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FADE IN:

INT. BILL'S HOUSE - WOODSHOP - NIGHT

Black hand sands a walnut chifforobe. Rhythmic sanding the
only sound. Sanding stops. Breath blows sawdust. Hand rubs
the wood. Sanding resumes.

An old alarm clock in the b.g. reads "2:14 A.M."

Rhythmic sanding morphs into O.S. rhythmic WINDSHIELD
WIPERS, a PICKUP SLOWS, BLINKER CLICKS.

BILL BEIGHLE (O.S.)
My first time was for beer.

O.S. PICKUP SPEEDS UP. FAINT AM radio plays.

EXT. PICKUP ON I-75 - NORTHERN MICHIGAN - MORNING

WINTER. A 1980s pickup heads north on the expressway. A
large rectangle under tarps is strapped into the truck bed.

A corner of the tarp flaps in the wind revealing the
finished piece of furniture from the opening scene.

INT. PICKUP - SAME

Shabby and shifty MR. BALDWIN, white, 30s, sits passenger.
BILL BEIGHLE, 46, drives. Bill is the African American Felix
Unger. They are an odd couple.

MR. BALDWIN
checks side mirror( )

Could go for a smoke.

Mr. Baldwin pulls cigarette pack from his coat.

BILL BEIGHLE
We'll stop for lunch in a hour or so.

Mr. Baldwin fidgets with his coat zipper.

BILL BEIGHLE (cont'd)
We weren't alcoholics. Per se. But
you become dependent on that release.



EXT. PICKUP - SAME

BILL BEIGHLE (O.S.)
Then, after years of getting booze
any old time, our buyer moves away.

INT. PICKUP - SAME

MR. BALDWIN
half listening( )

Lemme guess—you found God, joined AA,
and never looked back.

BILL BEIGHLE
Pfft. I kifed my dad's drivers
license and with a little Photoshop
magic and garage sale laser printer—

Something out his window makes Mr. Baldwin gasp.

EXT. MSP CRUISER - I-75 MEDIAN - MORNING

A radar gun sticks out the window of a Michigan State Police
cruiser. The radar follows Bill's truck as it passes.

EXT. I-75 - SPEED LIMIT SIGN - MORNING

Bill's pickup passes a sign reading "SPEED LIMIT 70 MPH."

A moment later, the police cruiser races past the sign.

INT. PICKUP - SAME

MR. BALDWIN
How fast we goin'?

Bill glances at the speedometer, which reads 68.

BILL BEIGHLE
We're good.

Mr. Baldwin checks the mirrors again.

MR. BALDWIN
Shit.

EXT. MSP CRUISER - I-75 - SAME

The cruiser is right on Bill's ass.
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INT. PICKUP - SAME

Bill glances into the rear view mirror.

BILL BEIGHLE
Just a couple guys hauling furniture.

Mr. Baldwin groans nervously.

BILL BEIGHLE (cont'd)
He's got no reason to stop us.

MR. BALDWIN
whispers( )

Shit shit shit.

BILL BEIGHLE
The chances someone from back east
just happens to have this Northern
Michigan cop on their payroll is as
close to zero as you can get without—

O.S. police siren WHOOPS interrupting Bill.

Worried for the first time, Bill looks in the rear view.

O.S. Bill's woodshop alarm clock BUZZES.

INT. BILL'S HOUSE - WOODSHOP - NIGHT

ALARM CLOCK BUZZES. Finely crafted furniture in various
states of repair. Every tool in its place. Immaculate.

Folk rock plays softly on an OLD cassette boombox. Bill, in
sweatpants and a '70s rock t-shirt, turns off the alarm on
the clock which reads 5:00 A.M.

INT. BILL'S HOUSE - KITCHEN - PREDAWN

Bill shuts off the lights in the woodshop as he enters the
adjacent and likewise immaculate Middle-Class kitchen.

INT. BILL'S HOUSE - BATHROOM MIRROR - PREDAWN

With bags upon bags under reddened eyes, Bill administers
eye drops. Freshly showered, he is clad in pressed khakis,
dress shirt, sweater vest, and patent leather shoes.
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INT. BILL'S HOUSE - DOROTHEA'S BEDROOM - PREDAWN

Comatose black girl, DOROTHEA BEIGHLE, 12, in a hospital bed
in a room decorated for a much younger child.

Bill sits bedside in a rocking chair and reads softly from a
tattered copy of The Wonderful Wizard of Oz.

He only ever reads this portion of the book to his daughter.

BILL BEIGHLE
Aunt Em had just come out of the
house to water the cabbages when she
looked up and saw Dorothy running
toward her. “My darling child!” she
cried, folding the little girl in her
arms and covering her face with
kisses. “Where in the world did you
come from?” “From the Land of Oz,”
said Dorothy gravely. “And here is
Toto, too. And oh, Aunt Em! I’m so
glad to be at home again!”

Bill closes the book and strokes Dorothea's hair.

INT. BILL'S HOUSE - KITCHEN - PREDAWN

Bill makes french toast and cuts fruit. Three plates.

O.S. the front door JINGLES as it OPENS/CLOSES from the old
brass shopkeeper's bell.

As Bill washes his hands, a nurse enters with exaggerated
sniffs, drops her bag, sits at the island and eats.

NURSE 1
mouth full( )

Watch it out there. Caught a patch a
black ice and 'bout derfed it.

BILL BEIGHLE
Got a delivery Saturday. Think you
could?

NURSE 1
My only day off. Sorry.

BILL BEIGHLE
I wouldn't ask, I just really need
this sale.

Bill glances at his watch, silently curses, leaves the
kitchen with a breakfast plate.
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The nurse swallows and forks another piece of delicious
french toast but stops short of her mouth. Examines it a
moment, then calls after Bill.

NURSE 1
resigned( )

Alright!

INT. BILL'S HOUSE - STAIRCASE - PREDAWN

Bill carries the breakfast up nicely carpeted steps. On the
wall of the first landing are separate framed photos of
Bill, Dorothea age 6, and a white woman looking like a young
Elizabeth Taylor, as well as a family portrait of all three.

INT. BILL'S HOUSE - 2ND FLOOR - PREDAWN

Bill stops at the door at the end of the hall. His hand
hovers above the knob. He takes a breath to steel himself
for what's on the other side.

INT. BILL'S HOUSE - CLAIRE'S BEDROOM - PREDAWN

Like stepping through a dimensional portal, Bill goes from
tidy home to the dumpstery den of his wife CLAIRE BEIGHLE.

Barely able to see, Bill adjusts the dimmer switch. The
light reveals a TRASHED room. Food wrappers, soda cans,
mounds of clothes. The windows are hung with blankets.

In the floor lies a ghoulish doppelganger of the woman in
the family portrait.

CLAIRE BEIGHLE
groggy, angry( )

Liiight.

Bill dims the lights back to where they were.

Claire makes "gimme" hands like a baby after its bottle.

CLAIRE BEIGHLE (cont'd)
My shit.

BILL BEIGHLE
My next stop.

CLAIRE BEIGHLE
Fuck're you standin' there?
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