can do with an 
old tire and a piece of rope?

No answer from Peri as he takes the TIRE out of the box.

WAYLAND (CONT’D)
Give me five minutes, alright? Then 
if you hate it, you can go inside 
and tell everyone I’m an asshole.

This at least makes her laugh a little. He pulls out the 
ROPE, ties a knot in it.

INT. KITCHEN - DOLORES' HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Dolores stands stony-faced at the window, watching.

Dodger and Denim look through the TEMPORARY TATTOO SHEETS.

DODGER 
Which picture d’ya like?

DENIM 
The butterfly.

DOLORES
Butterflies are for girls. Give him 
the car.

DENIM 
I don’t want the car.
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DOLORES
(mimicking him)

‘I don’t want the car!’

DODGER
Lola, it’s no big deal. Let him 
have the butterfly.

DOLORES
The butterfly’s for Peri.

DODGER
Peri doesn’t even... What about the 
tiger? You like the tiger, buddy?

Denim nods.

DODGER (CONT’D)
Okay, let’s do the tiger.

Dodger starts applying the tattoo. 

EXT. BACKYARD - DOLORES' HOUSE - MINUTES LATER

Wayland tugs at the TIRE SWING to make sure it’s safe.

WAYLAND 
(to Peri)

Hop on.

INT. KITCHEN - DOLORES' HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Dodger carefully peels off the TRANSFER PAPER...

DODGER
Can’t believe you got yer first ink 
job before me!

... to reveal a shiny orange TIGER. 

DENIM
Roar!

He touches the new tattoo on his arm.

DOLORES 
Lemme see. 

DENIM
(shaping his fingers into 
claws)

ROAR!
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And even though he’s just being playful, Dolores takes it as 
a rejection.

Then, from outside the window, JOYFUL SHRIEKING...

EXT. BACKYARD - DOLORES' HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Wayland pushes Peri on the tire swing. 

PERI 
Higher! Higher!

She hangs her head back.

Her upside-down POV: Wayland pushing her, Denim and Dodger 
running outside to watch. 

INT. KITCHEN - DOLORES' HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Dolores picks her lip anxiously as she looks through the 
window at Wayland and the kids.

Then a sudden, uncontrollable impulse. She yanks open a 
DRAWER, starts rooting through it. Can’t find what she’s 
looking for. Tips it upside down, spilling the contents all 
over the floor. Goes to another drawer and does the same.

EXT. BACKYARD - DOLORES' HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Peri gets off the tire swing, dizzy and laughing.

PERI
I’m gonna get Lola!

Dodger lifts Denim onto the tire swing as Peri races towards 
the house. 

INT. KITCHEN - DOLORES' HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Peri runs through the door, stops.

PERI
Lola?

The kitchen’s a total MESS. Dolores is on her knees sifting 
through the contents of the drawers.

DOLORES
D’you see those gift cards I had?
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PERI
What gift cards?

DOLORES
When Deni got sick offa that 
meal... manager gave us some gift 
cards... Damn it! Why you kids 
always pokin’ ‘round my stuff?

PERI
(shouting)

I didn’t do anything.

Wayland walks in, sees the carnage.

WAYLAND
What’s goin’ on?

DOLORES
I remembered I had some Easy Diner 
gift cards in the drawer, but now I 
can’t find ‘em. Fuck!

WAYLAND
Okay, calm down, calm down... 

Denim and Dodger walk through the door. 

WAYLAND (CONT’D)
C’mon kids, we’re lookin’ for some 
gift cards.

DENIM
Whyyy?

DOLORES
‘Cause Peri’s gotta have a nice 
meal tonight, jackass.

PERI
It’s okay, Lola, I don’t need--

DOLORES
(yelling)

What, I’m such a shitty Mom I can’t 
even take you out on yer birthday 
now? 

DODGER
It’s okay, I found ‘em... 

He pulls the GIFT CARDS off the fridge, where they were 
hidden behind one of Denim’s drawings.

DODGER (CONT’D)
I found ‘em.
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Dolores lets out a deep breath. 

Everyone looks at her warily.

INT. EASY DINER - LATER (NIGHT)

Wayland, Dolores and the kids sit awkwardly in a booth. The 
joint is practically empty, but PIPED MUSIC plays through the 
speakers.

Denim SLURPS on the dregs of a chocolate MILK-SHAKE.

Peri shoots SPITBALLS at Dodger through a straw.

DOLORES
Oh good shot!

Peri looks like she wishes Dolores would just go away. 

And Wayland looks like he wishes he could be anywhere but 
here.

The SERVER (50s, female, white) approaches.

SERVER
(in a sing-song voice)

How was everything today, good?

She puts the CHECK on the table.

SERVER (CONT’D)
Whenever you’re ready, take yer 
time.

Dolores rummages through her purse.

DOLORES
Wait, I have these.

She hands the GIFT CARDS to the server, who examines them 
with a frown. 

DOLORES (CONT’D)
What’s wrong, did they expire? 

SERVER
Oh no, our gift cards never expire. 
Would you like me to bring yer 
change?

DOLORES
Yes please.

Dolores smiles at Wayland and the kids, relieved the gift 
cards got accepted. 
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No one smiles back.

EXT. FRONT PORCH - DOLORES’ HOUSE - LATER (NIGHT)

Wayland unlocks the door. Dodger (carrying Denim on his back) 
and Peri go indoors. Dolores lags behind.

DOLORES
Who wants to play Karaoke 
Revolution? Periwinkle?

The kids climb the stairs — no answer from them.

WAYLAND
I’m beat.

He follows the kids UPSTAIRS. 

INT. DOLORES’ BEDROOM - DOLORES’ HOUSE - MOMENTS LATER

Wayland walks to the WINDOW as he takes his clothes off. 

Sees Dolores on the TIRE SWING, rocking.

EXT. BACKYARD - DOLORES' HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Wayland, standing at the window.

Dolores throws her head back as she SWINGS higher and higher.

The tire swings out of frame. When it comes back into frame, 
she’s GONE.

EXT. SANDY BEACH - DREAM (DAY)

Feet treading on fine, white sand.

Dolores, beautifully backlit by the sun, walking across the 
beach.

She looks at the OCEAN with its white-capped waves. 

Breaks into a run.

Slams into an invisible barrier at the water’s edge: a GLASS 
WALL. Runs her hands along it, desperate to reach the deep 
blue on the other side. But she’s stuck.

She bangs on the wall till her hands bleed and red flecks 
stain the glass.
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INT. DOLORES’ BEDROOM - DOLORES' HOUSE - A NEW DAY (MORNING)

Wayland wakes with a start.

The bed next to him — EMPTY.

EXT. FRONT YARD - DOLORES’ HOUSE - A LITTLE LATER

Dodger’s on the grass doing MARINE BURPEES. 

Wayland comes out, looks for Dolores’ car.

DODGER
Hey, Wayland! I’m thinkin’ I’ll 
enlist when I turn 18. What do ya 
think? Will I pass the physical?

WAYLAND
You? Sure. But you’re 15, you don’t 
need to be makin’ those kinda 
decisions yet. Hey, did Lola take 
the car?

DODGER
Yeah, she drove off somewhere. 

WAYLAND
Shit, I gotta get to work. 

DODGER
Actually, I already decided.

WAYLAND
What?

DODGER
(lighting his e-cigarette)

I’m enlisting. 

WAYLAND
You’ll hafta start at the bottom, 
ya know that? You’ll be a nobody 
again--  

DODGER
Well, I’m a nobody now, so...

WAYLAND 
Who told you you’re a nobody?

DODGER
I just am. So are you. So’s this 
whole family. 

Wayland pulls the e-cigarette out of Dodger’s mouth. 
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DODGER (CONT’D)
Hey!

WAYLAND
Quit puttin’ shit in yer lungs if 
ya wanna pass that physical.

He throws the e-cigarette in the TRASH, then starts walking 
to work. 

Dodger goes to the trash to retrieve the e-cigarette.

DODGER
Hey Wayland! 

Wayland turns.

DODGER (CONT’D)
Get yer own kid to push around.

Wayland sighs and walks down the street, the house and Dodger 
growing smaller in the background.

EXT. AUTO SALVAGE YARD - LATER (DAY)

Wayland tears off a DOOR PANEL — he’s stripping the interior 
of a car.

He looks up and sees a man with an emaciated frame and 
blackened teeth — a METH ADDICT (30s, white), conspicuous and 
out of place here. 

METH ADDICT
You Wayland?

Wayland glances ‘round. Nods.

WAYLAND
I’ll meet you out back.

At the other end of the yard, Gordie stands talking to a 
CUSTOMER (40s, male, white), who’s handing over KEYS and a 
PINK SLIP.

CUSTOMER
I gotta admit, she holds some 
memories. First time me and my 
wife... was in the back seat...

Gordie SPOTS WAYLAND walking hurriedly across the yard. He 
follows him with his eyes... 
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EXT. AUTO SALVAGE YARD - LATER (DAY)

A rusty old ICE-CREAM TRUCK backing into the yard. Wayland 
stands behind it, directing the driver. 

Once the truck has come to a standstill, an ELDERLY MAN in 
overalls (80s, white) gets out. 

WAYLAND
(approaching him)

Brings me way back!

The elderly man gestures to Wayland to wait while he switches 
on his HEARING AID. 

WAYLAND (CONT’D)
I always got the Screwball. Them 
two gumballs at the end always made 
me feel like I was gettin’ 
somethin’ extra...

ELDERLY MAN
No one’ll buy her from me. She’s 
been sittin’ in my yard for ten 
years. 

It suddenly occurs to Wayland that he can buy the truck.

WAYLAND
I can give ya two fifty... 

ELDERLY MAN
Don’t break the bank!

WAYLAND
If you junk it, you’ll get three 
hundred tops. 

The elderly man looks at Wayland suspiciously.

ELDERLY MAN
Why d’you want it so bad? You 
plannin’ on turnin’ it into one of 
them drugs labs?

WAYLAND 
(shrugging)

I can fix her up. Give her a few 
more years on the road. 

ELDERLY MAN
She needs a lotta work. Brakes, 
water pump, carburetor... 
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WAYLAND
I don’t mind work.

ELDERLY MAN
Bucks yer age don’t know the 
meanin’ of work. Y’all wanna make a 
quick dime winnin’ some TV singin’ 
contest.

WAYLAND
Well I can’t sing, so--

ELDERLY MAN
What’s that?

WAYLAND
I said I can’t sing.

The elderly man chuckles.

ELDERLY MAN
Me neither. I was tone deaf even 
before I got this thing. 

(beat)
You’ll fix her up good?

WAYLAND
I will.

The elderly man nods, hands Wayland the KEYS.

EXT. FORGOTTEN PINES MOTEL - DAY

Dolores wheels her MAID’S CART through the exterior corridor.

INT. BEDROOM - FORGOTTEN PINES MOTEL - DAY

Dolores enters a DARKENED ROOM — curtains still drawn, FLIES 
BUZZING. Her hand immediately flies to her mouth to block the 
sickening smell.

Smeared all over the walls is LUMPY BROWN SHIT streaked with 
blood. 

She gags and runs out.

INT/EXT. ICE-CREAM TRUCK - STREET OUTSIDE ELEMENTARY SCHOOL - 
DAY

Through the ice-cream truck window, we see Peri and Denim 
trudge uphill with their SCHOOL BACKPACKS on. 

TINKLING MUSIC grabs their attention. They spin ‘round. 
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Wayland’s at the wheel, smiling at them. They race towards 
him. 

INT/EXT. ICE-CREAM TRUCK - EVERGREEN-LINED HIGHWAY - DAY

A finger with chipped nail polish wipes away a thick layer of 
DUST. Revealing a picture of a VINTAGE ICE-CREAM BAR 
underneath.

Peri and Denim are strapped into the passenger seat, looking 
at a decades-old MENU BOARD advertising 50¢ treats.

Wayland’s at the wheel, driving.

PERI
What happens after you fix her up?

WAYLAND
Prolly sell it. Or, who knows, 
maybe I’ll start my own business.

DENIM
I think you should come to our 
school and give everyone free ice-
cream. 

PERI
Oh, like they deserve it.

Wayland, picking up on something here.

WAYLAND
What’s goin’ on at school?

Peri and Denim look at each other. Peri shakes her head ever 
so slightly.

DENIM
They say we should be on Jerry 
Springer.

Peri, rolling her eyes at her blabbermouth brother.

WAYLAND
Why they say that? 

PERI
Kids are really fuckin’ dumb. They 
don’t care if you’re a nice person.

DENIM 
Basically, you need cool stuff to 
get respect points. And the only 
cool thing we have is the 
PlayStation from my jackass sperm 
donor.

61



PERI
Yeah, the one his kids didn’t want 
‘cause it’s a PS2 from like a 
hundred years ago.

Wayland tenses at this mention of Denim’s birth father.

INT. BEDROOM - FORGOTTEN PINES MOTEL - DAY

Close on Dolores’ eyes, filled with angry tears. 

She’s wearing a CLEANING MASK and SCRUBBING the excrement-
smeared walls.

EXT. CEMETERY - DAY

Establishing: the ice-cream truck next to a sign saying ‘No 
plastic flowers.’

Wayland, Peri and Denim walking through an overgrown 
cemetery, looking for a grave.

WAYLAND
She picked her own plot. Said she 
never had a decent view in her 
life, so she was sure as hell gonna 
get one after she died.

PERI
I found her!

A NEGLECTED GRAVE. The inscription reading: ‘Bess Beckett, 
1956-2011.’

On Wayland: the sorrow welling quicker than he expected.

WAYLAND
S’a bit different from last time I 
was here, eh Ma?

PERI
What happened last time?

WAYLAND
I, uh, had handcuffs on. I was 
chained to a prison guard. 

His eyes redden. He starts clearing out the LONG-DEAD 
FLOWERS.

PERI
I’ll take those.

She walks the dead flowers over to the trash can.
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Denim slips his hand into Wayland’s for the very first time. 

Wayland looks surprised, touched.

Peri returns. Lays a FRESH ROSE on the grave. 

WAYLAND
Where d’you get that?

PERI
I stole it from one of the other 
graves.

WAYLAND
Who taught ya to steal?

PERI
Duh, I live with a bank robber!

WAYLAND
You’re just like Ma, full of piss 
and vinegar. She’da liked ya.

Piss and vinegar’s high praise in Peri’s book: she smiles.

EXT/INT. ICE-CREAM TRUCK - LITTLE FALLS HIGHWAY/PUBLIC 
SWIMMING POOL - LATER (DAY)

The ice-cream truck drives through the outskirts of Little 
Falls — a speck of color against a jewel green backdrop. 

DENIM 
I spy with my little eye something 
beginning with... P!

PERI
(looking ‘round)

Um... Pinky? Puddle? Pine? Wayland, 
help a girl out!

WAYLAND
I was thinkin’... I could show up 
at the school gate one of these 
days. Give those Jerry Springer 
fans somethin’ to talk about.

PERI
Why, ‘cause you’re so thug?

(off his grin)
Yeah, okay, keep tellin’ yerself 
that.

On Wayland, enjoying this teasing familiarity.
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DENIM
Are we playin’ or what?

PERI
Okay, okay. Pickup? Pool? Wait, 
that’s Lola’s car.

Dolores’ beater, parked outside a PUBLIC SWIMMING POOL.

WAYLAND
She’s s’posed to be at work.

(stopping the truck)
You kids wait here.

He gets out and walks towards the drably-colored building.

INT. PUBLIC SWIMMING POOL - MOMENTS LATER

A group of EXPECTANT MOTHERS — buoyed by flotation devices — 
do pregnancy water aerobics led by an INSTRUCTOR (20s, 
female, any ethnicity).

INSTRUCTOR
And scissors! One, two, three...

Wayland walks past them, looking for Dolores.

Spots her at the far end of the pool. She’s heaving herself 
out of the water. Silver droplets running off her body. She 
stands at the pool edge and SWAN DIVES back in. Glides 
through the water with super-human ease, moving her arms 
gracefully. Dips underwater and does the SPLITS in the air. 
Resurfaces, smiling joyfully. 

Wayland, feeling like he’s intruded on a private moment. But 
he can’t look away...

INT/EXT. ICE-CREAM TRUCK - PUBLIC SWIMMING POOL - A LITTLE 
LATER

Peri and Denim, still playing I Spy...

PERI
Plane? Phone?

(seeing Wayland approach)
Parent?

Denim, shaking his head after each one.

PERI (CONT’D)
Ugh, it’s too hard. You’re prolly 
spellin’ it wrong anyways.
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DENIM
No, it’s easy. You want me to tell 
you?

(off her nod)
Peri!

PERI
(groaning)

Not fair!

Wayland opens the driver door.

PERI (CONT’D)
Was she in there?

WAYLAND
Yep.

PERI
Doin’ what?

WAYLAND
Swimming.

PERI
Weird.

WAYLAND
You didn’t know she liked swimming?

PERI
(shrugging)

I thought the only thing she liked 
doin’ was yelling.

INT. DOLORES’ CAR - LATER (DUSK)

A tasseled car charm dangles off the rear view mirror. 
Through the dirty windshield, we see Dolores’ house draw 
closer.

EXT. FRONT YARD - DOLORES’ HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Dolores gets out of the car.

She walks past Denim, who’s pushing the PINK DOLL STROLLER. 

DENIM 
Wee! Wee!

Continues towards the ICE-CREAM TRUCK. Wayland has the hood 
open and is looking at the engine. 
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DOLORES
What’s this?

WAYLAND
New wheels. 

(closing the hood)
Good day at work?

DOLORES
Oh-uh, same ol’. 

WAYLAND
It’s just I saw yer car at the pool 
when you shoulda been at the motel.

DOLORES
Ah.

She decides to come clean.

DOLORES (CONT’D)
That’s ‘cause I quit.

Wayland stares, not quite comprehending. 

DOLORES (CONT’D)
Don’t be mad. One of the guests 
schizzed out last night, smeared 
shit all over the walls. And guess 
who hadta wash it off?

WAYLAND
You shoulda called me. I’d have 
come and cleaned it for ya. 

DOLORES
I’m better than that and so are 
you.

WAYLAND
Me? I cleaned shit in prison. 

DOLORES
And I cleaned Grammy’s shit when 
she got bad... But neither of us is 
cleanin’ up after some dirty-ass 
junkie.

WAYLAND
Ya know I’m makin’ pin money down 
at the yard?

DOLORES
Just make blubber-guts give you 
some extra hours.
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WAYLAND
I can’t ‘make’ him.

DOLORES
Look, I promise I’ll get another 
job, but I need you to pitch in for 
a while.

WAYLAND
Why you puttin’ this all on me? 
They’re not even my... 

DOLORES
Go on, say it.

He bites his tongue. She cups his face in her hands.

DOLORES (CONT’D)
I know they’re not yer kids. But 
they shoulda been. We shoulda made 
them together. 

She kisses away his doubts.

WAYLAND
You smell like high school.

DOLORES
You were the only person I knew 
liked the smell of chlorine.

WAYLAND
‘Cause it reminded me of you... you 
and yer wet hair...

He buries his face in her hair.

INT. UNDERWATER - PUBLIC SWIMMING POOL - DREAM (DAY)

Dolores kneels at the bottom of the pool, blowing bubbles. 

She looks at the PREGNANT SWIMMERS above her, kicking their 
legs.

A silver SHIMMER catches her eye. There’s a FISH swimming 
past her. Followed by a whole SCHOOL.

She smiles in wonderment. Her hair billows out, and swirling 
RAINBOWS OF COLOR dance across her face. 

INT. DOLORES’ BEDROOM - DOLORES’ HOUSE - NIGHT

Wayland’s eyes snap open. He looks around for Dolores. 
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She’s kneeling on the bed looking through an old SHOE BOX.

WAYLAND
Whatcha doin’?

She hands him a PHOTO. 

DOLORES
Remember this?

He looks at it. At his Harley parked on a sandy beach. He’s 
in the front seat wearing his kutte. She’s in the passenger 
seat wearing a bikini. They’re young and in love.

Wayland sits up, looks through the other PHOTOS. 

There’s one of a 14-YEAR-OLD DOLORES in a sparkling 
synchronized swimming costume, a medal ‘round her neck. 

And another one of Dolores sitting with a TWO-YEAR-OLD DODGER 
on her knee. In front of her is a GREASY-HAIRED MAN doing the 
sign of the horn with his hands. 

WAYLAND
This Peri’s Dad?

Dolores grabs her LIGHTER and sets the photo of Peri’s Dad 
alight. The edges curling and turning to ASH. 

She turns and smiles at Wayland, the ORANGE-RED FIRELIGHT 
illuminating her face.

He lies back on the pillow and closes his eyes.

MATCH CUT TO:

INT. UNDERWATER - PUBLIC SWIMMING POOL - DREAM (NIGHT)

Wayland, opening his eyes, realizing he’s UNDERWATER. The 
pool is DARK now, the water inky black. He gasps for air, but 
inhales mouthfuls of water instead.

And then he starts sinking, further and further into the 
bottomless void...

EXT. AUTO SALVAGE YARD - A NEW DAY (MORNING)

DEAD INSECTS lie drowned in a PUDDLE of water. A giant foot 
steps into the puddle.

It’s Wayland, walking towards the PREFAB OFFICE BUILDING... 
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INT. OFFICE - AUTO SALVAGE YARD - CONTINUOUS

Wayland enters wearing a forced smile.

WAYLAND
Mornin’.

Gordie sits at his desk, sharpening pencils with an ELECTRIC 
PENCIL SHARPENER. 

Wayland reaches for his hard hat and work gloves. 

WAYLAND (CONT’D)
Hey, uh, Gordie! I was wonderin’ 
about those extra hours. 

GORDIE
Extra hours? Did you say extra 
hours?

WAYLAND
(uncertainly)

Yeah.

GORDIE
Oh boy, that’s rich! Come here a 
second. 

He presses play on his REMOTE CONTROL. 

CCTV FOOTAGE plays on the TV. It’s of the meth addict, 
looking ‘round furtively. 

WAYLAND
Shit.

He knows what’s coming. The CCTV shows Wayland meeting the 
addict by the back gate. The addict hands over CASH and 
Wayland gives him a BAGGIE. 

GORDIE
I’m tryin’ to run a good, clean 
business here--

WAYLAND
No one saw us.

GORDIE
What, you don’t think word gets 
‘round? I’ll have junkies showin’ 
up here like ants to a picnic. 

WAYLAND
I’m broke. I fucked up. Won’t 
happen again.
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GORDIE
Look, you’re my wife’s cousin so 
I’m gonna do you a solid and keep 
the cops outta this. But you can’t 
keep workin’ here.

WAYLAND
Gordie, c’mon! I musta turned in 
20, 30 applications before I got 
this job. 

GORDIE
Then ya shoulda tried harder to 
hang onto it. Now get outta here 
before I change my mind ‘bout 
callin’ the cops.

On Wayland: can’t believe this is happening. 

EXT. KURT'S HOUSE - LATER (DAY)

Kurt, teaching Wiley to walk. The baby’s BAREFOOT and wearing 
a dirty NIGHT HORSEMEN ONESIE. But smiling adorably.

The ice-cream truck pulls up. Kurt falls about laughing when 
Wayland steps out. 

KURT
You wanna know who drives those 
things? Hey kid, wanna lick my ice-
pop?

(off Wayland’s 
uncomprehending look)

Fuckin’ perverts, man!

WAYLAND
Oh shut the fuck up.

(to Wiley)
How ya doin’, little fella?

KURT
Walkin’ any day now. You’ll have 
one of yer own soon enough.

WAYLAND
Dolores don’t want no more. She’ll 
forget to brush her teeth, but she 
won’t forget to take her birth 
control. 

KURT
I know what Bobbi’d have to say 
about that.

WAYLAND
What?
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KURT
She’d say Dolores is usin’ you to 
raise her fucktrophies.

Wayland looks dismayed.

KURT (CONT’D)
I’m kidding. Geez, you’re as tense 
as a turkey at Thanksgiving. Come 
on in and have a drink. 

He heads inside, leaving Wiley crawling on a patch of dirt.

WAYLAND
You forgot yer fuckin’ kid.

He picks up Wiley and follows Kurt indoors.

INT. LIVING ROOM - KURT'S HOUSE - A LITTLE LATER

Bobbi gives Wiley a BABY BOTTLE filled with CHERRY RED SODA.

Kurt grabs a couple of cans of MILLER HIGH LIFE out of the 
fridge, walks them over to Wayland. 

KURT
... I’ll send the boys ‘round. 
Teach that motherfucker and his 
five chins a lesson.

WAYLAND
(shaking his head)

S’my screw up. Should never have 
mixed real business with club 
business. 

KURT
Club business is real business. 
Ain’t no other way of makin’ any 
money in this town--

WAYLAND
Yeah, I remember you tellin’ me 
that once. 

The comment is loaded. Kurt frowns and sucks his teeth.

Bobbi puts a calming hand on Kurt’s chest, then turns to 
Wayland. 

BOBBI
Ya know what you need, baby?

She drapes herself on Wayland’s lap.
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BOBBI (CONT’D)
A night out. There’s a run and pig 
roast in Bend later. Why dontcha 
take my bike? Have yerself some 
fun?

She smiles encouragingly, runs her lacquered fingers through 
his hair.

EXT. EVERGREEN-LINED HIGHWAY - LATER (DAY)

Wayland and Kurt in ‘Night Horsemen MC’ KUTTES, cruising down 
the road on HARLEYS.

Wayland, smiling uncontainably as the wind pushes his hair 
back.

Kurt catches his eye. 

Wayland nods, adrenalized.

Whoosh! They accelerate. 

Taking corners and bends as if they’re on sports bikes.

Two motorcycle cowboys winding their way through the vast 
green wilderness.

EXT. MOTORCYCLE RALLY - LATER (DAY)

A CHARRED PIG with an apple in its mouth turns on a spit.

A BIKER performs WHEELIES past a long line of parked 
motorcycles.

Kurt gets Wiley’s name TATTOOED on his chest. 

Wayland watches a BEAUTY PAGEANT on the stage. 

BIKER CHICKS in LEATHER CHAPS show off their asses while 
GRIZZLED BIKERS take photos on their PHONES.

MS HOT LEATHERS (early 20s, white) makes eyes at Wayland, 
who’s drinking beers with other members of the NIGHT 
HORSEMEN.

EXT. MOTORCYCLE RALLY - A LITTLE LATER (DAY)

On the stage, a METAL BAND performs a cover of ‘The Ghost of 
Tom Joad.’

Ms Hot Leathers sashays over to Wayland and flashes her 
breasts.
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MS HOT LEATHERS
Hey, outlaw! 

Wayland hesitates.

MS HOT LEATHERS (CONT’D)
Oh, c’mon. Ya won’t find a better 
pair this side of the Cascades!

KURT
Whatcha waitin’ for? Girl like that 
ain’t gonna hang around!

He shoves Wayland in her direction. She grabs Wayland’s hand, 
pulls him away.

METAL SINGER
(singing)

You got a one-way ticket to the 
promised land / You got a hole in 
your belly and a gun in your 
hand...

Elsewhere at the rally... the ‘Weenie Bite’, a classic biker 
game in which BIKER CHICKS ride on the back of motorcycles 
and take bites out of DANGLING HOT DOGS.

And TRUCKS ‘rolling coal,’ their exhaust pipes spewing out 
clouds of noxious BLACK SMOKE.

In a back alley, Wayland makes out with Ms Hot Leathers.

He unzips his pants, starts having sex with her. 

Sees a HEART with the name ‘James’ tattooed on her shoulder. 

WAYLAND
James, huh?

MS HOT LEATHERS
I was 16! 

(starts giggling)
No one told me tattoos last longer 
than romance!

He tries to go on, but he can’t.

WAYLAND
Sorry... 

MS HOT LEATHERS
What the hell?

He zips up his pants, turns and walks away.
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EXT. EVERGREEN-LINED HIGHWAY - LATER (DUSK)

We hear the original ‘The Ghost of Tom Joad’ as Wayland rides 
home alone on his borrowed HARLEY.

He’s thinking of Dolores.

And for a brief moment, she’s RIGHT THERE... holding onto his 
waist, cheek pressed against his back. Riding into their 
future together. 

Then a gust of bitter cold wind bringing him back to reality 
— he’s ALONE again on the lonely highway.

EXT. DOLORES’ HOUSE - LATER (NIGHT)

The ice-cream truck rumbles up to the house. Wayland gets 
out, activating the garish green security light.

INT. DOWNSTAIRS HALLWAY - DOLORES’ HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Wayland enters and is immediately hit by the sound of 
familial chaos.

DENIM (O.S.)
(screaming)

I don’t want to!

Denim thunders down the stairs wearing just his underwear. 
Dolores chases after him into the...

INT. LIVING ROOM/KITCHEN

Dolores grabs Denim and tries to put on his PANTS. He kicks 
back furiously. 

DOLORES
Put these on! You’re not a baby no 
more. 

Dodger’s at the kitchen table drawing the OREGON DUCKS LOGO. 
As soon as Wayland enters, he covers the drawing self-
consciously. 

WAYLAND
(to Dodger)

What’s goin’ on?

DODGER
Some kid in his class saw him 
wearin’ a dress at the weekend.
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DOLORES
(to Denim)

Stop! You wanna get bullied by 
everyone?

Peri walks in.

PERI
Why does she suddenly care if we’re 
bein’ bullied?  

Dolores pulls the pants over Denim’s knees. He wails as if 
he’s being tortured. Hot tears spurt out of his eyes. He 
SPITS angrily in Dolores’ face.

DOLORES
What, you’re spittin’ at me now? 
Who taught you that? 

(to Wayland)
He get this from you?

WAYLAND
Nope.

DOLORES
(grabbing Denim’s 
shoulders)

Answer me. Where d’you learn to 
spit like that?

PERI
Just leave him alone, Lola. Can’t 
you see you’re makin’ it worse?

DOLORES
You stay outta this.

PERI
(walking up to her)

No, you stay out of it! No one even 
wants you here. 

DOLORES
Well this is my house, so--

PERI
It’s not yours. You don’t even own 
it. And you’re behind on rent.

DOLORES
God, you’re so... How d’you get to 
be so nasty?

PERI
I learned from the best. 
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DOLORES
What’s that s’posed to mean?

WAYLAND
Everyone calm dow--

PERI
It means yer own kid can’t stand 
bein’ in the same room as you.

She wraps her arms ‘round Denim. He clings to her like she’s 
his mom.

DOLORES
Fine, you take care of him. It’ll 
be good practise for when you get 
yerself pregnant in a couple of 
years.

She turns to leave.

PERI
I’m 12-years-old, I’m a kid! 

She grabs a PORCELAIN VASE from the mantelpiece and flings it 
towards Dolores.

It SMASHES on the wall.

PERI (CONT’D)
I’m yer fuckin’ kid, Lola!

Dolores looks at the BROKEN PIECES on the floor.

DOLORES
That was Grammy’s, ya little 
shithead.

She lunges for Peri. Wayland gets in between them...

WAYLAND
Whoa!

... GRABBING Dolores’ arm.

DOLORES
Let the fuck go of me!

WAYLAND
Only when you calm down. You calm? 
You calm? 

She looks at him resentfully.
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DOLORES
You smell of diesel and cheap 
perfume, Wayland.

He looks away guiltily. She snatches her arm back, storms 
out. 

PERI
Bitch!

Wayland follows Dolores through the... 

INT. DOWNSTAIRS HALLWAY

and outside into the...  

EXT. FRONT YARD

Dolores is in her car, starting up the engine. She swerves 
onto the street.

INT. DOLORES’ CAR - CONTINUOUS

Dolores, gripping the steering wheel. 

She looks in her REAR VIEW MIRROR as Wayland yells at her to 
come back. 

Then focuses determinedly on the road ahead.

EXT. DOLORES’ HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Wayland watches helplessly as Dolores’ HEADLIGHTS disappear 
into the dark and distant night.

EXT. SANDY BEACH - DREAM (DAY)

SEA FOAM washing over speckled sand.

Dolores, walking towards the white-capped OCEAN.

Heaving BREATHS. Wayland runs after her.

He reaches an invisible barrier: a GLASS WALL. Runs his hands 
all along it, desperate to reach her. 

On the other side of the wall, she slips off her dress, dives 
naked into the water — and disappears.
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Wayland, watching helplessly from the wrong side of the glass 
partition.

INT. LIVING ROOM/KITCHEN - DOLORES’ HOUSE - NEXT MORNING

Wayland wakes with a start, looks around. He’s lying on the 
couch, fully clothed. 

Dodger’s heaving himself up and down on a PULL-UP BAR in the 
doorway.

DODGER
Anyone ever tell ya you snore?

The sound of a FAUCET being turned on. Wayland gets up and 
goes to the kitchen, where Peri’s pouring TAP WATER on her 
FROOT LOOPS CEREAL.

Wayland opens the fridge — there’s no milk, the shelves are 
BARE.

WAYLAND
Lola come back?

DODGER
Nope. She usually stays out all day 
after a blowup.

Wayland hears a SNEEZE. Looks under the table. 

Denim’s sitting there in a nightgown, surrounded by an army 
of DOLLS and TEDDY BEARS.

PERI
He doesn’t wanna go to school 
today.

Wayland sighs.

EXT. TRUSS BRIDGE - LATER (DAY)

The ice-cream truck drives over a dilapidated truss bridge.

DENIM (O.S.)
I spy with my little eye something 
beginning with Z! 

WAYLAND (O.S.)
Z? Hell, I dunno... Zipper? Zit?
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INT. ICE-CREAM TRUCK - CONTINUOUS

Denim looks at Wayland expectantly.

WAYLAND
Zero?

DENIM
That’s a number, not a thing. 

Wayland looks exasperated.

EXT/INT. ICE-CREAM TRUCK - TRAILER PARK - MOMENTS LATER

TRAILER PARK RESIDENTS hanging laundry, smoking cigarettes 
and working on their cars. 

They stare suspiciously as the ice-cream truck drives past.

Wayland stops next to a TRAILER with cheap KNOCK-OFFS of 
classical Greek STATUES on the lawn.

KITTY (late 50s, white), slinking and predatory in a LEOPARD 
PRINT DRESS, sits in a deck chair waiting for him. She looks 
disdainfully at the ice-cream truck.

KITTY
You a Horseman, or is this the 
goddamn circus?

WAYLAND
Kurt sent me. You got what I came 
for?

KITTY
(disappearing inside her 
trailer)

Club sure ain’t what it useta be 
since Screwdriver passed. 

Wayland turns and sees Denim getting out of the truck. 

WAYLAND
Get back inside and don’t move!

Denim scurries back inside.

Kitty comes out with a BACKPACK. Wayland unzips it. 

It’s full of BROWN PRESCRIPTION PILL BOTTLES.
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WAYLAND (CONT’D)
Ya know...

(zipping the backpack back 
up)

... with family like you... why the 
hell would Kurt need enemies?

KITTY
Just tellin’ it how it is.

He walks back to the truck and climbs inside.  

WAYLAND
(looking at Denim)

Zig-zag.

He points to the ZIG-ZAG PATTERN on Denim’s dress.

WAYLAND (CONT’D)
Am I right?

Denim nods excitedly. Wayland starts the engine.

DENIM
Waylin?

WAYLAND
Yeah?

DENIM
Can I call you Dad now?

A beat.

WAYLAND
What’s wrong, you don’t like 
Wayland?

Denim shrugs.

WAYLAND (CONT’D)
Well, it was my Granddaddy’s name, 
and I think he’d be upset if I 
stopped usin’ it.

Denim’s face falls. Wayland, feeling a twinge of regret. 

A RINGING breaks the silence. Wayland looks at his FLIP-
PHONE, answers:

WAYLAND (CONT’D)
Where the hell are ya?

DOLORES (V.O.)
You won’t believe me if I tell you.
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WAYLAND
Stop messin’ around and come home, 
Dolores.

DOLORES (V.O.)
I can’t, I’m on Sunset Boulevard. 

He stops the truck.

WAYLAND
Where are ya really? 

DOLORES (V.O.)
It’s true. I drove and drove and 
didn’t stop till I got to LA.

He gets out of the truck.

WAYLAND
Are you with a guy? Is that what’s 
goin’ on?

DOLORES (V.O.)
No, no. It’s all me, I swear.

WAYLAND
Then you’re out of yer fuckin’ 
mind.

DOLORES (V.O.)
Maybe, but I haven’t had a minute 
since the kids were born and I need 
a little time just on my own.

He’s speechless.

DOLORES (V.O.)
Can you watch ‘em for a couple of 
days? You can all be buddies 
together while I’m gone, whaddya 
say?

Denim watches from the truck as Wayland SLAMS his phone on 
the ground in a rage. He then picks it up, returns to the 
truck and throws the SMASHED PIECES on the dashboard. 

WAYLAND
(to Denim)

I’m not actually yer Dad. You know 
that, right? Me livin’ with you, 
tyin’ yer shoelaces, playin’ I Spy 
games... none of that makes me yer 
Dad. 

DENIM
What then?
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WAYLAND
Huh?

DENIM
(defiant)

What makes you my Dad?

Wayland doesn’t know what to say. 

EXT. KITTY’S TRAILER - MOMENTS LATER

Wayland leads a reluctant Denim back to Kitty’s trailer, 
where she’s sitting with a WHISKEY TUMBLER in her hand.

WAYLAND
You wanna keep doin’ business with 
the club, I’m gonna need you to 
babysit the kid for an hour.

KITTY
Sweetie, I already got my widow’s 
pension. Club needs me more than I 
need it.

WAYLAND
Look, can you watch him or not?

KITTY
Watch him?

She looks Denim up and down as she tops up her whiskey.

KITTY (CONT’D)
As long as he, she, whatever the 
hell... behaves itself.

INT. ICE-CREAM TRUCK - MOMENTS LATER

Wayland climbs back into the truck.

Outside the window, Denim’s already looking miserable.

Wayland glances at him guiltily, then starts the engine.

EXT. FALLS - LATER (DAY)

A gushing WATERFALL.

The ice-cream truck pulls up as far as the path goes. 

Wayland gets out and walks through the undergrowth.
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He sits on the ground. 

Watches the FINE MIST from the waterfall rise into the air. 

Finally, a moment to think. He hears LAUGHTER.

Turns and sees himself and Dolores, 15 YEARS PRIOR (played by 
the same actors). 

They run past him. Sit by the cascading falls. She shivers. 
He puts his KUTTE 'round her shoulders. They kiss. She 
hitches up her dress, sits on his lap.

Older Wayland watches this scene from his past life. Laughs 
bitterly because he knows what’s coming next.

Young Wayland disentangles himself from Dolores’ embrace.

YOUNG WAYLAND
I gotta go. The boys are waitin’ 
for me.

Dolores picks her lip anxiously.

YOUNG DOLORES
I don’t like what you’re doin’, 
Way. 

YOUNG WAYLAND
We need money. If we’re serious 
about LA, we need the money. 

He stands.

YOUNG DOLORES
Stay here with me.

YOUNG WAYLAND
I can’t. 

YOUNG DOLORES
(taking his hand)

Stay. 

Older Wayland stares at his younger self, about to make the 
FATEFUL DECISION that’ll change his life.

OLDER WAYLAND
Stay, you fuckin’ asshole.

Young Wayland hesitates.

OLDER WAYLAND (CONT’D)
Stay.
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Older Wayland CLOSES HIS EYES. Imagines what it’d be like if 
he re-wrote their history.

YOUNG WAYLAND
Ah, what the hell... 

He sits down.

Older Wayland’s eyes are still closed.

YOUNG WAYLAND (CONT’D)
I’m stayin’.

Young Dolores throws her arms around him.

Older Wayland opens his eyes. Blinks away a tear. 

Stares at the now-deserted falls.

INT/EXT. ICE-CREAM TRUCK - TRAILER PARK - LATER (DAY)

Wayland at the wheel of the ice-cream truck, anxious to get 
back to Denim.

Kitty, still in her deck chair, looking tipsy now.

Wayland pulls up, leans out the window.

WAYLAND
Where is he?

KITTY
He kept whinin’ that he wanted to 
go home. Said he knew the way so I 
let him go.

Wayland, looking furious. He slams his foot on the gas and 
drives backwards through the trailer park.

INT/EXT. ICE-CREAM TRUCK - EVERGREEN-LINED HIGHWAY - LATER 
(DAY)

Wayland desperately scanning the highway for a glimpse of 
Denim.

RAINDROPS land on his windshield. A STORM brewing.

He pans the horizon with his eyes — nothing.

Bangs his fists on the steering wheel. Then keeps going.

Highway after highway. Rain coming down in sheets now.
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Passes a STATION WAGON stopped by the side of the road with 
its HAZARDS on. 

Glances in his REAR VIEW MIRROR and SLAMS ON THE BRAKES.

Sprints out of the truck. Towards the DRIVER (30s, male, 
white), who’s slipping a RAIN JACKET ‘round Denim’s 
shoulders. 

He grabs the driver and SHOVES him against the side of the 
station wagon. 

WAYLAND
The hell ya tryna do, ya sack of 
shit? 

DRIVER 
He was lost, man, I was just--

Wayland throws him to the ground.

He scoops Denim into his arms. 

DENIM
(wrapping his arms ‘round 
Wayland’s neck)

I’m sorry, Waylin...

DRIVER (O.S.)
Fuckin’ psycho!

Wayland carries Denim through the pelting rain back towards 
the ice-cream truck, a mixture of blind terror and soaring 
relief on his face. 

EXT/INT. ICE-CREAM TRUCK - KURT’S HOUSE - LATER (LATE 
AFTERNOON)

The ice-cream truck drives up the DIRT PATH towards Kurt’s 
house. PUDDLES everywhere from the rain storm. 

Inside, Denim plays with the air vent, enjoying the hot air 
blowing on his face. His hair is still DAMP from earlier.

WAYLAND
You warm enough?

DENIM
(happy as a lark now)

Mm-hmm.

The pit-bulls BARK aggressively as Wayland gets out.
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DENIM (CONT’D)
Do I hafta stay in the truck again?

Wayland lifts him out.

WAYLAND
Those are guard dogs not pettin’ 
dogs, understand?

Wayland walks to the front door, bangs on it.

Denim stares at the PIT-BULLS.

KURT
(opening the door)

Come on in!

WAYLAND
Nah, I got the kid with me.

(handing Kurt the 
BACKPACK)

Here, I picked up the oxys from 
your batshit aunt. And there’s a 
couple of hundred bucks in there 
from the glass I slung.

KURT
(grinning)

D’you peg that girl last night?

Wayland sighs heavily.

KURT (CONT’D)
Everythin’ alright, Wayland?

WAYLAND
Yeah. 

(clearing his throat)
Fuck, I dunno. Feels like I’m goin’ 
down the same ol’ road, ya know?

KURT
What you sayin’?

WAYLAND
I get caught with any of this 
stuff, I’m back in jail. Automatic.

Kurt looks inside the backpack.

WAYLAND (CONT’D)
My kutte and my patch are in there 
too. Maybe you can hang onto ‘em 
for me till I figure this shit out. 

Kurt processes all of this.
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KURT
Gimme a minute.

He disappears inside.

Wayland turns. Sees Denim petting the pit-bulls.

WAYLAND
Ya lose an arm, you won’t be able 
to grow one back, ya hear me?

Kurt returns with an ENVELOPE.

KURT
You wanna go straight, fine. But ya 
need someone to give you a goddamn 
break.

He hands it to him — it’s stuffed with CASH.

Wayland shakes his head.

WAYLAND
I can’t... I did a couple of runs.

KURT
You did 15 years. 

Wayland looks away, emotional. 

KURT (CONT’D)
We had good times, huh Wayland?

He pulls Wayland into a long, brotherly hug that feels like 
goodbye.

EXT. DOLORES’ HOUSE - LATER (DUSK)

Denim races from the ice-cream truck to the house.

Wayland walks behind him. He sees a HOLE in the ground where 
the fish was buried. SCALES and FINS next to it. A wild 
animal scavenging for food the night before.

He kicks soil back into the hole to cover it up before Denim 
notices.

INT. DOWNSTAIRS HALLWAY - DOLORES’ HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Wayland takes off his jacket and walks into the...

87



INT. KITCHEN/LIVING ROOM

He throws the cash-filled envelope onto the COUNTER, then:

WAYLAND
What the hell?

His parole officer, Ortiz, is in the living room waiting for 
him.

ORTIZ
(standing)

Field visit. Your kid let me in.

Peri mouths ‘sorry’ to Wayland. 

WAYLAND
You can’t just show up.

He shoots a nervous glance at the envelope on the counter.

Dodger puts a protective arm ‘round Denim and stares 
resentfully as Ortiz walks into the kitchen.

ORTIZ
Actually, fourth amendment rights 
don’t apply to parolees. Meanin’, I 
can do whatever the hell I want.

He looks inside the envelope and sees the rolls of CASH.

ORTIZ (CONT’D)
Seems like things are really 
lookin’ up for you. Whatcha got, 
couple of grand here?

WAYLAND
It’s loan money... so I can start 
my own business.

ORTIZ
From the bank? Sure is good of them 
not to bear a grudge. 

WAYLAND
From a friend.

ORTIZ
Would that be Kurt Mitchum? 

(off Wayland’s surprised 
look)

Denim told me you were at his 
place. Interesting guy, Mr Mitchum. 
My colleagues in Narcotics are very 
interested in his work.

88



WAYLAND
We go way back. He wanted to see to 
it that I had a chance out here. 

ORTIZ
Course he owes you, big-time. You 
coulda knocked four or five years 
off your sentence if you gave him 
up.

WAYLAND
I don’t know what you’re talkin’ 
about.

He smiles. Ortiz smiles. All part of the game.

ORTIZ
So where’s Dolores?

WAYLAND
(a little thrown by this)

She went out.

ORTIZ
Out where?

WAYLAND
Dunno. 

ORTIZ
You don’t know, the kids don’t 
know. I wonder if child services 
know.

WAYLAND
Leave the kids outta this, you low-
life son--

ORTIZ
Or what? C’mon, Beckett. What’ll 
you do to me if you lose your kids?

Wayland lunges at him, but Peri gets in between them.

PERI
(to Ortiz)

Stop, just stop! It’s almost like 
you want him to screw up. 

Ortiz backs off. Reluctantly. 

ORTIZ
(to Wayland)

I wanna see a paper trail for that 
cash.
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DODGER
(under his breath as Ortiz 
leaves)

Fuck stain.

The front door SLAMS shut.

DENIM
I didn’t meanta snitch. He was 
askin’ all these questions and--

WAYLAND
Hey, it’s not on you.

PERI
Where is Lola, anyway?

WAYLAND
(sitting wearily at the 
table)

She’s in LA, she’s in fuckin’ LA.

DODGER
Are you kiddin’ me?

WAYLAND
Nope. She’s on vacation.

PERI
Wow, she really did it. 

(to Wayland)
She played you reeeal good.

WAYLAND
(indignant)

What’s that mean?

PERI
It means you moved in after five 
minutes and handled all her shit, 
so she knew right away she could 
dump us on you.

DODGER
C’mon, Peri, s’not like that...

PERI
Stop defendin’ her all the time!

DODGER
Well if you didn’t constantly shit 
on her, maybe she’d still be here.
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PERI
Easy for you to say, you’re her 
favorite — she’s actually nice to 
you. 

DODGER 
She tried so hard on yer birthday, 
and you acted like a fuckin’ 
spoiled brat. No wonder she-- 

His eyes drop to Peri’s legs.

DODGER (CONT’D)
Oh shit, sorry...

Wayland sees blood trickling down Peri’s calves: she’s 
started her PERIOD.

WAYLAND
Peri, honey, why don’t we go to the 
bathroom?

PERI
What’s goin’ on?

She looks down. Her eyes well up.

WAYLAND
It’s okay, it’s just yer period.

Dodger grabs a dishcloth, hands it to her.

DODGER
Here.

She wipes her leg a couple of times. Runs upstairs, 
mortified.

DENIM
Is she gonna be okay?

WAYLAND
She’s gonna be just fine.

DODGER
I’m sorry, I didn’t mean--

WAYLAND
It’s okay, everyone’s just lettin’ 
off steam.

He pats Dodger’s back.
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INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - MOMENTS LATER

Wayland stands by the bathroom door.

WAYLAND
Peri? You okay in there? Peri?

No answer.

INT. DOWNSTAIRS HALLWAY - LATER (NIGHT)

Wayland opens the door to Pastor Gail.

PASTOR GAIL
I brought supplies.

She holds up a plastic PHARMACY BAG.

INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - MOMENTS LATER

Pastor Gail knocks on the bathroom door.

PASTOR GAIL
Peri, it’s Pastor Gail. Can I come 
in? Peri? 

Sound of the door UNLOCKING. Pastor Gail enters the...

INT. BATHROOM

Peri’s sitting on the floor with her knees drawn, picking her 
lip anxiously.

PASTOR GAIL
How you feelin’?

PERI
Crampy.

Pastor Gail unpacks the plastic pharmacy bag.

PASTOR GAIL
I got you a hot water bottle for 
that. And some candy and a 
magazine.

Peri looks up, interested.

PASTOR GAIL (CONT’D)
I brought a bunch of pads too. All 
different shapes and sizes. You 
wanna see?
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Peri nods.

Pastor Gail unpacks some MENSTRUAL PADS.

PASTOR GAIL (CONT’D)
You remember Goldilocks?

PERI
Yeah, kinda...

PASTOR GAIL
So imagine Goldilocks just got her 
first period. This maxi pad’s for 
when she bleeds a lot. This medium-
sized pad here is for when she 
bleeds a medium amount. And this 
pantyliner’s for when she bleeds...

She looks to Peri to finish off.

PERI
... a little?

PASTOR GAIL
Good! You’ll get the hang of this 
in no time.

Peri tries to be brave, but the tears come pouring out.

PERI
Pastor Gail, am I gonna get 
pregnant now?

PASTOR GAIL
(softly)

No, sweetie...

PERI
I don’t wanna have a baby. 

PASTOR GAIL
Peri, you can’t get pregnant 
without... There’s some other stuff 
that needs to happen. You 
understand what I’m sayin’? 

Peri nods tearfully.

PASTOR GAIL (CONT’D)
You want a hug? 

Peri nods again. Pastor Gail pulls her close.

INT. LIVING ROOM - LATER (NIGHT)

Dodger, watching a B-MOVIE on TV. Denim, on his lap sleeping. 
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Peri walks in with her new HOT WATER BOTTLE. Sits next to 
Dodger, who gives her a friendly elbow nudge. She gives him 
one back.

INT. DOWNSTAIRS HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

Wayland and Pastor Gail talk by the door as she buttons up 
her coat and gets ready to leave.

WAYLAND
She, uh, got everythin’ she needs?

PASTOR GAIL
Yeah, but of all the days... I just 
wish her Mom had been here. 

(opening the door)
You know what they say though: ‘God 
works in mysterious ways his 
wonders to perform.’ 

Wayland grunts skeptically. 

PASTOR GAIL (CONT’D)
What, you still holdin’ out on me?

WAYLAND
Prison’ll either turn you into a 
lifelong believer or a lifelong non-
believer. 

PASTOR GAIL
For me, it was the first. 

WAYLAND
(surprised)

Get outta here.

PASTOR GAIL
Story for another day. Hey... 

(touching his arm)
Believer or not, you’re a blessing 
to this family.

He starts to speak.

PASTOR GAIL (CONT’D)
Shh. Lemme have this one.

And for once he doesn’t contradict her. 

INT. DOLORES’ BEDROOM - WAKING DREAM (NIGHT)

A sleepless Wayland stares at Dolores’ side of the bed. 
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One of her HAIRS is stuck to the pillow. He reaches for it. 
Holds it up to the moonlight.

Turns onto his back. 

CHURNING WAVES where the ceiling should be. The ocean held up 
by REVERSE GRAVITY. The waves splashing closer and closer to 
his face...

INT. DOLORES’ BEDROOM - PRE-DAWN

Wayland’s FLIP-PHONE, MacGyvered together with tape. It 
RINGS. He fumblingly answers it. 

WAYLAND
Dolores?

DOLORES (V.O.)
Go outside.

WAYLAND
Why?

DOLORES (V.O.)
Just go, hurry!

EXT. BACKYARD - DOLORES’ HOUSE - MOMENTS LATER

Wayland opens the back door, stumbles outside.

WAYLAND
Alright, I’m outside.

DOLORES (V.O.)
Now look at the sky.

He looks and sees the FIRST RAYS of sun pushing through.

DOLORES (V.O.)
I did it, I watched the sun set on 
Sunset Boulevard. Then I stayed up 
all night, like we said--

He notices her voice is SLURRED. 

WAYLAND
How much you been drinkin’?

DOLORES (V.O.)
Shh, can you see it where you are?

WAYLAND
Yeah, I see it. Are you ready to 
come home now, Dolores?
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EXT. SUNSET BOULEVARD - LOS ANGELES - SIMULTANEOUSLY

Dolores is reflected in a GLASS STORE FRONT. We never see her 
face, just her REFLECTION in the window, along with the 
PSYCHEDELIC COLORS of the rising California sun.

INTERCUT DOLORES/WAYLAND.

DOLORES 
It depends if I get this gig.

WAYLAND
What gig? Dolores, what gig?

DOLORES 
It’s at this... Dive Bar place. 
It’d only be a few months. 
Maternity cover, would you believe? 
Look, I don’t wanna jinx it, but, 
Way, it’s my dream job--

WAYLAND
(voice raised now)

Workin’ in a fuckin’ bar? 

DOLORES 
It’s not just any bar. And the 
tips... 

WAYLAND
Stop--

DOLORES
We can take the kids on vacation — 
Disneyland or--

WAYLAND
I said stop! What’s goin’ on here?

A beat.

DOLORES 
I loved you so much when we were 
kids... I loved you ‘cause you 
wanted to get out just as much as I 
did. Then you went and did it 
without me--

WAYLAND
I went and did wha--

DOLORES
Now all of a sudden you’re back, 
and it’s like I’m 18 again--
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WAYLAND
Do you know where I was?--

DOLORES
And yeah, I wanna be somethin’... 
Just somethin’! Don’t lie and say 
you don’t want that too, Mr Harley-
fuckin’-Davidson.

WAYLAND
Far as I remember, you wanted all 
the trappings of the MC and none of 
the risk.

DOLORES
I’m just like you then. 

WAYLAND
How’s that? 

DOLORES
You’re scared — of the kids. But I 
come with them now, so...

(laughing bitterly)
Guess that means I’m not 18 
anymore.    

INT. DOWNSTAIRS HALLWAY - DOLORES’ HOUSE - A LITTLE LATER

Wayland trudges wearily up the stairs to the...

INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY

Past a DOOR that’s cracked open. He hesitates, then steps 
into the... 

INT. KIDS’ ROOM

CRAYON DRAWINGS all over the walls. The kids asleep — Peri 
and Denim in BUNKS, Dodger on an AIR MATTRESS on the floor. 

Wayland looks at them all. Mouths open, cheeks flushed, limbs 
spread-eagled.  

He smiles a little when Denim emits a gentle snore.

Then turns quietly, making sure to leave the door CRACKED as 
he exits.
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INT. PAROLE OFFICE - A NEW DAY

Wayland enters wearing a SHIRT AND TIE. 

Ortiz is hard at work dealing with a mountain of paperwork.

ORTIZ
(without looking up)

You got those bank statements I 
asked for?

WAYLAND
No sir, I need a favor.

ORTIZ
I already let you move in with your 
girlfriend. That’s your one. 

WAYLAND
I need a travel permit to leave the 
state. 

Ortiz looks at him.

ORTIZ
Little trip down to the border with 
your friend, Mitchum?

WAYLAND
No, I’m takin’ the kids to LA.

ORTIZ
LA, huh? What’s in LA?

WAYLAND
Their Mom. She’s workin’ there for 
a couple of months. Makin’ good 
money, actually, but... we miss 
her. 

Ortiz looks at him, trying to figure out if he’s for real.

WAYLAND (CONT’D)
The one thing that’s guaranteed to 
keep me outta jail is my family. I 
need this. Please.

ORTIZ
You know how many people come in 
here with some sob story? Their 
grandmother in Wyoming lost her 
false teeth, or their fuckin’ dog 
needs a vacation... Then they go 
missing, and it’s my ass on the 
line.
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WAYLAND
You have a hard job.

(off Ortiz’s glare)
I wasn’t bein’ funny. There are too 
many of us lost and can’t find our 
way back. I wouldn’t wanna deal 
with that either.

He holds his breath, praying for the right response.

Ortiz reaches into a drawer, pulls out a FORM, slides it 
across the desk.

ORTIZ
Fill this out: I need when, where 
and why. Be specific, no bullshit. 
And it’s gonna be three or four 
weeks before it’s approved.

He goes back to his paperwork. 

In faltering handwriting, Wayland starts to write out ‘Los 
Angeles.’

WAYLAND (PRE-LAP)
Five, four...

INT/EXT. ICE-CREAM TRUCK - CALIFORNIA STATE LINE - A FEW 
WEEKS LATER (DAY)

Wayland, at the wheel of the ice-cream truck. Kids in the 
passenger seats.

WAYLAND
... three, two, one...

The truck whizzes past the famous blue and gold ‘Welcome to 
California’ SIGN.

Dodger leans out and catches the wind on his face, 
exhilarated.

Denim presses his nose to the window.

DENIM 
Doesn’t look that different.

DODGER 
Ya know, I’m proud of her. She 
didn’t just sit around hatin’ on 
her life. She made a play.

Peri twists CHEWING GUM ‘round her finger.
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PERI
You mean she ran away.

Wayland glances in his rear view mirror.  

WAYLAND
Y’ever been to the ocean, Peri? 

PERI
Me? No.

WAYLAND
I been once, but I was too chicken 
to swim.

EXT/INT. ICE-CREAM TRUCK - COASTAL ROAD - LATER (DAY)

SEA-GULLS circling. 

The kids straining for their first glimpse of the Pacific.

WAYLAND (V.O.)
I was thinkin’ we could take a 
detour...

PERI (V.O.)
To the ocean?

WAYLAND (V.O.)
Yeah, get our feet wet.

The ice-cream truck rounds a corner and the... 

EXT. NORTHERN CALIFORNIA COAST

comes into view. Wild, rugged, SPECTACULAR.

PERI
(gasping)

Oh my god...

EXT. SANDY BEACH - A LITTLE LATER

The kids run out of the ice-cream truck, onto the sandy 
beach. 

Wayland’s right behind them. He pauses, contemplates the 
WAVES.

Peri and Denim kick off their shoes. 

They squeal with pleasure as the water SWIRLS around their 
feet for the first time.
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Dodger rips off his shirt and pants.

DODGER
(to Wayland)

Are we doin’ this?

He runs towards the ocean. 

Wayland decides to go for it. He catches up with Dodger and 
pulls him INTO THE SURF. 

DODGER (CONT’D)
Fuuuck! It’s cold!

He TACKLES Wayland playfully. 

PERI (PRE-LAP)
Shouldn’t we tell her we’re comin’?

INT/EXT. ICE-CREAM TRUCK - COASTAL REDWOOD FOREST - LATER

PERI
... In case she throws a crazy fit?

DENIM 
No, we gotta surprise her, like Dad 
said. 

(pauses)
Shit, I didn’t mean to call ya Dad.

Wayland takes a deep breath.

WAYLAND
It’s okay. You can call me that if 
you want. 

Denim’s face lights up.

Dodger looks at Wayland warily.

The ice-cream truck drives through the TOWERING REDWOODS like 
a child running ‘round the feet of giants.

EXT/INT. ICE-CREAM TRUCK - BIG SUR - SUNSET

A TANGERINE SUNSET washing over Big Sur’s craggy CLIFFS and 
COVES.  

The ice-cream truck crosses the dramatic arch of BIXBY 
BRIDGE.

The kids, hypnotized by the scenery.
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Wayland, looking at the CRASHING WAVES and thinking of 
Dolores. 

EXT/INT. ICE-CREAM TRUCK - BIG SUR - LATER (NIGHT)

The ice-cream truck, parked by the side of the road.

Dodger, Peri and Denim sleep peacefully in the back. 

Wayland sits up front, looking at the SILVER-LINED OCEAN. In 
the distance, a melodic high-pitched sound, like a SIREN 
SONG. 

His eyes grow heavy.

EXT. OCEAN - BIG SUR - DREAM (NIGHT)

The CRASHING WAVES of the Pacific under MOONLIGHT. 

The camera slips UNDERWATER. Catches a fleeting glimpse of 
Dolores, her hair billowing ‘round her face like a SEA NYMPH.

Darkness.

Then another glimpse of her face — even more fleeting this 
time. And she’s terrifying. Teeth bared, eyes glinting: a SEA 
WITCH luring men to their deaths.

INT/EXT. ICE-CREAM TRUCK - SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA FREEWAY - NEXT 
DAY

Wayland, back at the wheel.

The ice-cream truck passes the FIRST SIGN for Los Angeles. 

The landscape getting DRIER, more CONCRETE: PALM TREES, 
MALLS, BILLBOARDS. 

The kids’ eyes glued to the window.

Finally, there it is: LA, rising out of the smog like a 
MAGICAL CLOUD CITY...

INT/EXT. ICE-CREAM TRUCK - ELYSIAN PARK/HOLLYWOOD - LATER 
(SUNSET)

Dodger and Denim crane their necks so they don’t miss a 
thing. 

Dodger spots a SIGN for the DODGER STADIUM.
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DODGER
(proudly)

Hey, that’s me!

Later, an avenue lined with PALM TREES. And, at the end of 
it, the iconic HOLLYWOOD SIGN — the entrance to the promised 
land.

On Hollywood Boulevard, a MARILYN MONROE IMPERSONATOR and 
TARZAN IMPERSONATOR walk hand-in-hand. They see the ice-cream 
truck and wave. 

Denim waves back excitedly.

Peri, less excited. She sees the squalor and iniquities of 
the city:

- The MIGRANT selling FLOWERS by the side of the road;

- The HOMELESS WOMAN holding a ‘Broke But Not Broken’ sign;

- The STRIP CLUB promising 50 beautiful girls and three ugly 
ones. 

The ice-cream truck stops.

WAYLAND (O.S.)
This is us!

Peri hesitates. She reaches inside her backpack and pulls out 
the ‘Disco’ SWEATER Dolores gave her for her birthday. Pulls 
it over her head, then steps out of the truck onto...

EXT. SUNSET BOULEVARD

Closes her eyes and feels the GOLDEN SUN warming her face.

Dodger and Denim stretch their limbs after the long journey.

Wayland walks to the end of the block to check out the 
numerous PARKING RESTRICTIONS. 

WAYLAND
You need a college degree to figure 
these signs out.

DODGER  (O.S.)
I think you’re fine.

Wayland starts to walk back. Sees a SIGN for SUNSET 
BOULEVARD, the setting sun flaring behind it. 
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A pang in his chest, of loss and regret. He gathers himself 
and re-joins the kids.  

WAYLAND
C’mon.

They cross the BRIDGE over the 101 FREEWAY. The tail lights 
of RUSH HOUR TRAFFIC looking like cascades of rubies.

They walk down the street, past the usual LA crowd of 
VAGRANTS, MODELS and DRUG DEALERS. Haunted faces, staring at 
Wayland as he passes. The faces of people who came to LA with 
a dream — and failed.  

He feels the pressure in his chest tightening.

DODGER (O.S.)
What are we waitin’ for?

Wayland looks up. Without him realizing it, they’ve arrived 
at their destination. The DIVE BAR. A mysterious building 
bathed in neon blue light, with SHADOWY MALE PATRONS walking 
in and out.

Wayland stays rooted to the spot.

WAYLAND
Y’all go in without me.

PERI
You want us to go in there by 
ourselves?

WAYLAND
I got you here, I did my job. Now 
it’s between you and yer Mom.

PERI
What? You and her are a thing too.

WAYLAND
Were. We were a thing. That was a 
long time ago. I don’t know what we 
are no more.

DODGER
No, fuck no. You don’t get to bail 
whenever you feel like it. That’s 
not how it works when you have kids-
- 

PERI
Yeah, unless you’re Lola--
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DODGER
You let Denim call you Dad, for 
fuck’s sake.

WAYLAND
Yeah, but you don’t belong to me. 
We don’t share our blood. 

DODGER
‘Specially me, right?

They stare at each other — acknowledging what’s gone unspoken 
between them for so long.

WAYLAND
Look, without blood, we don’t have 
no rights on each other. And 
whatever I do, that’s not gonna 
change. So yeah, Denim can call me 
Dad. But what happens when he 
changes his mind... 

DENIM
I’m not gonna.

WAYLAND
... or I do?  

Denim looks at him, confused.

DODGER
Oh, so it’s blood ya want? ‘Cause 
that one’s easy... 

Aaand SMACK. He PUNCHES Wayland hard in the face.

PERI
Dodger, what did you do?

Stunned, Wayland raises a hand. Touches his BLOODIED NOSE. 
Looks down at his bright red fingers. 

His prison defences kicking in. Face contorting, fists 
clenched.

But then he looks at Dodger, really looks at him. And this 
kid isn’t scary — it’s the opposite. He’s scared of losing 
the little he has in life.

Wayland takes a step forward. Dodger recoils, thinking he’s 
going to get hit. But instead Wayland pulls him into a hug.

WAYLAND
Sorry.
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Dodger resists at first, but Wayland refuses to let go. And 
eventually, Dodger allows himself to be held. 

INT. DIVE BAR - MINUTES LATER

Wayland and the kids walk through a DARK PASSAGEWAY. The 
suspense building when they see SHIMMERING CAUSTIC LIGHT at 
the end of the corridor.

It’s coming from a giant TANK above the bar. Inside, there’s 
a professional MERMAID, MADISON (20s, any ethnicity). She’s 
wearing a costume fishtail and performing to the BLUES SONG, 
‘Let The Mermaids Flirt With Me.’

MALE PATRONS are gathered beneath her, gawping. 

She blows flirtatious BUBBLE KISSES and beckons them towards 
her. 

A striking TRANS WOMAN, CORAL (40s, any ethnicity), 
approaches Wayland and the kids. She’s wearing a SPARKLING 
SEQUIN DRESS and has STARFISH in her hair.

DENIM
Wow!

CORAL
Hello, my name’s Coral, I’m your--

She looks at Denim.

CORAL (CONT’D)
I know who you are!

(extending her hand)
Denim Blue, pleased to make your 
acquaintance.

Denim shakes her hand, transfixed. 

Coral turns her attention to the other kids.

CORAL (CONT’D)
Periwinkle, even prettier than the 
flower. Dodger, you and LA were 
positively meant to be.

Finally, she gets to Wayland.

CORAL (CONT’D)
(kissing him on both 
cheeks)

And Wayland, of course. Always 
Wayland...
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They’re all stunned. They’ve never met anyone like her. 

CORAL.
She never mentioned you were 
coming.

DENIM
It’s a surprise.

The briefest shadow crossing Coral’s features.

CORAL
Who was it that said, ‘There is no 
surprise more wonderful than the 
surprise of being loved?’ Now, what 
can I getcha?

WAYLAND
Three sodas and a cup of ice.

CORAL
Right on it. And you... 

(pointing to Denim)
... Keep rockin’ those dresses.

DENIM 
I will, I promise!

He’s so happy he could burst.

In the tank, Madison pulls off her bikini top with one hand 
and covers her exposed breasts with the other. Her pièce de 
resistance, driving the audience wild. 

WAYLAND
Hey, uh, Coral?

She turns back.

WAYLAND (CONT’D)
Is Dolores here?

CORAL
She’s up next.

On Wayland, finally realizing Dolores has been working as a 
mermaid. 

Coral goes to the MICROPHONE.

CORAL (CONT’D)
Ladies and Gentlemen, please show 
your appreciation for Madison the 
Mermaid!
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APPLAUSE. A BARTENDER in a seashell bikini goes ‘round 
collecting tips in a CLAM SHELL. 

Another BARTENDER brings Wayland and the kids their drinks.  

Madison hoists herself out of the water. 

The kids sip soda from mermaid-themed glasses.

Wayland ices his nose. 

They all stare at the tank, which is now empty save for a few 
brightly-colored FISH swimming around.

MELANCHOLY MUSIC crackles through the speakers. Wayland and 
the kids look at each other in anticipation.

CORAL (CONT’D)
(into the microphone)

Next up, our newest mermaid. She 
got tired of living on land, so she 
swapped her legs for a tail. Let’s 
hear it for Lorelei!

Applause as LORELEI lowers herself into the tank. We see only 
her torso and fishtail: her head and shoulders are still 
above water. 

The kids hold their breaths. Wayland’s jaw tightens.

The woman immerses herself fully. As her LONG HAIR PARTS, we 
see it’s Dolores. Looking more radiant than ever before. She 
moves gracefully through the tank, like a character in a 
children’s fairy-tale.

Denim leans his head on Wayland’s shoulder.

DENIM
She’s beautiful...

Dolores does a DOLPHIN KICK and GLIDES through the tank. The 
intensity building with each ROTATION of her body. Her 
choreography’s perfect. Every straining musical note 
accompanied by a KICK of her tail or a SWEEP of her hand or a 
WISTFUL TURN of her head. The sense too that Dolores isn’t 
playing to her audience, but is doing this for herself. And 
she’s good. She’s more than good — she’s a star. Yet 
something’s missing. A SADNESS in her eyes, a vulnerability 
that the men in the audience of course find captivating. 

Peri can’t wait any longer. She jumps off her stool.

PERI
Lola! Lola! Mom!
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Dolores sees her DAUGHTER through the glass. She’s wearing 
the ‘Disco’ SWEATER from her birthday and is gazing up at her 
with wide, hopeful eyes.

INT. TOP OF THE TANK - CONTINUOUS

Dolores rises ABOVE THE SURFACE of the water, gasping for 
air. Unseen by anyone below, she starts crying — guilt, 
relief and uncertainty all piling on top of each other. 

INT. DIVE BAR - CONTINUOUS

Wayland, Dodger and Denim walk over to Peri.

PERI
(upset)

Where’d she go?

WAYLAND
S’okay, she just went up to get 
some air. 

They look up at Dolores’ swaying fishtail. From where they’re 
standing, it looks like she’s sitting on an underwater rock 
with her head and shoulders above the surface.

Dolores lowers her head into the water again.

No hesitation this time. She smiles at Peri with the adoring 
eyes mothers save just for their children.

Peri’s face lights up like a candle. And we see how deeply 
she loves Dolores.

Dolores turns to Denim. Smiles when she sees he’s wearing his 
FAVORITE DRESS. 

She moves onto Dodger, telling him with her eyes that she’s 
proud.

Then she and Wayland lock eyes. 

He’s somewhere between sadness and wonder. Is this magical 
creature his? Was she ever his? Could she ever be his? 

INT. TANK - CONTINUOUS

We’re inside the tank with Dolores now. She’s flush against 
the glass, an INVISIBLE BARRIER between her and Wayland.

And then a SPLASH behind her. She turns. 

He’s RIGHT THERE with her, inside the tank.
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She takes his hand, pulls him deeper underwater.

Now they’re in the... 

EXT. PACIFIC OCEAN - FANTASY (DAY)

They’re YOUNGER, perhaps 15 years younger. They hold hands, 
they swim. She CRADLES him as if he’s a drowned sailor.

They rise to the SURFACE of the water. Behind them, storm 
clouds CLEARING — the sun’s coming out. 

They run laughing onto the SHORE and disappear INTO THE 
DISTANCE — towards the future they would have had if Wayland 
hadn’t gone to jail...

INT. DIVE BAR - CONTINUOUS

On Wayland, back in the present: the old dream gone. This is 
the NEW DREAM, here in this seedy Hollywood theme bar. 

He looks at Dolores, hair billowing out like a GODDESS. 

She looks at him, nose bloodied, eyes begging for redemption. 

Then Denim, tugging on Wayland’s sleeve. And Wayland, knowing 
exactly what he needs to do. He lifts Denim ONTO HIS 
SHOULDERS, walks him closer to the tank. 

Denim reaches his fingers up, just making it. Presses his 
HAND to the GLASS.

Dolores kneels on the floor of the tank. The ghostly, other-
worldly effect of underwater movement. She RAISES HER HAND, 
flattens it against the glass. Touching her child now, but 
there’s something between them, still.

On her face, the agony of separation. 

On Denim’s, pure enchantment. 

Peri and Dodger stepping forward. 

Wayland and his family now SILHOUETTED against the OCEANIC 
BLUE of the tank. 

And floating above them, like a SEA-ANGEL, Dolores: MOTHER, 
LOVER and so much more. 

CUT TO BLACK.
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