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FADE IN:

INT. THE GAZETTE - AVIS'S CUBICLE - DAY

At a desk smothered by newspaper and books: unshaven AVIS
RANCE, 47, wrinkled shirt, tattered shoes, stares in utter
disbelief as female coworkers, early 20s, blather on.

COWORKER 1
Place gives me literal panic attacks.
All that dust. And the sad shoppers.

COWORKER 2
Oh me too. But the prices. Last week
I found the kitschiest porcelain cat.
Aaand a vintage Polaroid camera.

COWORKER 1
Still make memory cards for those?

COWORKER 2
It's for my edgy bathroom aesthetic.

Their voices fade. [NOTE: Avis's V.O. are talks between he
and his darker self. Darker self's lines noted by italics.]

AVIS (V.O.)
Literal panic attacks? Tsk tsk.
Engaging in competitive suffering,
are we? Three doctors said I'd the
worst anxiety they'd ever seen. Makes
me the winner of something, doesn't
it? You'll never be the winner.
Stomach's gurgling. Ya picked a
helluva time to have diarrhea. What's
my pulse? If it's over a hundred, yer
having a heart-attack. If it's eighty
or lower, I'm OK. Ya think they think
yer a freak now? Start countin' off
heartbeats in front of 'em. I'm just
checking my watch. See? Holding my
wrist like a man without a care.
Massaging my radial artery with my
thumb, like super normal. Oh god!
What was that!? Prolly yer aorta.
Aneurysms don't come and go. Do they?
But cancer does. Or was that blood
clots? I'll check WebMD. Forget what
happened last time you did that? What
if I die right now? Prolly shit yer
pants. And pee. I'm too heavy to
lift. The paramedics're gonna be so
pissed. They'll make horrible jokes.

(MORE)



Call me "Mr. Boombalatty."
AVIS (V.O.) (cont'd)

Medical
students are gonna take selfies with
yer tiny dick. Is cremation gonna
hurt? Fuck yeah, it is. I don't wanna
die. Ever? I'm too scared. Makes
total fucking sense. Repeat after me:
you deserve this. I deserve this.
Why's this happening? Cuz yer a piece
a shit? Don't engage negative self-
talk. Hows about realistic self-talk?
She just wrinkled her nose. Why'd she
wrinkle her nose? Yer deodorant's not
workin' there, stinky. They can smell
ya from here. If I'd been born with a
nine-inch penis, my life'd be totally
different. I mean, I don't have a
micro-penis. Five inches is average
and I'm above average. By an inch,
Mr. Holmes. Women ain't wooed with
average. They're used to porno penis.
Have ya seen the size a them hogs?

Avis is jerked from his trance by his giggling coworkers.

COWORKER 2
How tiny is it, Avis?

AVIS
sweaty; terrified( )

Pardon?

COWORKER 2
I said are you gonna get that?

Avis is confused a moment until his desk phone RINGS again.
The girls GIGGLE at his weirdness as he answers his phone.

AVIS
Yuh-huh. OK. Alright.

Worried, Avis hangs up, shuts his laptop, packs notebooks
into a tattered messenger bag and turns off the desk lamp.

INT. THE GAZETTE - NEWS ROOM - DAY

Avis limps down a corridor of cubicles populated by smartly
dressed reporters half his age. He makes no eye contact.

Knocks on EDITOR'S door. Does breathing exercises while he
waits. In through the nose, out through pursed lips.

EDITOR (O.S.)
If you must!
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INT. THE GAZETTE - EDITOR'S OFFICE - DAY

Avis sits across the tidy desk of a clean-cut young EDITOR.

AVIS
Apology?

EDITOR
More clarifying article. Really.

AVIS
Wasn't everything ... factual?

EDITOR
Some readers felt it went a little——

AVIS
That's what investigative reporting's
supposed to do. By definition.

EDITOR
New management's clear: shift focus
to upbeat news. Wanna practice dino-
journalism, start a nursing home
newsletter. Or build a time machine.

AVIS
So, instead of city hall, three
hundred words on which Kardashian has
the fattest ass? Best beard oil under
ten bucks. I got it: nine ways to
bleach your butthole. At home.

Avis looks like he's holding his hands but he checks his
wrist pulse on the sly with his thumb while his boss looks
at his phone and absently inquires ...

EDITOR
Sooo ... how's your mom?

As Avis starts to answer, his boss laughs at his phone.

EDITOR (cont'd)
Ha! Noice.

AVIS
Dead? That's why I'm. Taking the long
weekend. We talked about. Hello?

With the editor fully preoccupied, Avis makes to leave. But
the editor glances up with a grim expression.

EDITOR
Ave.
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AVIS
Yes?

EDITOR
Owners'd like you to start parking
down the street. Doesn't look good to
customers. Advertisers.

AVIS
Should be getting something newer
here pretty soon. Once the estate.

EDITOR
Good. Good. Then it shouldn't be too
much of an inconvenience.

EXT. THE GAZETTE - PARKING LOT - DAY

Gray sky. Dead leaves swirl. Avis looks hopelessly at his
junk car, which has a knife in one deflated tire. He mumbles
the phrase he often says to himself to indicate displeasure.

AVIS
[We are not friends.]

Stuck to the windshield via fresh dog shit is a newspaper
article headlined: "Priest embezzles $1M"

INT./EXT. AVIS'S TRUNK - DAY

Avis digs around among tools and garbage for the jack.

INT./EXT. AVIS'S CAR - CITY STREET - NIGHT

The car sports a spare tire. Avis hunches over the steering
wheel, hands clenched at 10 and 2. Does his deep-breathing
exercises as cars whiz by, honking at his slowness.

EXT. APARTMENT COMPLEX - NIGHT

Inner city apartment complex. Not the ghetto but close.

INT. AVIS'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Bare walls. Very little furniture, but what there is is
third-hand. Stack of unopened bills on a table.
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INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

Avis packs jeans, socks, deodorant, and old Alice in Chains
t-shirt into a paper grocery bag.

INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT

Sterile counter tops. Everything in its place. Avis's dinner
is kidney beans from the can and a slice of dry bread.

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

The bed is neatly made but Avis gets into a sleeping bag on
the floor in front of his closed bedroom door. Also on the
floor nearby, old combo TV/VCR. He hits "play" on the 1940
movie His Girl Friday.

Watching the alarm clock's second hand, Avis puts his
fingers to his wrist and counts his heartbeats at a whisper.

AVIS
One, two, three, four ...

ONE MINUTE ELAPSES

AVIS (cont'd)
Sixty-three, sixty-four, sixty-five.
(starts over) One, two, three ...

ONE HOUR, 32 MINUTES LATER

Credits roll on the movie. Avis is still on his stomach,
still counting his pulse. He reaches over and hits "rewind."
While the movie rewinds, Avis limps into the bathroom.

INT. BATHROOM - NIGHT

Avis drops his sweatpants to his ankles like a toddler and
urinates without holding his penis. Both his hands are on
the towel rack above the toilet to steady himself.

His buttocks and legs COVERED in long thing scars. Belt
wounds? Avis rinses his hands in the sink and blots his face
with water. Glares hatefully at himself in the mirror.

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

LATER. Credits on the movie he's watching roll again. Avis
rewinds and hits play and goes back to counting his pulse.
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LATER. Movie credits roll again. This time, Avis sleeps.

PREDAWN. Alarm RINGS. Avis's eyes open. He grimaces.

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

Groggy Avis makes coffee. At the table, a paper pad with
scratched out handwritten lines: The Funeral; Saying
goodbye; DING-DONG, THE BITCH IS DEAD!

INT./EXT. AVIS'S CAR - CITY STREETS - DAY

STILL DARK as Avis approaches northbound freeway on-ramp. He
puts on his blinker and slows but doesn't make the turn.

BEGIN MONTAGE:

INT./EXT. AVIS'S CAR - CITY STREETS - DAY

Trying to work up the courage, Avis drives past the on-ramp
sign in both directions SEVERAL TIMES. He wants to but he
just can't. And it's frustrating the hell out of him.

Hyperventilating, Avis stops, blinker CLICKING, stares at
the on-ramp. With a SIGH of resignation, he turns around.

EXT. TWO-LANE HIGHWAY - CITY/COUNTRY - DAY

SUNRISE. Scenery gradually turns from city to country.
Brilliant colors on the changing leaves. Avis's opted for
the longer but slightly less anxiety-inducing route.

Avis does his deep-breathing exercises while hunched over
the wheel, hands clenched at 10 and 2. Speed limit SIGN
reads "55." Avis's speedometer reads "49."

Drivers speed past, honking and motioning angrily. He's
sorry for his driving, ashamed of his fears.

AVIS
I know. Sorry! Sorry.

Avis spots a rural gas station. He pulls off the highway,
revealing the long line of traffic he'd been holding up.
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EXT. AVIS'S CAR - GAS PUMP - DAY

Avis shakes hyperventilation-induced tingling from his
hands. Glumly peeks in his wallet before lifting gas nozzle.
Through car's side window, in backseat: the combo TV/VCR.

INT. GAS STATION BATHROOM - DAY

Avis limps into the stall and drops his pants to his ankles.
Holds the handicapped rails while he pees. When he finishes,
he rinses his hands in the sink. No soap. Splashes his face
and glares at his reflection. Such self-hate.

AVIS (V.O.)
Why am I doing this? She was out of
my life longer than she was in it.
Because ya want the money. Ya greedy
prick. Nah. You neeeeed the money.

O.S. KNOCK on the door startles Avis from his self-loathing.

EXT. RURAL GAS STATION - BATHROOM - DAY

CUSTOMER pounds the door.

CUSTOMER
Come on, man!

INT. RURAL GAS STATION - BATHROOM - DAY

Avis takes a deep breath and exhales between pinched lips.
Paralyzed with indecision.

AVIS (V.O.)
Well, ya can't live here. Hello? I'm
thinking. 'Bout how ugly you are?
Please shut up. Oh, you want me to be
quiet? K. How 'bout I'll shut up when
you make a goddamn decision for once.

CUSTOMER (O.S.)
Please! Gonna shit my pants!

AVIS (V.O.)
Draw straws. Flip a coin. Do
something for fuck sakes. This poor
prick's got a load on.

While the muffle sound of the customer POUNDING on the door
continues, Avis takes a 2004 Michigan quarter from his
pocket and places it heads-up on the white porcelain sink.
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AVIS (V.O.) (cont'd)
OK. Heads, we go home. Tails, we keep
going. This only works if you honor
the flip. Ya gonna honor the flip,
you sweaty faggot?

CUSTOMER (O.S.)
Hello!? Is somebody in there!?

Avis reaches for the coin, hesitates. Rubs his sweaty
fingers together. Can't bring himself to do it.

CUSTOMER (O.S.) (cont'd)
If you don't open the door right now,
I'm getting the manager!

AVIS (V.O.)
In trouble now, boy. He's gettin' the
manager. Do gas stations even have
managers? What's there to manage?

Sweaty, heaving Avis's finally had enough of his own head
and, intending to silence his thoughts, yells aloud ...

AVIS
Will you shut the fuck up!?

EXT. GAS STATION - BATHROOM - DAY

The customer ceases his gotta-poop-dance at Avis' shout.

INT. GAS STATION - BATHROOM - DAY

Avis surprises himself with his roar. Instead of tossing in
the air, he gently flips the coin over from heads to tails.

AVIS (V.O.)
Fine. Cheater. Always have time to
fail later.

EXT. COUNTRY HIGHWAY - DAY

MOVING THROUGH forest, over hills, past house decorated for
Halloween, stand selling apples and pumpkins, mud-covered
pickup, farmer on tractor, grouse hunters in a field.

EXT. FELMLEY FLEA MARKET - DAY

There in the wilderness appears a big old barn offering
antiques, vintage clothing, and a huge selection of records.
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INT./EXT. AVIS'S CAR - FELMLEY FLEA MARKET - DAY

Sign reads: "OPEN 7 DAYS, NOON-9"

Avis checks his watch. It's 8:37 a.m. Disappointed, he looks
the place over with affection before driving away.

EXT. HOMETOWN CITY LIMITS - DAY

Out of endless hills and trees, a CITY LIMITS SIGN.

INT./EXT. AVIS'S CAR - HOMETOWN - DAY

Avis cruises slowly. Rolls down his window. Breathes easier
as he passes abandoned buildings and country folk. Smiles at
a life-sized pink elephant statue at the ice-cream shop.

He's sad to see the general store's foreclosed.

INT./EXT. AVIS'S CAR - PHEASANT TRAIL - DAY

Outside town, Avis pulls onto a gravel road called "Pheasant
Trail." In the distance, a farmhouse surrounded by trees
sticks out in the endless farmland.

EXT. FARMHOUSE - DAY

Avis pulls up the long driveway. Smoking a cigarette on the
tailgate of an old pickup, Avis's younger brother BEMIS, 43,
a fit country boy in a Bob Seger t-shirt.

INT./EXT. AVIS'S CAR - DAY

Avis parks. Shakes his tingling hands to get the feeling
back. The men regard each other sterilely through the
windshield. Avis shuts off his phone and puts it in the
glovebox. Breathes deep to brace himself before getting out.

EXT. BEMIS'S TRUCK - DAY

Bemis makes a show of checking his watch before flicking his
cigarette in the driveway. Carrying a grocery bag, Avis
stops to stub Bemis's smouldering butt on his way to the
house.

AVIS
Traffic.
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BEMIS
Didn't say a word.

INT. FARMHOUSE - KITCHEN - DAY

Appliances and decor from the '50s. O.S. keys JINGLE. Door
squeaks as Avis peeks in. Looks tentatively around before
entering. Bemis follows without reservation.

BEMIS
Checkin' for bear?

The place familiar yet alien, they explore with care. Bemis
goes to the cupboard for a glass and fills it with water.
Happily picks up a frog soap dish, shows it to Avis.

BEMIS (cont'd)
Reginald von Frog. 'Ello guvna.
C'mon. Even little glad to be home?

AVIS
Bitch got her wish. Said I'd
come crawlin' back some day.

BEMIS
shocked; scolding( )

Duuude.

From his shopping bag, Avis pulls two boxes of trash bags.
Hurls a box at Bemis, who's taken aback by the hostility.

BEMIS (cont'd)
Kiss yer dead mother with that mouth?

Avis won't let himself be charmed. He pushes past into ...

INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

Bemis fondly looks at wall photos and the huge collection of
neatly shelved record albums. He points at a rack of guns.

BEMIS
You don't hunt anymore?

AVIS
Long's they're gone by Monday.

BEMIS
'Bout the stereo? Records?

Avis rubs his fingers together. His breath quickens.
Overwhelmed, he swats the air on his way into the kitchen.

BEMIS (cont'd)
Hey.
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