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SUPER - OVER BLACKNESS

“You are the lugubrious spirit
Etched in the oak of wonder

You are the sullen voice and silent storm

You were but a ghost in my arms...”

--Agalloch

The FAINT SOUND OF INDUSTRY, progression of forged and 
fabricated materials, dissolution of nature and man.

A VOICE, the ghost of eight year-old AMBER, soft-spoken, 
articulate...

AMBER (V.O.)
There is a light that glows bright 
within the souls of all of us. This 
light acts as a beacon for the 
soul. Its radiance showers us with 
love and compassion...

FADE IN:

EXT. ESTABLISHING SHOT - DETROIT, MICHIGAN - EVENING

SUPER - "DETROIT, 1979"

The evening gloom itches of humidity and filth. Smoke stacks 
and factory chimneys belch emissions into the air. Another 
sweltering day in “The Motor City.”

A BUTTERFLY, blue and yellow, and oddly out of place, ENTERS 
FRAME. We FOLLOW.

AMBER (V.O. CONT’D)
Its only target is the dark void 
residing in our minds--the tempests 
of our hatred dwell there. It 
controls...it calms...it's eternal.

EXT. MAXXESS MOTORS AUTO ASSEMBLY PLANT - EVENING

A bright orange flame bursts into the evening sky. A plume of 
smoke trails into the murky cloud cover.

Near the Roman torch, a towering sign, a giant monolith 
poking through the gloom. In stained red neon it reads, 
"MAXXESS MOTORS”.

CONTINUE behind butterfly as it enters a window near the roof 
and...



INT. MAXXESS MOTORS - PRODUCTION LINE - EVENING

...flutters into the production area.

Your typical assembly plant in Detroit. NOISY, un-robotic, 
everyone is busy pounding out cars.

AMBER (V.O. CONT’D)
Sometimes, the internal light 
begins to fade beyond its amber 
glow--brought on by the dark side 
of life itself...

A chain of unfinished sedans roll through the massive plant. 
VARIOUS WORKERS attend to their specific part.

AMBER (V.O. CONT’D)
That dark side soon takes 
over...the hatred 
multiplies...until the light is 
forever extinguished...

We CLOSE IN on an employee information board. 

The BUTTERFLY lands and rests near a company photo.

We CLOSE IN on the company photo, a BLACK MAN standing behind 
the crowd comes INTO FOCUS. We CLOSE IN on his bloodshot eyes 
until they FILL FRAME. 

ON ASSEMBLY LINE

PULLING BACK from the same eyes, we see OSCAR BRALIN, single 
dad, Amber’s father, come to life. He’s an angry alcoholic, 
large, square-shouldered and sweaty. He fumbles with a back 
seat, squeezes it into a red sedan. 

AMBER (V.O CONT’D)
For my dad, letting go of that 
hatred meant giving up the 
bottle...something he just couldn't 
live without...

Oscar takes a swig from a bottle hidden in his trousers. He 
hides the bottle, wipes his mouth. 

AMBER (V.O. CONT’D)
The tempests had finally taken over 
his soul.

A FEW CARS DOWN THE LINE

THREE PEOPLE march in cadence toward Oscar Bralin.
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The first guy, a SECURITY GUARD renta-cop type. The middle 
guy, BOSS MAN as he's known around the plant, is stiff, tall 
and brash. The third guy, a cocky yet restrained middle-aged 
Vietnamese laborer by the name of VAN TRAN, follows close 
behind.

They approach the car. Boss Man pulls the assembly line 
emergency stop cord. The line CLANKS and CRASHES to a 
formidable stop.

OTHER WORKERS look on curiously.

BOSS MAN
Oscar Bralin! Get your sorry ass 
out here!

Oscar pours himself out of the sedan, face droopy, eyes 
glazed.

Boss Man stuffs a termination slip into his breast pocket.

BOSS MAN
No drinking on my line. Pack your 
shit.

Oscar stands motionless, lets out a GRUNT.

BOSS MAN (CONT’D)
Move it!

Oscar looks down at the security guard's side-arm. Scans the 
plant, looks at Van Tran, sizes up the guard who is tapping 
his sidearm. 

BOSS MAN (CONT’D)
Don't just stand there looking like 
an idiot. I got a plant to run!

Oscar throws his apron and gloves down. He pulls a bottle of 
J&B out of his back pocket, chugs it down. Swaying slightly, 
he forces a nasty smile at Boss Man.

Oscar moves away from the car and throws the bottle at the 
side of the door. It shatters, leaving a sizeable dent.

BOSS MAN (CONT’D)
Take him down.

The security guard grabs Oscar and shoves his face into the 
car.

He twists Oscar's arm. Oscar remains silent, doesn’t fight.

The guard peels him away from the car, binds his hands.
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BOSS MAN (CONT’D)
Get him out of here.

Boss Man approaches Van Tran, getting so close their noses 
nearly touch.

BOSS MAN (CONT’D)
You see that? Learn from it! Now 
get to your post.

Van looks on with dreary uneasiness. He shuffles slowly to 
the production line.

Oscar is escorted out of the scene.

BOSS MAN (CONT’D)
Back to work! All of you!

EXT. CITY STREETS - OSCAR'S CAR - EVENING

Evening rains have soaked the empty streets.

Oscar's bright green AMC Pacer approaches a traffic signal.

INSIDE OSCAR'S CAR

Oscar's drunken face is morose, sweaty, as he stares up at 
the red traffic signal. He begins to fade.

POV - OSCAR'S REARVIEW MIRROR

A LOW RUMBLE forces his eyes open. We see headlights fill his 
mirror. The LOW RUMBLE vibrates the mirror to the beat of 
music. Its rhythm matches the beat of Oscar's wipers.

ON OSCAR

He gnashes his teeth together. The BEAT intensifies.

Oscar looks back up at the signal and notices the change to 
green. He remains stopped.

The DRIVER of the truck starts HONKING his horn. Oscar grips 
the steering wheel tightly, his knuckles turn white.

Methodically, he grabs a crowbar from under the seat. He 
opens his door and steps out.

EXT. STREET

Oscar walks towards the driver's side of a mini truck.
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The DRIVER, a black punk thug wearing a beanie and denim 
jacket, steps out. He struggles with something in his jacket 
pocket.

POV - OSCAR - ON THE DRIVER

DRIVER
All right, just get back in your 
car and I'll forget about you!

BACK ON OSCAR

Oscar continues without hesitation, a solid, stoic figure 
marching deliberately, eyes and face hidden by the shadows of 
the night.

The driver continues to struggle with his pocket then reveals 
a revolver.

Oscar swings the crowbar into the driver's gut. The driver 
folds over. The gun falls to the street.

Oscar looks around and swings the crowbar one more time. The 
driver falls limp.

He swings open the door of the truck and bashes the stereo to 
bits. The MUSIC STOPS.

He shuts the door of the truck and stands over the driver's 
body. He looks down at the revolver, streams of rain water 
cascade down his face. The street light reflection in his 
face goes from green to yellow then to red.

INT. BRALIN HOME - KITCHEN - EVENING

Eight year-old AMBER BRALIN, precocious, adept, and dressed 
in jeans and a grubby, white t-shirt, pulls a box of macaroni 
and cheese out of the cupboard. She dumps the contents into a 
pot of boiling water.

Amber is mulatto. A child of a white mother and black father. 
She has a playful heart and positive demeanor despite a 
torrid upbringing. She’s never met her mother. 

On the kitchen table, a child's record player. A half-warped 
forty-five crackles out Bob Dylan's, "KNOCKIN’ ON HEAVEN’S 
DOOR." Amber's mouth moves with the lyrics.

EXT. BRALIN HOME

Oscar swings the Pacer wide and mows over the shrubbery. 
Pieces of wood, glass and trim fly everywhere.
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INT. BRALIN HOME - KITCHEN

Amber jumps at the sound of her father’s arrival.

LIVING ROOM

Oscar barges in. We see him only from the knees down, he’s 
got the gun at his side. He walks up to the TV, turns it on.

Amber walks into the living room, stirring a pot.

AMBER
Daddy? I made your favorite. Mac 
and cheese?

She looks down at his lap and notices the gun. From behind, 
we see Oscar staring at the TV.

OSCAR
Not hungry right now, Amber.

Shocked and fear-stricken, she returns to the kitchen.

CLOSE ON TV - A news REPORTER at the scene of a crime, gives 
the nasty details of an alleged homicide.

REPORTER
“...we are told by local police 
that the individual responsible for 
this heinous act remains at 
large...”

Oscar becomes agitated.

OSCAR
Amber? Amber! Bring ma' mutha-
fuckin' bottle! And turn that rat 
shit rock and roll music off! 

(rambling)
You's black, girl, you should be 
listnin' to Duke Wellington or 
Robert Johnson or some shit...god 
damn white man's rock and roll...

Amber’s MUSIC continues to play.

Amber rushes out with a bottle of Wild Turkey. She fumbles 
with the bottle, it falls and shatters at his feet.

He reaches out and smacks her with the back of his hand.

OSCAR (CONT’D)
That shit doesn’t grow on trees, 
girl! 
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On the TV, the reporter continues.

REPORTER
“...a Green AMC Pacer in the area 
just after the incident...”

Amber returns with a towel. Wipes the spill.

Her father stands up and shoots the TV. It implodes, spitting 
shards of glass into the living room.

OSCAR
They'don’ fuck with me! I will 
bleed’em bad.

Amber, frightened, drops the cloth and scoots away.

Oscar turns towards her. The gun remains in his grasp.

OSCAR (CONT’D)
All I wanted was my bottle!

Amber swallows hard.

AMBER
I'm sorry, daddy...I'm sorry. It 
was loud and I got scared.

He holds up the gun. Turns it, admiring it. 

Amber backs into the corner.

AMBER
Where did you find that gun, daddy?

OSCAR
I didn't find the gun, it found me. 
You know, you’re pretty nosey, just 
like your momma was. 

AMBER
Tell me about momma. I want to know 
my momma.

OSCAR
You don’t need to know nothin’ 
‘bout her.

(beat)
She a junkie, and she cheated on 
both of us.

AMBER
Daddy, you’re scaring me! 
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OSCAR
What you scared of, girl? 

He points the gun at Amber. Twisting it. Turning it. Then his 
trance is broken by SIRENS outside.

AMBER
Daddy...

EXT. BRALIN HOME - EVENING

Four cop cars skid to a stop in front of the house. An 
allegiance of raincoat-covered COPS emerge. They take cover 
behind their doors. Guns pointed at the house.

INT. BRALIN HOME

Oscar turns toward the SOUND outside. Lets down his guard 
momentarily.

Amber reaches for the gun in one fell swoop. Her father's 
grip is sure and tight despite the distraction.

Amber has a death grip on the gun. She struggles but is no 
match for Oscar.

AMBER
Daddy, please stop!

He pushes her away. Her hand brushes by the trigger.

The gun EXPLODES, a hollow echo RINGS in the air. Then time 
halts. All activity has stopped, all sound has MUTED. The 
scene is frozen.

Then...a HEARTBEAT.

AMBER (V.O.)
I remember thinking about my life 
just after I heard the gun go off. 
Maybe this is better.

We CIRCLE AROUND Oscar and Amber. We see their bodies stiff 
and solid, a horrific struggle caught in time's grasp.

AMBER (V.O.) (CONT’D)
All I ever wanted was a family. To 
be loved...like the other kids.

We CONTINUE to CIRCLE around Oscar and Amber. The gun remains 
concealed within their grasp.
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We CLOSE IN on Amber's face. Her teeth are clenched and 
frozen tear drops cover her cheeks. Her eyes FILL FRAME, then 
we...

CUT TO BLACK:

CONTINUING HEARTBEAT, SLOWLY FADES...

AMBER (V.O. CONT’D)
But mostly, I had asked myself a 
million times in that one moment...

ONE LAST HEARTBEAT, CRESCENDO, then...

AMBER (V.O. CONT’D)
...why me?

BACK TO SCENE

BAM! The shot is heard. The scene erupts once again. They are 
no longer frozen in time.

Oscar watches Amber fall backward against the wall. The 
sobering reality of the shot settles in on Oscar. He backs 
away, mesmerized.

OSCAR
No...no! Am-amb-ber. I...

COP #1(O.S.)
Throw out your weapon and come out 
with your hands above your head!

Silent horror prevails now in the house except for Amber's 
forty-five REPEATING in the kitchen.

EXT. BRALIN HOME

A FLASH of lightning. A THUNDER CRASH. Oscar makes his way 
out of the house. He stands at the door, his silhouette 
giving way to the sporadic flashes of lightning. The gun 
dangles in his right hand.

COP #1
Drop the gun!

Oscar steps forward, into the rain. 

COP #1 (CONT’D)
I said drop the gun!

He continues a few paces before stopping in the middle of the 
lawn.
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COP #1 (CONT’D)
Final warning!

Oscar drops to his knees, sits hunched over as if to pray. He 
looks up at the cops before him. In his eyes, the end of the 
road, a last disparaging look at life before him.

He places the gun in his mouth and pulls the trigger.

Oscar's body falls limp, hunched over in a stream of rain-
washed blood.

The smoking gun rests on the ground beside him. On his 
forearm is a tattoo. The name reads, "Amber”.

With the rainfall, we hear the faint SOUND of Amber’s record 
player, skipping, scratching, REPEATING, “KNOCKIN’ ON 
HEAVEN’S DOOR”.

CUT TO BLACK:

TITLES UP: 

SUPER - “AMBER”

OVER BLACKNESS - CHAOS, RANDOM CHATTER BY MEDICAL STAFF.

FADE IN:

INT. HOSPITAL - DELIVERY ROOM - MORNING

SUPER - "FIVE YEARS LATER"

A delivery room filled with medical staff. THREE NURSES 
monitor equipment, while a seasoned veteran, DOCTOR REED, 
sits between the legs of a lady giving birth.

On the bed, a former librarian turned housewife, ELLEN 
BRADSHAW. Sweaty and exhausted, she pushes at doctor Reed's 
request.

DOCTOR REED
Okay, Ellen, you're gonna have to 
give me a couple more pushes. Can 
you do that for me?

Frantically, she nods yes. She breathes deeply in and out.

Her husband, career auto engineer, Kevin Bacon-ish, wanna-be 
family man, JERRY BRADSHAW, is at her side. He holds her 
hand, coaches her along.

10.



DOCTOR REED
Come on now, give me one good push.

She bears down and gives it her all.

JERRY
You can do this honey!

Doctor Reed shakes his head.

NURSE ONE
Fetal pulse fading, doctor.

DOCTOR REED
Push, Ellen! C'mon, bear down for 
me.

Ellen gives it her all.

DOCTOR REED (CONT’D)
Nurse! Get me the clamps!

JERRY
What's going on!!?? Doctor!?

DOCTOR REED
Someone please escort Mr. Bradshaw 
to the waiting room?

Nurse two grabs Jerry by the arm. He hedges.

NURSE TWO
Please, sir.

He looks down at his struggling wife. He pulls his hand away 
from hers.

JERRY
It's gonna be okay, honey...doctor?

ELLEN
Not again...not again!

Ellen, as if to give up, throws her head back and cries.

JERRY
She needs me here...

Nurse two forces him out of the room.

More commotion. Nurses rush around the room, moving equipment 
and preparing Doctor Reed's instruments.
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Everything becomes a blur between Ellen's cries and the 
Doctor's commands until finally FADING into obscurity.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. DOCTOR REED'S OFFICE

Doctor Reed sits behind his desk, his hands folded.

The Bradshaw’s sit before him. Quiet. Slightly out of touch.

DOCTOR REED
I'm afraid it wouldn't be safe to 
risk another pregnancy.

JERRY
What risk? 

DOCTOR REED
This is your third try, folks, and 
we nearly lost her. The fourth 
attempt might mean Ellen’s life. 
She could die or, if you should 
conceive, the child may be 
underdeveloped, unhealthy. There's 
even a risk with in-vitro 
fertilization.

(pauses)
Now, I can give you a list of 
adoption...

Jerry stands. Helps his wife up out of the chair.

JERRY
We're not doctors. We don't have 
the luxury of sitting behind the 
desk and not have our emotions play 
a part. We're just an ordinary 
couple trying to have our first 
child...we'll do it the old-
fashioned way. 

Ellen nods in agreement.

DOCTOR REED
I understand completely and I wish 
you both the best of luck.

JERRY
Thank you, doctor.

Jerry extends his hand, forces a kind smile.
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EXT. BRALIN/BRADSHAW HOME - MORNING

A quiet morning and the old neighborhood looks anything but. 
All the homes have been treated to a much-needed renovation. 
It is now one of the nicer neighborhoods in Detroit. 

An "Ivy Brothers" moving van is parked outside the Bralin 
home. Inside the van, two DARK FIGURES lift a heavy table.

INT. BRALIN/BRADSHAW HOME

Jerry sets a lamp down on a cardboard box.

Ellen grabs him and turns him around. They embrace. Kiss.

JERRY
What was that for?

ELLEN
For bringing us here to start over. 
Much nicer than Ohio.

JERRY
Starting over was your idea.

ELLEN
I can’t take all the credit now can 
I?

The movers carefully rush their dining table into the room.

JERRY
You can place it over...

Ignoring Jerry, the two men drop the table and march in 
unison out of the house.

JERRY (CONT’D)
...here.

Jerry turns back toward Ellen. She shrugs.

JERRY
They’re gonna break something.

She places a hand on his cheek.

ELLEN
Let them work.

They exchange a passionate smile.
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JERRY
We have our work cut out for us. 

He puts his arms around her and pulls her in.

JERRY (CONT’D)
We'll make love like bunnies until 
we can't walk, and after you've 
been sufficiently impregnated, this 
is the place where we'll raise our 
children.

(beat)
This time it's going to happen, 
Ellen...I promise.

She smiles big, kisses him.

A CRASH of the front door followed by the hurried footsteps 
of the movers. 

One of the movers walks over to Jerry and hands him an 
invoice and a pen.

JERRY
That's it?

Jerry peers up at the expressionless man and then down at the 
invoice. He signs it and hands it back.

The man rips of the top copy and hands it to Jerry. He exits 
hurriedly.

JERRY (CONT’D)
Is it me, honey, or did those guys 
appear to be...constipated?

Ellen reaches down and picks up a small box marked "TOOLS".

ELLEN
Here, let's put this stuff in the 
basement. Lots to do, right?

BASEMENT

The basement door opens. Jerry stands before the darkness 
below.

He flips the light switch on, sees a spider’s web.

JERRY
Spiders. Great.

He swipes it away and starts downstairs.
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He approaches a dimly lit corner. A single bulb flickers in 
the stale darkness. He stops and stares up at the bulb.

A hand reaches out and touches his shoulder.

Jerry drops the box and turns quickly. 

ELLEN
Careful, it's just me, silly.

JERRY
Jesus Christ, Ellen!

ELLEN
Kind’a spooky down here, huh?

JERRY
First the spiders, then you...

ELLEN
Sorry, couldn't resist.

A SOUND, musical in nature, steals Jerry's attention.

JERRY
Shh...

Ellen watches his face for a clue. 

ELLEN
What is it?

JERRY
Hear that?

ELLEN
I don't hear anything.

JERRY
Must have been my own pulse. 
Heart's still racing around in my 
chest.

Ellen picks up Jerry’s box and places it on an empty wooden 
shelf.

ELLEN
C'mon, only twenty boxes to go...

Jerry steals a curious look around the room.

JERRY
Mmm...hmm...
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He gives the room one last look, sniffs for strange odors and 
then dismisses the moment altogether.

INT. LIVING ROOM - EVENING

Jerry and Ellen look exhausted. They've finished pulling the 
coffee table close to the couch and plop down for a moment of 
relaxation.

JERRY
I'm beat.

ELLEN
Me, too.

JERRY
Interview's tomorrow, you know.

ELLEN
You'll do fine, honey.

JERRY
I don't know. Maybe I should have 
locked in the job before we moved.

ELLEN
Nah. My man is going to knock'em 
dead.

JERRY
You think so?

ELLEN
I know so. You're going to go in 
there balls out and confident and 
you're going to get the job. I'm 
never wrong...about most things.

JERRY
Come to think of it, I don't 
remember you ever being wrong about 
anything.

ELLEN
(pouty)

I was about the baby. I didn't give 
you a child like I promised.

JERRY
Hey, hey, hey. Don’t beat yourself 
up, kiddo. It takes two to tango. 
It'll happen. 

(MORE)
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Besides, it's not my child, it's 
our child and maybe it's just not 
time yet.

ELLEN
Yeah?

JERRY
Yeah...not time yet.

EXT. MAXXESS MOTORS - PARKING LOT - MORNING

The morning sun sends rays of light through billowing smoke 
stacks.

Jerry parks his Vincent Black Shadow. He steps off the bike, 
pulls off his helmet and Jacket and stares up at the company 
sign. He checks his look in the bike mirror and uses a pocket 
comb to fix his hair. He pulls a notebook out of one of the 
saddle bags, takes a deep breath, then walks toward the main 
entrance.

He passes by the CEO parking spot. Takes note of the Mercedes 
parked there.

INT. MAXXESS MOTORS - PRESIDENT DAVIES' OFFICE - DAY

A typical CEO office. Expensive hand painted murals with 
expensive furniture. A large, leather chair sits behind a 
massive oak desk. Family photos and trinkets are neatly 
organized along the front of the desk. Various awards, 
plaques and certificates hang on the wall behind the leather 
chair. 

Jerry sits in front of the CEO, RAY DAVIES. Davies, a former 
design engineer himself, drills Jerry during the interview.

DAVIES
Your credentials are impressive. I 
see you helped improve the 
Econoline brand over at Ford. Not 
bad, but you and I both know that 
design engineers of your caliber 
are a dime a dozen...

He drops Jerry’s portfolio on his desk. Stares at Jerry.

DAVIES (CONT’D)
...tell me why I should hire you.

He stares deeply into Davies' face. Calculated and calm, and 
retorts matter-of-factly.

JERRY (CONT'D)
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JERRY
Because I've already made all the 
mistakes you'll want to avoid.

DAVIES
And what mistakes might those be?

Jerry reaches for a die-cast model replica of a Maxxess 
Motors car.

JERRY
May I?

DAVIES
It's your interview.

Jerry positions the car on the desk. He reaches for a second 
car, a different model, and points the two nose to nose.

JERRY
Tooling is very expensive, as you 
already know. You decided to shave 
a half-inch off the nose of this 
model and you retained it on this 
one. The models are almost 
identical, yet your sales of these 
two models were lackluster--
probably costed the company right 
out of the mid-size economy class 
race. I would have eliminated the 
shorter model and retained the long-
nosed model and extended the cab, 
which in turn would have given the 
buyer more leg room and comfort 
while maintaining ergonomic 
flexibility and sporty styling. If 
you're going to have two designs, 
Mr. Davies, they need to be 
drastically different. After all, 
the range of buyer needs varies in 
our modern society. And most of 
all, you should only offer the 
public a car that you yourself 
would be proud to drive.

Jerry leans forward, shoves the cars back to their places. 
Stares Davies in the face.

JERRY (CONT’D)
Are you proud of this design, Mr. 
Davies? Are you willing to avoid 
these kinds of mistakes?
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Davies looks like someone just stole his wallet and made off 
with the cash. He takes a deep breath, clears his throat and 
stands. He looks down at Jerry.

Jerry swallows. They are both silent.

Davies presses his intercom button.

DAVIES
Ms. Flagstone. Come into my office, 
please.

A moment later, the door opens. MS. FLAGSTONE, a sharply 
dressed mid-forties, Marion-the-librarian type, who is 
obviously well paid, walks purposefully into the room holding 
a note pad.

FLAGSTONE
Mr. Davies?

DAVIES
Show Mr. Bradshaw the engineering 
department and give him the keys to 
the spare office.

Davies holds out a hand to a surprised Jerry Bradshaw.

DAVIES (CONT’D)
Any engineer who comes into my 
office and gives me a piece of his 
mind like you did, gets my vote. 
It's clear you can talk the talk. I 
just hope your work speaks for 
itself.

JERRY
(restrained confidence)

Thank you, sir.

DAVIES
Your perceptions seem very clear. 
Did a little homework before coming 
in?

JERRY
Well, not exactly. I noticed that 
the car in the CEO parking lot was 
in fact a Mercedes...sir.

DAVIES
Point taken.
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JERRY
Would you like me to stick around 
for the remainder of the day or do 
you have a start date in mind?

DAVIES
Wait until you meet Larry Flint. 
He's known as Boss Man around the 
plant. Not a good idea to get in 
his way if ya' know what I mean. 
You could say my eyes are in the 
back of his head.

A brief rap on the door and Boss Man ENTERS the office. Cocky 
and cold, his face is callous and frightening.

DAVIES (CONT’D)
Well, I spoke of the devil and he 
appears before us. May I introduce 
you to Mr. Larry Flint...Boss Man.

Boss Man is Davies' right hand man. He's the overly stern, 
power hungry general manager who handles all the dirty work.

DAVIES (CONT’D)
Learn to rub him right and he'll 
save you a lot of money in headache 
medicine.

Jerry extends a hand. Boss Man hesitates, nods and offers his 
hand. They shake, both squeezing hard.

JERRY
My pleasure.

BOSS MAN
I know.

Davies breaks the tension.

DAVIES
Larry, Mr. Bradshaw is our new 
design engineer. He and his wife 
moved here recently from Ohio. 
He’ll be heading up new product 
development.

BOSS MAN
Hope his balls are bigger than the 
last guy’s.
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DAVIES
Try to cool it, huh? I think we did 
the right thing bringing Jerry 
here.

BOSS MAN
We'll know soon enough, won't we, 
Mr. Bradshaw?

JERRY
No question about it...Boss...Man.

Davies walks over to his desk. He opens the drawer, pulls out 
a bottle of scotch.

DAVIES
Shall we?

Davies seems loose, but Jerry and Boss Man remained fixated 
on one another.

DAVIES (CONT’D)
You two will have plenty of bonding 
time later, now get over here and 
have a toast with me.

Jerry and Boss Man accept the drinks, face Davies.

DAVIES (CONT’D)
To success.

They raise their jiggers. A bit of tension remains.

BOSS MAN/JERRY
(together)

Success.

INT. MAXXESS MOTORS - PRODUCTION LINE - MORNING

Boss Man and Jerry walk side by side down the main assembly 
line.

BOSS MAN
Got off to a good start with  
Davies, I see.

JERRY
How's that?

BOSS MAN
Well, you came in here rather 
suddenly and now you've been given 
the keys to the city.
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JERRY
I take care of myself, that's all.

BOSS MAN
So I've noticed.

JERRY
You're referring to...?

Boss Man pulls a hanky out and tosses it to Jerry.

BOSS MAN
You'll want to wipe that brown 
stain off your nose...

Jerry stops. Confronts Boss Man face to face.

JERRY
I sense a little tension here with 
you, so let's cut through the crap. 
If you've got a problem with me, 
you tell me now. Tell me right 
here.

Boss Man stares back. He pulls a toothpick out of his pocket. 
He jams it in his mouth then spouts off.

BOSS MAN
Davies pays me to keep this ship as 
tight as a snake's anus, and that's 
how it's gonna be. I don't have to 
like you or anyone else here to do 
my job. In fact, it's better that 
way for everyone. So, just keep 
your mouth shut, do your job and 
don't get in my way or I'll fucking 
bury you. Got that?

Boss Man peels away from the conversation. Walks away.

BOSS MAN
Tour's over.

JERRY
(muttering)

Fuckin' prick.

INT. JERRY AND ELLEN'S BEDROOM - NIGHT

The night is still...quiet.

Their clock displays two-thirty a.m., Dave and Ellen are deep 
sleepers, entangled in their own comfortable embrace.
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A slim white pencil beam of light forms outside their 
bedroom. It squeezes itself through the bottom of their 
bedroom door.

The light begins to sparkle and gyrate as it moves closer to 
their bed.

A HUMAN FORM takes shape from the light as it nears the foot 
of the bed.

The ghostly apparition of Amber stands before them.

Amber walks towards Jerry's side of the bed. She stops near 
his head.

She reaches a hand out and brushes his lips with her glowing 
touch.

Jerry reacts, licking his lips.

Amber withdraws and strokes his hand as it hangs from the 
bed.

Jerry's eyes begin to twitch. His face distorts, breathing 
intensifies. He awakens, throwing the covers away and sits 
straight up.

JERRY
Oh, wow!

Amber has fizzled away, unseen.

He looks over at Ellen who remains prone.

Dressed only in boxers, he grabs his slippers and robe and 
EXITS the room.

KITCHEN

Jerry walks into the dimly-lit kitchen. He opens one of the 
cupboards and places a glass on the counter. A steno pad and 
pencil sit next to the glass.

He opens the refrigerator and grabs a one gallon jug of milk.

He closes the refrigerator and turns toward the glass.

He sees the pencil magically floating across the steno pad 
scribbling, doodling, and words begin to form.

He release the jug unknowingly. It falls to the floor, 
spilling its contents all over his feet.
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JERRY
Ho...ly...cow.

He remains focused on the pencil, rubs his eyes frantically, 
forgets the milk.

JERRY (CONT’D)
(stuttering)

Wh-wh-who's there?

A page flips. The pencil begins writing.

Jerry approaches.

The pencil falls. He looks down at the pad. Its text, 
obviously that of a young child, reads, "Hello."

Jerry picks up the pencil. Scrutinizes its fine point. Looks 
around the kitchen.

He writes back, "Hello."

He places the pencil back down next to the Steno. Backs away.

The pencil lifts again, it writes, "Don't be afraid," and 
stops.

Jerry grabs the pencil and writes while muttering under his 
breath, "Not afraid. You woke me up?" He carefully sets the 
pencil down.

The pencil writes once again, "That was me. Please don't 
leave me."

Jerry panics. He quickly opens one of the junk drawers near 
the sink. He pulls out a pack of smokes and a lighter, hands 
shaking, fumbling, nervousness intensifying.

He lights the lighter. A wisp of air sucks the life from the 
lighter.

Flames shoot out toward the ceiling, crawling like tendrils, 
searching for fuel to continue the ballet.

Jerry jumps back, holding his robe tight to his chest. The 
cigarette dangles between his lips.

AMBER(V.O.)
Scared ya', huh?

The flames shoot around the kitchen, kissing a small ivy 
plant. A single leaf is ignited.
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JERRY
Who? ...hello?...

The fire instantly extinguishes. Only smoke remains.

JERRY (CONT’D)
Who’s there?

AMBER
It’s just me.

Amber's semi-opaque figure fizzles into the center of the 
kitchen through the lingering smoke. Her image is faint but 
recognizable. 

JERRY
I'm dreaming. I have to be.

AMBER
Why do you say that?

JERRY
You touched me. When I was sleeping 
you touched me. I felt it. But I 
must still be dreaming because I 
can see right through you.

The faintness of her image renders itself into a fully 
realistic representation of Amber. She is whole.

AMBER
I tagged you. You're it.

JERRY
It?

AMBER
You're it. You've been tagged. 
We’re like family now.

Jerry scratches his chin.

JERRY
Okay, right, so are you 
a...uh...a...

AMBER
Ghost? I think. Like Casper almost, 
except he was a boy ghost and I'm a 
girl ghost. You're it, don't 
forget.

25.



Jerry reaches out to touch her. His hand begins to glow then 
disappear as it touches her. He spins his hand around as she 
watches.

AMBER
You won't feel anything, unless I 
want you to.

He pulls his hand back.

JERRY
Only you? Are there others?

AMBER
Sometimes.

JERRY
Sometimes?

Jerry rushes over to the sink, turns on the tap. Frantically, 
he splashes water onto his face, rubs his eyes once more and 
grabs a towel. 

JERRY
That’s it, I’m going nuts.

The house begins to shake. Glasses rattle in cupboards. Jerry 
must brace himself.

A horse-sized hand appears at one end of the kitchen, palm 
open, and floats through the kitchen.

Amber appears momentarily and looks into Jerry's eyes.

AMBER
Gotta go! You're it, don't forget!

The hand sweeps through and swipes at Amber. She SCREAMS, 
then disappears.

JERRY
Wait, don't...!

There is a calm, silent creepiness.

Ellen walks into the kitchen.

ELLEN
What are you doing down here? And 
why all the smoke?

Jerry turns toward her. He's beside himself, unable to speak.
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ELLEN (CONT’D)
You didn't. You told me you quit.

They both look up at the smoldering ivy then down at the 
spilled milk.

They look at each other bemused. Jerry shrugs.

ELLEN (CONT’D)
What the hell happened down here, 
Jer? You look like you just saw a 
ghost.

JERRY
I’m it.

INT. MAXXESS MOTORS - DAY

Jerry checks out some of the assembly work on the production 
line. He watches the various assembly areas and takes notes 
on his steno pad.

He approaches the back seat assembly area.

Van Tran is working hard, stuffing seats into car shells.

Jerry pauses, looks over at Van. He senses something...

Van climbs out of the car and looks blankly at Jerry.

They stare at each other briefly but the brevity is soon 
replaced by a horrific vision.

Van's head morphs into Oscar Bralin, a faint whisper is 
forced out of Oscar’s mouth: “Amber.” It lingers.

Jerry's eyes bulge. He looks around the plant, nobody is 
aware of what’s going on. He moves on down the line.

INT. BRADSHAW HOME - EVENING

The Bradshaw’s are enjoying a chicken dinner. Jerry is silent 
but hungry, stuffing food into his mouth.

Ellen puts her fork down, wipes her mouth.

ELLEN
First day. Exciting, how did it go?

Jerry grunts.
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ELLEN (CONT’D)
Not good? Hello?

He slows the shoveling of food and looks at Ellen.

JERRY
Huh?

ELLEN
You're awful quiet. How was work 
today?

JERRY
(tired)

I'm sorry, honey, I...

ELLEN
No, that's okay...

JERRY
It's just...yes, I have been 
thinking about work.

ELLEN
Wanna talk about it?

JERRY
I, uh...

(looks around)
I had a very strange feeling come 
over me today. It was 
like...well...you know how you get 
that de ja vu feeling sometimes and 
you think you can predict what's 
going to happen next?

ELLEN
All the time.

JERRY
Well, I had that feeling today. But 
it was a little different.

ELLEN
How so?

JERRY
I was watching a guy put a seat in 
today on the line and I knew 
exactly how he would do it and how 
he would come out of the car and 
look at me.
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ELLEN
Oh, yeah, happens to me all the 
time.

JERRY
No, this was different. The guy who 
came out of the car was a 
Vietnamese worker but when I looked 
into his face...I saw a black man. 
And somehow I know this black man 
from somewhere. Then, poof, he 
disappeared and the apparition was 
gone.

Ellen sips her red wine and wipes her mouth with a napkin.

ELLEN
That was it?

JERRY
No. Just before he poofed, I could 
have sworn he muttered a word.

ELLEN
(giggling)

What word?

JERRY
Nah. It's just silly stuff. You 
don't believe me anyway.

ELLEN
I’m sorry, I won't laugh any more. 

JERRY
Amber. He muttered the word, 
“Amber.”

ELLEN
Like the color?

JERRY
Maybe...or like a person's name...

ELLEN
What do you mean?

JERRY
A name...a girl’s name!

Ellen raises a brow.

Suddenly, a burst of air whips through the room. It snuffs 
out their dinner candles. There is a low frequency RUMBLE...
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Ellen leaves her chair and grabs a seat next to Jerry. She 
clutches onto him.

The wind slowly diminishes. They are frozen with fear.

JERRY
Could be a storm?

There is a moment of silence followed by the sound of Amber's 
record player. The same DYLAN SONG spews out. It's coming 
from the stairs.

ELLEN
Jer, what is this? What’s going on?

JERRY
I have no idea.

We hear the ominous voice of young Amber from each direction.

AMBER(O.S.)
You don't have to be scared.

Amber's apparition slowly appears. She walks into the dining 
area holding her old record player.

The Bradshaw’s are awestruck. Their eyes are wide, throats 
are filled with concrete, unable to speak.

Ellen squeezes Jerry, hiding her face in his neck while still 
peering out at Amber.

ELLEN
Jer!!!

Amber sets the record player on the table. The scratchy song 
fills the room.

Amber takes a seat and stares at the record player, humming a 
few bars of the song. The moment lingers.

AMBER
This is my favorite song. Do you 
like it?

JERRY
Amber...you’re Amber, right?

AMBER
Yep. That's me. Hi again.

ELLEN
(frantic)

Jer, what is it? Who is she? 
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JERRY
Why are you in our house, Amber?

AMBER
It's my house, too. Hey, you guys 
want to hear me sing?

Jerry and Ellen remain embraced.

JERRY
No, we just want you to go. Please 
just go.

AMBER
I'm gonna go up to my room. Not 
much time left anyway. May I be 
excused?

Amber approaches the frightened couple. Her ghostly face 
remains cute but somehow haunting at the same time.

The Bradshaw’s retract.

Amber stands before them, staring hypnotically into their 
eyes.

Ellen becomes taken in by Amber's appearance. Quivering, she 
reaches her hand out cautiously to touch.

Amber opens her mouth and the VOICE of Oscar belts out.

AMBER
(Oscar, garbled)

May I be excused?

Ellen nearly jumps out of her skin, sending her and Jerry to 
the floor.

Amber's body begins to twinkle and separate. She dissolves 
into the atmosphere as she walks away with the record player.

Ellen bolts up and heads for the front door, top speed, 
throws the door open.

OUTSIDE HOUSE

Jerry follows Ellen out the door.

JERRY
Ellen...wait!

Ellen stops at the end of the property line and turns around. 
She’s shaken.
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ELLEN
What is this, Jer? What the hell is 
this?

He puts his arms around her, pulls her close. She sobs in his 
arms.

JERRY
I don’t know. But I’m going to find 
out.

ELLEN
I’m not going back in there. I 
can’t go back into that house.

JERRY
It’s okay, that’s our house and 
this is probably some sick joke. 

ELLEN
Sick joke, right... 

(beat)
How did you know her name? Are you 
playing games here? Trying to scare 
the shit out of me?
Did you do this?

Jerry recoils as Ellen rips away. 

JERRY
I had nothing to do with this.

ELLEN
Uh huh...

JERRY
Look...you remember the other night 
in the kitchen? The milk? The 
smoke? The noise?

ELLEN
Yeah, so?

JERRY
She was there. Amber was in the 
kitchen with me. I was about to 
tell you before she appeared just 
now.

Jerry pulls his steno pad out and opens it up. He shows it to 
Ellen. He’s shaking, nearly ripping the pages out.
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JERRY
This...I didn’t want to show you 
this because I didn’t believe it 
myself. 

Ellen takes the book. Scans over its pages.

ELLEN
What am I reading, Jer? It looks 
like scribble.

JERRY
She...wrote that. That’s how we 
met. She was in the kitchen...she 
began writing on my pad. I wrote 
back...then she appeared...then 
disappeared. Like she did tonight.

Ellen promptly closes the cover and hands it back to Jerry.

ELLEN
We’re not staying.

JERRY
What do you mean? We just got here?

She turns and marches toward their car. She opens the door 
and gets in.

IN CAR

Jerry joins her, shuts the door.

ELLEN
This house was a mistake.

JERRY
Wait a minute...hold on here. We 
don’t really know what’s going on. 
Right? I mean...

ELLEN
Wrong. We’re not safe here. This 
house has a ghost in it and I’m not 
the ghost type, all right?

(frantic)
Hell, I don’t even believe in 
ghosts...what am I saying!!

Ellen begins to sob. Jerry moves in and holds her in his 
arms.
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ELLEN (CONT’D)
We were supposed to get a fresh 
start in this house. Now this?

JERRY
We’ll figure this out. Promise. 

In the back seat, a nearly transparent form, Amber. She 
eavesdrops.

JERRY
Come on. Let’s go back in. 

ELLEN
I’m staying right here tonight.

Ellen rests her head on the head rest. 

JERRY
Seriously?

ELLEN
Yep.

Jerry leans back, settles in, takes a deep breath.

We CLOSE IN on Amber’s face, she seems distant, sullen and 
withdrawn. She continues to stare forward as her body begins 
to DISSOLVE into space.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. CAR - MORNING

It was a cold night, Jerry and Ellen are wrapped together. 
They awaken and Jerry wipes the fog off the window, looks out 
at the house.

JERRY
I need a shower.

ELLEN
Yeah, smelling pretty ripe. 

JERRY
But the shower’s in there.

Ellen contemplates.

JERRY (CONT’D)
I’m game if you are.
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INT. BRADSHAW HOME - BATHROOM

Jerry walks into the bathroom, immediately sees a note taped 
to the mirror.

ON NOTE - “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to scare you last night. 
I’m a good person and won’t hurt you. Please understand.”

Jerry pulls the note and crumples it up just as Ellen walks 
in wrapped in a towel. He hides it behind his back, drops it 
in the wastebasket quietly.

ELLEN
You or me first? 

JERRY
Go ahead...I’ll stand guard.

ELLEN
(smirking coyly)

Or we could shower together...

He grabs her by the waist, pulls her close. Wipes her hair 
out of her face.

JERRY
It’s okay. Under normal 
circumstances I’d take you up on 
that.

He kisses her, pats her on the butt.

INT. KITCHEN

Jerry stands in the kitchen, leaning against the counter, 
scratching his chin. 

Ellen pours a cup of coffee, hands it to him.

JERRY
Thank you.

ELLEN
So far, so good, huh?

JERRY
What do you mean?

ELLEN
No sign of...her?

He shakes his head and takes a drink of coffee.
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ELLEN (CONT’D)
Well, you better get going. You’ll 
be late for work.

JERRY
I can stay home. Look, it’s...

ELLEN
Shhh...

She puts a finger up to his lips, silencing him.

ELLEN
I’ll put my big girl pants on and 
deal with things.

(beat)
Besides, I’m thinking of exploring 
the area today.

JERRY
You sure about this?

ELLEN
I’m sure. Go on, big guy. 

INT. GARAGE

Jerry walks into the garage. Flips the light switch on. 
Before him sits two Vincent Black Shadows. One is restored 
and ridden often, the other in pieces, a restoration in 
progress but nearly complete. 

He grabs his helmet and thick leather riding jacket from the 
shelf and puts them on. He senses something, someone, 
watching him. He scans the garage for a sign of Amber.

JERRY
(under his breath)

I know you’re here. You Stay away 
from my wife!

He walks to the garage door and lifts it open. The air rushes 
in, he takes a breath, walks to the bike, starts it up and 
climbs aboard.

Ellen, dish towel in hand, watches from the front door as 
Jerry leaves the property.
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INT. MAXXESS MOTORS AUTO ASSEMBLY PLANT

Jerry walks by Van Tran. Again, their eyes meet. There is an 
attachment there, some kinetic energy that exists between the 
two.

Jerry dismisses it and walks toward his office.

INT. JERRY’S OFFICE

He looks through his window. Below is the assembly plant. He 
sees Van Tran looking up at him. 

Jerry goes to his desk. Pulls out a set of binoculars. He re-
approaches the window. Van Tran is gone. He looks around with 
the binoculars but sees no trace of Van Tran.

There is a KNOCK on his door. He walks across the room, grabs 
the knob and opens the door.

Standing before him is Van Tran.

JERRY
Hey...man.

VAN TRAN
No, not man. My name is Van...Van 
Tran.

He holds his hand out. Jerry accepts, reluctantly, and shakes 
his hand.

VAN TRAN
We have to talk.

Van scooches by and takes a seat near Jerry’s desk.

JERRY
...come on in...?

Jerry takes a seat at his desk.

They stare at each other momentarily. Van breaks the silence.

VAN TRAN
All these games we’re playin’. Me 
lookin’ at you. You lookin’ at me. 
Back and forth...ayahhh. It’s 
driving me crazy.

JERRY
Yeah, me, too. So...
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VAN TRAN
So, you’ve been tagged. 

JERRY
Yeah, I’ve heard that before.

Van gets up out of the chair, moves to the edge of Jerry’s 
desk, takes a seat on the corner.

Jerry scowls a bit. His space has been invaded.

VAN TRAN
Of all the people in the plant, I 
can only see you, Mr. Lucky.

JERRY
See...me? What exactly can I help 
you with?

VAN TRAN
Oh, no, no, no. Make no mistake. 
I’m going to help you. But I can’t 
right now. I have to get my butt 
back on the floor. Meet me after 
work. Can you do that?

JERRY
Why?

VAN TRAN
You know why.

He gets close to Jerry’s face. Whispers.

VAN TRAN
Some crazy shit has happened to you 
recently...hasn’t it?

Jerry nods. Van turns and walks towards the door.

VAN TRAN
Meet me at Nancy’s after work. Best 
whiskey in town.

INT. NANCY WHISKEY BAR - EVENING

The bar is ancient, been around since the turn of the 
century.

The waitress, LINDA, walks over to Van and Jerry’s table. She 
holds a platter of whiskey shots.
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LINDA
Hello, sweetie. The usual?

VAN TRAN
You know it. 

She places two shots on the table, smiles, then walks away.

JERRY
What’s that?

VAN TRAN
It’s like an angel pissin’ on your 
tongue, my friend. Here, drink up.

They both take a shot, Van finishes first, Jerry chokes but 
manages.

VAN TRAN
Another one!

JERRY
No! No more for me. I won’t be 
staying long. 

(beat)
So, what gives? How do you know 
about the crazy shit going on with 
me? 

VAN TRAN
Okay, look at me and de-focus your 
eyes.

Unsure but playing along, Jerry stares at Van.

VAN TRAN
See it? 

JERRY
See what? 

VAN TRAN
You’re not de-focusing. Now try 
again. 

Jerry squints.

VAN TRAN
No, don’t squint! You know how you 
look at something and you put it 
out of focus and the image splits 
and becomes two?

He holds up the shot glass in front of Jerry’s face.
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JERRY
Okay, you know what? I’m losing 
patience here.

Van snaps his fingers quickly to get Jerry’s attention.

VAN TRAN
Shut up, white boy, and focus on 
this glass. Focus so you only see 
the glass. 

Impatient but still on board, Jerry takes a deep breath, 
focuses on the glass.

VAN TRAN
Great. Now de-focus.

JERRY’S POV

We see the glass split into two unfocused images.

JERRY
Okay, got it. 

Van puts the glass down, gets closer to Jerry.

VAN TRAN
Okay, now on me. De-focus.

JERRY’S POV

We see Van split into two images. The left image looks 
normal. The right image radiates a multi-colored aura.

VAN TRAN
See it?

Jerry shakes his head, rubs his eyes.

JERRY
Yeah, I saw it. What is it?

VAN TRAN
An aura. A halo. A fucking glowing 
light. It doesn’t have a name, but 
when a person’s been tagged, this 
is how you know.

JERRY
So, you have a ghost problem, too?

VAN TRAN
No, I took care of it a long time 
ago.
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JERRY
But you’re still...tagged.

VAN TRAN
Tagged for life. And you will be, 
too. The only thing that changes is 
the color.

JERRY
Yours has many colors. 

VAN TRAN
Right, and yours is red until you 
remove the problem. 

JERRY
And my wife? 

VAN TRAN
She’s living with you, right?

JERRY
Right.

VAN TRAN
Red, just like you.

There is a moment of contemplation then Jerry pushes back 
from the table. The urgent need to rush home consumes him.

JERRY
Red, right! Oh, shit, Ellen. I need 
to go! Umm...thank you so much for 
the drink...but I gotta to run!

He catches Van off guard. Van is unable to stop him.

VAN TRAN
Hey, wait! There’s more! 

JERRY
We’ll talk later!

EXT. BRADSHAW HOME - MORNING

SUPER - “That Morning”

We see Ellen standing at the front door as Jerry leaves for 
work on his motorcycle.
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INT. BRADSHAW HOME

Ellen walks back into the house. She heads upstairs.

UPSTAIRS HALLWAY

Ellen passes by the bathroom, stops, then looks back into the 
bathroom. A ray of morning sunshine cascades through a small 
window, illuminating Jerry’s towel on the floor.

INSIDE BATHROOM

She, bends over, picks up Jerry’s towel. She notices the 
wadded up paper in the trash can and pulls it out. She un-
crumples it and reads it.

She becomes agitated, alarmed. She looks around the bathroom, 
down the hall. 

HALLWAY

She begins opening doors and closets. She finds nothing. 

BEDROOM

She opens the closet, rifles through her dresser, looks under 
the bed. Nothing.

WE hear a CRASHING noise from the kitchen downstairs. She 
immediately pops to attention, opens her ears, her senses 
overloading. 

She slowly moves toward the door and peers out. She swallows 
hard, takes a breath and moves out of the room.

HALLWAY

She is awash in fright, her skin pale and distressed, as she 
moves slowly toward the stairs.

ELLEN
(crackling)

Hello...little girl...Amber??

She pokes her head into the bathroom. She grabs a curling 
iron off the counter. She holds it up like a weapon, cord 
dangling below.

STAIRS

One step at a time, and closer to the bottom, she can hear 
the faint, muffled SOUND of a child CRYING.
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She stops. At the bottom of the stairs is a pouch made out of 
printer paper. 

Cautiously, she approaches the makeshift envelop/pouch. She 
sets the curling iron down and picks up the pouch.

It’s stapled on the sides, bulging out like a paper ravioli. 
The outside of the pouch has child-like writing, it says, 
“Please open.”

Ellen ponders, then begins opening it, quietly, carefully.

She pulls out a piece of paper, unfolds it. It’s a crudely-
drawn picture of stick figures with happy faces. We see a 
man, a woman, and a child, holding hands underneath a 
rainbow.

She puts the paper back in the pouch and sets her sites on 
the front door.

She approaches the door as quietly as she can, reaches for 
the knob, then the crackle of Amber’s MUFFLED VOICE stops 
her.

AMBER (O.S.)
...please stay.

Ellen retracts her hand, looks through the dining room and 
toward the kitchen.

AMBER (O.S.) (CONT’D)
I’m not going to hurt you.

Ellen moves slowly toward the kitchen.

ELLEN
Where are you?

AMBER (O.S.)
In the kitchen.

ELLEN
Why don’t you come out?

AMBER (O.S.)
(beat)

I can’t. He might see me.

INSIDE KITCHEN

Ellen peers around the corner. Sees nothing. 

ELLEN
Who might see you?
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She slowly shuffles into the kitchen and sees pens, a stapler 
and some paper on the counter, Amber’s crafting materials.

AMBER
(muffled)

I’m in here.

Ellen’s attention is drawn to the broom closet on the other 
side of the kitchen.

Ellen looks down and sees a broom, a mop and a dust pan on 
the floor just in front of the closet.

She picks up the broom and slowly approaches the door. She 
holds it up as if to swing.

ELLEN
This is where I stop.

The closet door opens slowly and we see a corporeal version  
of Amber, tears cascading down her face. 

Ellen lowers the broom, takes a deep breath.

ELLEN
Come on out, honey.

EXT. BRADSHAW HOME - EVENING

Jerry rides at top speed toward the house.

He skids his bike up to the front porch, jumps off the bike, 
runs to the front door.

INSIDE HOME

Jerry rushes in, still wearing his helmet and leather jacket.

JERRY
Ellen!

He stops and looks around the entrance and living room.

O.S. We can hear the SOUND of something repeatedly smacking 
the floor, “PAT THUMP, PAT THUMP, PAT THUMP”.

Hurriedly, Jerry approaches the kitchen, sees Ellen leaning 
against the counter while Amber jump’s rope.

INSIDE KITCHEN

Jerry walks in, a bit frantic, and Ellen holds up a hand to 
stop his advance.
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JERRY
What’s? What the...?

ELLEN
Shh...we’re almost there.

Amber continues to jump, counts out the repetitions.

AMBER
(to herself)

Ninety eigth...ninety nine...one-
hundred.

She stops, Ellen claps quietly.

ELLEN
That was great, Amber.

JERRY
Ellen, what the hell is going on 
here? 

AMBER
Hi! Welcome home.

JERRY
Uh, hi...
Ellen?

ELLEN
Jerry, meet Amber. Amber this is my 
husband, Jerry. But you both 
already know each other.

JERRY
This is...unreal.

AMBER
No, it’s real. It’s really real and 
I made it to a hundred. Really!

Jerry grabs Ellen’s hand and leads her out of the kitchen.

JERRY
We need to talk.

He points at Amber.

JERRY
You. Stay.

DINING ROOM
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Passing by the dining table, Jerry takes his helmet off and 
places it on the kitchen table.

IN LIVING ROOM

He leads Ellen into the living room. Confronts her.

JERRY
You’re friends now?

ELLEN
She’s just a girl, a lost soul, and 
she lives in this house. What else 
is there to say?

JERRY
Say? I say we put this to rest 
right now.

ELLEN
And how are you going to do that, 
Jer? Sell the house? Burn it down? 
Have an exorcism in the living 
room?

JERRY
Damn right, she goes or we go. It’s 
as simple as that.

ELLEN
No it isn’t that simple. Look, this 
is fucking insane, I know. But I 
just spent an entire day with her 
and I’m pretty sure that if she 
wanted us dead, we would be dead 
already. 

Amber walks into the living room and interrupts their 
discussion. She’s wearing Jerry’s helmet, grinning ear to 
ear.

AMBER
I like your helmet, Jerry. Will you 
take me for a ride on your bike?

JERRY
That’s my helmet. Take it off!

Anger consumes Jerry. He rushes her as if to grab her and she 
disappears. The helmet falls to the floor.

ELLEN
Jerry! 
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Ellen throws her hands up.

ELLEN (CONT’D)
That’s just great. You scared her 
away.

He reaches down and picks up the helmet. 

JERRY
We can’t stay here.

We hear Amber in the dining room, she’s CRYING again.

Ellen sneers at Jerry.

ELLEN
You’ve upset her.

DINING ROOM

Jerry and Ellen approach the table, Amber has her head in her 
arms, sobbing.

Ellen walks up to Amber, kneels next to her. Se tries to 
place a hand on Amber’s shoulder but it passes through.

ELLEN
Hey, sweetheart, he didn’t mean it.

Amber ignores Ellen and begins to slowly fade away.

Ellen retracts her hand and looks at it curiously. 

JERRY
What is it?

ELLEN
Just felt weird, that’s all. 

JERRY
Weird? 

ELLEN
Yeah, kind’a fuzzy, like touching 
electricity without the shock.

Ellen takes a seat at the table. Jerry sits beside her. Grabs 
her hand lovingly.

JERRY
I’m sorry I overreacted.
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ELLEN
Well, she’ll be back. You can be 
sure of that.

JERRY
I don’t know what to do here, but 
this is a disruption in our lives 
that we don’t need. Wouldn’t you 
agree? And last night you couldn’t 
wait to get out of this place. Now 
the turnaround? What’s up with 
that?

ELLEN
I feel so sorry for her.  

JERRY
Why? Because she’s dead?

Annoyed, Ellen retracts her hand.

ELLEN
Well, that was damn cold. 

JERRY
I just don’t know why you’re 
becoming attached to this...ghost.

ELLEN
Her name is Amber. She’s eight.
She’s been eight for quite some 
time...she needs love.

Jerry pushes away from the table. He stands and paces, unable 
to understand Ellen’s affection for Amber.

JERRY
So, what exactly did you and Amber 
do today while I was at work?

ELLEN
After you left, she appeared. Found 
her hiding out in the broom closet.

(beat)
She likes music and jump rope and 
she likes to read and draw...we 
talked about fun girl things...

JERRY
That’s it? Fun girl things?

ELLEN
Uh huh. 
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JERRY
Listen to yourself. It’s almost 
like you’re trying to adopt her 
into our lives permanently. Or 
she’s wanting to adopt us! You know 
how ridiculous that sounds? In the 
course of a day...a day, Ellen, 
you’ve gone from scared and freaked 
out, to happy little ghost host!

ELLEN
We’re not being haunted and hunted. 
She just needs someone to love her. 
That’s it! 

Jerry kneels in front of Ellen, grabs her hand again.

JERRY
I see where you’re going with this, 
I do, and I know how much having 
children means to you. It means the 
same to me. You’ve been through a 
shit storm of bad pregnancies and 
we’re both more than ready for some 
great news. Right? But this isn’t 
real. This scenario can’t play out 
realistically. We can’t be her 
parents!

After a long pause, she shakes her head, grabs her locks and 
squeezes.

She looks up at Jerry. She forces a confused smile.

ELLEN
I think I need a glass of wine.

INT. GREENBERG REALTY OFFICE - MORNING

Ellen and Jerry sit in front of their agent, Adam Greenberg. 

ADAM
Haunted? 

(laughs hysterically)
Oh, come on, folks! 

JERRY
Yeah, I know, it sounds crazy, but 
can you tell us anything else about 
the house or the neighborhood? Any 
history that you didn’t cover 
before?
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ADAM
You’re neighborhood was the only 
one renovated by a now-defunct 
contractor who thought he could 
breath life into a dying city. We 
already covered this before, so, 
soak it up folks. You got a great 
deal!

JERRY
That’s not what we mean.

ELLEN
Was there anything strange about 
this property? Anything out of the 
ordinary?

ADAM
I know we had a hell of a time 
moving it.

JERRY
Moving it?

ADAM
Yeah, it was on the market more 
than the others despite being one 
of the better homes. Buyers stayed 
away for some reason, until you 
came along.

JERRY
How many owners before us?

Adam grows impatient, leans on his elbows, checks his watch, 
taps his chin.

ADAM
You mean after the renovation four 
years ago?

JERRY
Yeah. 

ADAM
Zero.

ELLEN
How come you never mentioned that 
before?

50.



ADAM
You never asked. Besides, you came 
in here like gangbusters, desperate 
to get into a house. Before I knew 
it, we were closing the deal. 

Jerry and Ellen look at each other, confused, shocked.

JERRY
What about before the renovation? 
Who owned it before that? 

Adam stands, looks suspicious, obviously knows more but won’t 
share. He takes a deep breath and walks to the door.

ADAM
I really can’t help you with that. 
A good place to start might be the 
city courthouse? Newspapers? 
Neighbors? 

He opens the door.

ADAM
Now, if you’ll excuse me, I’m late 
for my next showing.

Jerry and Ellen just stare at each other in amazement.

EXT. GREENBERG REALTY OFFICE PARKING LOT - MORNING

Jerry and Ellen leave the parking lot in their Mustang. 

INSIDE CAR

Jerry looks in the rearview mirror and sees the seat belt 
latch itself into the buckle. Amber slowly fizzles into the 
back seat.

JERRY
Oh, great.

He slams on the brakes. Ellen braces her self with the dash.

ELLEN
What the hell, Jer!!!

Jerry turns toward the back seat, expressionless.

AMBER
Pretty cramped back here.

Jerry addresses Ellen with a sour gaze.
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JERRY
She’s distracting me. I’m not sure 
I can drive with her back there.

AMBER
I’ll be quiet.

ELLEN
So, you wanna kick her out?

JERRY
No, actually, this is perfect. We 
don’t need to drive all over the 
place looking for answers. We have 
our answers sitting in the back 
seat. Yes, let’s go for a drive.

Jerry puts the car in gear, steps on the pedal.

ELLEN
Do you have to be so...so...

AMBER
Rude?

ELLEN
Yeah...rude? 

Hands at ten and two, Jerry ignores the comments, focuses on 
the road.

JERRY
So, Amber, tell us your story. Why 
are you in our car?

AMBER
I wanna hang out with you guys.

JERRY
No, where did you come from? Why 
are you not...you know...in Heaven 
or wherever?

ELLEN
Jerry!

JERRY
No, Ellen, just let me continue. 
Shush!

He looks up in the rearview mirror. Pushes the question on 
Amber.
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JERRY
Amber? Can you tell us? Where did 
you come from?

AMBER
I came from...I came from...umm...

She goes completely quiet, starts to pout.

Ellen throws her hands up.

ELLEN
Oh, great. See, you scared her 
again. Why do you have to drill 
into her so hard? Can’t you just be 
nice, Jer?

Jerry sits in silence, continues to drive through town.

Ellen, in deep contemplation, stares out the window as she 
bites her nails. The moment lingers, then...

ELLEN
Pull over, Jer. 

JERRY
What?

ELLEN
Please pull over here. I’m not 
going to ask you again.

OUTSIDE 

We see Jerry pull the mustang into an empty driveway.

INSIDE CAR

Jerry puts the car in park, Ellen opens her door and gets 
out.

She re-enters the car, the back seat, next to Amber. She 
closes the door and looks straight at Amber, then up to Jerry 
in the rearview mirror.

ELLEN
Tell her you’re sorry.

Jerry hedges, takes his time. Thinks it over.

JERRY
Okay, I, uh...
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ELLEN
You need to turn around and tell 
her you’re sorry!

Jerry unbuckles his seat belt, swings around. 

JERRY
Amber... 

Amber slowly lifts her head. Their eyes connect.

JERRY (CONT’D)
I’m sorry.

Amber nods and smiles. Jerry resumes his position, re-buckles 
his seat belt.

ELLEN
He just needs a little kick in the 
head now and then.

Jerry turns the ignition on, puts the car in gear. He gives 
one last glance to Amber through the mirror. She retorts.

AMBER
Don’t forget. You’re it!

EXT. AMBER’S ELEMENTARY SCHOOL - DAY

Our perspective is LOW. We RISE UP from a group of legs.

Jerry, Ellen and Amber stand across the street from the 
school. 

We see an OLDER MAN, bald but tall, walk out of the main 
office of the school. He stops and stares back at Amber and 
the Bradshaws.

AMBER
That’s our principal, Mr. Hooper. 

JERRY
But today’s not a school day.

Mr. Hooper holds up a hand and waves. He then turns around 
and walks through the wall of the school.

AMBER
He’s like me now. 

ELLEN
But how?
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AMBER
I don’t know. Must have happened 
after...me.

JERRY
Why are we here, Amber?

AMBER
I wanted to show you my school. 
Music class was my favorite. I 
really want to be a singer someday.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. SCHOOL

...the past is BLACK AND WHITE. A classroom is filled with 
music STUDENT’S harmonizing. They perform a vocal 
accompaniment. Amber has the solo for, “SOMEWHERE OVER THE 
RAINBOW.”

AMBER (V.O.)
Mr. Hooper let me solo because I 
could hold a note the longest...and 
my pitch was good. I always got A’s 
in his class.

BACK TO SCENE

Jerry and Ellen exchange looks. She sees that Jerry struggles 
to be patient. Ellen frowns back.

Amber turns and walks in the opposite direction.

AMBER
Come on, follow me.

EXT. PARK - DAY

The playground is an old, rusty compound with various play 
implements in tattered condition.

They stand at playground’s edge.

AMBER
I used to come here after school 
while my dad was at work. 

JERRY
Your dad?
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AMBER
Yeah, he worked at Maxxess. Long 
hours mostly. He would come home 
late so I was able to play longer 
than most kids. 

JERRY
What about your mom?

Amber ponders, stares out at the playground. 

AMBER
She’s out there...somewhere.

ELLEN
What do you mean, Amber? Out where?

AMBER
It was just me and my dad. I never 
met my mom. He kept telling me she 
was bad and had to live on her own--
out there.

Our BUTTERFLY flutters its way through the playground. 

Amber sees the butterfly and holds her hand out.

JERRY
You mean, she lives in the streets?

Amber shrugs, the butterfly lands on her hand.

Jerry and Ellen just stare, a bit befuddled.

AMBER
I guess so.

Amber stares at the butterfly then blows softly as if to send 
it away.

The butterfly ascends, WE FOLLOW, as it makes its way above 
the playground, above the surrounding neighborhoods and 
trees...beyond...

EXT. DETROIT CITY STREETS - DAY

Against a rain-soaked sidewalk, we see high heels, then the 
impact of a cigarette as it hits the concrete and fizzles 
out. 

FROM ABOVE

We see the butterfly flutter toward the LADY in high heels.

56.



EXT. APARTMENT - DAY

Our butterfly hovers as the lady walks inside..

The butterfly ascends, then stops at the window of the third 
floor. It perches on the sill.

BUTTERFLY POV - Through the filthy window, we see the blurry 
figures of the lady and a MAN.

There is an inaudible exchange of dialogue, a gesture from 
the man, a handing over of money.

INT. APARTMENT - DAY

Curly blonde hair, pale skin, and ratty clothes make up this 
woman we know as SUMMER, Amber’s biological mother. She 
disrobes and stands before the man. 

His name is JOHN, he’s a pudgy man, late fifties, greasy and 
haggard himself. He’s a regular, pays her well, and often. 
There is a smidgen of trust between them. He shoves her onto 
the bed.

OUTSIDE - ON WINDOW SILL

BUTTERFLY POV - We see two bodies moving rather 
inharmoniously. It looks more like a struggle than an act of 
physical pleasure.

BACK INSIDE

Summer is sobbing as she looks over at the night stand. There 
is a picture of an BABY GIRL on display.

Distracted and annoyed, John looses interest. He stops.

JOHN
What the hell is this? Why are you 
crying?

He looks over at the picture frame. He puffs, then gets 
frustrated and knocks it over.

JOHN (CONT’D)
There, is that better?

Summer curls up and hides her head in her arms, continues to 
sob.

JOHN (CONT’D)
Oh, for fuck’s sake!
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He sits on the edge of the bed, grabs a pack of smokes and 
lights up. He inhales deeply, then exhales.

JOHN (CONT’D)
Money doesn’t grow on trees, ya’ 
know. I’m paying for this shit.

He reaches over and turns Summer over so he can see her face.

SUMMER
I’m sorry. I don’t usually get 
emotional.

JOHN
The picture of my daughter did that 
to you? That picture has been here 
every time you’ve stopped by. Why 
now?

SUMMER
(beat)

I don’t know. It just hit me. She’s 
beautiful. 

JOHN
Thank you, but I don’t get to see 
her anymore. She fucking hates me. 
That picture is 20 years old. She’s 
somewhere on the West Coast now 
with her mom’s side of the family. 
Wrote me off years ago. They all 
did.

SUMMER
Sounds familiar.

JOHN
You have kids? 

She reaches for a pack of smokes. Takes one, lights it.

She leans against the headboard, takes a long drag and holds 
it before exhaling.

SUMMER
A daughter. I had a daughter.

(beat)
She’s...gone.

JOHN
Gone...? Like runaway gone?

She takes a deep breath. Stares toward the window.
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SUMMER
There was no funeral...no good-
byes...

John walks over to the window, opens it to let the smoke out.

JOHN
Oh, that kind of ‘gone’. 

He looks down, sees the butterfly. He stares at it curiously.

SUMMER
...he took her from me.

John takes a spot on the bed next to Summer, places the 
ashtray between them.

JOHN
Why don’t you tell me about it? 
Maybe eventually I’ll get my 
money’s worth.

RIPPLE DISSOLVE:

EXT. ALLEY - NIGHT

The past is BLACK AND WHITE.

SUPER - “TWO YEARS B.A. (BEFORE AMBER)”

SUMMER (V.O.)
I always hated Devil’s Night. A 
major creep-fest. Especially tough 
for us working girls.

We CLOSE IN on the blade of a knife. We see Summer’s 
reflection. Her eyes, bloodshot and taken over by drugs, 
yield to the scene unfolding before them. They widen.

THE THUG, a transient, a loner, raises his knife arm, but is 
interrupted by...

The sound of A DOOR BEING THROWN OPEN behind him.

We see a MAN being hurled out into the alley from a bar door. 
He hits the ground hard, skidding to a painful stop. 

We see Oscar Bralin march purposefully out of the bar and 
grab the man by the collar. He tosses him again.

He glances over and sees Summer’s situation. 
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SUMMER (V.O. CONT’D)
I thought I was dead, and in my 
wasted state, maybe even wished for 
it. 

SUMMER’S POV - Oscar’s fracas has distracted the thug. Summer 
swings her purse at the thug. The knife falls.

The thug grabs Summer and picks her up off the ground, slams 
her up against the brick wall, knocking her unconscious.

THUG
You bitch!

Oscar’s huge hand ENTERS FRAME, he grabs the thug by the hair 
and pulls him backward, away from Summer.

The thug SCREAMS and fights as Oscar drags him down the 
alleyway and dumps him near the sidewalk. 

ON SUMMER

Summer lies prone, concussed, out cold. 

Oscar approaches. He kneels down, wipes her hair away from 
her face. He stairs at her soft, pale skin. Becomes fixated.

SUMMER (V.O. CONT’D)
Normally I’d just piss myself, 
sleep it off in the alley, and wake 
up beat up and broke. Then do it 
all over again.

Oscar picks up Summer. He cradles her in his arms and walks 
down the alleyway toward the NOISE, the orange glow in the 
sky, and the chaos that makes up Devil’s Night.

SUMMER (V.O. CONT’D)
Little did I know that I’d be swept 
away by the Devil himself. 

DISSOLVE TO:

PRESENT

INT. APARTMENT

Summer is on her next cigarette and John is fading out.
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JOHN
(groggily)

So, did you hook up with this 
bouncer?

SUMMER
He wasn’t a bouncer. He just 
thought he was. He hated 
people...assholes...and did the 
bar’s bouncing for’em...ya’ know, 
when someone pissed him off.

(beat)
Anyway, yeah, we sort of “hooked 
up.” Then I fucked things up really 
bad.

She looks over at John. His eyes have shut. She gives him a 
big nudge and hops out of bed.

SUMMER  (CONT’D)
Hey, fuck you, man. I don’t need to 
tell you this if you’re not 
listenin’!

Hurriedly, she begins putting her clothes on.

JOHN
W-what are you doing?

She tosses some of his money back at him. Places some in her 
bra.

SUMMER
I’m not in the mood anymore. The 
twenty is my restocking fee.

JOHN
(still groggy)

I’m sorry, I took some stuff before 
you came over, you know...and now I 
feel--

She buttons up her blouse, gathers her things.

SUMMER
--yeah, I know. Been there, done 
that, whish I could quit, yada yada 
fuckin’ yada...

JOHN
Wait a minute. Tell me what 
happened after you met...what 
happened?
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She walks over to the night stand, opens the drawer. She 
pulls out a bag of pills waves it around.

SUMMER
This shit is what happened. It’s 
why I lost my daughter in the first 
place. Bastard kicked me out into 
the streets before I had a chance 
to even know her...or watch her 
grow up.

She opens the bag, takes out one of the pills, pops it into 
her mouth. 

She trembles, tears stream down her cheeks.

SUMMER (CONT’D)
And now it’s all too late, so I 
don’t really give a shit! Anymore! 
There, long story short! Go back to 
sleep...or die, whichever comes 
first.

She tosses the bag at him and leaves the apartment.

EXT. APARTMENT - DAY

Summer marches down the steps of the apartment.  

ON BUTTERFLY

We see the butterfly leave the window sill and float toward 
the sidewalk.

It flutters behind Summer, at the same time, Jerry and 
Ellen’s Mustang passes by. We see Amber’s face in the window. 

Summer captures a fleeting glance of Amber. 

The butterfly diverts its course, enters the Mustang’s 
window.

INSIDE CAR

The butterfly sits on the headrest in front of Amber. 

EXT. PETTY’S CORNER MARKET - DAY

Jerry pulls the Mustang up to the curb, parks the car.

INSIDE CAR
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JERRY
(to Amber)

Is this the place?

Amber holds the butterfly, rotates her hand, allows the wings 
to brush her lips. She then lets it go. It flies out the 
window, disappearing into the sky.

AMBER
Yep.

INT. PETTY’S CORNER MARKET - DAY

AMBER
This is where I would pick up 
dinner for me and my dad. Oh, and 
there’s Lee. We’re buddies.

The owner of the store, LEE PETTY, is an older black man, 
wise, and street-hardened. He notices Jerry and Ellen’s 
suspiciously agitated behavior.

LEE
Afternoon, folks.

Jerry and Ellen greet him back, simultaneously. 

ELLEN/JERRY
Good...afternoon. 

AMBER
Mac and Cheese. 

JERRY
(looking down at Amber)

Mac and Cheese? You mean we came 
here for mac and cheese?

AMBER
Uh, huh.

Lee notices Jerry talking to Amber.

LEE
Uh, mac and cheese is on aisle 
three.

AMBER
But it was always on aisle two!

JERRY
He said aisle three.
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LEE
Correct, aisle...three. I shifted 
things around recently.

They walk toward aisle three, Amber in tow.

At aisle three, Jerry looks at various boxes of mac and 
cheese. Ellen walks to another aisle.

JERRY
What are we looking for?

AMBER
Blue box, can’t miss it.

JERRY
These are red and orange boxes. No 
blue here, Amber.

AMBER
It’s gotta be...

There is a low RUMBLE, the shelves begin to shake. Lights 
flicker.

Jerry looks down at the opposite end of the aisle and sees 
the brooding and semi-transparent figure of Oscar Bralin.

Jerry freezes.

Amber puts her hands up to her mouth, her body begins to glow 
as she backs away.

AMBER
(whisper)

Daddy...

Oscar begins to STOMP toward Amber and Jerry as Ellen rounds 
the corner. Ellen grabs Jerry by the waist and holds him 
close.

ELLEN
Amber, what’s going on!?

AMBER
I gotta go!

Amber turns and looks at the wall behind her and makes a 
charge toward it.

Oscar gives chase, picks up his pace.
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Ellen and Jerry watch Oscar, then look past him as they see 
Lee enter the aisle. Lee approaches Oscar from behind, 
unabashed, driven, in a SLOW, deliberate manner.

LEE
Oscar Bralin!

Oscar stops. 

LEE (CONT’D)
You leave that girl alone!

Oscar turns. Looks Lee in the face.

LEE (CONT’D)
You heard me! Get the fuck out of 
my store, you low-life piece of 
murdering shit!

Oscar looks back at Jerry and Ellen and the wall Amber 
disappeared into.

Lee advances, waiving his hands in the air.

LEE (CONT’D)
Go on now. Get the fuck out and 
stay away from her!

Oscar grimaces, then turns and MORPHS into a cloudy wisp of 
ethereal gray. The gray cloud passes by Jerry and Ellen, 
perhaps THROUGH them, then disappears into the wall.

Jerry and Ellen remain embraced, shocked.

Lee approaches, straight-faced, stoic, sure. 

JERRY
So, you’re...?

LEE
Tagged. Yep, just like y’all. 

ELLEN
Tagged? What does he mean, tagged? 
What is going on? Jer?

LEE
You didn’t tell her? The whole eye 
focus thing?

ELLEN
Eye focus, what?
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JERRY
Yeah, it’s crazy and there is no 
way to describe it. I’ll show you 
in the car after we leave the 
store. Okay? Just trust me.

O.S., we hear a CHIME, as another CUSTOMER walks into the 
store.

Lee turns his attention toward the front counter.

LEE
You folks will have to excuse me...

Lee heads for the front counter.

JERRY
(to Ellen)

I’m sorry I didn’t tell you before. 

ELLEN
Any other surprises I should know 
about, Jer?

JERRY
No, but the clerk could see the big 
guy and Amber. Knew them both 
pretty well.

ELLEN
Well, maybe he could help us before 
I go insane.

JERRY
Right. Good point.

AT COUNTER

Jerry and Ellen approach Lee as he finishes ringing up a 
customer.

The customer walks out, Jerry and Ellen move up to the 
counter.

JERRY
Look, you’ve obviously dealt with 
this before. And you know what 
we’re going through. 

ELLEN
And you know who we’re dealing 
with. Can you help us?
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LEE
I won’t be much help I’m afraid.

JERRY
Why not?

LEE
You got bigger problems, my friend. 

ELLEN
What do you mean?

LEE
Amber is not alone. If it was just 
her, things might be easier.

JERRY
So?

LEE
Oscar stands in her way...in your 
way. 

JERRY
Oscar...

LEE
Her father. Amber won’t rest until 
he is at rest. 

ELLEN
The big guy was her father?

LEE
You folks aren’t from around here, 
are ya’?

Jerry and Ellen shake their heads no.

Lee steps in, engages them seriously.

LEE
He shot her, then took his own 
life. Understand? Now, I’m sorry, I 
really don’t have the time.

ELLEN
That’s it? Just send us away like 
that?

LEE
You look like smart people. You’ll 
figure this out. 

(MORE)
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I really don’t want to get involved 
with the dead again. 

Jerry nods, grabs Ellen by the arm and they move toward the 
door.

LEE
Oh, one more thing...

Lee reaches under the counter, pulls out a blue box of mac 
and cheese and tosses it to Jerry.

Jerry catches it.

LEE
Was saving that last box for Amber, 
but she never came back. Give it to 
her, won’t you?

Ellen begins to tear up.

JERRY
(beat)

We will.

They EXIT the store.

FADE OUT:

FADE IN:

INT. MAXXESS MOTORS LUNCH ROOM - DAY

A lunch table. A tuna fish sandwich and an orange juice 
removed from a paper sack. Jerry eats.

He is immediately interrupted by a newspaper as it SLAMS down 
in front of him.

Van Tran, grabs a chair, spins it around and takes a seat 
next to him.

VAN TRAN
Got somethin’ for ya’ Evel Knievel.
Check it out.

He gestures toward the paper.

Jerry picks it up, reads the front cover.

LEE (CONT'D)
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JERRY’S POV - On the front cover, a mug shot of Oscar Bralin. 
The headline, “Youth murdered by father, evening ends with 
suicide.” 

VAN TRAN
It started to make sense to me 
after I found out which house you 
bought. I am the dude who replaced 
the previous owner.

JERRY
Oscar Bralin.

VAN TRAN
Right. And he was one of those mean 
fuckers. Hated everyone, drunk on 
the line, the works.

(moves closer)
Everyone in the company knows you 
bought the Bralin house. You seem 
to be the only people who don’t 
have a clue what’s going on.

JERRY
Yeah, he killed his own daughter, 
we know this now. Why do you care?

VAN TRAN
I don’t, really. I just can’t stand 
seeing your sour face and red halo 
every time you show up to work.

(nudges Jerry)
Come on, man! 

(swearing in Vietnamese)
Du ma! I’m trying to help you out!

JERRY
Okay, okay, I’m sorry. I do 
appreciate it, really. 

Jerry takes a deep breath and smiles.

VAN TRAN
Ah, see? He does smile!

He takes another quick glance at the paper. We see the photo 
of Oscar and an artist rendition of Summer.

JERRY
Only a brief mention of her mother.  
No photo, only a sketch. Why?

Van points to the newspaper. Taps it with his finger.
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VAN TRAN
Amber lived with her father. Mom 
was a junky prostitute...lives in 
the streets. That sketch is the 
only picture of her.

Jerry picks up the paper, brings it close to his face.

We CLOSE IN on the article. We see Amber, Oscar and the 
sketch of Summer. Oscar’s mug shot FILLS FRAME AS WE FADE 
between color and black and white. Oscar’s eye now FILLS 
FRAME, a cascade of rain water overwhelms us before... 

DISSOLVING TO:

EXT. DETROIT - BRALIN HOME - NIGHT

The past in BLACK AND WHITE - We see a CLOSE UP of Oscar’s 
dead eye as the rain washes over it. 

We PULL BACK to reveal Oscar lying prone on the lawn in the 
pouring rain. 

SERIES OF SHOTS - All events are QUICKLY REVERSED 

- We see Oscar’s body RISE to the kneeling position. 

- We HEAR the GUNSHOT.

- Oscar struggles with Amber.

- Oscar arrives home.

- IN CAR - Oscar driving, holding the gun, admiring it.

- Oscar beating the mini truck driver with the crow bar.

- Oscar driving from MAXXESS.

- INSIDE MAXXESS MOTORS - Oscar being fired by Boss Man.

FLASH CUT TO:

MAXXESS LUNCH ROOM - BACK TO SCENE

Boss Man pokes his head into the lunch room. Interrupts.

Boss man’s voice ECHOES in the lunch room, a carry-over from 
the flashback.
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BOSS MAN
(to Van)

You, get your ass back on that 
line.

(to Jerry)
And you, Davies needs you in his 
office.

Boss Man slams the door.

Jerry puts the paper down, Van shakes his head.

VAN TRAN
Man, I hate that guy.

JERRY
He hates himself.

INT. DAVIES’ OFFICE

Jerry enters the office. Davies gestures him to the chair in 
front of his desk.

JERRY
Sir.

Davies pulls two of the balls back on his Newton’s cradle, 
which sits on one side of his desk.

Jerry is slightly uncomfortable. The balls CLACK back and 
forth repeatedly.

DAVIES
Fascinating, isn’t it?

JERRY
Newton’s cradle, yes, it is. I have 
one in my office as well. What 
engineer doesn’t? Right?

DAVIES
Conservation of momentum.  

He puts a finger between the colliding balls. They all stop.

DAVIES (CONT’D)
Until something interferes. 

Davies stands. He moves the Newton’s cradle behind him on the 
desk and takes a seat at the corner, one leg dangling. Jerry 
becomes more uncomfortable.
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DAVIES
The momentum Maxxess once had is 
gone. We all know this. When I 
brought you on, do you remember how 
confident and fired up you were?

Jerry nods forcibly.

DAVIES (CONT’D)
I’m dying to see what you’ve been 
working on. Truth is, we need a 
prototype at the Detroit auto show 
next year. Something new, 
revolutionary.

Suddenly, Davies’ chair moves, we see Amber crawl out from 
under the desk and take his seat. She waves at Jerry, 
smiling. 

Jerry squirms.

JERRY
Umm, yes, yes, I have something. Oh 
and it’s uh, you 
know...umm...pretty impressive.

Amber leans over, gets a close look at the Newton’s cradle. 
She’s feeling a bit mischievous. 

AMBER
Yeah, Jerry, I can’t wait to see 
it, too. Hope it’s got more room 
than your car.

FLASHBACK TO:

INT. JERRY’S CAR

Jerry and Ellen both turn toward the back seat,  
expressionless.

AMBER
“Pretty cramped back here...”

BACK TO SCENE

JERRY
Yeah, well, that’s a tight schedule 
but I do have something, and 
yeah...

Amber pulls one of the balls back, teases Jerry, threatens to 
let go.
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JERRY (CONT’D)
Amber!

She releases the ball, Jerry kicks the desk as a distraction.

DAVIES
Are you okay, Jerry?

Jerry jumps out of his chair. Davies is taken aback.

DAVIES
Amber?

Jerry tries to keep Davies from seeing any activity from 
Amber. He paces the room, pitching his new idea.

JERRY
Yeah, Amber. It’s called the, uh, 
Amber F.S.!

DAVIES
F.S.?

JERRY
Family sport. The Amber family 
sport.

AMBER
Relax, Jerry. He can’t see or hear 
me.

DAVIES
Go on...

JERRY
It’s roomy, you know, family 
friendly-- 

AMBER
--like a van, but smaller.

JERRY
Yeah, like a van, only smaller. A 
mini version of a van, but has all 
the comforts of a passenger car--

AMBER
--and a place to put my soda pop.

JERRY
And it will have places for the 
kids to put their soda--
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AMBER
--seven people can ride in it!

JERRY
It will hold up to seven passengers 
and soccer mom’s will have a place 
to store the kid’s equipment.

Davies is stoic, looks unimpressed. He scratches his chin and 
returns to his desk.

Jerry looks on, begging for a response. 

Amber turns toward Jerry, snickers, then disappears.

AMBER (V.O)
You’re welcome.

Davies pulls a cigar box out of his desk. He sets it down, 
gestures Jerry to come forward.

DAVIES
Go on, take one.

Jerry cautiously grabs one, holds it up to his nose. 

JERRY
Cuban.

DAVIES
Amber F.S., huh?

JERRY
Yep, the world’s first mini...van.

Davies lights their cigars.

DAVIES
No, the world’s first minivan. I 
like how that sounds...one word.

JERRY
Yeah, sounds like a winner.

DAVIES
You bet your ass it does. Now, I 
need your final print draft in 
three days. 

Davies pats him on the back. Jerry nearly spits the cigar out 
of his mouth.
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INT. BRADSHAW HOME - AMBER’S ROOM- EVENING

Ellen lies in Amber’s bed with Amber. They read, “Where The 
Sidewalk Ends” by Shel Silverstein.

ELLEN
Ickle me, Pickle Me, Tickle Me too, 
Went for a ride in a flying shoe. 
Hooray, what fun, it’s time we 
flew, said Ickle Me, Pickle Me, 
Tickle Me too.

AMBER
This is the best poem. I just love 
it.

Jerry pokes his head in the room.

JERRY
Goodnight, Ellen...Amber. I’m going 
to work late tonight...deadline.

ELLEN/AMBER
Goodnight.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. JERRY’S OFFICE - EARLY MORNING

Jerry sits at his drafting table. Taps his teeth with his 
pencil, looks over his drawing. Yawns, checks his watch.

A cup of coffee steams beside him. He’s been up all night.

INT. AMBER’S BEDROOM

Ellen sleeps.

Amber stands at bedside, holds Ellen’s hand.

CLOSE IN on Ellen's face, then FADING INTO her dream world.

EXT. DAISY FIELD - ELLEN'S DREAM

A sea of daisies as far as the eye can see...

Ellen stands in the middle of the field, taking in the air, 
the flowers, the beauty.
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ELLEN’S POV -- We see a faint figure coming toward her. It's  
Amber, she's bouncing through the field with her skirt flying 
side to side.

Ellen begins walking toward her, smiling, anticipating.

Amber begins to slow, frightened by something she sees.

Suddenly, she stops in her tracks, begins to cry.

Ellen's face becomes confused, sullen, worrisome.

We see the body of Oscar RISE UP from the daisies in front of 
Amber, hiding her from our view.

There is a FLASH of white light, the daisies begin to lose 
their color.

Amber SCREAMS.

BACK ON ELLEN SLEEPING

Amber remains next to Ellen, hands interlocked. We see Oscar 
taking over Amber's body. Amber's blue aura shifts to red. 
Oscar has assimilated and is still clenching Ellen's hand.

Ellen continues to dream, her happy face becoming sad.

We CLOSE IN once again on Ellen's face, entering her dream 
world.

BACK TO ELLEN’S DREAM

The daisy's are black, the sky is blacker. Blood red and 
charcoal black clouds swirl and contort across the sky.

Oscar marches toward her.

She looks down and notices her belly. Obviously pregnant, she 
holds her hands to it, protecting it from Oscar.

We can hear only the WIND, Oscar's FOOTSTEPS, a HEARTBEAT.

Ellen turns and runs. Tunnel vision consumes her, the daisy 
field disappears, morphing into a hospital hallway.

INT. HOSPITAL - ELLEN'S DREAM - CONT’D

THREE MASKED DOCTORS restrain Ellen. They place her on a 
gurney and begin wheeling her through the halls.

DELIVERY ROOM
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The door slams open, they begin placing oxygen over her 
mouth, tubes in her arms.

They place her feet in stirrups, all at a rushed pace.

DOCTOR ONE grabs Ellen's hand.

DOCTOR ONE
(distorted)

You're going to be fine, Mrs. 
Bradshaw.

DOCTOR TWO pulls out a long syringe and sticks it in her 
abdomen. He injects the mixture into her then retracts.

Ellen’s eyes bulge with terror. She’s unable to fight or 
scream. She remains prone, paralyzed.

Doctor One pulls the oxygen from her face and places a bite 
block into her mouth.

DOCTOR ONE
(distorted)

Bite down. Bite!

We hear a BABY CRY. Doctor Three delivers a baby, holding it 
up for Ellen. It's a black baby, fussing, kicking.

Doctor Two takes the baby from Doctor Three.

DOCTOR TWO
(distorted)

Let me help you with that.

Doctor Two places the baby upright in an oversized incubator 
pod. It begins to grow at and incredible rate.

ELLEN'S POV, we see the baby grow into a full sized black 
man, OSCAR. Oscar leaves the incubator, approaches Doctor 
Three as Doctor Three delivers another baby.

OSCAR
Let me help you with that.

Newborn Oscar grabs the next newborn Oscar and places it in 
the incubator. The cycle repeats itself until Ellen bursts 
out at Doctor One.

ELLEN
(screaming)

Let go! Let go of my hand! Let GO!

BACK IN BRADSHAW BEDROOM
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ELLEN
Let...go!

Ellen rips her hand away from the glowing red Oscar/Amber 
form. The apparition immediately disappears.

Ellen bursts out of bed, SCREAMING, and runs into the 
bathroom.

BATHROOM

She slams the door and looks at herself in the mirror, she's 
sweaty, breathing hard and freaked out beyond belief.

JERRY’S OFFICE

Jerry hears a door SLAM. HE charges out of the office.

OUTSIDE BATHROOM

Jerry knocks on the door.

JERRY
Ellen? Are you okay? Ellen?

INSIDE BATHROOM

ELLEN
Doing okay. Just leave me alone!

She becomes faint. The pain in her belly forces her to the 
toilet.

She looks between her legs. SCREAMS. She sees blood on her 
hands and legs. She Falls forward onto the floor. 

Jerry forces the door open. Ellen lies curled up on the 
floor, half naked. She trembles. There is no blood.

Her rushes in, falls to the floor, picks her up in his arms.

ELLEN
We have to leave, Jer, we have to 
leave! We have to leave...we have 
to leave--

JERRY
--Shh..shhh...it was a 
dream...breathe Ellen...

ELLEN
--we have to leave...we have to 
leave--we lost another one, Jer!
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JERRY
ELLEN! No, no, no, no...we didn’t 
lose anything. You’re okay, it was 
just a bad dream...shhhh. Come on.

He comforts her, strokes her face. There is a BEAT, then...

Ellen pushes him away.

ELLEN
Amber!

INT. LIVING ROOM

Ellen charges down the stairs. She encircles the living room.

ELLEN
Amber! Come on out, Amber! Right 
now.

Jerry races downs the stairs, tries to calm Ellen.

JERRY
Ellen, Ellen, honey...

She pushes him away.

ELLEN
No! Stay away from me! This is 
between Amber and me! You come out 
here, you hear me!?

Jerry pulls her aside, forcibly. 

JERRY
I need you to calm down. Right now. 

He holds her close. She nods reluctantly.

JERRY (CONT’D)
I’ll find her. She’ll come.

Jerry scratches his chin. Looks around.

He darts off into the other room. 

He returns with a record. He puts it on the console, places 
the needle on the turntable.

Bob Dylan’s “Knockin’ On Heaven’s Door,” scratches and ticks 
audibly from the console speakers.
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ELLEN
Seriously?

JERRY
Trust me. She’ll come.

He walks up to Ellen, embraces her, presses his fingers to 
her lips. 

JERRY
Just...listen.

Their embrace turns into a slow dance.

They move about the room, consumed by the music.

Jerry notices a small pouch on the ground near the kitchen.

He peels away from Ellen, they both approach.

He picks up the pouch, opens it, removes a folded piece of 
paper. It’s a drawing of a stick child crying under a tree 
near a tire swing. Two stick adults hold hands on the other 
side of the tree. 

Ellen steps into the kitchen.

ELLEN
I think I got this.

KITCHEN

She opens the broom closet door. Amber sits huddled inside.

AMBER
It wasn’t me.

Ellen kneels down to Amber’s level as Jerry approaches.

JERRY
Amber, you need to help us out 
here, so we can help you. Do you 
understand, sweetie?

She nods slowly, then disappears. Jerry and Ellen look 
around.

She reappears at the dining table.

AMBER
I’m over here.

They take a seat at the table next to her.
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JERRY
Amber, we like you. We do. And...

AMBER
I can clean!

She jumps up, zips through the kitchen at light speed, a 
blurry trail of her form follows.

She grabs a broom, a mop, runs some water, wipes down the 
counter, mops the floor. 

JERRY
Amber, it’s okay, sweetie.

She ignores him. Puts the cleaning supplies away.

AMBER
I can cook!

She opens the cupboard, again at light speed, takes out a 
pot, fills it with water, places it on the stove.

She opens the pantry, there sits the blue box of mac and 
cheese.

She takes it, starts to tear up.

AMBER
Where did you get this?

ELLEN
That day at the store, there was 
one box left. The clerk gave it to 
us. He wanted you to have it.

We hear the record player playing faintly in the other room. 
It suddenly starts to skip, there is a LOUD SCRATCH, the 
music stops, then a CRASHING SOUND. 

The lights in the house go out, only the morning light 
filters through the blinds.

AMBER
He’s here! I have to go!

JERRY
Wait! Amber, don’t leave! 

Jerry stands and walks to her side of the table, comforts her 
as he approaches.

JERRY (CONT’D)
Just stay here with us.
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AMBER
No, no, no! I have to leave!

JERRY
Come over here, sit by us, he can’t 
hurt you. Stay and I’ll show you.

AMBER
But I’m afraid.

ELLEN
It’s okay, Amber. Sit here. It’s 
time we had a chat with your dad.

Oscar’s semi-opaque image stands at the doorway. He’s 
expressionless, brooding. 

JERRY
Hey there, big fella. You, uh, you 
want to join us? 

Jerry gestures to the empty seat. Oscar remains.

ELLEN
Oscar?

(patient)
We’d like you to join us at the 
table. Can you do that?

Amber recoils a bit, shakes her head, no.

JERRY
It’s okay, Amber. We know he wants 
to be heard, or he wouldn’t be 
here.

(looks toward Oscar)
Isn’t that right, Oscar?

A BEAT, then Oscar takes a step toward the table. He 
transforms from semi-opaque to a pasty form of reality.

He sits. There is an uncomfortable silence, a trading of 
stares.

JERRY
Hey, look, umm, we’re really sorry 
about, uh...

ELLEN
That you’re...

JERRY
...you know, like this.
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ELLEN
Right! And we love the house, we 
do. It’s a great house.

OSCAR
(loud)

Get to the point!

Everyone jumps.

JERRY
Okay! Okay. Here it is. You have to 
leave. You need to stop tormenting 
Amber and move on, so she can move 
on. So we can all move on.

OSCAR
Move on?

JERRY
Yeah, you know, to the other side?

OSCAR
Other side, my black ass. This is 
our house. It belongs to me and 
Amber. You’re trespassin’!

AMBER
It doesn’t belong to you any more! 
They bought it, it’s their house 
now. You’re trespassing!

OSCAR
These folks aren’t your parents. 
They don’t even want you here. I’m 
your daddy. Don’t you ever forget 
it!

AMBER
You kept me from my mother! You 
could have let her stay! You could 
have made us a family! Instead, you 
killed us all! 

Jerry and Ellen try to calm the escalation.

JERRY/ELLEN
Hey...okay...it’s...

Oscar swells, burning rage builds from within.
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AMBER
You didn’t love me! You didn’t love 
my mother and you didn’t love 
yourself! You are a monster!  

Amber leaves the table and marches over to Oscar. Points a 
finger in his face.

AMBER (CONT’D)
You didn’t take me to school, or 
read me books or tuck me in at 
night. As soon as I was old enough, 
you had me cooking and cleaning and 
washing your dirty clothes. 

Oscar’s face twitches, he’s about to explode.

JERRY
Amber, it’s okay, honey. Come and 
sit and...

AMBER
And you know what...pops? This is 
my family now, and you’re not part 
of it.

Jerry interrupts.

JERRY
Amber, we will always consider you 
to be a part of our family, 
but...we would like it if you both 
could move on...actually.

ELLEN
We would be proud to have you as 
our daughter, really...and you are 
such a beautiful person...but we 
want children of our own.

Amber is in shock. She turns and stares at Jerry and Ellen. 
Tears fill her eyes.

JERRY
What we mean is...hey, ah now don’t 
cry. 

She slowly fizzles away, disappears.

Enraged, Oscar stands and pounds a fist into the table. 

Ellen jumps into Jerry’s arms.
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OSCAR
Wasting my time! Get out of my 
house!

The DOORBELL RINGS, then a POUNDING on the front door. It 
startles Oscar. He GROWLS at Jerry and Ellen, a last 
admonishment before fading into the atmosphere.

AT FRONT DOOR

Jerry and Ellen approach the door cautiously. 

POV - JERRY THROUGH THE PEEPHOLE - we see Van Tran standing 
outside with his arms full of groceries.

JERRY
Oh, great. 

ELLEN
Who is it?

JERRY
(deep breath)

A coworker.

ELLEN
You going to let him in?

Jerry scratches his chin. Has an idea brewing.

JERRY
You let him in...

Jerry darts off up the stairs. Yells behind himself...

JERRY (CONT’D)
He’s a great guy...introduce 
yourselves...I’ll be right down!

UPSTAIRS - JERRY’S OFFICE

Jerry enters hurriedly, rummages through his piles of 
paperwork. He finds a newspaper, grabs it, opens it to the 
article on the Bralin murder/suicide.

CLOSE IN ON ARTICLE - We see next to the article, headshots 
of Oscar, Amber and the artist rendition of Summer. 

Jerry tears that page away and races out of the room.

IN KITCHEN

85.



Jerry rushes in and is stopped in his tracks. Van and Ellen 
have piled up a bunch of food and Asian decorations on the 
kitchen table.

JERRY
What the hell is this?

VAN TRAN
A ritual. For Amber.

JERRY
A what?

VAN TRAN
My people call it, “Feast Of the 
Wandering Souls.” You know, to send 
the dead on their way...peacefully.

JERRY
And what’s with the food? Do they 
eat it until they get full and 
leave?

VAN TRAN
They?

JERRY
Yeah, Amber and her father.

Van looks confused, but putting the pieces together.

VAN TRAN
Father? What, she has a tormenter? 
Oscar? 

(brief beat)
Holy cow! This is getting more 
interesting by the minute. Why 
didn’t you tell me?

JERRY
Hell, I don’t know. I didn’t think 
of it.

VAN TRAN
Well, the feast won’t work on 
Amber. You need to get rid of Oscar 
first. You see, the feast--

JERRY
Shut up! Just...I need you to give 
me a second to breathe. Okay?

ELLEN
Hon, are you okay?
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JERRY
Yeah, I’m fine. We have to go.

ELLEN
Go? Go where?

JERRY
We have to leave now.

VAN TRAN
What about me?

JERRY
You, stay here. Watch the place.

VAN TRAN
Watch the place? Your fucking place 
is haunted, man!

JERRY
Precisely! Keep Oscar and Amber 
here if they show up. Ellen and I 
have something to take care of.

ELLEN
We do?

Jerry approaches Van Tran, desperate.

JERRY
I’m serious, my friend. I need you 
to stay here in case they show up. 
We need to do this without them. 
Please.

Van nods yes.

Jerry grabs Ellen by the arm and heads out of the house.

VAN TRAN
Oh, just keep them here. Right!

EXT. PETTY’S CORNER MARKET - MORNING

Jerry pulls the Mustang up to the curb, skids to a stop.

INT. PETTY’S CORNER MARKET

Jerry and Ellen rush inside. Lee Petty is nowhere to be 
found.
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JERRY
Okay, where the hell is he?

ELLEN
What are we doing, Jer?

Jerry faces Ellen.

JERRY
We’re going to find Amber’s mom.

ELLEN
In here?

JERRY
No, but the clerk knows where she 
might be. I’m sure of it.

ELLEN
What’s her mom got to do with this.

JERRY
Everything. Amber needs to be 
connected to her mother...that 
maternal connection. She can’t get 
it from us.

From the back of the store, we see Lee Petty approach.

LEE
Long time no see. How was the mac 
and cheese?

Jerry pulls out the newspaper page and unfolds it. He shoves 
it in Lee’s face.

JERRY
We need to find Amber’s mom. Is 
this her? Does she look like this 
sketch?

Lee shakes his head, shoves the newspaper away, walks past.

ELLEN
Mr. Petty...please.

Jerry races in front of Lee, desperate.

JERRY
Look, we need to find her. You’re 
the only one who knows how to find 
her.

 Lee walks around Jerry and moves behind the front counter.
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JERRY (CONT’D)
That’s all we’re asking. Then we’re 
gone...and we’ll never bother you 
again!

Lee reaches under the counter, pulls out a steno pad. He 
writes on the pad, tears out the page, hands it to Jerry.

LEE
She’s here. You won’t like it, 
though. The place is worse than 
hell on earth.

Jerry reads.

JERRY
The Roosevelt warehouse?

LEE
It’s the old abandoned book 
depository on fourteenth and 
Marantette. Burned a few years 
back, and now that’s where the 
vagrants, drug dealers and hookers 
hang out.

ELLEN
Wonderful.

Lee walks out from behind the counter.

LEE
Stay here, I’ll be right back.

He walks down the isles toward the back of the store. Jerry 
and Ellen remain.

JERRY
I don’t suppose I can talk you into 
staying behind?

ELLEN
Nope.

JERRY
I’ll drop you off at the house--

ELLEN
--Nope. We do this together.

JERRY
Fine, but we need to protect 
ourselves though. 
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Lee walks down the isle. A pile of old clothes in his arms.

LEE
You want protection? You’ll need to 
look the part.

He tosses the old rags at them.

LEE (CONT’D)
Put these on and you’ll blend right 
in.

JERRY
(repulsed)

Oh, whew, smells like dead cat. 
Where’d you get this stuff?

LEE
Goodwill. I’m also a donations 
center.

Lee reaches behind the counter, grabs two packs of cigarettes 
and hands them to Jerry.

LEE
Here, take these.

JERRY
What’s this for?

LEE
Currency.

JERRY
Okay then. Any last minute advice?

LEE
Just be the street, and you’ll be 
fine. 

A reluctant nod from Jerry and Ellen then they head for the 
door.

LEE (CONT’D)
Her name is Summer, in case you 
didn’t already know.

Ellen turns back, approaches Lee. She kisses him on the 
cheek, catches him off-guard.

ELLEN
Thank you for the help, Lee. You’re 
a good man.
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EXT. DETROIT - DAY

Jerry pulls the Mustang up to the curb. The Roosevelt 
Warehouse, a massive low-rise building, can be seen two 
blocks away.

INSIDE CAR

JERRY
Don’t want to look too suspicious. 

ELLEN
Yeah, right. Look at this place. We 
stick out like a sore thumb.

Jerry reaches into the back seat, pulls up the Goodwill 
clothes. Hands a pile to Ellen.

OUTSIDE CAR

Jerry and Ellen in their new rags, smelly and filthy.

Jerry walks to the front tire, kneels, rubs his hands all 
over the tire and wheel. He smears brake dust and road dirt 
on his face. He does the same to Ellen.

JERRY
There, we never looked better.

He moves to the trunk, pulls out a flashlight and crowbar, 
stuffs them into his clothing.

ELLEN
You think we’ll need that?

JERRY
Better safe than sorry.

(beat)
The more I think about this, the 
more I want you to stay behind.

She taps a finger on his nose, spreads some of the dirt to 
his chin. 

ELLEN
We do this for Amber. You and me, 
sport.

JERRY
For Amber.

He kisses her then looks up. The skies become unfriendly, 
rolling clouds and overcast gray move in. Light diminishes.
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FROM ABOVE - Jerry and Ellen walk toward the warehouse.

INT. ROOSEVELT WAREHOUSE - MAIN FLOOR

It’s a massive arena of semi-burnt ruins. The warehouse, once 
the city’s book depository, is dank, burnt and destroyed. 
Books, shelves, art paper, scissors, flash cards, reel-to-
reel tapes and papers are piled up everywhere. Graffiti 
covers the mushroom-shaped concrete columns that bear the 
floor above. Weeds now grow from within the ashes of this 
abandoned education depot.  

We see Ellen and Jerry crawl through a broken fence, enter 
the building. They stand before the endless piles of debris. 

Ellen is overwhelmed at the site. She looks down, notices a 
familiar book poking out of the decaying pile. 

She falls to her knees, cups her mouth, then picks it up. 
It’s, “Forever Amber” by Kathleen Winsor.

JERRY
You okay?

ELLEN
I remember reading this right out 
of college. Before I started at the 
library back in Ohio.

JERRY
Catchy title...what a coincidence.

(scanning)
But this place is probably 
something a former librarian 
shouldn’t see.

Our butterfly lands on the corner of the book. Ellen stares 
at it, mesmerized.

JERRY
We have to move on. But which way 
now?

The butterfly floats away, flutters toward a stairwell.

ELLEN
How about that way?

She places the book down. He helps her up and they head 
toward the stairwell.

STAIRWELL

92.



Rusty steel spirals into semi-darkness. The butterfly sits on 
the railing.

Jerry pulls out a small flashlight, points it below.

ELLEN
I smell smoke. 

JERRY
Among other things.

The butterfly drops into the stairwell, disappears.

ELLEN
Me first?

JERRY
Take my hand, we’ll go together.

LOWER LEVEL

Lower level windows allow some light to pass through. There 
are rooms within rooms and various passages on this level.

Jerry helps Ellen off the stairs. A DOG BARKS and SNARLS 
behind them.

Startled, Jerry pulls out the crowbar. He holds Ellen behind 
him with his free hand.

JERRY
Good dog!

From somewhere in the room, we hear a MAN’S VOICE.

SUGAR (O.S.)
Heal boy!

Out of the shadows walks a man dressed in a pink one-piece 
skirt. Tattoo’s cover the right side of his body, the left is 
untouched. His name is Sugar. He kneels before the dog.

SUGAR
Come here, boy. Good dog.

JERRY
Thought we were gonna be his meal 
there for a minute.

SUGAR
Oh, make no mistake. Lucy will fuck 
you up if I tell him to.
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JERRY
You named him Lucy?

SUGAR
(pets the dog)

Yeah, now give me a reason why I 
shouldn’t let him chomp your bones! 

Ellen steps forward.

ELLEN
We’re looking for a friend.

SUGAR
Friend? Honey, they ain’t no friend 
if they livin’ here. Don’t bullshit 
me now.

Jerry interrupts, steps in front of Ellen.

JERRY
Okay, okay, we’re looking for...

He pulls out the newspaper clipping. Shows it to Sugar.

JERRY (CONT’D)
...her. That woman right there.

Sugar holds it up to the light. He then rips the paper to 
shreds and tosses it to the ground.

He gets uncomfortably close to Jerry. Face to face.

SUGAR
Got any cash?

JERRY
I was gonna ask you the same thing.

Sugar becomes more agitated. The dog SNARLS.

SUGAR
You think you can come into our 
house and just walk through 
untouched?

JERRY
This isn’t your house. It belongs 
to the city of Detroit. 

Sugar shoves Jerry up against the wall. 

ELLEN
Jer!
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JERRY
No, Ellen.

Ellen rushes Sugar, pushes him out of the way. 

The dog charges Ellen. Jerry raises the crowbar and goes 
after the dog. 

SUGAR
Lucy! Stop! Everyone stop!

There is an all-stop. Nobody moves.

We see Ellen staring at Sugar. 

ELLEN’S POV - She de-focuses, we see a red halo surrounding 
Sugar.

BACK ON ELLEN

ELLEN
You’ve been tagged. 

SUGAR
Huh?

ELLEN
You have a ghost in your life.

Jerry notices the same halo.

SUGAR
What the hell are you talkin’ 
about?

Jerry approaches Sugar.

JERRY
We know what follows you. In the 
dark. When you’re alone. Comes and 
goes, doesn’t it? 

SUGAR
You mean the dead?

JERRY
Yeah, the dead. Someone won’t leave 
you alone. 

SUGAR
Yeah, but how did you...?
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JERRY
It takes one to know one. We’re 
going through the same thing. 

ELLEN
That’s why we need to find this 
woman. Summer. 

Ellen moves toward Sugar, hands him a pack of cigarettes. 

ELLEN (CONT’D)
Please help us?

Sugar breaks down, takes the cigarettes.

ELLEN (CONT’D)
What’s your name?

SUGAR
Sugar. Like that young boxer, Sugar 
Ray. But, just Sugar. No Ray at the 
end.

JERRY
Sugar. Who’s the ghost in your 
life?

Sugar gives a shameful look over at Lucy.

ELLEN
Oh my God, It’s Lucy, your dog? 

SUGAR
Yeah, he died more than ten years 
ago. 

We see Lucy walk down the hallway and slowly fizzle away.

SUGAR
What do I do? 

JERRY
Don’t know, but maybe some good 
will come of it if you help us 
first.

He nods.

INSIDE PARTITION ROOM

Sugar leads them into this single entrance room. Concrete 
partitions separate various areas, fires burn, smoke escapes 
through broken windows, FACELESS PEOPLE mill about.
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SUGAR
Near the back. Behind that last 
partition. And keep your head’s 
down.

AT PARTITION

SUGAR
Let me check first.

Sugar peeks behind the partition.

SUGAR
Yep, she’s here, but...

JERRY
But what?

SUGAR
She’s out.

ELLEN
Sleeping?

SUGAR
Out. Like fucked up...out. 

Jerry and Ellen walk behind the partition.

Summer lies in a pile of old sleeping bags and dirty pillows. 
One of her stockings is off and her hair covers her face. Her 
hand clutches an empty bottle of Ripple.

Ellen kneels down, gives her a shake.

ELLEN
Come on, princess. Time to get up.

Nothing.

JERRY
We’ll have to carry her. You get 
one arm, I’ll get the other.

Ellen puts her stocking and shoe back on, wipes Summer’s hair 
away.

ELLEN
There’s a pretty lady under all of 
this.

Jerry and Ellen pull her away from the pillows. Each grabs an 
arm. Summer moans but remains limp.
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JERRY
She’s pretty malnourished. 
Shouldn’t be too hard to get her up 
that staircase.

SUGAR
You don’t need to use the stairs. 
There’s a hole in the other room. 
Takes you right outside.

Thanks for the help, Sugar. Ellen reaches in her pocket, 
hands Sugar the second pack of cigarettes. 

ELLEN
Help Lucy get to his happy place. 
Something is bothering him. Once 
you figure that out, you’ll make it 
work.

EXT. ROOSEVELT WAREHOUSE - AFTERNOON

Jerry and Ellen drag Summer out of the warehouse. They slowly 
approach the car.

They’re stunned when they see that it’s on blocks and all of 
the wheels are gone.

JERRY
Oh, fuck me!

Summer, barely conscious, manages a slurred response.

SUMMER
Twenty-five bucks... 

ELLEN
What do we do now?

Jerry scans.

JERRY
Michigan Central is across the lot 
over there. I’ll bet we can find a 
taxi nearby. 

ELLEN
Carry her over there? Gonna look 
pretty suspicious.

JERRY
No, help me put her in the car. We 
can lock it. You’ll have to stay 
with her though.
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Jerry and Ellen put Summer in the back seat. Ellen jumps in 
front and locks the door.

Through the window, Jerry points to his watch.

JERRY
Be back in five!

INSIDE CAR

Ellen watches as Jerry darts off across the lot. 

She looks back at Summer. Summer is snoring and mumbling at 
times.

We’re ON ELLEN, but can see Summer in the back seat.

ELLEN
You remind me of a quote from my 
favorite author. It was Tolstoy who 
said, “’It is amazing how complete 
is the delusion that beauty is 
goodness.’”

(beat)
I sit here and look at your pretty 
face, knowing you had a chance to 
pour love into the life of your 
daughter, but chose to abandon her 
instead. This little girl you left 
behind needed you the most. This 
little girl would be alive today 
had you just made the choice to be 
a mother to her.

(crying)
The irony is, we’ve tried three 
times to have children because we 
so desperately wanted that chance, 
yet you were given a great gift and 
threw it all away. Do you even know 
what it it’s like to have to put to 
rest that which  you so carefully 
created?   

Ellen puts her head in her hands. She’s breathing hard, her 
chest heaves.

ELLEN (CONT’D)
Do you know what it’s like to want 
to have a life growing inside you?

Anger now takes over. She gets out of the car, opens the back 
door. She sits next to Summer. She gets in her face.
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ELLEN (CONT’D)
People like you poison this earth. 
People like you don’t deserve to 
live amongst the loved! 

Ellen slowly wraps her hands around Summer’s throat. She 
squeezes. Summer is unable to gather enough strength to fight 
it off, gasps for air.

ELLEN (CONT’D)
Let’s see if you can find purpose 
on the other side, you witch! 

The windows have fogged up. From OUTSIDE we can  hear a 
slight struggle.

BACK IN CAR

Summer’s body is nearly limp. There is a RAPPING sound on the 
window. The act CONTINUES. Then...

Jerry opens the front door. Ellen has her head cupped in her 
hands, sobbing. She lifts her head, gasps for breath. Summer 
remains passed out in the back seat, untouched.

JERRY
Hey, you okay? 

ELLEN
Yeah, just got emotional there for 
a minute. This whole thing is just 
overwhelming.

Jerry kneels on the door sill. Gives Ellen a hug, wipes her 
tears away.

JERRY
Yeah, I get it. But I think we’re 
doing the right thing.

(beat)
Agree?

Ellen nods, cracks a smile.

ELLEN
I love you.

JERRY
I love you, too. Let’s go.

A taxi sits next to the car. Jerry and Ellen load Summer and 
themselves inside.

IN TAXI
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They head out of the area. 

JERRY
You know, we shouldn’t take her 
back to the house just yet. Not in 
her current condition.

ELLEN
Right. So, what do we do?

Jerry taps the window, gets the DRIVER’S attention.

JERRY
Can you take us to Maxxess, please? 
Use the rear entrance. I can get us 
in.

The driver nods.

ELLEN
Maxxess?

JERRY
I have a couch and a coffee pot in 
my office. We’ll bring her there to 
sober up.

EXT. MAXXESS MOTORS AUTO ASSEMBLY PLANT - LATE AFTERNOON

The taxi pulls through the security gate. 

EXT. MAXXESS MOTORS - REAR PARKING LOT

Jerry and Ellen pull Summer out of the car.

ELLEN
Nobody here?

JERRY
Saturday...offices closed. 
Production only on the weekend.

They pull her arms over their shoulders and make their way 
into the building. Summer begins to babble more and is able 
to support some of her own weight.

INT. MAXXESS MOTORS - JERRY’S OFFICE

Jerry opens the door with one hand, reaches in and turns on 
the light with the same hand.
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JERRY
On the couch.

They drag her to the couch, lie her on her back.

SUMMER
H-h-hey...wass goin’ on?

ELLEN
She’s gonna have a hell of a 
headache.

Jerry walks to the windows overlooking the production floor 
and closes the blinds.

JERRY
(to Ellen)

There’s coffee in that pot over 
there, honey. Just flip the switch 
and heat it up.

Jerry opens a desk drawer, pulls out an aspirin bottle. Opens 
it.

He walks over to the water cooler, fills a cup. He approaches 
Summer, sits her up.

JERRY
Just need you to take this.

SUMMER
Whoa...no more right now. I’m still 
spinning.

JERRY
It’s just aspirin. Take it.

She takes it, pops it in her mouth.

SUMMER
Wait a minute! Where am I? Who the 
fuck are you? 

Jerry walks over to the water cooler. Grabs another cup. 
Approaches Summer. He holds it out to her.

JERRY
Drink more.

(beat)
My name is Jerry Bradshaw. This is 
my wife, Ellen. You’re safe here.

SUMMER
Here? Where the hell am I?
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JERRY
My office at Maxxess. We brought 
you here.

SUMMER
(distracted, uncaring)

Got any food...Jerry?

He looks at Ellen, shrugs.

ELLEN
Yeah, Jer, got any food?

JERRY
In my desk, second drawer.

Ellen opens the drawer pulls out a bag of chips.

She walks over to Summer holding the bag out. Summer snatches 
it instantly, begins stuffing her face.

Ellen kneels down in front of Summer. 

ELLEN
We need your help, Summer.

SUMMER
(chomping)

My help...you must be kidding. With 
what?

ELLEN
Not with what...with who.

There is a KNOCK on the door. Jerry opens the door.

Van Tran stands there, a curious look on his face.

JERRY
What are you doing here? You’re 
supposed to be at our house.

Van pushes his way in.

VAN TRAN
Look, man. I stayed there for hours 
and you never came back. Place was 
as cold and empty as shit. You must 
have really pissed off the dead. 
Then I went home...with all of that 
great food I brought to your house, 
by the way...and tossed most of it 
in the trash. Then I got called in 
to work. 

(MORE)
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I saw your lights on in the office 
and vooola...here I am. Stop me any 
time...fill me in, you guys...

JERRY
(gesturing)

We had to bring her here. 

Van looks at Summer.

VAN TRAN
Hi. How ya’ doin’?

Summer ignores him. She finishes the chips, tosses the bag, 
leans her head back and closes her eyes.

SUMMER
I’m still hungry.

Van gets close to Jerry. Speaks into his ear.

VAN TRAN
Holy shit, man. What are you going 
to do?

JERRY
I have no clue. I think we need to 
get her back to the house though. I 
just didn’t want Amber seeing her 
like this.

Ellen stands behind them, we can hear her O.S..

ELLEN (O.S.)
Umm...guys?

They both turn around. Amber stands in the middle of the 
room. A light-bluish halo surrounds her body.

AMBER
See who? Who didn’t you want me to 
see?

VAN TRAN
Oops.

Amber moves toward Jerry and Van Tran. They step away, 
revealing Amber’s mother on the couch.

Amber moves slowly toward Summer. Summer remains quiet, eyes 
shut and head back on the couch.

JERRY
We wanted you to meet her, Amber.

VAN TRAN (CONT'D)
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ELLEN
This is Summer. She’s your mother. 

Amber steps as close as she can to Summer. She kneels down 
and reaches her hand out to Summer’s. There is a hesitation, 
a slow and deliberate attempt to touch Summer’s hand.

ON AMBER, a single tear runs down her cheek. She’s 
contemplating, then withdraws her hand slowly.

AMBER
No! I’m not tagging her! You’re 
playing tricks on me.

JERRY
No tricks, Amber. We wanted you to 
meet your--

AMBER
--no! I’m not doing it. You want me 
to tag her so you can get rid of 
me! You hate me!

ELLEN
Why would we hate you, sweetie?

VAN TRAN
Amber, it’s like this--

AMBER
--No! Stop!

Summer lifts her head. She pulls herself to her feet and 
stands clumsily.

SUMMER
You people are driving me crazy. 
What’s with all the chit chat, like 
you’re talking to the fucking walls 
or something. I need to pee.

She’s staring directly at Amber, but she cannot see Amber. 
Amber stares back.

Jerry breaks his trance and helps Summer to the door.

JERRY
Across the hall, right there. It’s 
the men’s room but you can use it.

Summer staggers out. Jerry keeps the door cracked, monitors.
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AMBER
(pouting)

I thought we were family. She is 
not my family. She is...a mess.

INSIDE BATHROOM

Summer splashes water on her face at the sink. She stares up 
at the mirror. The reflection shows the door cracked and the 
hallway outside. She smirks.

JERRY’S OFFICE

Jerry, Ellen and Van Tran plead with Amber.

ELLEN
...the light acts as a beacon for 
the soul, Amber. Love and 
compassion power it. 

Jerry kneels before Amber.

JERRY
Reunite with your mother, 
sweetheart. Help her put her life 
on track and show her what she’s 
been missing all these years. 

Ellen takes a look out in the hallway. Looks at her watch.

ELLEN
I’m going to check on Summer.

VAN TRAN
Follow your heart, Amber. She needs 
your love. It’s the only thing that 
can saver her...and you.

AMBER
If I tag her, what happens then? 
What about you guys?

JERRY
We are not going anywhere and we 
will always be here for you.

Ellen barges in.

ELLEN
She’s gone!

JERRY
Crap.
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Amber disappears briefly then reappears in an instant.

AMBER
She’s in the factory...you better 
hurry.

INT. MAXXESS MOTORS - PLANT FLOOR

Boss Man struggles with Summer. She fights his grip.

SUMMER
Let go of me you ignoramus! Let! 
Go!

BOSS MAN
No, you’re coming with me!

Jerry, Ellen and Van Tran fly down the stairs and enter the 
floor. They see the struggle and approach.

JERRY
Boss Man. Boss Man! Hey, you guys! 
Stop!

Summer bites Boss Man.

BOSS MAN
Bitch! She bit me! You fucking bit 
me!

He steps between them, separates the two. Summer continues to 
fight.

SUMMER
...hands off me! I’ll kick your 
ass!

JERRY
Hey! Summer! Stop!

Summer stops the fight but remains angry.

BOSS MAN
What the hell is going on here? 
Who’s the vampire? 

JERRY
She’s a relative.

BOSS MAN
(to Van Tran)

And why aren’t you on the line 
where you should be? 

(MORE)
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None of you are authorized to be 
here right now, including you, Mr. 
Bradshaw.

JERRY
I know, and I’m sorry. We had a 
family member...fly in and, well, I 
wanted to show her the plant...and 
she got lost coming out of the 
bathroom.

BOSS MAN
Get your asses out of here before I 
report you.

JERRY
No problem, we’re just gonna get 
washed up in the lunch room and 
head out.

Boss Man gets close.

BOSS MAN
Take your filthy bodies out of here 
now. Do not pass go. Do not collect 
one-hundred dollars. Do not wash 
your hands in my lunch room. 
Just...go.

ELLEN
It’s okay, honey. He’s right, we 
can clean up later.

Boss Man snaps his teeth at Jerry then walks away.

VAN TRAN
Hey, you guys. Check this out.

They turn around and see Summer and Amber together. Summer is 
on her knees, her hands cupped to her mouth. Amber stands 
before her in full, realistic form.

VAN TRAN (CONT’D)
She did it. She tagged her.

Ellen walks over to Summer, kneels beside her. 

ELLEN
Summer, meet Amber.

AMBER
Hi...mommy.

BOSS MAN (CONT'D)
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Summer is unable to believe her eyes. She’s sobbing 
uncontrollably.

ELLEN
Amber, you’re a brave girl.

AMBER
I thought about what you 
said...about the light acting as a 
beacon for the soul, and how love 
and compassion power it. She’s my 
mother...she needs my love. I can 
feel my soul telling me this.

Summer looks directly at Amber. Wipes away tears, takes a 
deep breath.

SUMMER
I...I am so s-s-sorry, Amber. I was 
selfish a-a-and blind.

AMBER
It’s okay, mommy.

SUMMER
No, no, it’s not okay. I did some 
bad things after you were born, 
some very bad things. 

AMBER
Daddy didn’t tell me much. I never 
got to see you. He wouldn’t let me 
see you.

SUMMER
But I saw you. Sometimes I’d walk 
to your neighborhood and peek in 
the windows.

They both chuckle.

AMBER
Really?

SUMMER
Yes. I saw you grow up...from the 
outside. I saw you taking care of 
Oscar when you got older. I 
listened to your beautiful voice 
when you sang along with the record 
player. And nobody cooks mac and 
cheese like you. It smelled soooo 
good.

(beat)
(MORE)
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I was jealous and weak at the same 
time. I wanted back in, but I--

Amber touches her mother’s lips with her index finger. Summer 
goes silent.

AMBER
I forgive you, mommy. 

Summer reaches out to Amber, arms open. Amber responds to her 
with a warm, electrifying embrace.

Ellen stands and wraps her arms around Jerry.

VAN TRAN
Well, I better get back to work. 
Boss Man’s definitely on the prowl.

There is a SHUDDER, the building goes BLACK. The line stops 
running. All is SILENT.

Another SHUDDER, lights back on. The air is stale, the 
building older, disheveled. The cars on the production line 
are old, scratched up and rusty. The line and the cars are 
monochromatic, devoid of color and lifeless.  

JERRY
Okay, we need to leave now.

All exits and doors SLAM shut.

AMBER
It’s okay, don’t be afraid. He’s 
just trying to scare us.

ELLEN
Who’s trying to scare us?

VAN TRAN
(pointing)

He is, Oscar Bralin.

We see Oscar climb out of the back of a rusty sedan.

Jerry stands in front of Summer and Ellen as Oscar 
approaches.

SUMMER
How do you know, Amber?

AMBER
I know him all too well.

Oscar marches, his menacing eyes fixed on Amber.

SUMMER (CONT'D)
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ELLEN
Jer?

JERRY
It’s okay, just stay behind me.

Amber walks toward Oscar. She stops just shy of the 
production boundary.

Jerry begins to follow but Van Tran holds him back.

VAN TRAN
Best to sit this one out, my 
friend.

Oscar stops in front of Amber.

OSCAR
You tagged her. Why?

AMBER
Because she’s my mother.

OSCAR
You weren’t supposed to tag her! 
Get it? 

AMBER
But I did, so there.

OSCAR
She is not a good mother. She 
abandoned you and she abandoned me! 
She was the one who left us for the 
drugs and the streets.

Amber gets closer to Oscar, she floats up to his level, face 
to face.

AMBER
But you were the one who pulled the 
trigger.

Oscar explodes, rage takes over, he raises a hand and swings 
it at Amber. It goes right through. Amber remains, unphased. 
He swings again. It goes right through. 

OSCAR
What the...

Amber lowers herself to ground level. She watches as a 
befuddled Oscar stares at his hands.

Summer pushes her way past the group. 
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SUMMER
Oscar Bralin!

She walks confidently up to Oscar. Spits at his feet.

SUMMER
You son-of-a-bitch. Looks like you 
can’t hurt her anymore. Probably 
because the truth was there but 
never told.

OSCAR
You’re talking gibberish, woman. 
Truth about what?

SUMMER
Her daddy. 

OSCAR
What truth?

SUMMER
He’s not you. 

Amber looks back at Jerry and Ellen, surprised.

OSCAR
What are you sayin’?

SUMMER
Dumber than a box of rocks. I said, 
you’re not her father, you sorry 
sack of shit.

OSCAR
No, that ain’t true. She’s my 
daughter. You had my baby.

SUMMER
Nope. I was six weeks pregnant when 
we met. Sorry to break the news to 
ya’.

Oscar stands there, his mouth agape. He takes a step back.

OSCAR
No. No...no...ah...no way. You’re 
lying! It’s not true!

SUMMER
I think you know the truth. 

Oscar walks over to the line. Begins pounding on the cars, 
throwing a fit.
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VAN TRAN
Well, I think that’s my cue.

JERRY
Cue?

Van Tran holds a hand out to Jerry.

VAN TRAN
Yeah, time to go do my real job. 
I’m kind of a tour guide for the 
living and the dead.

JERRY
I don’t understand.

AMBER
I understand. 

He holds out a hand to Ellen. She’s a bit confused as well.

VAN TRAN
Ellen. Pleasure meeting you.

He kneels down in front of Amber.

VAN TRAN
I will most definitely be seeing 
you, my dear. Take your time 
though. I’ll show you your new home 
when you’re ready.

He holds his hand out to Jerry one more time. Jerry accepts.

VAN TRAN
Say goodbye to me, my friend. One 
day you’ll be asked to help someone 
find their way. Jump at the chance.

JERRY
Well, this is rather sudden. 
Goodbye...and thank you.

Van walks up to Summer, gives her a big hug.

SUMMER
What’s that for?

VAN TRAN
For making my job easier.

She smiles.
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Oscar continues his fit. He’s further down the line. Our 
group watches Van Tran run down the line toward Oscar. He 
pats him on the back, gets his attention. There is an 
exchange of words.

In the distance, we watch as two blue butterfly wings sprout 
from the back of Van Tran. He turns to the group, gives one 
final wave then ascends with Oscar.

There is a SHUDDER, the lights go out, then turn back on. The 
plant is back to normal, all systems functioning as before.

Jerry rubs his eyes, squints, shakes his head.

JERRY
Someone please tell me this was all 
a dream.

ELLEN
Amber, what now?

AMBER
I get to go, too. But I don’t know 
if I’m ready.

JERRY
Tell ya’ what. Stick around as long 
as you want. You tell us when 
you’re ready. Deal?

ELLEN
Summer, if you need a place to stay 
for a bit, we’d be happy to let you 
use the spare room.

SUMMER
I appreciate the offer, but...

JERRY
We’d really like to help.

Boss Man makes his way toward them. Ellen notices. 

ELLEN
Uh, Jer? That boss guy is heading 
this way.

Jerry rushes the group out.

JERRY
Come on, we’ll discuss this at the 
house.
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ELLEN
How are we getting home, Jer?

JERRY
Pay phone outside. I’ll call a cab.

They head for the exit. 

FADE OUT:

FADE IN:

INT. JERRY’S GARAGE - EARLY MORNING

Rays of morning light stream through the window and onto 
Jerry as he works on his motorcycle. 

ON THE RADIO - We HEAR the clear ACCOUSTIC AND PIANO passage 
of AGALLOCH’S, “SOWILO RUNE”.

Amber, Summer and Ellen stand at the doorway, they watch 
Jerry make final adjustments to the rear brake lever.

Amber gets an encouraging nod from Ellen and Summer, then 
steps into the garage. 

She looks around the shop, notices the tools, the bench, and 
the rather clean and organized space. We CLOSE IN on the 
various pieces of Jerry’s motorcycle hobby. 

We FOLLOW as Amber shuffles toward Jerry. 

He pauses, sensing her presence.

JERRY
Something tells me you’re ready to 
go.

AMBER
I think it’s time.

She looks back at Ellen and Summer. They both wipe away 
tears.

JERRY
Nearly finished here.

AMBER
It looks beautiful. What is it?

Jerry grabs a shop towel off the floor, wipes his hands and 
stands before Amber. He notices Ellen sobbing at the door. 
Smiles.
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JERRY
A 1949 Series “C” Vincent Black 
Shadow. It’s not a bike, it’s a 
mechanical work of art.

AMBER
Oh, wow, and it has an awesome 
name. Do I get to ride it?

Jerry offers a small smile, tosses the rag on the bench and 
kneels before Amber.

JERRY
No. You can’t. 

Amber sticks out her lip.

JERRY (CONT’D)
Hand me my helmet and jacket over 
there, please?

Amber walks over to the bench, grabs Jerry’s open face helmet 
and leather jacket and hands them to him.

He puts the jacket and helmet on, kneels before her again as 
he fastens the helmet strap.

JERRY (CONT’D)
But we can go for a ride.

Amber beams, a full ear to ear smile, all teeth.

AMBER
I don’t think a helmet will work 
for me.

Jerry chuckles.

JERRY
No, I suppose not.

(beat)
Hey, Amber, I uh, we, want to thank 
you. 

AMBER
For what?

JERRY
For becoming part of our family. 
You’re a special kind of angel and 
you will always be loved.
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AMBER
You’re pretty special, too. You 
guys will make wonderful parents.

JERRY
We will?

AMBER
You will. Promise.

She gives him a fuzzy, ethereal embrace.

MUSIC UP - “SOWILO RUNE” CONTINUES

We see Jerry open the garage door. Rays of amber sunlight 
silhouette him as he pushes the bike out. Ellen and Summer 
step into the golden glow, silhouetted as well.

He throws a leg over and gives the Vincent a hearty kick. 

Amber slowly approaches, then climbs aboard. She wraps her 
arms around Jerry.

They both give a glance back at Ellen and Summer with a 
thumb’s up.

Ellen and Summer wave, their eyes swollen with tears.

Jerry puts the bike in gear and slowly takes off.

They watch Amber leave for the last time.

EXT. DETROIT CITY STREETS - MORNING

ON Jerry as he maneuvers through the streets. Amber squeezes 
hard.

AMBER (V.O.)
There is a light that grows bright 
within the souls of all of us.

We see them both, the rays of sun glistening off Jerry’s 
helmet...the wind in Amber’s hair...

AMBER (V.O. CONT’D)
Those who choose to embrace its 
Amber glow...

...we see Amber, a big smile, a clenching of hands...a huge 
satisfying grin...then...
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AMBER (V.O. CONT’D)
...become the beacons of hope and 
love.

She fades away...happily...slowly...forever...

FADE OUT:

FADE IN:

EXT. PARK - DAY

SUPER - “FIVE YEARS LATER”

Jerry and Ellen sit on a bench at the children’s playground 
park. 

Next to them, a five year-old girl. Theirs. Her name is 
CRYSTAL.

Crystal looks up at the sky. To her left, a billboard. A 
Maxxess Motors car is plastered on the sign. “The number one 
best selling car in the U.S., two years in a row.” We see a 
Caravan mini-van just below the title, “Amber Family Sport”.

CRYSTAL
Daddy, look! Your car!

JERRY
That’s not my car, Crystal. 
It’s...our car.

CRYSTAL
Daddy?

JERRY
Yes, sweetheart.

CRYSTAL
Who is Amber?

FADE OUT:

   THE END
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