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FADE IN:

EXT. ESTANCADA, CA - NEIGHBORHOOD - NIGHT

A decaying town off the interstate.

The neighborhood is made up of modest 70s ranch-style 
HOUSES.

A few houses are boarded up.

The Mason home is hidden by an unkempt yard.

INT. MASON HOME - LIVING ROOM

The flicker from the TV illuminates an expansive HOARD.

Tattered cardboard BOXES stacked floor to ceiling. Piles of 
CLOTHES, TSCHOTSKES, BOOKS and NEWSPAPERS flooding the 
floor.

A lone LAZY BOY. In it, asleep, RICK MASON, (74).

He wakes disoriented and shaken.

RICK
Irene!

Ripping off the BLANKET, he sits up. Groping for his 
GLASSES.

He rubs his forehead coming to his senses.

He heaves his petulant body out of the chair.

RICK (CONT’D)
Deborah?!

INT. HALLWAY/DEBORAH'S ROOM

What is presumably the door to the master bedroom is 
blocked off by more of the hoard.

Rick KNOCKS on Deborah’s bedroom door.

RICK
Deborah.
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He flings opens the door.

RICK (CONT'D)
Deborah? Can’t you hear me holler?

The room is empty. He flips on the light.

He notices a reused NOTE taped to the door: Dad, Don’t 
forget. I'm at work.

INT. GAS STATION CONVENIENCE STORE - SAME

There is a HUM from the refrigeration units along the wall, 
and the fluorescent overhead lights flicker.

DEBORAH MASON, (34), wears black polyester slacks and a red 
POLO shirt. Her name tag is embossed DEBBIE.

She stands at a commercial COFFEE MAKER. Tosses out the 
used FILTERS. Replaces them with fresh GROUNDS. Fills the 
WATER. Flips the SWITCH.

With a sputter, the machine spits coffee, covering her polo 
with brown splotches.

DEBORAH
Shit.

She looks down, resigned.

LATER

At the COFFEE MAKER again. She tosses out the FILTERS. 
Replaces the GROUNDS. Pours the WATER. Flips the SWITCH.

LATER

The COFFEE MAKER. AGAIN. Tosses FILTERS. Adds GROUNDS. 
Pours WATER. Flips SWITCH.

LATER

COFFEE MAKER. FILTERS. GROUNDS. WATER. SWITCH.

She catches her refection in the stainless steal.

Some of her dark auburn hair has fallen from her ponytail 
to frame her slender face. She tucks it behind her ear.

Upon closer inspection, she notices a PIMPLE on her nose.
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She leans in and pops it.

LITTLE GIRL (O.S.)
Where’s my mommy?

Deborah shoots straight up, startled, hiding her nose with 
her fingers.

She turns toward the four-year-old GIRL. She notices they 
share the same hair color, a similar slender face.

LITTLE GIRL (CONT’D)
I want my mommy.

Deborah scans the store. EMPTY. She looks out the windows.

NO CARS.

Tears fall down the girl's face.

Deborah kneels in front of the girl. She wipes the girl's 
tears with the palm of her hand.

DEBORAH
It's okay. It's going to be okay.

The girl buries her face into her shoulder.

INT. CONVENIENCE STORE - MORNING

Deborah hides behind a RACK spying on the reunited family 
outside.

The little girl tugs at her father’s sleeve. He shrugs her 
off, busy with the police officers. Her mom wrangles four 
older BOYS as they run around the lot.

MICHAEL WATSON, (33), is behind the counter. Thin and tall 
with messy brown hair. He wears an identical red POLO.

MICHAEL
You're starting to creep me out.

She chews on her nails as she mindlessly makes a call on 
her antiquated IPHONE.

DEBORAH
I just don't get it. Look at that. 
No wonder she got left behind.

(into phone)
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Dad, This is the third time I 
called. I'm still dealing with the 
emergency at work, so I'll be home 
as soon as I can. Call me when you 
get this.

She hangs up.

MICHAEL
Emergency?

DEBORAH
He’ll never call back.

MICHAEL
He's probably still asleep. Which 
you should be.

DEBORAH
They're still not even paying any 
attention to her.

He looks out the window.

MICHAEL
Jesus, stop obsessing over that 
kid.

DEBORAH
I'm not obsessing. I'm concerned.

MICHAEL
She's fine. And not your 
responsibility. Go home. You look 
like shit.

DEBORAH
Well, thanks.

MICHAEL
No, you know what I mean.

DEBORAH
Yeah, I look like shit.

They exchange a playful look.

She watches the family.

DEBORAH (CONT’D)
They didn’t even thank me.
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MICHAEL
Maybe because they see you staring 
at them through the window like a 
perv.

EXT. CONVENIENCE STORE

Deborah carries a TRASH BAG as she watches the family load 
into their minivan.

The girl keeps reaching for her parents who are busy trying 
to strap down the boys.

Deborah shakes her head.

Then she watches as the father scoops up the girl. Lovingly 
tucking her into her seat. He KISSES her on the forehead. 
She giggles and gives him a squeeze.

Deborah is taken aback by the show of affection.

She turns the corner and angrily throws open the dumpster 
lid.

It rebounds just as she tosses the bag breaking it open. 
Garbage spills at her feet covering her in coffee grounds.

DEBORAH
Fuck my life.

She gathers the trash from the ground.

Not learning her lesson, she fights the steel beast until  
finally ridding herself of the garbage.

She pulls out a pack of cigarettes and slumps against the 
wall defeated.

She looks away towards the freeway. Hundreds of cars 
zooming to anywhere but there.

Her phone RINGS. DAD

She answers quickly.

DEBORAH (CONT’D)
I’ve been calling you for hours.

WOMEN’S VOICE (O.S.)
Debbie? No, it's Lolly.
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DEBORAH
Loretta? Where's my dad? Why do you 
have his phone?

INTERCUT EXT. MASON HOME

LORETTA DODD, 67, with salt and pepper hair, stands at the 
side gate.

LORETTA
I found it.

DEBORAH
Where?

LORETTA
Deb, he's not answering. Do you 
know where he is?

DEBORAH
He should be home.

LORETTA
Should I check inside?

DEBORAH
Wait. Are you at our house?

LORETTA
Yes. He’s not answering the door. 
I'm starting to get worried. Is 
there a way I can get in through 
the back?

Loretta tries to look in through the windows, but heavy 
curtains block any view inside.

DEBORAH
No! No. Don't worry. I'm sure he's 
just out for a walk. I'll stop by 
the shop and pick up his phone on 
my way home.

LORETTA
You sure?

DEBORAH
Yup. Positive. I’ll meet you back 
at your shop. Okay?
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LORETTA
Are you sure? I'm right here. I 
don't mind checking in.

DEBORAH
No. I'm sure he's just out. Please. 
I don’t want you to go through the 
trouble.

LORETTA
Alright. I'll meet you at the shop.

DEBORAH
Thanks.

Deborah hangs up.

INT. CONVENIENCE STORE

She rushes in grabbing her coat from the break room.

DEBORAH
I gotta go. I think he's wandered 
off again.

MICHAEL
Everything okay?

DEBORAH
No. Yeah. I think so. Loretta 
called. She was snooping around our 
house, and he wasn't home.

MICHAEL
The lot?

DEBORAH
Probably.

MICHAEL
I can drive you? I’ll call Tom to 
cover me.

DEBORAH
No. I’ll just head over on my way 
home. Damnit. I should have gone 
home earlier.

Michael picks up the phone.
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MICHAEL
It will take you longer to walk 
there. Just give me a sec.

DEBORAH
Thanks, really. It’s okay. I'll see 
you later.

Deborah races out the door.

MICHAEL
Call me.

EXT. ROAD - LATER

A straight two lane road that cuts across an expanse of dry 
dusty grass.

Deborah pulls out her phone again. The time reads 9:02.

Her call list only shows outgoing calls to Dad and Home.

She raises the phone to her ear.

We hear it RING as a light blue '98 FORD truck ROARS up the 
road behind her.

She steps to the side of the road. A glimpse of MIRANDA 
GEIST, 39. Windows down, hair blowing free.

The Montana plates catch Deborah’s eye as the truck zips 
past her.

The phone continues to ring endlessly.

EXT. ABANDONED LOT - LATER

Along the roadside the abandoned lot has become dumping 
ground.

She scours the trash heaps. Old SOFAS and dining CHAIRS 
mixed with rusted MACHINERY and CAR PARTS.

DEBORAH
Dad?

Her voice echoes against the hills.
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Looking down she spies a pretty little white ceramic LAMP 
decorated with pink roses. A cheap mass-produced lamp but 
pretty. She picks it up inspecting it.

Turning it over in her hand, she finds it cracked and 
broken. Her face drops with disappointment.

She tosses the lamp back into it’s pile. SMASH.

DEBORAH (CONT’D)
DAD?

INT. MASON HOME - MASTER BEDROOM - SAME

The room is dark with the curtains drawn, but it is 
unmistakable that the hoard has completely taken over.

Belongings piled three to four feet high. Many of the items 
have a feminine touch. JEWELRY BOXES, HAT BOXES, VASES.

Rick sits in the middle of the mess. The muffled sound of 
the PHONE RINGING. He doesn’t notice.

In his hand a VASE that has a similar design to the LAMP at 
the junk yard. He carefully stands the vase on a teetering 
pile.

EXT. ABANDONED RANCH - SAME

Deborah continues further through the lot.

She checks inside a run-down SHED.

A THUD of wood boards being tossed.

DEBORAH
Dad?

WOMAN (O.S.)
Hello?

Deborah begins to backtrack.

WOMAN (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Hello? Is someone there?

Miranda walks out from behind the shed catching Deborah in 
her retreat.
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MIRANDA
Hey there! You scared me.

DEBORAH
Sorry.

MIRANDA
I didn’t think anyone lived out 
here.

DEBORAH
No one does.

MIRANDA
Oh, good. I was a little worried 
about getting shot for trespassing.

Next to Miranda in her flattering clothes, Deborah shifts 
uncomfortably in her filthy work uniform.

DEBORAH
Not to worry. I’ll get out of your 
way.

MIRANDA
I don't think he's here.

DEBORAH
Huh?

MIRANDA
Your dad. Although, I didn't know 
you were here.

DEBORAH
Oh, okay thanks.

She starts to leave.

MIRANDA
Do you need help?

Deborah is caught off guard.

MIRANDA (CONT’D)
Looking for your dad?

She looks around nervously.

DEBORAH
Well. No. I’m not--
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MIRANDA
Good. Then can you help me? I need 
to get this stuff to my truck.

DEBORAH
I gotta go.

MIRANDA
Oh, come on. It will take two 
seconds. It’s perfect. I need help, 
and you appeared. You have to.

DEBORAH
Um--

MIRANDA
Great. Grab that end. The truck's 
over there.

She points to the stack of WOOD.

Deborah reluctantly helps carry them to the truck still 
looking around for her father.

EXT. MASON HOME - BACKYARD

The yard is full of rusted wood-working tools and overgrown 
plants.

From inside Rick pulls open the curtains of the master 
bedroom window. He shoves the window open and awkwardly 
crawls out.

Catching his foot on the windowsill, he falls to the ground 
with a thud.

He GROANS. A GASH on his head.

EXT. ABANDONED LOT - LATER

The women load the last of the boards onto the truck bed. 
Miranda hasn’t broken a sweat while Deborah is out of 
breath and even more disheveled and dirty.

DEBORAH
Okay. I really do have to go.

MIRANDA
Can I give you a ride home?
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DEBORAH
No. My car is down the road.

MIRANDA
The fence is down on the southeast 
corner. Just so you know.

DEBORAH
Oh, okay, thanks. Bye.

She makes a call as she starts to walk away.

MIRANDA
This is silly. Let me drive you to 
your car. It's the least I can do.

Deborah turns around.

DEBORAH
No. Really.

Miranda slams the tailgate shut.

MIRANDA
If you’re really worried about him. 
This will be faster. Come on. Get 
in.

She walks toward the cab. Deborah hesitates.

DEBORAH
When I said down the road I meant 
town. My car is parked in town.

Miranda is amused as she hops in the truck.

MIRANDA
That’s fine. Get in.

Deborah reluctantly accepts.

INT. MASON HOME

The immensity of the HOARD is revealed in the daylight.

A phone RINGS.

Rick’s imposing figure fills the sliding door. He fights 
the resistant door open just enough to squeeze in sideways.
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RING. He climbs around a pile of clothes.

RICK
Deborah?

RING. He topples a stack of NEWSPAPERS. RING.

RICK (CONT’D)
Goddamnit, Deborah. The phone.

RING. He fights his way toward the phone. RING. He picks up 
the RECEIVER.

RICK (CONT’D)
What?

DIAL TONE. He slams the phone down.

RICK (CONT’D)
Deborah!

He grimaces as he reaches up to feel the gash on his head.

INT. MIRANDA'S TRUCK

The truck RUMBLES. Deborah ends the call on her cellphone.

They shout over the noise.

MIRANDA
You can’t get a hold of him?

DEBORAH
No.

MIRANDA
Is that unusual?

DEBORAH
No.

WIND whips her hair in her face. She brushes it away to no 
avail.

She hunts for the button for the window and presses it. 
Nothing happens.
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MIRANDA
Sorry. It's broken. But so is the 
air conditioner, so I haven't 
bothered with it.

DEBORAH
Oh, that's okay. It’s fine.

Again, she brushes her hair out of her face and it flies 
back.

She looks over to Miranda. She looks relaxed and content.

Deborah’s eyes are drawn to Miranda's cowboy boots. She 
consciously tucks her ratty sneakers under the seat.

DEBORAH (CONT’D)
So, what's with the boards? People 
don't usually drive through this 
town much less stop to salvage 
something.

Deborah nervously scrapes the red polish off her thumb 
nail.

MIRANDA
Oh. I'm fixing up the ranch house 
over on Arroyo.

Miranda glances over.

MIRANDA (CONT’D)
You sure you’re alright?

Embarrassed, Deborah quickly brushes the red flakes off her 
pants.

DEBORAH
Yeah. It’s just a little wind. I 
can’t do anything about it anyway.

MIRANDA
No, your dad.

DEBORAH
Oh. I’m sure he’s at home. I’m 
probably overreacting.

The truck rumbles on.
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MIRANDA
This happen often?

DEBORAH
No. Not a lot. Not before. He likes 
to scrounge that lot, and it’s on 
my way home, so I thought I’d 
check.

MIRANDA
You’re lucky.

DEBORAH
I’m sorry?

MIRANDA
To be so close to your dad that you 
worry this much.

DEBORAH
I’ve always been a worrier. Even as 
a kid. It’s gotten worse since my 
mom died.

MIRANDA
Oh, I’m so sorry.

DEBORAH
No. It’s been like fifteen years. 
It’s okay. So Arroyo? Seriously? 
That’s on the outside of... of 
nowhere.

Miranda chuckles.

MIRANDA
Well that's sorta the point. People 
like that peace and quiet. Or at 
least I hope so.

DEBORAH
You're gonna sell it?

MIRANDA
That's the plan.

DEBORAH
Well, that makes more sense.

MIRANDA
What does?
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DEBORAH
Why a person like you would buy a 
house in a crappy little town like 
this one.

MIRANDA
A person like me?

DEBORAH
I just mean. Well, you're cool and 
your boots. I mean. Your boots are 
cool.

Miranda is amused.

MIRANDA
Thanks.

They come to a stop at the only signal in town.

DEBORAH
I can hop out here.

MIRANDA
You sure?

She unbuckles and opens the door. The car behind them HONKS 
as the light turns green.

DEBORAH
Yup. Thanks.

She hops out.

MIRANDA
Bye.

EXT. ESTANCADA TOWN CENTER

Deborah shuts the door relieved. Miranda waves as she 
drives off.

The center of town consists of a few connecting streets 
populated with rundown store fronts.

She walks towards HOPE’S ATTIC. The thrift store stands out 
with its fresh paint and clean windows.
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INT. THRIFT STORE

Loretta is behind the counter carefully affixing price tags 
to mismatched china.

Several WOMEN browse though the items.

Deborah walks in.

LORETTA
Oh, Debbie.

DEBORAH
Loretta.

She places her hand on Deborah’s back, pulling her into the 
store. Deborah stiffens.

LORETTA
Look girls, it’s Rick’s daughter, 
Debbie.

DEBORAH
Deborah.

She gives a halfhearted wave, eyeing the friendly women 
with suspicion.

LORETTA
Did you find your father, hon? Is 
he okay?

The other women eavesdrop. Deborah zips up her jacket self-
consciously.

DEBORAH
No need for you to worry. Do you 
have his phone?

LORETTA
I've noticed him becoming more 
forgetful lately. It's been 
concerning. Have you noticed 
anything?

Deborah eyes the women listening in.

DEBORAH
It was just his phone.
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LORETTA
No, it's more than that. The other 
day he forgot where he was. He was 
standing right there and had no 
idea where he was.

(She leans in)
Once he called me Irene.

DEBORAH
He’s seventy-four. I’m sure he was 
just lost in thought. I really need 
to get home. Where’s his phone?

LORETTA
Oh, right.

Deborah follows her towards the counter.

LORETTA (CONT’D)
You look exhausted. How are you 
doing?

This ruffles her feathers.

DEBORAH
I’m fine. I just got off work.

Loretta pulls out the basic FLIP PHONE.

LORETTA
I can drive you home.

DEBORAH
No. Really. Just his phone.

LORETTA
Debbie, I know what you’re going 
through. I cared for my mother when 
she had the cancer. I know it’s 
hard having to care for someone 
that used to care for you.

DEBORAH
You don’t know my dad very well.

LORETTA
Probably not. If you need anything, 
anything at all. You have my 
numbers right?
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DEBORAH
Yes--

Deborah glances at the women who continue to eavesdrop on 
the conversation.

LORETTA
I really don’t mind helping. I’m a 
pretty decent cook or at least my 
husband used to think so.

DEBORAH
I appreciate your concern, but 
we’re fine. His phone? Please.

Loretta hands over the phone.

DEBORAH (CONT’D)
Thanks.

She rushes out of the shop.

LORETTA
Bye, dear.

A mix of confusion and worry on her face as she watches 
Deborah walk away.

EXT. MASON NEIGHBORHOOD - LATER

Deborah hurries up the street.

Behind the heavy living room curtains of one house an 
ELDERLY WOMAN sits PEERING through window.

She slows when she sees the woman watching her.

Upon eye contact, the women tugs the drapes closed.

EXT. MASON HOME

She walks up the empty driveway towards the front door.

INT. LIVING ROOM

No sign of her father.
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DEBORAH
Dad?

The sound of objects being thrown to the floor in the hall 
bathroom.

INT. BATHROOM

Whatever attempts to keep the clutter at bay have been 
completely dismantled by a fumbling and angry Rick.

On hands and knees, he digs through the bottom cabinet.

His hands and fingers are squared and swollen.

The top of his right index finger is missing.

RICK
(shouting)

Deborah!

She picks up a tumbled plastic storage CONTAINER from the 
floor.

DEBORAH
What? I’m right here.

RICK
Where have you been?

DEBORAH
Me? I've been out looking for you. 
Where were you? Why didn’t you 
answer the phone?

RICK
Where the hell did you put the 
Bactine?

She opens the medicine cabinet to find it empty. The 
contents spill all over the counter and in the sink.

DEBORAH
It was right in here.

RICK
It wasn't.
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DEBORAH
This wouldn't happen if you didn’t 
have so much crap in here.

She searches through the mess with him. Neither really 
looking at each other.

RICK
Lol has a first aid kit for 
emergencies.

DEBORAH
Loretta?

RICK
Behind the counter. In a tin box.

DEBORAH
What are you talking about? We 
don’t need a first aid kit. I keep 
everything we need in the medicine 
cabinet.

Deborah and Rick still avoid any eye contact.

RICK
We should have one. In case of a 
fire or earthquake.

DEBORAH
In the event of an earthquake, we 
will be buried alive. God help us 
if there is a fire. A tin box isn’t 
going to save us.

RICK
If we had one, I could find the 
Bactine!

DEBORAH
Why don’t you just go down to 
Loretta’s then?

He continues to pull out small plastic CONTAINERS from 
under the sink.

RICK
I saw you use it.
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DEBORAH
Even if I did I always put things 
back where they belong.

She shoves things back into the medicine cabinet.

RICK
Not this time.

DEBORAH
It is impossible to find anything 
in here.

RICK
This is your bathroom.

She jumps up.

DEBORAH
This is the only bathroom because 
no one can get into yours anymore.

RICK
Yeah? And how many bottles of nail 
polish do you need?

She snatches the basket full of brightly colored nail 
polish bottles from her father.

DEBORAH
I like them.

RICK
You don’t even use them.

DEBORAH
Yes, I do.

RICK
A waste of money.

DEBORAH
You don’t get to lecture me on 
finances.

He digs through a container full of miscellaneous 
toiletries.

RICK
Your mother had beautiful nails.
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She consciously tucks her chewed thumb nail into her fist.

RICK (CONT’D)
Used to go to Deirdre’s twice a 
month for a manicure.

DEBORAH
I can't deal with this shit. I’m 
exhausted because I was out looking 
for you.

RICK
That’s your problem. I was home.

DEBORAH
I thought you wandered off again.

He struggles as he stands up. His domineering figure towers 
over her.

RICK
I’ve never been lost. I don’t need 
you to worry about me.

DEBORAH
No, but you need me to do 
everything else.

He pushes past her.

DEBORAH (CONT’D)
You don’t even remember do you?

She looks around at the mess and walks away.

INT. DEBORAH'S ROOM

She undresses. Leaving her clothes where they fall.

Other than the scattered laundry baskets full of clothes, 
her room is frozen in time.

Track MEDALS and school CERTIFICATES mingle with porcelain 
FIGURINES and STUFFED ANIMALS.

She turns on her TV and flops onto her twin-sized bed.
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NIGHT

Her phone alarm VIBRATES next to her head.

She is splayed out on her bed asleep. A bag of single 
serving chips in her hand.

She finally recognizes the alarm and wakes up. She grabs 
her phone looking at the time.

DEBORAH
Shit.

From a pile, she pulls out a pair of pants. She sniffs them 
to check they are clean.

Grabbing a red POLO SHIRT she knocks over the squeeze 
bottle of BACTINE.

She picks it up, defeated.

INT. BATHROOM - LATER

Deborah is dressed in her work uniform.

Her anger rises as she cleans up the mess.

She stands at the counter and grabs a WET WASHCLOTH draped 
over the sink.

Turning it in her hands she notices the fresh BLOOD stains.

Her shoulders drop and her angry eyes soften.

She gently runs the washcloth under water washing away the 
blood.

INT. LIVING ROOM

A talking head on the television rambles on. Rick flips 
through the newspaper in his LAZY BOY.

Deborah walks in.

DEBORAH
I found the Bactine.

Rick GRUNTS. His eyes fixed on the paper.
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She struggles over to her father and sets the bottle down.

DEBORAH (CONT’D)
You were bleeding. I’m sorry I 
didn’t notice before.

She scans her father for signs of injury.

RICK
It’s fine. Leave me be.

He doesn’t look up. His eyes trained at his paper.

She looks at his face as if it has been awhile since she 
last studied him. The lines around his mouth are deep. His 
eyebrows are full and wild, and age spots seem to cover his 
forehead.

Then, along his hair line, she sees the large scrape on his 
head.

DEBORAH
Dad?

She gently reaches out to move his hair.

Rick flinches. Then, he acquiesces letting her brush his 
hair back.

RICK
I’m fine. Go to work.

DEBORAH
Let me get a Band-Aid?

RICK
Just leave the bottle.

She hurries back to the bathroom.

Rick folds up his paper and changes the channel on the 
television.

She returns with tissues and a BAND-AID.

She kneels next to him lovingly dabbing his cut with the 
TISSUE.

DEBORAH
What happened?
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RICK
I tripped.

DEBORAH
Dad, this is what I talk about when 
I say this place is dangerous. We 
have to get it organized somehow.

RICK
I know.

She gently applies the band-aid.

DEBORAH
I’ve been thinking that we should 
also think about pulling the Toyota 
out of the garage and getting it 
fixed up. If I had the car, I could 
have been home sooner.

Rick nods.

As she stands up, Rick grabs her wrist.

RICK
Thanks.

DEBORAH
It's okay, dad.

She hands him the PHONE.

DEBORAH (CONT’D)
Next time, call if you need me. Or 
maybe answer the phone every once 
in a while.

A coldness returns to Rick's face.

He fumbles with the PHONE carelessly tossing it on top of a 
near by pile of junk.

She rolls her eyes and turns to walk away towards her room.

DEBORAH (CONT’D)
It's just a simple thing. You keep 
it in your pocket so I can always 
reach you.
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RICK
What am I supposed to eat for 
dinner?

DEBORAH
You didn't eat yet? I really don't 
have time to make anything. Do you 
want me to put a Lean Cuisine in 
the microwave?

RICK
I hate that girly food. I'll make 
something myself.

She heads toward the kitchen.

DEBORAH
I'll put a tray in for you.

RICK
Enchiladas.

He returns to his paper as she walks into the kitchen.

EXT. ESTANCADA ROAD - NIGHT

The HUM of hundreds of CARS zooming on the freeway nearby.

Along the dark road, Deborah illuminates the road at her 
feet with a PENLIGHT on her keychain.

The bright FLORESCENT LIGHTS of the GAS STATION glow ahead 
of her.

INT. GAS STATION CONVENIENCE STORE

Thomas, 40s, stalky with a home haircut and wearing a POLO 
SHIRT like Deborah’s. He impatiently watches out the 
window.

As Deborah comes into view outside, he grabs his JACKET and 
a quart of MILK in a PLASTIC BAG.

An electronic DING as she walks through the door.

DEBORAH
Thomas. I’m so sorry I’m late. 
Thank you for staying. My dad-- you 
know.
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Thomas clocks out at the REGISTER.

THOMAS
I have family at home who needs me 
to be there, too, Deb.

DEBORAH
Deborah.

THOMAS
Huh?

DEBORAH
Nothing. I got here as soon as I 
could. I can only walk so fast.

THOMAS
I don’t understand you. Why don’t 
you save up and get a car?

DEBORAH
I have a car.

THOMAS
Then why don’t you use it?

He grabs his stuff and heads out.

THOMAS (CONT’D)
I left the bathrooms for you. Some 
woman clogged up the toilet with 
her Tampax.

The door swings shut, and Deborah is left alone behind the 
counter.

She reaches up and grabs a pack of cigarettes and fumbles 
with the plastic wrapper.

She desperately lights the cigarette with one of the 
LIGHTERS displayed on the counter.

Looking at the surveillance camera she turns back around 
exhaling a deep breath of smoke.

She stubs out the cigarette and swipes the pack under the 
scanner. She puts in cash from her purse and tucks the 
change and receipt back into her pocket.
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EXT. MASON HOME - DAY

Deborah stands in front of the garage door and takes a deep 
breath.

The door RUMBLES to life revealing the overwhelming extent 
of her father's hoard.

The door halts three-fourths of the way up. The motor 
GRINDS horrifically before shutting off.

She SIGHS then pulls out an old CHAIR from the intricate 
stack. She braces the rest of the wobbly pile.

LATER

Despite the numerous BOXES, broken pieces of FURNITURE, and 
plastic CONTAINERS scattered in the drive way, She has 
hardly made a dent.

INT. GARAGE

She tunnels through the JUNK.

She shifts some boxes revealing the front BUMPER of the 
TOYOTA.

LATER

She has managed to uncover some of the HOOD of the car.

She climbs on the hood to reach the junk on top of the car.

Finally, she reaches the layer directly above the car. She 
heaves off a CRUMBLING BOX.

The WINDSHIELD imploded from the weight of the hoard.

She clears out more junk from the car.

She SCREAMS.

A DEAD CAT.

She slips, sliding down the hood dislodging the stack. 
Items tumble down behind her.

She shifts off the junk trying to stand up.
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Her shirt is hooked on the GRIP of a BICYCLE HANDLEBAR.

She pauses, clearing off the clutter and exposing the front 
emblem of the bike, WESTERN FLYER.

Lost in memory, she gently wipes off the grime from the 
emblem with her thumb.

RICK (O.S.)
Judas Priest! What the hell are you 
doing?!

She snaps back.

EXT. GARAGE - MOMENTS LATER

Rick angrily shoves items back into the garage.

She struggles out through a path Rick is quickly closing 
off.

DEBORAH
Dad! Jesus!

He struggles to lift a heavy BOX.

DEBORAH (CONT’D)
I was going to put it all back.

RICK
These aren't your things. I told 
you don't touch my things.

He continues to struggle with the box.

DEBORAH
Dad! Let me do that.

They wrestle over the box. Rick manages to lift it but 
loses his grip. The box bursts open on impact.

Thousands of brightly colored BEADS break free from their 
plastic storage containers.

RICK
No!

Rick drops to the ground trying to corral them as they race 
away. She is stunned by his desperation.
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RICK (CONT’D)
Help me.

She stares at her father groping across the cement. His 
mission is futile.

The glass beads sparkle in the light as they scatter.

DEBORAH
Dad! Stop it.

RICK
Damnit! Help me.

DEBORAH
I can't! There are too many. It's 
pointless. Just let them go.

RICK
Damn kid. Why do you always have to 
touch everything? Your mother needs 
these.

Deborah is both shocked and confused.

DEBORAH
Dad? Mom is dead.

She tries to pull her father from the ground.

RICK
I know that! Goddamnit. If you had 
just left it alone.

He pushes her off.

DEBORAH
Please, dad. Get up.

She pulls at his massive shoulder.

DEBORAH (CONT’D)
You can't do this. Come on. Go 
inside. I'll pick it up.

He lets her help him up.

DEBORAH (CONT’D)
I'll put it all back.
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RICK
All of it?

DEBORAH
All of it.

He walks up to the front door, fist still clenched around 
the handful of beads.

She is terrified as she watches him walk inside.

She stoops down and starts the tedious process of tracking 
down the beads.

INT. MICHAEL’S HOUSE - BEDROOM - DAY

The room is an odd hodgepodge of old lady furniture and 
young male accoutrements.

Deborah and Michael lay naked on the bed. The space between 
them is immense. She holds the blankets tightly tucked 
under her arms.

They pass a JOINT back and forth.

MICHAEL
You're always worrying about him. 
So, he's a little forgetful. He's 
getting older.

DEBORAH
He forgot she's dead.

MICHAEL
Okay. I’ll give you that.

DEBORAH
It’s only going to get worse. I 
know he gets lost. The other day he 
fell or something. What if next 
time he breaks a hip and no one 
knows where he is?

MICHAEL
How far can he get?

DEBORAH
Stop making jokes. Don't you care?
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MICHAEL
Of course, I do. You know that. I 
just think worrying isn't going to 
solve anything.

DEBORAH
What will then? Huh?

MICHAEL
I don’t know.

DEBORAH
Exactly. Nothing is going to solve 
this. Except--

She goes still.

DEBORAH (CONT’D)
Maybe if he was really sick. You 
know? Cancer or something. I keep 
thinking maybe then it'd be easier.

She shuts her eyes tightly.

DEBORAH (CONT’D)
I can’t deal with this by myself 
anymore.

He moves towards her. Affectionately touching her 
collarbone. For a brief moment she lets him.

MICHAEL
You’re not alone.

She moves his hand away.

DEBORAH
Michael, we’ve been over this 
before.

MICHAEL
I don’t have to be your boyfriend 
to be there for you.

DEBORAH
Knock it off, okay?

MICHAEL
Knock what off?
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DEBORAH
I can’t handle any more shit on my 
plate. Okay?

She sits up pulling on her clothes.

MICHAEL
Debbie--

She shoots him piercing look.

MICHAEL (CONT’D)
Deborah.

DEBORAH
When are you going to let it go? 
It’s not going to happen.

MICHAEL
And yet, how long have we been 
fucking?

DEBORAH
Whatever this is, it's just a 
proximity thing. It could be 
anyone.

MICHAEL
Nice.

DEBORAH
I’m not staying here the rest of my 
life. You know that.

MICHAEL
You’ve been talking about getting 
out of here since we were fourteen.

DEBORAH
Hey, I tried.

MICHAEL
Two quarters at CSUB is nothing to 
brag about.

DEBORAH
I had to come back. You’ve never 
left.

MICHAEL
I didn’t want to leave.
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DEBORAH
Because you're an idiot.

MICHAEL
I’m the idiot?

DEBORAH
Yeah, because you’re willing to sit 
on your ass and accept things as 
they are.

MICHAEL
I don’t see you making any changes. 
Besides, I like it here. I have 
everything I need. A job. A house--

DEBORAH
You’re a gas station attendant and 
you live in your dead grandmother’s 
house.

MICHAEL
It’s not like she’s strapped to a 
rocking chair in the basement.

Deborah sits on the side of the bed with her back to him. A 
fistful of sheets clenched in her hands.

DEBORAH
Fuck you. You don’t have a 
basement.

MICHAEL
I don’t need a basement.

DEBORAH
Fuck you.

She looks down. Tears fall into her lap.

MICHAEL
Hey. I’m sorry.

DEBORAH
No. Fuck you. And you know what? 
You don’t have everything you need.

She gets up gathering her things.

MICHAEL
Where are you going?
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DEBORAH
To make a change.

MICHAEL
Let’s not keep doing this. Just 
stay. I’m sorry.

DEBORAH
No. You're right. I don’t have to 
take care of Rick on my own. The 
answer to all my problems has been 
staring me in the face this whole 
time. If Loretta wants to butt into 
our business, I’m going to let her.

MICHAEL
So what? You’re gonna palm your 
father off on her?

DEBORAH
Why should I keep fighting it? 
Right? It’s win-win.

He gets up and heads to the bathroom.

MICHAEL
You’re an asshole just like your 
dad.

DEBORAH
Hey! You take that back.

MICHAEL
No. Grow up. Stop being so fucking 
selfish.

DEBORAH
Me? Selfish? I’m the one who’s 
wasted my entire life in this shit 
hole for him! How am I being 
selfish? It’s time I started being 
a little more selfish and start 
taking care of myself.

MICHAEL
You go and do that. And don’t call 
me the next time you need 
something.

He holds the door open. She angrily grabs her bag.
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DEBORAH
Fine. I don’t need shit from you.

MICHAEL
Yeah? I’ve heard that before.

She pauses in the doorway. Her shoulders sink, and she 
looks towards the ground.

DEBORAH
You work Wednesday night?

MICHAEL
(tenderly)

Yeah. You?

DEBORAH
Yeah.

MICHAEL
See you then?

DEBORAH
Yeah.

She leaves.

INT. DEBORAH’S ROOM - LATER

Deborah sits on the floor staring at her phone. She gnaws 
on her thumb nail. A cigarette burning between her fingers.

She hits a button and puts the phone to her ear.

It rings.

LORETTA (O.S.)
(phone filter)

Hello?

DEBORAH
Loretta, it’s Deborah.

LORETTA (O.S.)
Is your dad okay?

DEBORAH
Oh, yeah. Fine. No, the reason I 
called is that I was thinking about 
your offer to help out.
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LORETTA (O.S.)
Of course. Anything you need.

DEBORAH
I could use a break--

LORETTA (O.S.)
Wonderful. My daughter Miranda will 
be over tonight. Why don’t you two 
come over for dinner.

DEBORAH
Miranda?

LORETTA (O.S.)
Or is that too much trouble? Would 
your father rather not meet anyone 
new? I can always find another way 
to help. Anything. Just tell me 
what you need.

DEBORAH
Uh, no. Tonight would be great. 
Thanks.

EXT. LORETTA'S HOUSE - EVENING

Deborah and Rick walk up to the door. He is wearing a TIE 
and a sports COAT buttoned tightly around his gut.

Rick discreetly rubs his right hand and shakes it as though 
it is numb.

RICK
I don't like this. Why do I have to 
be here?

DEBORAH
Because Loretta is your friend and 
she was kind enough to offer. Now 
smile.

She rings the bell. He tugs at his jacket.

RICK
I look ridiculous. I'm taking this 
off.

She fixes his collar.
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DEBORAH
Leave it alone.

The door opens. They stand there awkwardly staring at each 
other in silence.

LORETTA
I'll be. I've never noticed how 
alike you both look.

Deborah's smile strains.

RICK
Hi, Lol.

LORETTA
Hi, Rick. You look real nice.

Deborah looks past her searching for Miranda.

RICK
So do you.

LORETTA
Oh, no. Not me.

Loretta self-consciously wraps her arms in front of her.

LORETTA (CONT’D)
Though, you look nice, too, Debbie.

Deborah’s smile falls.

DEBORAH
Thanks.

LORETTA
Well, come in.

INT. LORETTA'S HOUSE

Loretta's home is warm, decorated in shades of pinks and 
yellows. Framed pictures of various different people 
throughout the years cover her walls.

LORETTA
I hope meatloaf is alright with 
everyone.
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Rick starts to take his coat off but Deborah stops him. He 
glares at her.

DEBORAH
My dad loves meatloaf. Don't you, 
dad?

He loosens his tie and defiantly leaves it crooked.

RICK
Do you put peppers in it? I hate it 
with green peppers.

Deborah shoots him a look.

LORETTA
No. Who puts peppers in meatloaf?

DEBORAH
I have to hide his vegetables. Like 
a kid.

LORETTA
Well, if you don’t like it then you 
shouldn’t have to eat it. Why 
torture yourself. Right, Rick? 
Enjoy what time you got left. Here, 
let me take your jacket.

Rick smiles as he lets Loretta remove his coat. She brushes 
his shirt smooth.

RICK
Thanks, Lol.

He smiles triumphantly.

His smile immediately drops as Miranda glides in from the 
hallway.

LORETTA
Rick, Debbie. This is Mir--

MIRANDA
Deborah!

LORETTA
Oh! Do you know each other?

MIRANDA
Yes.
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DEBORAH
Not really.

MIRANDA
(directed at Deborah)

Things are looking up. I thought I 
was gonna be stuck with a couple of 
Lol’s old hens from the thrift 
store.

Deborah smiles.

MIRANDA (CONT’D)
I see you found your dad.

LORETTA
Rick, this is my daughter Miranda.

Miranda shakes his hand.

MIRANDA
Nice to meet you.

He stiffens and pulls his hand back.

RICK
I thought--

LORETTA
Oh, yes, Randy grew up with my 
Karen. She spent so much time with 
us she's like another daughter to 
me. Well, come on. Before the 
potatoes get cold.

They follow her into the dining room.

LORETTA (CONT’D)
Nothing formal. Sit where you’d 
like.

Deborah starts to pull back the chair at the head of the 
table closest to the door.

LORETTA (CONT’D)
Oh, Debbie. Except for there dear. 
Why don’t we let your father sit 
there?

Miranda leans in close to Deborah.
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MIRANDA
Debbie?

Deborah shakes her head no.

DEBORAH
Randy?

Miranda shakes her head no. They exchange a smile.

LATER

Rick is basking in Loretta’s attention.

RICK
Absolutely amazing a thing like 
that. You live somewhere 
practically your whole life, and I 
didn’t even know this place was out 
there.

LORETTA
We just get in our routines don’t 
we?

RICK
Yeah. So there were hundreds and 
hundreds of these California 
dogwoods. No sign, no fence, no 
nothin’. A whole grove.

MIRANDA
So, that’s how you started making 
pieces out of it? Would you like 
some more corn?

RICK
Uh, sure. Thanks.

Loretta scoops some corn on to his plate.

RICK (CONT’D)
See dogwood is really dense and the 
grains are really fine. Mostly 
people use it for inlays and 
smaller pieces, but I had so much 
lumber I started using it for 
larger pieces of furniture.
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DEBORAH
Mom’s sewing table is dogwood, 
isn’t?

He becomes distracted by his hand and then looks up at 
Loretta.

RICK
It's just gorgeous in bloom. Irene, 
you'd love it.

LORETTA
Rick?

DEBORAH
Dad, that’s Loretta.

RICK
I know that. You mentioned your 
mother. And I made that table out 
of tiger maple.

Deborah shrinks back in her chair.

MIRANDA
Dogwood. Tiger maple. Tomato. 
Tomato.

RICK
It’s not. They’re nothing alike at 
all.

LORETTA
Deb, pass your father the bread.

Miranda hands Deborah the bowl rolling her eyes. Deborah 
smirks in agreement.

RICK
See maple is--

DEBORAH
Dad, no one wants to hear you talk 
about trees all night.

LORETTA
Sure we do. Don’t we Miranda? I bet 
you could learn a thing or two.
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MIRANDA
I'm not doing anything as delicate 
as all that. I mostly just work 
with two-by-fours and a hammer.

RICK
Pine.

MIRANDA
I'm sorry?

RICK
Two-by-fours.

DEBORAH
How is the house coming? I'm sure 
it's a lot of work.

MIRANDA
It's not too bad. I figure I don't 
have to change a lot. That vintage 
shabby-chic look is very popular 
now.

Rick gently rests his fork on his plate.

DEBORAH
Well it certainly is vintage.

He stretches the fingers of his right hand open and closed.

Loretta notices, concerned.

LORETTA
Rick, are you okay?

RICK
Huh? Yes. I'm fine.

Rick’s fingers shake. He hides his hands in his lap.

MIRANDA
I never asked what you do?

DEBORAH
Me? Nothing as interesting as you. 
I just work at the gas station. 
Temporarily. While I'm here. You 
know?

Rick SCOFFS agitating Deborah.
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DEBORAH (CONT’D)
There isn't very much opportunity 
for anything else here.

MIRANDA
Fixing up houses really isn't that 
interesting. At least you get to 
meet people.

RICK
We told you you should work at the 
library. But you insisted on taking 
that job.

DEBORAH
Dad, the library closed 8 years 
ago.

Loretta looks to Deborah concerned, but she doesn't notice.

RICK
What are you talking about?

LORETTA
Do you think the dogwood is in 
bloom?

Rick doesn't respond.

DEBORAH
Dad?

He looks around confused.

LORETTA
Rick, do you think you can take me 
there? To the dogwood grove?

RICK
Uh, sure. Yes.

Deborah exhales.

LORETTA
How's tomorrow? We can all go. 
Girls? I can pack us a picnic.

MIRANDA
You know I’d love to, but the 
house.
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LORETTA
Of course. Debbie, are you free 
tomorrow?

DEBORAH
Well, yes, but you two should enjoy 
yourselves.

LORETTA
Nonsense. We'll have our own fun 
without Miranda.

DEBORAH
Actually, I, uh--

MIRANDA
Deborah said she'd give me a hand 
with the house.

Rick struggles against his fingers to pick up his FORK.

LORETTA
Oh? How lovely. So just you and me, 
Rick. That sound good?

Loretta looks over to him, and he covers by reaching out to 
his empty wine GLASS.

LORETTA (CONT’D)
Oh, Rick. Let me get you some more 
wine.

RICK
No.

It is too late. She fills his glass.

DEBORAH
I'm sure you two will have a great 
time. Right, dad?

Rick knocks over the glass of wine. It spills across the 
table into Loretta’s lap.

RICK
Christ!

He jumps up out of his chair and loses his balance. His 
heavy body CRASHES to the floor knocking things off the 
BUFFET table behind him.
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Loretta and Deborah jump up.

LORETTA
Oh my God.

Loretta rushes over to help.

LORETTA (CONT’D)
Rick, are you alright?

The women try to help him up.

RICK
Get off me!

They all back off. Loretta is a little stunned.

DEBORAH
Dad.

LORETTA
Should I call someone?

Rick slowly regains his footing.

He pulls off his tie.

RICK
Goddamn. I told you it was too 
tight.

Deborah tries her best to ignore his anger and help clean 
up the wine.

RICK (CONT’D)
Let’s go. Now.

DEBORAH
I'm sorry.

LORETTA
It’s okay, dear. Let me drive you 
two home.

RICK
No.

Rick stumbles out of the room and out the door.

DEBORAH
I am so sorry about this.
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She hands Loretta her wine soaked napkin and grabs her 
sweater from the chair. She glances over to Miranda 
embarrassed.

EXT. MASON NEIGHBORHOOD - LATER

Deborah, carrying his coat, trails behind her father trying 
to keep up with his angry steps.

DEBORAH
Dad!

He jerks off his tie and drops it to the ground. She stops 
to pick it up.

DEBORAH (CONT’D)
Dad, stop.

RICK
I told you I didn’t want to go. 
Look what happened. This is all 
your fault.

DEBORAH
I can't take this anymore. I can't 
take care of you by myself any 
more.

RICK
So that's what dinner was about? 
Why on Earth would Lolly want to 
take care of me? Why don’t I just 
put a 45 to my head and save 
everyone a lot of trouble.

DEBORAH
Dad, no. I didn't mean. I don't 
want that. Neither does Loretta. 
She likes you.

RICK
Enough about Loretta. I don't want 
to hear about her again. Forget 
about her.

DEBORAH
But what about me? What about my 
life?

Rick turns up the drive way.
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RICK
What life?

DEBORAH
Exactly!

RICK
I never asked you back here.

He turns away from her.

Deborah stands at the curb holding his discarded clothing 
unsure of what to do with them.

She takes a beat and then angrily dumps them in the GARBAGE 
CAN.

DEBORAH
Fine! I am gone. Let's see how long 
you can take care of yourself, you 
lonely miserable old man!

Rick slams the front door closed.

Deborah turns around to see the old woman staring at her 
from behind the window. Deborah FLIPS HER OFF.

Stunned and indignant the old woman shuts the drapes.

Deborah looks down at her trembling hands and SPRINTS away 
from the house.

EXT. ROAD

Darkness.

Out of breath Deborah slows to a walk.

She wipes her tears and looks backwards, towards home.

She continues to walk away.

She stops. Her shoulders sink.

She turns around and walks back.

INT. MASON HOME - LATER

Rick is in his chair flipping channels.
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Deborah walks in with his coat and tie draped over her arm.

DEBORAH
I'm sorry. I didn't mean it.

He stares at the TV ignoring her.

DEBORAH (CONT’D)
Did you hear me?

Nothing.

DEBORAH (CONT’D)
Dad?

RICK
If you're going to leave. Leave.

DEBORAH
You never wanted me to come back. 
No matter what I do for you. It's 
never enough.

His eyes are fixed on the TV.

She gives up waiting for a response and opens the closet.

It is packed full. She hangs his coat and tie stuffing it 
in with as much care as there is room for.

EXT. MASON HOME - MORNING

Pre-dawn. Deborah pulls on her coat as she quietly shuts 
the door.

In the dirt along the walkway is a single red BEAD. She 
picks it up and flings it away with all her might.

EXT. MIRANDA'S RANCH - LATER

Deborah walks up a gravel driveway towards a decayed one-
story home.

She KNOCKS. No answer.

Boards CLANK behind the house and she walks around.

Miranda, sits on the porch sanding baseboards.
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DEBORAH
Miranda?

MIRANDA
Hey! What are you doing here?

DEBORAH
Well, I thought you needed a hand.

MIRANDA
I didn't mean for you to actually 
waste your day here. I was just 
trying to save you from that awful 
picnic.

DEBORAH
No, I know and thanks. No, I had to 
get out of there before he woke up. 
I figured why not help you out.

MIRANDA
How is he?

She shrugs.

DEBORAH
Put me to work.

MIRANDA
Okay, grab that rag and can over 
there. You can stain these boards.

Deborah grabs the items and joins Miranda.

DEBORAH
These here?

MIRANDA
Yup.

Miranda continues to work. Deborah dabs the rag into the 
can dripping stain on her jeans.

DEBORAH
Typical.

MIRANDA
Sorry?

DEBORAH
Nothing. Is this okay?
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MIRANDA
Yeah. Perfect.

Deborah smiles and enthusiastically goes back to work.

DEBORAH
How long do you think you'll be 
here? I mean how long will it take 
to finish.

MIRANDA
I figure it will take about eight 
weeks.

DEBORAH
That's all?

MIRANDA
Well, there's a rule to DIY. Take 
how long you think it will take you 
to get the job done and times it by 
three.

DEBORAH
So six months?

MIRANDA
Probably. Of course, if I have your 
help--

DEBORAH
Eight months.

Miranda laughs.

DEBORAH (CONT’D)
And how long do you figure until it 
sells?

MIRANDA
That I can't be sure. Hopefully, no 
more than a year.

DEBORAH
Then, you'll head back to Montana?

MIRANDA
Montana?
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DEBORAH
Your plates. That's where you're 
from, right?

MIRANDA
Oh. I guess technically. My brother 
lives out there, so I use his 
address. I'm actually a bit of a 
nomad. I don’t really have a home.

DEBORAH
So, you'll live here until then?

MIRANDA
Maybe, maybe not. I don't plan that 
far ahead.

DEBORAH
I don't blame you for not wanting 
to stay here.

MIRANDA
It isn't about want. I think it's 
nice here.

DEBORAH
Yeah. Nice and quiet.

MIRANDA
Well, it is pretty quiet.

DEBORAH
It used to be exciting. When I was 
a kid.

MIRANDA
I don't believe it.

DEBORAH
Sure. Before the oil fields closed 
we had a bowling alley and a Dairy 
Queen.

They laugh.

MIRANDA
I was always more of a Baskin-
Robbins girl.
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DEBORAH
So, if you just have your truck, 
where do you keep all your stuff. 
Mementos, keepsakes, things like 
that?

MIRANDA
I don’t keep any. Everything I own 
fits in a duffel bag.

DEBORAH
Everything?

MIRANDA
You don't need that crap. 
Possessions just tie us down and 
keep us from living our true 
potential. Life is about more than 
just the shit we own. There is a 
whole world out there, and I'm not 
going to let anything force me to 
refuse an opportunity.

Deborah pauses a moment.

DEBORAH
I wish I could live like that.

MIRANDA
Why can’t you?

DEBORAH
My dad for one. Since my mom died, 
he sort of fell apart and I had to 
step in to take care of things. Now 
he is, well, you saw him last 
night. I don't know how to help him 
and he makes it so damn hard to 
want to.

MIRANDA
That's tough.

DEBORAH
Sorry. I didn't mean to dump all 
that on you.

MIRANDA
No. Clearly, you need to get it off 
your chest. That's perfectly 
understandable.
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DEBORAH
What about your folks? They live 
near your brother?

MIRANDA
Not if he has anything to do with 
it. They're in Denver. I think. I 
actually have no idea. I fled that 
place at sixteen, and I never 
looked back.

DEBORAH
That’s why you’re so close to 
Loretta?

MIRANDA
Yeah, I guess.

DEBORAH
Can I ask you something?

MIRANDA
Yeah.

DEBORAH
What is with her? I mean, don’t get 
me wrong, she is very nice, but 
ever since she started to get to 
know my dad she’s been, well, a 
little pushy and overbearing.

MIRANDA
That’s just Lol. Don’t worry about 
it. She doesn’t have much going on 
in her own life, so she likes to 
fill the time with other people’s 
problems.

DEBORAH
Just so she isn't after his money. 
Because I'm afraid she'll be really 
disappointed.

EXT./INT. MASON HOME

Loretta shuts the door to her car.

Rick is in his Lazy Boy. KNOCK KNOCK.
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RICK
Deborah!

Loretta KNOCKS again.

RICK (CONT’D)
Deborah! Deborah?

Another knock. Rick pushes himself up.

RICK (CONT’D)
We don’t want what you’re selling.

Rick opens the door just a crack.

RICK (O.S.) (CONT’D)
'Specially Jesus.

LORETTA
Hi.

He quickly shuts the door. She KNOCKS again.

LORETTA (CONT’D)
Rick? It’s Lolly.

He wipes the crumbs from his mouth and opens the door 
enough to peer his head out.

RICK
Lolly? What are you doing here?

LORETTA
Our picnic? At the dogwood grove?

She awkwardly tries to look in. Rick still hiding behind 
the door.

LORETTA (CONT’D)
You didn’t forget, did you?

RICK
No. I didn’t think we were going.

LORETTA
Why not?

RICK
Well.
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LORETTA
Look, crap happens. Let’s not let 
it spoil a beautiful day.

RICK
I don’t think so.

LORETTA
What else are you going to do 
today?

RICK
I don’t think-- Look, Lol. Please. 
Just go away.

He tries to shut the door, but she pushes back.

LORETTA
Rick! Rick. I’m not leaving. You 
can’t do this. It’s rude. I’ve 
packed a lunch for us and 
everything.

They fight over the door. She is feisty for her size.

RICK
Loretta, please.

LORETTA
No. This is ridiculous. Just let me 
in. What is wrong with you?

Rick gives in, and she is surprised as she jerks the door 
open.

RICK
This. Okay? This is what is wrong 
with me.

LORETTA
(compassionate)

Oh. Oh Rick.

RICK
Now please, just go. You don’t want 
any part of this madness.

She tries to walk further into the house but he stops her.

RICK (CONT’D)
Please go.
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LORETTA
Oh Rick. I don’t know what to say.

He holds the front door open for her. She ducks under his 
arm  and wanders further into the house.

RICK
No. You have to go, now.

LORETTA
Please let me help.

She picks up an overturned BOX, and he closes the door.

EXT. MIRANDA’S RANCH - LATE AFTERNOON

Deborah's clothes are filthy and her hair is matted with 
stain.

By comparison, Miranda still looks put together.

Deborah pours paint thinner on a rag and wipes her hands as 
best she can.

The grassy hills glow golden in the late afternoon 
sunlight.

Miranda takes in the view.

MIRANDA
You can't tell me that's not 
beautiful.

Deborah looks up.

DEBORAH
I'll ask you that in six months 
when you're itching for this place 
to sell.

Miranda turns around.

MIRANDA
We got a lot accomplished today. I 
really appreciate your help. And 
your company.

DEBORAH
Yeah. It was great. I actually had 
fun. Something different, you know?
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Miranda offers her a BEER.

DEBORAH (CONT’D)
No. Thanks. I really should be 
going while it's still daylight.

MIRANDA
There's still time for a beer.

DEBORAH
Sorry. Trust me, I’d much rather be 
here. I can't leave my dad by 
himself all day, and I've been gone 
long enough.

MIRANDA
Well, here.

She hands her a HUNDRED dollar bill.

MIRANDA (CONT’D)
We can talk about more after the 
house is sold.

DEBORAH
You don't have to pay me.

MIRANDA
It will at least cover your gas for 
a few weeks.

She hands the money back, but Miranda doesn’t take it.

DEBORAH
I really can't take this. I don't 
have to buy gas.

MIRANDA
Because you work at the station?

DEBORAH
No. I don't have a car.

MIRANDA
Oh, I thought--

DEBORAH
Yeah, no. It's embarrassing.
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MIRANDA
What? Why? No. No one needs a car. 
Really.

DEBORAH
They do when they need to get the 
hell out of their shitty town now 
and then.

MIRANDA
All the more reason to keep the 
money. It's a start. We'll figure 
something out.

She hands Deborah a BEER again.

MIRANDA (CONT’D)
Here. I'll drive you home.

Deborah takes the bottle.

DEBORAH
Thanks.

INT. MASON HOME - LATER

As Deborah walks in, her smile drops.

DEBORAH
Hi. Sorry I'm late.

Rick is in his chair. The TV drones on.

DEBORAH (CONT’D)
Did you eat? I'm starving. Let me 
wash up, and I'll get something 
started.

He doesn't budge.

She notices his head is slumped down.

DEBORAH (CONT’D)
Dad?

Deborah hurries over. His eyes are closed.

DEBORAH (CONT’D)
Dad? Dad?
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She bends down and shakes his arm.

He wakes up startled and pulls his arm away.

RICK
Let go of me.

She abruptly lets go.

DEBORAH
I was worried.

RICK
Don't do that.

DEBORAH
Fine. Do you want food?

He grunts.

DEBORAH (CONT’D)
Let me go clean up first.

INT. KITCHEN - LATER

The counters have been cleared and wiped down. Clean dishes 
in the dish rack.

A casserole dish on the counter.

She opens the cupboard. Neat rows of GLASSES and MUGS.

She flings open the FRIDGE and FREEZER. Stacked in the 
freezer amongst the frozen dinner trays two baking DISHES 
covered with foil. They are neatly labeled in a feminine 
handwriting.

She SLAMS the freezer door shut.

DEBORAH
Was Loretta here? Did you let her 
into this house?

Nothing.

She opens more cupboards. Some still crammed with junk. 
Others cleaned and organized.

DEBORAH (CONT’D)
You let her clean the kitchen?
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Nothing.

Deborah stares down at a casserole on the counter.

DEBORAH (CONT’D)
Did you want to eat this or what?

Rick gets up and lumbers in and takes out a PLATE and a 
SERVING SPOON without acknowledging Deborah’s presence.

He takes a scoop of the casserole and plops it on his 
plate. Pushing past her, he drops the plate into the 
microwave.

Deborah watches skeptically.

He punches at the buttons and hits START. Nothing.

DEBORAH (CONT’D)
Here, let me do it.

He backs off, and she swiftly starts the microwave.

Rick awkwardly stares at the timer.

She rummages through the fridge grabbing a CAN of diet Coke 
and an APPLE.

The microwave DINGS. Rick tries to take out the hot plate 
with his bare hands.

RICK
Shit.

DEBORAH
Go sit down. I’ll bring it.

Rick leaves and Deborah grabs a TRAY from above the FRIDGE.

LIVING ROOM

She takes the tray out to Rick.

Deborah waits for a response.

DEBORAH (CONT’D)
You're welcome.

He GRUNTS but doesn't look up.
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DEBORAH (CONT’D)
I can't believe you. Now she's 
(she?) thinks we're both helpless.

She watches him shovel food in his mouth.

DEBORAH (CONT’D)
So, you're okay with that? What if 
she tells all those nosey women at 
her shop?

RICK
I know how to use the microwave.

DEBORAH
Yeah. Okay.

She heads to her room.

He puts his fork down and sighs.

INT. DEBORAH'S ROOM - NIGHT

Deborah stares mindlessly at the television. Cigarette 
burning away in her hand.

TAP TAP on the window. It's Michael.

Deborah gets up and slides the window open.

DEBORAH
Thanks.

MICHAEL
What do you need?

DEBORAH
Meet me by the garage.

INT. GARAGE - LATER

Two FLASHLIGHTS beams strobe across the dark garage.

Some items CRASH down.

MICHAEL
Fuck.
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DEBORAH
Shhhh. You okay?

MICHAEL
Why the hell are we doing this now?

DEBORAH
My dad would flip if he knew I was 
in here again, and I don’t want to 
deal with it.

MICHAEL
It’s just a bike.

The flashlights center in on the bicycle's handle bars.

DEBORAH
It’s my mom’s.

MICHAEL
Oh.

They work together to shift boxes to wrestle the BIKE free.

DEBORAH
I’m really sorry about yelling at 
you the other day.

MICHAEL
Yeah, yeah. Me too.

He helps her with a heavy box.

MICHAEL (CONT’D)
What's with the bike all of a 
sudden? I don't think I've ever 
seen you on one.

DEBORAH
I gotta get out of here. He let 
Loretta into our house.

MICHAEL
What a dick.

DEBORAH
Michael, this is serious. I can't 
touch a thing in this house, and he 
let her clean out the kitchen.
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MICHAEL
Isn’t that what you wanted?

DEBORAH
Well, yeah. But, no. I'm fed up 
with his bullshit. He doesn't want 
me around anyway.

MICHAEL
So, you're running away on a bike?

DEBORAH
No. A friend has offered to help me 
fix up the Toyota.

MICHAEL
Then, shouldn't we be digging out 
the car?

DEBORAH
Really? He'd notice the car. 
Besides, I don't have the money 
right now anyway.

MICHAEL
Wait? What friend?

DEBORAH
Shut up and grab that tire.

EXT. GAS STATION - DAY

Deborah and Michael stand near the BIKE. The chrome shines 
in the sun light.

She is dressed in jeans, and he is in his work uniform.

Michael squeezes the back tire to check its air pressure.

MICHAEL
Good to go.

DEBORAH
Thanks.

He hands her the bike. Her expression says, now what?

MICHAEL
Well?
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DEBORAH
Well, what?

MICHAEL
Get on.

DEBORAH
On?

MICHAEL
That’s what you do. It’s a bicycle. 
You get on in order to ride it.

DEBORAH
I know that.

MICHAEL
Well?

DEBORAH
I’m sure it’s fine.

MICHAEL
Get on. Let’s see if we need to 
adjust the seat.

DEBORAH
Nah. I don’t think so.

He smirks.

MICHAEL
You can’t ride. I knew it.

DEBORAH
What? Of course, I can. It's just a 
bike.

MICHAEL
Okay, then get on.

Deborah swings her leg over and straddles the bike.

MICHAEL (CONT’D)
It won’t bite.

DEBORAH
Now what?
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MICHAEL
How have you never learned how to 
ride a bike? Didn’t your dad teach 
you?

DEBORAH
If by teaching you mean laughing 
hysterically at your daughter after 
she flips over the handle bars, 
then yes.

MICHAEL
How did you do that?

DEBORAH
He let go. I couldn’t stop. I hit a 
curb.

MICHAEL
I’m sorry.

Deborah looks defeated.

DEBORAH
Thanks for the help. Clearly it was 
a dumb idea.

She looks out toward the highway.

DEBORAH (CONT’D)
This will never happen.

She swings her leg back over.

MICHAEL
No. Get back on. You can do this.

Michael holds the bike steady. Deborah is unsure but gets 
back on.

EXT. ROAD- LATE AFTERNOON

Deborah walks the bike along the road.

EXT./INT. MASON HOME - LATER

She pushes the bike up the driveway and hides it behind 
some overgrown bushes along the side of the house.
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Rick is noticeably absent from his chair.

She checks the kitchen. Empty.

No sign of her father anywhere.

Annoyed, she turns into her room and shuts the door.

The door opens, and she peeks out.

DEBORAH
Dad?

She heads through the house to the backyard.

DEBORAH (CONT’D)
Dad? Are you out here?

She looks around. Nothing.

DEBORAH (CONT’D)
Goddamnit. What am I doing?

Just then she notices the WINDOW SCREEN is askew.

She walks over and inspects it. It pops off with a touch.

Setting it on the ground, she sees the spot of dried blood 
on the cement.

The window is cracked open, and she slides it open all the 
way.

DEBORAH (CONT’D)
(apprehensive)

Dad?

She pulls back the DRAPES taken aback by the immensity of 
the hoard. A mix of curiosity and disgust.

She hoists herself into the room.

Teetering above the mess, she wades deeper in.

She is overcome at seeing her mother's belongings and her 
father’s illness. Picking up her mother's sweater, she 
collapses in tears.
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EXT. ESTANCADA - LATER

Deborah searches the town for her father.

EXT. LORETTA’S HOUSE - LATER

Deborah, hair mussed and eyes red, knocks on the door.

Impatient, she knocks again.

Loretta opens the door.

LORETTA
Debbie. My goodness, what's wrong? 
Are you okay?

DEBORAH
I can't find my father. I've looked 
everywhere. I think he might be 
hurt--

LORETTA
Honey, calm down.

DEBORAH
Calm down?

LORETTA
Yes. He's right here.

Rick appears behind her.

DEBORAH
What the hell? You're fine?

RICK
Disappointed?

DEBORAH
No. It’s just--

LORETTA
Debbie, dear, why don't you come 
in. Have some dinner.

DEBORAH
It's Deborah, and I'm not your 
dear. Come on, dad, let's go.
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RICK
You don’t talk to her like that.

DEBORAH
I've been all over this town 
worried out of my mind looking for 
you.

LORETTA
Deb--

DEBORAH
Why don’t you get your own life and 
stop pushing your nose into ours. 
We don't need your help.

RICK
Hey!

Rick steps between Deborah and Loretta.

RICK (CONT’D)
Go home.

DEBORAH
I'm not leaving here without you.

RICK
Go home.

He steps back and closes the door in her face. She is 
frozen with shock.

INT. DEBORAH’S ROOM - NIGHT

Deborah sits on the floor of her room leaning against the 
side of her bed picking through a bag of chips. The flicker 
from her TELEVISION illuminates the room.

She crumples up the BAG and tosses it at the WASTE BASKET 
missing it.

DEBORAH
Fucking crap.

She gets up and shoves the bag into the trash.

Outside her window, she sees the handlebars of the bike.
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EXT. MASON HOME - CONTINUOUS

Deborah rolls the bike out onto the empty street. She dusts 
off some leaves and gets on.

The seat is low enough for her to hold herself up by her 
feet.

She walks the bike forward then tries to push off, picking 
up her feet into the air.

She wobbles and quickly puts her foot down catching 
herself.

She tries again with the same result.

She tries a third time pushing off harder. The bike picks 
up some speed following the slope of the road.

Her feet flail as she tries to get them on the pedals.

DEBORAH
Oh, shit.

She squeezes the front brakes coming to a sudden stop. The 
force bumps her out of the seat and onto her feet.

DEBORAH (CONT’D)
Damnit.

She looks around, embarrassed and defeated.

The curtains from the old woman's window shut suddenly.

HEADLIGHTS blind her view. Miranda’s truck rolls up.

MIRANDA
Hey! Hop in.

There is a young MAN sitting next to her.

DEBORAH
Um.

MIRANDA
Come on.

Deborah pushes her bike over to the truck. She looks at the 
guy.
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MIRANDA (CONT’D)
This is Gerret.

GERRET
Sup.

MIRANDA
He hit a stray cow in front of my 
ranch and totaled his car.

DEBORAH
I'm sorry. You okay?

GERRET
Better than the cow.

DEBORAH
Jesus. But what can I do about it?

MIRANDA
He was on his way to meet a few 
friends at a cabin. I offered to 
take him up there. He said we could 
come.

DEBORAH
What about your car?

GERRET
It was a piece of shit anyways.

Deborah looks down at her shorts and ratty T-shirt. Miranda 
digs behind the seat and tosses a shirt at her.

MIRANDA
Here.

DEBORAH
Let me put my bike--

MIRANDA
Just throw it in the back. Come on.

Hesitant, she lifts her bike into the truck bed and runs 
around to the passenger side changing her shirt.

The tank top is very revealing on Deborah.

Gerret doesn't move forcing her to squeeze around him.

Miranda drives off.
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EXT. CABIN - LATER

Miranda parks the truck on the side of a long driveway.

A warm glow emanates from the windows of the small cabin.

They get out of the truck.

A willowy young woman, ANNIE, swings open the door.

ANNIE
Gerret! Finally!

She squeals as she wraps her arms around him.

GERRET
This is Miranda and...

DEBORAH
Deborah.

ANNIE
Hey.

MIRANDA
We brought liquor.

She pulls out a box of CLANKING bottles.

ANNIE
Oh! Well, then come on in!

They all head inside.

INT. CABIN

Inside a mixed group of a dozen or so twenty-somethings.

ANNIE
More drinks have arrived.

CHEERS from the group.

DEBORAH
Miranda, they're just kids. This 
isn't a good idea.

MIRANDA
Relax. You need to have some fun.
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She hands her a bottle of vodka.

INT. MASON HOME

Rick walks into the dark house. He flips on a light.

He grabs a beer from the kitchen and turns on the TV.

He sits down and flips through the channels mindlessly.

He gets up and walks down the hall to Deborah's room. The 
door is closed. He raises his hand to knock but stops.

He puts his ear to the door.

With much difficulty he bends down to the floor and looks 
under the door. Darkness.

He strains to get up and looks at his watch.

INT. CABIN - LATER

A din of partiers and Indie Rock fills the room.

Deborah sits alone on the couch. Miranda is lost in a 
drunken, flirty conversation with a muscular man half her 
age.

Deborah checks her phone. The time reads 9:43. No signal.

A tall young South Asian man, VIKRAM, walks over to her 
carrying two DRINKS.

He hands one to her and smiles. She takes it.

DEBORAH
Thanks.

VIKRAM
Not your kind of group, huh?

DEBORAH
No. Not really.

VIKRAM
Mine either. My name is Vikram. You 
can call me Vic if that’s easier.
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DEBORAH
Which do you prefer?

He shrugs and sits down on the couch.

DEBORAH (CONT’D)
I like Vikram. It’s interesting. 
I’m Deborah. And before you ask it 
is just Deborah. Not Deb and 
definitely not Debbie.

VIKRAM
That’s a lot of contempt for a 
name.

DEBORAH
It isn’t so much the name as the 
person.

VIKRAM
Did a girl named Debbie steal your 
boyfriend in high school or 
something?

DEBORAH
Yeah. Something.

They sit in silence sipping their drinks.

VIKRAM
My brother wanted to name his 
daughter Dylan, but his wife 
wouldn’t let him. Ex-boyfriend.

DEBORAH
Names mean something.

VIKRAM
Yeah, I’ve never thought about it 
before, but you’re right, they do.

DEBORAH
What did they name her instead?

VIKRAM
Sara. No H.

DEBORAH
That’s nice.
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VIKRAM
Yeah.

INT. MASON HOME

Rick checks his watch: 11:37.

He rubs the bridge of his nose and gets up.

He lumbers into the kitchen and rummages through the fridge 
pulling out a carton of eggs.

He grabs a large frying pan setting it on the stove.

He opens a few cupboards before finding the oil.

Pouring some into the pan, he turns on the burner. It fails 
to light. The gas continues flow.

He searches through the drawers until he finds a book of 
matches.

His hand shakes and he squeezes it into a fist.

It stops shaking, and he moves the pan off the stove.

He strikes the match and lowers it to the burner.

WOOSH

The flame quickly reduces to normal, and he moves the pan 
back on the stove.

Fumbling with the eggs, he drops one on the floor.

RICK
Goddamnit!

He stoops to clean it, but his body is unwilling to 
cooperate.

RICK (CONT’D)
Deborah!

LATER

Rick sits in his chair. A dirty plate and fork next to him.

He rolls over and digs his cellphone out of his pocket.
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He clumsily punches buttons and calls Deborah. It doesn’t 
ring.

DEBORAH
(phone filter)

This is Deborah. If you want me to 
call you back, leave a message.

BEEP.

He struggles to end the call.

INT. CABIN - LATER

Deborah and Vikram are tangled on the couch passionately 
kissing.

On the floor several empty glasses and beer bottles.

VIKRAM
Deborah?

DEBORAH
Yes?

VIKRAM
I gotta pee.

He gets up and stumbles through the room.

She sits up fixing her top. Seeing Gerret outside smoking a 
cigarette, she walks outside.

EXT. CABIN

DEBORAH
Can I steal one of those?

GERRET
Hey, Deb.

He hands her the pack and offers her a light.

DEBORAH
I'm so happy you hit that cow.

GERRET
Glad I could do that for you.
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DEBORAH
I haven’t had this much fun in 
years.

Her phone vibrates once in her back pocket.

DEBORAH (CONT’D)
Oooh. My pants are vibrating. 
Reception!

She pulls out her phone. It shows a miss call from Dad and 
a voicemail message.

DEBORAH (CONT’D)
Shit.

GERRET
Everything okay?

She listens to the message. It is nothing but static and 
cuts short.

She tries to call, but her phone doesn’t connect. She moves 
around trying to get a signal.

DEBORAH
I gotta go.

INT. CABIN

She storms inside and hurries over to Miranda.

DEBORAH
We have to go.

MIRANDA
What? I can't drive. Let's just 
stay here.

VIKRAM
Yeah. Stay. There's plenty of room.

DEBORAH
No. My dad. He called.

ANNIE
Ooooh. Busted.

She laughs drunkenly.
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MIRANDA
Let him worry about you for a 
change. I thought you were having 
fun.

DEBORAH
I am. I was, but I gotta go.

MIRANDA
Deb, if you have to go, then go.

DEBORAH
I can’t walk home.

MIRANDA
You have your bike.

DEBORAH
Well... Yes, but.

Miranda reaches up for her hand.

MIRANDA
Just stay. You’re in no condition 
to leave either.

Deborah pulls her hand away.

DEBORAH
No. I have to. I'm going to go.

MIRANDA
Okay, then. Be safe.

DEBORAH
Yeah.

EXT. HIGHWAY - LATER

Deborah is pushing her bike along the dark highway.

Michael's car makes a U-turn on the road. He pulls over and 
helps Deborah with the bike.

They get in a drive away.

79



INT. MASON HOME

Headlights and the sound of a CAR. Rick checks the time on 
his watch.

He hears her keys in the lock and quickly shuts off the TV 
and lays back pretending to be asleep.

Deborah walks in quietly shutting the door behind her.

She slips off her shoes and gently walks up to him.

DEBORAH
(whispering)

Dad? Dad?

He MUMBLES without opening his eyes and she breaths a sigh 
of relief. She leaves.

The sound of her bedroom door opening and closing.

Rick's eyes pop open. He lifts his head looking in the 
direction of her room.

Then adjusts himself in the chair and pulls up the blanket.

INT. MASON HOME - KITCHEN - DAY

Deborah is on her hands and knees dressed in her work 
uniform, scrubbing the floor clean of crusted egg.

INT. LIVING ROOM - LATER

DEBORAH
I'm sorry about snapping at 
Loretta.

Deborah hands her father a MUG.

RICK
Thanks.

DEBORAH
No problem. I also cleaned up your 
mess in the kitchen.

He takes a sip of coffee ignoring her.
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DEBORAH (CONT’D)
I know you’re going to hate this, 
but we need to talk about you only 
using the stove while I’m here.

RICK
So I starve when you’re not home?

DEBORAH
Of course not. There is plenty to 
eat without using the stove. Or the 
toaster.

RICK
Now I’m too feebleminded to make 
toast?

DEBORAH
You know you forget things.

RICK
Nothing happened. I didn’t burn the 
house down.

DEBORAH
Then you, who has never picked up 
his phone to let me know where he 
is, called me because you dropped 
an egg? Because you sure as hell 
didn’t call me because you were 
concerned about me. So, what was 
the Goddamn emergency then, huh? 
What did you need me for?

RICK
I didn't need you.

DEBORAH
Yeah, now that you have Loretta to 
take care of you.

RICK
Get the hell out.

DEBORAH
Yeah, okay. I’m working on it.
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EXT. MIRANDA'S RANCH - MORNING

Deborah and Miranda are on opposite sides of the living 
room tearing out the old drywall.

Deborah takes out her frustrations on the wall.

MIRANDA
You sure you're not too tired? This 
doesn’t have to get done today.

Deborah smashes her hammer against the wall.

DEBORAH
No. I'm fine.

MIRANDA
Really? You can crash in my room if 
you want.

DEBORAH
I'm not tired.

MIRANDA
Okay.

They work in silence.

Deborah tears the drywall out with her hands.

DEBORAH
I wish he would burn the house 
down.

MIRANDA
What?

DEBORAH
Nothing.

Deborah smashes her hammer against the wall.

MIRANDA
Hey, hey. Go easy we want to keep 
the studs.

DEBORAH
Sorry.
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MIRANDA
You okay? Are you upset about the 
other night?

DEBORAH
No. I was. But I know you really 
couldn’t have driven. I shouldn’t 
have left either.

MIRANDA
Did something happen? Is that why 
you didn’t go home this morning?

DEBORAH
I gotta get out of that house. I 
can’t stand it any more.

MIRANDA
Do you want to stay here for a 
while?

DEBORAH
I mean permanently. There is 
nothing here for me.

MIRANDA
Did your dad do something?

DEBORAH
He blames me.

MIRANDA
Blames you for what?

DEBORAH
If it wasn't for me, she would have 
been home and not on the road that 
night. She wouldn't be dead.

Miranda walks over and hugs her.

MIRANDA
Deborah, honey. That's not your 
fault.

Deborah collapses into her.

She straightens and wipes her face.
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DEBORAH
I’m really sorry about this. You 
came here to sell a house not deal 
with my shit.

MIRANDA
Fate is strange. You’ll never know 
why you’re drawn to the people and 
places that you are. But I believe 
everything is for a reason.

DEBORAH
You bought this house just to 
listen to my pathetic problems?

MIRANDA
Maybe. Maybe also so I can help.

DEBORAH
Really?

MIRANDA
You’re helping me out. After all, I 
know lot about getting the hell out 
of places.

The tension falls from Deborah’s shoulders and she smiles.

INT. MASON HOME - DAY

Loretta is busying herself separating items into organized 
piles.

Rick hides in the corner flipping through a magazine. He 
places it on the taller of two piles in front of him and 
grabs another magazine.

LORETTA
Rick, I need you to make a decision 
about these. Before I box them up.

RICK
It's fine. I trust you. Do what you 
want.

LORETTA
You sure?

Rick sits back slightly defeated.
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LORETTA (CONT’D)
Rick?

RICK
Frankly, I can't get off the floor.

LORETTA
(laughs)

Aw, let me help you.

She dusts off and walks over to him.

LORETTA (CONT’D)
Here. Give me your hand.

He reaches up for her, and she struggles.

LORETTA (CONT’D)
Come on, old man. I can't do this 
by myself.

RICK
Shut up, kid. Pull like you mean 
it.

With a final pull, he is on his feet but wobbles into her.

They awkwardly embrace. They share some embarrassment at 
the close contact.

EXT. ROAD - DUSK

Deborah pushes the bike along the road. The expression on 
her face is light and free.

She stops and looks at the bike. Swings her leg over and 
puts a foot on the pedal.

She pushes off. Wobbly at first but she stays in control as 
she picks up speed.

She SHOUTS with glee as she coasts downhill.

At the end of the hill, she puts her feet on the pedals and 
tries to pedal nearly falling over.

DEBORAH
Shit.

She drags her feet in the dirt to stop.
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She gets off the bike and pushes it along side her again.

INT. MASON HOME - LATER

Deborah walks in. The TV is on but no sign of her father.

With ease she walks through the room to turn it off.

She goes to her room stepping over boxes in the hallway. 
The barricade to the master bedroom has grown.

EXT. NIGHT

Deborah, dressed in her black pants and red polo, pushes 
the bike along the road.

EXT. MORNING

Still dressed in her work clothes, she pushes the bike 
back.

EXT. DAY

Dressed in jeans, she pushes the bike along the road.

EXT. NIGHT

Still dressed in jeans pushing the bike in the other way.

EXT. NEIGHBORHOOD - MORNING

Deborah pushing her bike.

EXT. MICHAEL’S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

The yard is surprisingly well manicured. Michael is 
trimming back some azaleas.

Deborah pushes her bike up to yard.

DEBORAH
Hey.
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MICHAEL
Hi.

DEBORAH
I’m not going inside.

MICHAEL
Alright.

He dusts himself off and sits in a lawn chair.

Deborah puts the kickstand down and sits in the chair next 
to him.

He offers her a joint and she shakes her head, no.

MICHAEL (CONT’D)
I have yet to see you actually ride 
that thing. Why do you push it 
everywhere?

He lights the joint.

DEBORAH
I ride it.

MICHAEL
When?

DEBORAH
When I want to. It takes time. I’m 
learning.

MICHAEL
People don’t usually learn how to 
ride a bicycle by standing next to 
it. You actually have to get on and 
do the hard job of figuring out how 
to balance.

DEBORAH
For your information, I can coast 
downhill now.

MICHAEL
Well, I guess that’s a step in the 
right direction. Did you figure out 
the breaks yet?

DEBORAH
I’m working on it.
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MICHAEL
Deborah, right hand back. Left hand 
front. Just don’t use your left 
hand first.

DEBORAH
I get confused when I get scared.

MICHAEL
I’ve never known you to be scared.

DEBORAH
That’s stupid.

They sit in silence looking at the yard.

MICHAEL
Why aren’t you at Miranda’s?

DEBORAH
She wasn’t there.

MICHAEL
Oh.

He offers her the joint again.

MICHAEL (CONT’D)
You sure?

DEBORAH
I’m okay.

MICHAEL
You want a beer?

DEBORAH
Alright.

He hands her a beer from a nearby cooler.

They pop the tabs and sit.

EXT. MASON HOME

Deborah pushes the bike up the driveway towards her hiding 
spot.
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She stops and looks at the bike. Turning around at the top 
of the driveway, she swings her leg over and sits in the 
seat.

She pushes off rolling towards the road. She skids her feet 
on the ground. She gets off and pushes the bike back up 
repeating the process.

Over and over she coasts down the driveway. Each time she 
gets closer to pedaling.

Finally, she pushes down the slope placing her feet on the 
pedals.

She coasts on to the street and starts to pedal holding her 
balance as she ride down the road.

She smiles and her hair blows in the wind.

She makes a wide turn and pedals back towards her house.

She notices the old woman watching her. The drapes close 
suddenly.

She stops with her feet and gets off. Then pushes the bike 
up to the house.

INT. MIRANDA'S RANCH - DAY

The the framing of the living room is exposed and there is 
a stack of drywall on the floor.

Deborah flips through a BOOKLET of drywall how-to.

MIRANDA
What do you think of blue? Like a 
blue-gray.

DEBORAH
Yeah. I guess.

MIRANDA
Maybe yellow? Or is that too bold? 
Should we just paint it white?

DEBORAH
Why don't we get the walls up first 
and then decide?
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MIRANDA
I think we're going to need to go 
get more sheets.

DEBORAH
Well, then let's just put these up 
and go from there.

MIRANDA
I like yellow.

DEBORAH
Miranda, please.

MIRANDA
What is the rush? Aren't we having 
fun?

DEBORAH
Fun? I thought we were trying to 
sell a house?

MIRANDA
Yeah. I am aware of that. I'm the 
one without income right now.

DEBORAH
And I am the one giving you every 
moment of my free time to help you 
finish.

MIRANDA
Where is this coming from? You 
don't have to be here if you don't 
want to be.

DEBORAH
But I do.

MIRANDA
Not for me.

DEBORAH
No, for me. I need to leave. I need 
to leave now.

MIRANDA
Deborah, I told you I'll help you 
with that. But I have to sell the 
house first.
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DEBORAH
Why? You said you didn't need to 
stay here while it sells.

MIRANDA
I don't. I have friends I can stay 
with. But I'll need the money 
eventually.

DEBORAH
Friends? Your friends.

MIRANDA
Look, if you're really ready to 
leave you will.

DEBORAH
What does that mean? I am ready.

INT. MASON HOME - MASTER BEDROOM - SAME

Rick crawls inside through the window.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
Okay then, let’s go.

The hoard has grown cutting off more and more of the room.

He reaches out of the window and pulls in a full trash bag 
and then another.

DEBORAH (V.O.)
Now? Right now? Well, I can't. I 
have to get my things. Give notice 
at my job. Tell my dad. Michael.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
Why?

He pushes the bags back as far as they will go.

DEBORAH (V.O.)
Well because I have to.

EXT. MIRANDA'S RANCH - SAME

MIRANDA
But why?
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Deborah looks defeated.

MIRANDA (CONT’D)
I know how much you want to leave. 
Let’s sell this house first. Come 
on. Let's get this drywall up.

DEBORAH
Alright. Which side should we start 
on?

MIRANDA
I don't know. That one?

DEBORAH
Okay.

They pick up a sheet and carry it over.

INT. DEBORAH'S ROOM - NIGHT

Deborah is digging through her closet. From the back, she 
pulls out a large duffel BAG.

Her room is clean of everything but the essentials.

Several full garbage bags along the wall.

EXT. MASON HOME

She carries two bags out to the side of the house. Dumping 
them in the trash.

INT. DEBORAH'S ROOM

She looks down at two piles on her bed. One of clothes and 
the other of various items including a small photo album, a 
jewelry box and her porcelain figurines.

She looks down at the piles assessing the size of the bag. 
She can't (word missing?) it all.

She places the album on the clothes pile.

Opening the jewelry box, she removes a silver ring and 
slips it on her finger. She places the jewelry box into a 
cardboard box.

92



She picks up a figurine carefully studying its form.

Then, she quickly places all the figurines in the box along 
with the other items.

EXT. MICHAEL’S HOUSE - DAY

Deborah cheerfully pedals in a wobbly circle around 
Michael.

MICHAEL
Very good. I'm impressed.

She puts her feet down to stop.

DEBORAH
Yeah. I rode all the way over here.

MICHAEL
But you can’t stop.

DEBORAH
Yes I can.

MICHAEL
With the brakes.

DEBORAH
Does it matter?

MICHAEL
Um. Yes. It does.

DEBORAH
Whatever.

MICHAEL
You seem good. Things better with 
your dad?

DEBORAH
Nope.

MICHAEL
Does this new attitude have 
anything to do with Miranda?

She looks away.
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MICHAEL (CONT’D)
If you’re a lesbian, you can just 
tell me. I’m okay with it. That 
would actually makes a lot of 
sense.

DEBORAH
What? No. Miranda is just a friend.

MICHAEL
Sure. A friend who has made you 
happier than I’ve seen you in 
years.

She avoids eye contact.

DEBORAH
I'm leaving. She’s taking me with 
her.

MICHAEL
What? When?

DEBORAH
When she sells the house. I’m going 
with her.

MICHAEL
Yeah, right. I'll believe it when I 
see it.

DEBORAH
You don't think I can leave?

MICHAEL
Sure. I think you can leave. That 
you actually will is a completely 
different question.

DEBORAH
Screw you.

MICHAEL
Okay, where are you going?

DEBORAH
I don’t know. Anywhere. There is a 
whole world out there.

MICHAEL
Are you kidding me?
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DEBORAH
Why are you being such an asshole? 
Why can't you be excited for me?

MICHAEL
Oh, I'm sorry. It's a little hard 
to get excited when you are talking 
about leaving with a stranger who 
could give two shits about you.

DEBORAH
You don’t know her.

MICHAEL
She ditched you to walk home by 
yourself in the middle of the 
night.

DEBORAH
She was drunk. She couldn't drive.

MICHAEL
Oh, that makes sense then.

DEBORAH
You're just pissed off I'm leaving 
and you're stuck here all by 
yourself. I can't live my life for 
you. I can't deny my fate.

MICHAEL
What? Who are you?

DEBORAH
This is me. This is who I am 
supposed to be.

MICHAEL
Well, then good for you. I'll be 
glad to see this Deborah go.

DEBORAH
What does that mean?

MICHAEL
It means you were right. I am just 
willing to accept things the way 
they are.

He walks towards the house.
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DEBORAH
Where are you going? Hey!

MICHAEL
Goodbye, Deborah.

He shuts the door.

She stands there stunned then angrily pedals off.

INT. MASON HOME - LIVING ROOM

Loretta vacuums newly exposed carpet while Rick stacks 
boxes along the room.

The room has been transformed. An uncovered sofa along the 
wall has been covered by a crisp sheet.

Loretta shuts off the vacuum.

LORETTA
Look at this room. I'm really proud 
of you.

RICK
It is nice to walk to the TV when I 
lose the remote.

LORETTA
But you won't lose the remote 
because it will always have a place 
here.

She points to the table next to his chair. Alone on the 
clean surface the remote.

Loretta collapses on the sofa.

LORETTA (CONT’D)
Oof. Well isn't this nice. Now, 
there is room for Deborah to sit in 
here with you.

Rick turns away from her.

LORETTA (CONT’D)
Rick, you have to give her a break. 
She is doing the best she can.
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RICK
What are these boxes?

LORETTA
Oh, I'm taking those to the shop. 
Aren't I?

RICK
I never said that.

LORETTA
Sure, you did.

Rick's frustration grows as he searches the boxes.

RICK
I don't even know what is in these.

LORETTA
You’ve checked them already.

RICK
No, I didn't.

He obsessively opens the boxes digging though their 
contents.

LORETTA
Rick, stop it. You're frightening 
me.

He pulls out stacks of paperback books.

RICK
These are Irene's. I didn't say you 
can take these. Why are you taking 
these?

LORETTA
You said you didn't read them.

RICK
Of course not. Irene reads them.

LORETTA
Rick? Irene is gone.

RICK
You're lying.
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LORETTA
Why would I?

RICK
You’re stealing from us.

She holds his arms trying to calm him down.

LORETTA
What? Rick, please.

He grabs her.

RICK
Get out.

LORETTA
Rick! Let go of me.

She struggles against him freeing herself. She slaps him 
and immediately cowers.

His senses come back to him and he softens.

RICK
Oh my God. What is wrong with me?

She gently touches his face.

LORETTA
It will be alright.

RICK
No. It won’t.

EXT. ESTANCADA TOWN CENTER - DAY

Deborah pushes her bike toward the thrift shop. A garbage 
bag strapped to the seat. The box tied on top.

INT./EXT. THRIFT STORE

Loretta sees her struggle with the bag through the window 
and hurries outside.

LORETTA
Deborah?
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DEBORAH
Hi, Loretta.

Loretta helps with the bag.

DEBORAH (CONT’D)
Thanks. And please, you can call me 
Debbie if you want.

Loretta smiles at her.

LORETTA
Is this stuff for the shop?

DEBORAH
Yeah. It’s mostly clothes, but that 
box is full of some stuff people 
might like.

LORETTA
Well, come in and I’ll write you a 
receipt.

DEBORAH
Don’t worry about it. It’s not 
worth much.

LORETTA
Everything is worth something.

Deborah follows her inside.

DEBORAH
How's my dad doing?

LORETTA
You haven't talked to him?

DEBORAH
Not in a while. Not really.

LORETTA
He's doing as good as he can.

DEBORAH
He's slipping more, isn't he?

LORETTA
Yes. But he is making progress with 
his hoarding don't you think?
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DEBORAH
I suppose. I’m really glad my dad 
has you. You’re obviously much 
better for him than I am.

LORETTA
You just need a break, dear. He’s 
very lucky to have you. He might 
not show it but he does appreciate 
you.

DEBORAH
Maybe.

She peruses the isles as Loretta writes up an inventory.

LORETTA
So, how are things going over at 
the ranch? You guys getting a lot 
of work done?

DEBORAH
We were, yeah. But Miranda hasn’t 
been motivated to make decisions 
lately. I'm not sure what happened.

LORETTA
I was worried about that.

DEBORAH
Worried? Does she do this a lot?

LORETTA
I'm sure you've noticed. She's 
never really been very together. 
Not like you.

DEBORAH
She just thinks differently than 
most people. That's all. There's 
nothing wrong with that.

LORETTA
No. Except she is almost forty and 
she doesn't have much to show for 
herself.

DEBORAH
She doesn't need or want those 
things.
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Loretta hands her the receipt.

LORETTA
You might be right. I just hope the 
house sells soon, so I can pay off 
the mortgage.

DEBORAH
Mortgage?

LORETTA
Well, yes. I thought you knew. I 
bought the property for her under 
the agreement that she'd renovate 
it. Hopefully, it will sell high 
enough so she can make a decent 
profit.

DEBORAH
You bought it?

Deborah stares down at the piece of paper. It doesn't total 
much.

LORETTA
My father always told me not to 
lend money to family and friends. 
But I guess I'm just too 
softhearted. I've done okay, 
though. If I can't help the people 
I care about, what's the point?

DEBORAH
Yeah. I guess. I should go. Thanks.

She hurries out and races away on her bike.

EXT. MIRANDA'S RANCH

Deborah skids up to the house.

DEBORAH
Miranda?

She hops off the bike.

DEBORAH (CONT’D)
Miranda?

Miranda opens the door.
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MIRANDA
Hey, Deborah. I thought you have to 
work today.

DEBORAH
Tell me Loretta is full of crap.

MIRANDA
What?

DEBORAH
Did she buy this house for you?

MIRANDA
Yes, but--

DEBORAH
You told me you bought it.

MIRANDA
No, I didn't.

DEBORAH
Well, you let me believe that.

MIRANDA
Not intentionally.

DEBORAH
I thought you were walking away 
from this place with cash in hand. 
I didn't know you had to pay back 
Loretta.

MIRANDA
Deborah, what does it matter to 
you?

DEBORAH
I was counting on that money. On us 
getting out of here.

MIRANDA
Deb, did you think I was going to 
split the profits with you? Take 
you with me when I leave?

DEBORAH
Well. Yes.
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MIRANDA
Sure, I appreciate your help, but I 
was going to give you a couple of 
grand to get your car fixed. So, 
you can leave on your own.

DEBORAH
A couple of grand? What am I 
supposed to do with that?

MIRANDA
I'm sorry, but that's not my 
problem.

DEBORAH
You said you would help me.

MIRANDA
I am.

DEBORAH
How is this helping?

MIRANDA
I'm sorry. I don't know what to 
say.

She goes back inside shutting the door. Deborah runs up the 
porch and tries to open the door. It's locked.

DEBORAH
Miranda? We're not done here. 
Miranda, open the door.

Deborah slumps against the door.

INT. THRIFT STORE - EVENING

Loretta is busy straightening up the empty shop.

Rick walls in and over to her. She smiles and kisses him on 
the cheek.

LORETTA
You doing okay?

RICK
Yeah. Ready to go?
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LORETTA
Just about. I need to put the cash 
in the safe.

She opens the register and carries the cash TRAY to the 
back office.

Rick spots the ceramic figurines sitting on the counter.

LORETTA (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Deb came in today. I have to say 
I'm glad she is parting with a few 
things. It’s good for both of you.

He picks up the box and leaves.

LORETTA (O.S.) (CONT’D)
I think it was really hard for her 
to let them go, too.

She walks out of the office.

LORETTA (CONT’D)
Rick?

She sees him hurry down the street and follows him out.

EXT. THRIFT STORE

LORETTA
Rick?

He doesn’t turn around.

LORETTA (CONT’D)
Rick? What’s wrong?

She catches up with him pulling him around to face her.

RICK
Did Deborah bring in these things?

LORETTA
Yes. I just told you.

RICK
You just accepted them? You let her 
get rid of these?
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LORETTA
I’m sorry. I thought they were 
hers.

RICK
They’re not! Irene bought these. 
How could you do this to me?

LORETTA
Do to you? They're just things, 
Rick. They aren't Irene. I'm sorry, 
but holding on to trinkets isn't 
going to keep her with you.

RICK
You can't understand.

Rick starts to leave.

LORETTA
My daughter Karen, she died. That 
was why I moved here.

Rick stops and listens but doesn't turn around.

LORETTA (CONT’D)
I understand more than you think. 
I’m not telling you to let her go. 
I know you can’t. The pain is there 
every single day. It always will 
be. But you gotta move on for 
yourself. For Deborah. You aren't 
the only person who is hurting.

Without turning around Rick walks away leaving Loretta in 
the street.

EXT. MASON HOME - EVENING

Deborah pushes the bike up the driveway and hides it by the 
side of the house.

She rounds the corner and the silhouette of her father 
frightens her.

DEBORAH
Dad. You scared me.

RICK
What are you doing?
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Deborah checks that the bike is hidden.

DEBORAH
Nothing.

Deborah realizes that he is holding the box she took to the 
shop.

RICK
Do you know where I found these? At 
Loretta's store. Why did I find 
them at Loretta's store?

DEBORAH
I don't want them any more, so I 
took them there.

RICK
They are not yours.

DEBORAH
Mom bought them for me. That makes 
them mine. I can do what I want 
with my things.

RICK
No. You can't.

DEBORAH
Yes, I can.

RICK
These are all I have.

DEBORAH
No, it isn't.

RICK
What else is there?

DEBORAH
What about that whole damn house? 
Everything mom ever touched and 
then some is still in that house.

RICK
That isn't the point. I tell you 
time and time again to leave her 
things alone.
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DEBORAH
Dad, keep them. I don't care. They 
don't matter to me anymore.

RICK
Nothing matters to you.

DEBORAH
What? Are you insane?

RICK
Yes. I'm losing my mind. Something 
you like to rub in my face 
everyday.

DEBORAH
Dad, that's not what--

RICK
She was all I had! No one loved me 
like Irene.

DEBORAH
You don't even know how much that 
hurts.

RICK
Why would it?

DEBORAH
Because I love you, dammit. I love 
you!

RICK
You only loved your mother.

DEBORAH
You pushed me away.

RICK
I didn’t push you away. We're too 
different. We could never relate.

She lets out an exasperated laugh through her tears.

DEBORAH
You think so? I'm so much like you 
it terrifies me. I try to fight it. 
I want so much to be like mom. I 
want to dream like she did. She 
wanted so much. So much for me. 
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I don't even know if I had dreams 
for myself at all. I just know that 
when mom was alive all I needed was 
her. I could do anything. Go 
anywhere. Be anything. I wanted to 
be everything for her. Without her, 
I’m lost.

RICK
That’s ridiculous.

DEBORAH
Why? Because you’re the only one 
allowed to miss her? I miss her 
too. My mother died, too.

RICK
All I have is this stuff.

DEBORAH
You have me.

RICK
You never wanted to stay here.

DEBORAH
I didn't, but I had to because you 
fell to pieces.

RICK
No one asked you to take care of 
me.

DEBORAH
No. You're right. No one asked. I 
just did it because you needed me 
to.

He looks away.

DEBORAH (CONT’D)
I know. You don’t need me. But you 
know what. You’re going to have to 
face up to this sooner or later. 
You do need my help. You’re sick. 
And I have to watch you slip 
further and further away. Can’t you 
see how hard that is? You aren’t 
the same man you used to be, and 
we’re running out of time, dad.
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RICK
I can’t control what is happening 
to me.

DEBORAH
No. I know. But it isn’t just that 
changing you. You changed long 
before this. The father I remember 
left me a long time ago. When was 
the last time you smiled at me? Or 
called me Debbie. You never call me 
Debbie anymore.

He is indignant.

RICK
I do.

DEBORAH
No. Never. It's like mom and Debbie 
died together in your eyes.

Deborah angrily pulls out the bike. Rick is surprised.

DEBORAH (CONT’D)
It wasn't my fault. It was an 
accident. I didn't take her from 
you. She left both of us.

She pushes past him with the bike and rides off down the 
dark street.

RICK
Deborah! Come back here.

She pedals harder and faster. A flock of QUAIL are spooked 
into the road.

She screams and tries to stop losing control and crashing.

RICK (CONT’D)
Deborah!!

He drops the box. The figurines shatter.

He stumbles after her.

RICK (CONT’D)
Deborah?!
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She looks down at the mangled bike. Hearing her father yell 
she gets up and runs.

RICK (CONT’D)
Deborah?

Out of breath, Rick can no longer follow her.

EXT./INT. MIRANDA'S RANCH - LATER

Deborah runs up the porch and pounds on the door.

DEBORAH
Miranda? It's Deborah. I'm sorry 
about before. Please let me in.

Nothing.

She runs around to the back and knocks.

DEBORAH (CONT’D)
Miranda?

She opens the back door. The house is dark.

DEBORAH (CONT’D)
Hello? Miranda?

She pulls out her phone and dials. It RINGS and then 
disconnects.

She turns on a light. The house half finished.

She walks down to Miranda's room. No sign of her.

MORNING

The sound of tires on the gravel.

Deborah wakes up.

DEBORAH (CONT’D)
Miranda?

She rushes towards the door.

A woman, a REALTOR, dressed in jeans and a blazer walks up 
to the house.
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REALTOR
Oh! I didn't know anyone was here. 
Loretta asked me to swing by and 
put the lockbox on.

DEBORAH
Lockbox?

REALTOR
For the key. Honey, I'm not sure if 
you should be here or not. I was 
told the house is vacant.

Deborah slowly walks down the porch.

DEBORAH
It is.

She walks towards the road.

EXT./INT. MASON HOME - LATER

The damaged bike is leaning against the house. Broken 
porcelain pieces along the ground.

She walks inside.

Rick in his chair. The TV on. He doesn't look at her.

DEBORAH
Hi.

He GRUNTS.

DEBORAH (CONT’D)
Did you eat breakfast? Do you want 
me to make some coffee?

RICK
Sure, yeah.

She walks towards the kitchen.

DEBORAH
Eggs? Bacon or sausage?

RICK
Bacon.

LATER
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Deborah and Rick sit watching TV eating breakfast. Him in 
his chair. Her on the couch.

EXT. MASON HOME

Deborah walks out of the house dressed in her work clothes. 
She walks past the bike without glancing at it.

INT. CONVENIENCE STORE

Deborah clocks out at the register.

Michael puts his stuff down behind her.

MICHAEL
Hi.

DEBORAH
Hi.

MICHAEL
Heading home?

DEBORAH
Yeah.

MICHAEL
Where's your bike?

Deborah shrugs.

DEBORAH
I'll see you later.

MICHAEL
Okay.

She walks out.

EXT. MASON HOME

Deborah ignores the bike on her way in.

INT. MASON HOME - KITCHEN

Deborah wipes the counters down.
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EXT. MASON HOME

Deborah leaves walking by the bike.

INT. MASON HOME

Deborah notices that some of the boxes in the hallway have 
been removed.

EXT./INT. MASON HOME

Deborah leaves, glancing at the bike on her way out.

Rick watches her from the window. He looks at the broken 
bike.

INT. MASON HOME

Deborah and Rick sit in the living room watching TV.

EXT. CONVENIENCE STORE

Deborah throws a bag of trash in the dumpster.

EXT. MASON HOME

Deborah walks up to the house. The bike is missing. She 
quickly looks around and then walks inside.

EXT. MASON HOME

Deborah leaves. The bike is still missing.

EXT. MASON HOME

Deborah turns up the driveway. Her mother's bike is at the 
top of the walkway. REPAIRED.

She walks by it and in to the house.

EXT./INT. MASON HOME

Deborah leaves without looking down at the bike.
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Rick watches her from the window. His face drops with 
disappointment.

EXT. MASON NEIGHBORHOOD

The LIGHTS from a fire truck and ambulance strobe around 
the neighborhood.

The commotion draws people out of their homes.

A GURNEY is being removed from the old woman's house.

Deborah peers out behind the heavy curtains of the window.

INT. MASON HOME

Deborah watches as the old woman, draped with a sheet, is 
loaded into the ambulance.

EXT. MASON HOME

Deborah walks out the door. Passing the bike.

She stops and turns around.

She kicks the stand up and swings her leg over and sits 
down.

She pushes off coasting down the driveway. She hits the 
road and pedals confidently up and down the street.

RICK (O.S.)
Where you going, Debbie?

Deborah squeezes the breaks coming to a gentle stop. She 
turns around. Seeing her father in the doorway tears fill 
her eyes.

DEBORAH
Nowhere, dad.

FADE OUT.
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