
A WOMAN’S VOICE shouting in the parking lot. Derrick snatches 
his hand back. Caught. 

JOANN (O.S.)
Derrick, I will beat your ass.

The bungalow door swings open to reveal Derrick’s red-faced, 
whiskey-drunk mother, JOANN.

JOANN (CONT’D)
Dumbass, you think “you are in 
charge” has a fuckin’ expiration 
date? You off the clock?

Derrick cowers. Joann now fixates on Molly, who can feel 
herself absorbing the vitriol.

JOANN (CONT’D)
And who would this bitch be?

MOLLY
This bitch would be Molly Strand.

Joann chortles in astonishment at Molly’s gall.

JOANN
Why don’t you come outside, Molly 
Strand?
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Molly follows Joann out, still shirtless. A few other drunk 
MOTHERS hang around the parking lot, leaning against Joann’s 
TRUCK. Time for the entertainment portion of the evening. 
Derrick lurks in the relative safety of the bungalow.

JOANN
Before I stab you in the fucking 
tit, please explain why you’re 
flashing my child.

MOLLY
We were -- he was playing a game. I 
didn’t fucking come here to -- I’m 
just looking for my stuff. 

Joann’s eyes go wide. We sense this isn’t the first time 
someone’s come to her about missing “stuff.” 

JOANN
Your what?



MOLLY
My TV, my computer, my mom’s china, 
some fucking... personal items.

Personal items. As in, a child’s red parka. That’s what this 
whole trip down the rabbit hole has been about. Why the fuck 
does she care so much about that jacket? 

JOANN
Sweetheart, what are you on?

The other Mothers are getting rowdy. One of them throws a 
bottle that shatters near Molly’s feet.

MOTHER
Go home, bitch!

Molly looks around, wild-eyed. Whatever drunkenness or anger 
she’s picking up from Joann, she is ready to rumble.

MOLLY
My stuff is here somewhere, and I 
want it back. One of your little 
shitheads broke into my house and 
robbed me -- which, no surprise, 
given your parenting skills. 
Toddler over there playing with an 
electrical cable, and the fucking 
Lord of the Flies on babysitting 
duty -- So unless you want me to 
call Protective Services --

Joann LUNGES at Molly, YANKING a chunk of hair. Molly reels 
backward. Lets out a holler. Then -- without warning -- she 
lifts a cinder block off the ground and HEAVES it at Joann’s 
truck. OFF the exploding windshield, we --
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