
FADE IN:

EXT. SAN DIEGO BEACH - DAY

LIND, (16), rests with legs crossed on an empty sward of 
beach. An armada of dark blue evening waves sweep away the 
warm colors of daytime. Seagulls work nearby.

She pushes her back against a large two strap black back 
pack, adorned with a patch of a green dragon in flight. 

A boutique hotel, TOWER 23, is the background. GUESTS relax 
on turquoise recliners, drinking and laughing. SERVERS come 
and go. A GIRL poses for a BOY.

Lind’s blue floral cover-up slips off her skinny shoulders, 
revealing a silk purple tank, and long ash blond hair.

KENNY BORE, (35), African American, in a black chefs jacket, 
approaches Lind from her rear, carrying something behind his 
back.

As Kenny reaches for Lind’s shoulder, she twists around 
getting to her feet, smiling warmly.

LIND
Your trudging feet are just another 
instrument in the sunset’s BLACK 
PINK concert.

KENNY BORE
Still with the Korean girl band 
gabs? I’m pretty sure you just want 
to get me in a miniskirt.

LIND
Speedo, miniskirt, I wager your 
legs to be the right tuning fork.

KENNY BORE
My skinny legs and me will take 
that as a compliment. You are my 
raging, charming, beach enigma.

Kenny spies dozens of tennis ball size translucent spheres at 
their feet. Scooping one up with his free hand, he presents 
the plate of sushi hidden behind his back.

LIND
Sup. Sup. Sup. Little fishy bites.

Lind pops an egg encrusted roll into her mouth. She gushes 
with happiness.
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LIND (CONT'D)
Look!

She pulls Kenny’s hand up so the sushi plate is level with 
the pier behind them.

LIND (CONT'D)
Your sushi are the bungalows on the 
pier.

Kenny watches his sushi sync atop the colorful edifices.

KENNY BORE
Hah. Fish Town.

LIND
I’m the Meg.

Lind recklessly shovels three pieces into her mouth, chewing 
as a happy horse eats a carrot.

Kenny laughs with Lind, but his intentions to assuage his 
fear for her, press out across his brow.

KENNY BORE
Lind, when the music of the day’s 
colors are consumed by darkness, 
who takes care of you?

Lind hugs Kenny for a long time. She pulls back and touches 
the sphere Kenny is holding.

LIND
What do you think of my Christmas 
ornaments? I made them.

KENNY BORE
Christmas come four months early?

Kenny holds up the sphere to the orange horizon. White sand, 
red coral, and a stationary BEACH CRAB, are encapsulated.

The crab suddenly clicks its claws frantically against the 
suffocating prison wall.

Kenny hides his surprise and concern behind a grin.

LIND
There aren’t any beach reindeer, 
not yet, at least. So, I had to 
settle for a Christmas crab. Do you 
like him?
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KENNY BORE
I better get this little guy off 
the beach before Aquaman shows up. 
It’s not in my plans to die by 
trident.

Kenny trot-walks back the way he came.

LIND
So you don’t think he’ll want one? 
Luckily, super heroes aren’t the 
market I’m going for.

Kenny waves.

EXT. FORT - UNDER PIER - NIGHT

A faint orange circle hovers as a Will-O-Wisp under the pier.

The orange tinkles from a porthole cut into a rectangular 
structure attached to the bottom of the pier. The structure 
is cleverly blended, a fort, 10’X6’X6’.

INT. FORT - UNDER PIER - NIGHT

Lind chills on a plush chair, bare feet on a mini hassock. An 
orange fairy light curls over a tomb of architect drawings. 
Her clothes are tight-black, cat burglar style.

She adjusts her earbuds, and turns up the volume on an iPhone 
until a hard beat pours out. She taps another phone app and a 
string of lights blossom across the ceiling.

Brightness reveals the chamber is formed from 2’X2’ plywood 
puzzle pieces, each painted different colors, each holding 
the other in place; it is the Sistine Chapel of fort builds.

Lind lifts an electric tea pot connected to an extension cord 
snaking out of the ceiling. She pours a pasty colored brew 
into a metal camping mug with her name etched on it.

LIND
Snack time with BIRDMAN.

She pulls out her earbuds and WHISTLES in a sing song way.

A SEAGULL lands on the edge of the porthole. SQUAWK. He 
climbs onto a wooden rod, over a bathing suit slung there.

LIND (CONT'D)
Hey Birdman. That was fast. I have 
vegan almond butter crunch for us.
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SQUAWK.

LIND (CONT'D)
Don’t be that way. Even my little 
brother likes them.

Her eyes mist over; she reddens.

SQUAWK.

LIND (CONT'D)
Here you go.

She lifts up a Chunkie Dunkie from an open package, waives it 
around, then flips it. Birdman catches it, simultaneously 
white washing a Pixies skull pillow.

LIND (CONT'D)
That’s cool. I’ll just sleep on my 
shoulder instead of my favorite 
pillow. That should be comfy.

Big crumbs drop into the white wash.

LIND (CONT'D)
Maybe your poop wouldn’t be so 
gross if you ate less baby crabs 
and more vegan yummies?

SQUAWK.

LIND (CONT'D)
You saw me eating crab on the 
beach, today? It’s true. I’m a hip-
po-po-po-crit.

Birdman flutters down to a fuzzy carpet.

Lind freezes.

LIND (CONT'D)
Please. Please. Please, sit on me.

Birdman preens nervously, wobble walks forward, sideways, 
jump flaps onto her knee.

LIND (CONT'D)
Oh my God. I love you.

WHAM. A rock, entering through the porthole, impacts the 
ceiling, wall, and floor.

Lind jumps out of her skin. Birdman, a puff of feathers, 
darts up and out the porthole.
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FAT MAN (O.S.)
Come out of there.

EXT. FORT - UNDER PIER - NIGHT

Birdman startles two POLICE OFFICERS and a FAT MAN carrying a 
ladder.

POLICE OFFICER 1
Looks like your rock found your 
trespasser. Really stealthy.

FAT MAN
I told you someone built a fort 
under the pier. A fort house! 
Stealing electricity no doubt. We 
gotta get ‘em out.

Police officer 2, shines a flashlight from fat man, to the 
porthole, just as the ring of light disappears.

The Police officers shrug at each other.

INT. FORT - UNDER PIER - NIGHT

Lind scurries in flashlight pierced darkness. Backpack and 
iPhone in hand, she takes a deep breath.

EXT. FORT - UNDER PIER - NIGHT

POLICE OFFICER 2
Think momma bird’s a meth head?

Fat man runs his ladder up to the porthole.

FAT MAN
Aren’t meth users super strong? 
Shouldn’t one of you take the 
honors of going up the ladder.

The police officers shrug again.

POLICE OFFICER 1 
You got this.

POLICE OFFICER 2
We’ll stay frosty.

FAT MAN 
Yeah. Wendy’s Frosty.
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POLICE OFFICER 1
(whispering)

The balls on him, making fat jokes, 
with his Rosie O’Donnell physique.

Fat man makes his way up the ladder; he watches a puzzle 
piece, under the ladder’s weight, begin to recede.

POLICE OFFICER 2
I’m no expert but that doesn’t look 
too safe.

FAT MAN
You think?

Fat man grabs the open portal and thrusts his head in.

FAT MAN (CONT'D)
Gotcha!!!!

The ladder pitches forward, the puzzle pieces breaking apart 
in unison, fat man riding akimbo across them as they pelt the 
sand.

Fat man GROANS.

Police officer 1 steps into the puzzle piece carnage and 
pulls fat man to his feet.

POLICE OFFICER 1
Looks like your vagrant flew the 
coop with his bird.

Police officer 2 lifts up the bag of Chunkie Dunkies and pops 
one in his mouth. He chews unhappily, reading the bag.

POLICE OFFICER 2
Vegan. Now this is a crime.

FAT MAN
That’s it? No finger printing. Just 
snack jokes.

POLICE OFFICER 2
If you wanted one, you just had to 
ask.

Police officer 2 tosses the bag to fat man, who makes no 
attempt to catch it, as it falls back off his rotund chest.

The police officers shrug.
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INT. ISLAND PRIME RESTAURANT - DAY

Lind sits at a table on the outside deck over looking the 
Pacific. She wears last nights black getup, and her backpack 
is on the chair next to her.

Sipping at a glass of water, she looks up at her server, 
BRIDGET (35).

BRIDGET
Have you a chance to imbibe the 
menu? Can I, maybe, get you a 
drink? Zach’s a great bartender.

Bridget winks conspiratorially.

LIND
How’s the Sherried Lobster Bisque?

BRIDGET
Creamy. Creamy perfection, with a 
Chardonnay from our Cali.

LIND
Okay. One please.

Bridget moves to a server station computer a few tables away.

Lind eyeballs the next table. Two well dressed, HISPANIC MEN, 
PETER AND STEVE AYALA (both 50), with faces full of hard 
edges and piercing realities, examine blue prints.

Peter traces the Eastern edge of the home, trying to convince 
Steve of an idea’s merit.

Bridget arrives with a glass of white wine. She spins its 
stem as she brings it down.

BRIDGET
Don’t worry. I know you’re not old 
enough. But I also know you have an 
old soul.

Lind blushes at a departing Bridget. She picks up the glass 
awkwardly, letting it flop side to side, peering through the 
yellow gold field until the architectural plans focus.

Putting her lips against the glass, she lets the cold wine 
build. She licks away the drops as they gather.

LIND
Buttery. When did grape juice get 
buttery?
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Pulling a folded $20 bill from her pocket, she unfolds it, 
checking to see if there is more than one: there isn’t. She 
folds it into an origami fish.

LIND (CONT'D)
Fish always become a school.

She produces a squeeze bottle and a few 6” metal rulers from 
her backpack. The squeeze bottle is labeled, “Lind’s Magic 
Glue - 5 shots of water.”

Lind runs a finger down a longways crease on one of the 
rulers and it folds into a 45 degree angle.

Bridget places the steaming bisque, a few packages of 
crackers, and a soup spoon, curtsying.

BRIDGET
Enjoy.

LIND
Thanks. Can I bother you for a ton 
more crackers and a handful of 
those restaurant mints?

Bridget moves to a newly sat table with her “just a second,” 
finger up.

Lind sips at her wine and bisque. A BUSBOY arrives with a few 
sleeves of crackers and mints. She looks past him to the two 
hispanic men; they are talking and drinking, engaged.

Lind pushes the soup away, blinking, shaking her head, trying 
to focus, but she’s affected by the wine. She spreads a 
sleeve of crackers around like so many playing cards.

From memory, she visualizes a copy of the blueprint on her 
table. Next, she animates the measurement numbers; they 
sprout arms and legs and hoist all manor of tools.

The first floor is finishing when some of the numbers stage a 
coup; as fast as the good numbers put up walls, the bad 
numbers smash them to pieces with all manor of weapons.

It’s a comical fracas, but Lind isn’t laughing; she is 
frustrated. She pushes away the empty wine glass, the 
provocature. The numbers and the model home disappear.

LIND (CONT'D)
Focus.

RESTAURANT MANAGER (O.S.)
Excuse me. May I see some I.D.?
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Lind wheels around.

The RESTAURANT MANAGER, JOSH (29), wearing dress pants and a 
crisply ironed white shirt, looms.

LIND
This is just a fantasy wine, sir.

JOSH
Fantasy or not, I need your drivers 
license.

LIND
I don’t have one. I never have.

JOSH
Because you’re a kid?

A concerned Bridget interposes.

BRIDGET
Josh. I’m so sorry. It’s my fault.

JOSH
Collect your things, Bridget.

Lind and Bridget turn shades of red.

LIND
Please don’t. She’s a genius at 
reading people. She knew I needed 
an altered reality. Societal 
bureaucracies be damned.

JOSH
More like my liquor license be 
damned. It’s not your fault. My 
hands are tied.

Josh picks up the wine glass. Bridget bursts into tears and 
runs into the kitchen.

LIND
Oh my God.

JOSH
Your meal is complimentary. May I 
bring you a soda? More soup?

LIND
No thank you. I just need to work 
on something and I’ll leave.

Josh ambles away.
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Lind pushes the $20 fish so it swims.

LIND (CONT'D)
Looks like I get to keep you.

She turns her backpack, exposing a dozen 1” clamps protruding 
from grommets on the bottom panel. She pulls on two clamps 
and the wires they are affixed to unspool from within.

Fastening a clamp to each of two rulers, she watches 
shimmering heat rise from their edges; it’s satisfying.

Lind passes the flat ruler over the crackers and they blacken 
instantly. She picks up a black cracker and tries to crack it 
in half; it doesn’t break.

Cut lines appear on top of the blackened crackers, visual 
calculations from her mind. With a flat rulers edge, she cuts 
and clears away unwanted cracker.

Placing a cracker flat in the angled rulers crook, Lind holds 
a second cracker, upright, then squeezes in a line of glue; 
the two pieces instantly harder together.

A rectangular cracker box quickly takes shape. Soon, there is 
another box, and another, faster and faster, until the table 
top is full of boxes of different sizes and shapes.

For an instant, the blueprint image overlays the table, 
stretching across the boxes. Faster yet, she glues and sticks 
the boxes together until the house is finished.

Cut lines appear for doors and windows. She uses the flat 
ruler to cut them out with sizzling corners.

Lind turns the flat ruler until it forms a small square. She 
drops in a broken piece of red restaurant sucker; it melts 
and hardens. She glues in the pane.

Gluing in the final door, her fierce and focused visage 
yields to calm.

LIND (CONT'D)
Presto!

She looks up expecting her loud exclamation will garner the 
attention of Peter and Steve; they aren’t there.

Several tables of curious ONLOOKERS clap.
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EXT. ISLAND PRIME RESTAURANT - PARKING LOT - NIGHT

Lind stutter steps to the center of the parking lot. She 
frantically looks into cars, the house held awkwardly, 
shoulders drooping.

She walks a dejected walk back to a bench in front of the 
restaurant and a rock garden. A seagull lands nearby.

LIND
You’re not Birdman. I don’t suppose 
you saw where those guys went? They 
were going to hire me.

The seagull flies off.

LIND (CONT'D)
I hope you know where you’re going. 
That would make uno of us.

Lind sets the house next to her and retrieves a small black 
device, no bigger than half a credit card, from her backpack.

A YOUNG MAN, wearing an Island Prime server outfit, scoots up 
on a JUMP SCOOTER next to Lind. He parks and goes inside.

She presses a button on the device and a WIFI symbol starts 
to flash; it syncs with her iPhone. She removes the backdoor 
from the model, slides in the device, then reattaches it.

LIND (V.O.)
Don’t make me goto the dump to 
retrieve you, my little tracker.

Lind’s iPhone chimes. It is Green Dragon. She ignores it.

Standing, she checks the scooter’s battery level. Satisfied, 
she hops on and slides a PayPal QR Code, on her iPhone, over 
the scooter scanner.

LIND
Please let there be light.

The Jump scooter is enabled.

Instead of crossing herself, she makes an X pattern on her 
chest, twice, saying:

LIND (CONT'D)
In the name of Larry, my Father.

As she scoots off, she looks back at the model house. She 
throws a salute.
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BEGIN SCOOTER MONTAGE

Lind cruises down streets and sidewalks, carefree, in heavy 
traffic, eyes ever searching for the next opening.

As she speeds toward a green light, a RED TRUCK guns it, 
cranks a hard right in front of her, sending her tumbling 
from the scooter.

Her backpack catches the curb, keeping her from traffic. 
Groaning, she looks up in time to see a BIG FAT JERK with his 
middle finger stuck proudly out of the red truck’s window.

The truck stops behind a line of cars at the next red light.

Lind brushes herself off, wincing from the scuffs on her 
hands. Blood runs down around her eye and her cheek from a 
gashed bump on her forehead.

She looks up and spies the stuck truck.

Gunning her scooter, she moves into the darkness of the 
truck’s blind spot.

The truck moves. Lind cuts corners, leaps curbs, and dodges 
PEDESTRIAN’S curses, just managing to stay in contact.

He turns down a secluded side street. Lind slowly follows on 
the opposite sidewalk. She watches the truck pull into a 
driveway with a yard filled with tall palm trees.

END SCOOTER MONTAGE

EXT. SUBURBAN SIDEWALK - NIGHT

Lind sits down heavily on the sidewalk. She holds her hand 
over her forehead; it comes back bloody.

She presses a wired 6” ruler, covered in frost, against the 
gash, chilling it into submission. Her eyes are pain, and her 
white knuckles are anger.

EXT. SUBURBAN SIDEWALK - DAY

The sun rises.

Lind sits with eyes closed, dozing, upright, against her 
backpack, tucked into a hedge lining the sidewalk.

A CROWD gathers up and down the sidewalk in front of her; 
they gab excitedly.
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Lind opens her eyes, blinking away sleep. She stands and 
peers around two WOMEN in JOG SUITS.

A passing car stops quickly; it jerks forward, stops again, 
then drives on.

Lind unconsciously twists her fingers together; they’re 
covered in burns and blisters; she winces.

JOG SUIT 1
Who would do this? Someone needs to 
wake her. It might as well be me.

JOG SUIT 2
Wait. That’s her sexy brother.

Big fat jerk, jerks down the front stoop his eyes growing 
bigger with each jerky step. He is handsome and muscular.

He stares in wonder at the front yard. The twenty towering 
palms are carved into anatomically correct phallus.

Lind rolls her eyes.

LIND (V.O.)
Sexy? I might have gotten the fat 
thing wrong, but he’s still a bag 
of holes.

JOG SUIT 1
I swear, Tom’s frown is making his 
pecs ripple even more than usual.

Tom drops his coffee cup. CRACK.

JOG SUIT 2
He’s going to need a new mug.

Jog Suit 2 draws an air circle around her face.

JOG SUIT 1
You wish you were his new mug. But 
I’m the one seeing the cocksman 
through the trees.

JOG SUIT 2
Did you just hit me with a triple 
entendre.

JOG SUIT 1
To the word smith go the spoils.
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JOG SUIT 2
Good luck with that. Bridget says 
he’s going back to Chicago 
tomorrow.

LIND
Wait. He doesn’t live there?

The jog suits turn on Lind.

JOG SUIT 1
He’s a field of dreams guy. Staying 
for a short time only.

JOG SUIT 2
She’s a kid. She’s not going to get 
eighties movie references.

Lind rings her hands, popping a blister, and blood laden puss 
runs down her forearm.

JOG SUIT 2 (CONT'D)
You’re bleeding.

JOG SUIT 1
Probably not the way she wants to 
bleed.

Lind looks down at the yellow fluid with red wisps.

LIND (V.O.)
Was that a virgin slam. Bitch!

Lind is on the verge of screaming in Jog Suit 1’s face, when 
a SCREAM reverberates from across the street.

A GIRL (14), joins Tom, tracing the tree phalluses with bug 
eyes.

TEEN GIRL
Mom!

The girl flees inside.

A CBS News 8 van pulls up, disgorging a REPORTER and a 
CAMERAMAN. They take up positions on the sidewalk.

REPORTER
Are you ready?

CAMERAMAN
Almost.
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REPORTER
Quit dicking around.

CAMERAMAN
You’ve always been a pea-cock. Now 
you finally get to see how small 
you really are.

They laugh at each other, giddy.

Several police cars arrive. POLICE OFFICER 1 moves toward the 
edge of the property with yellow tape; POLICE OFFICER 2 
engages Tom.

The crowd swells beyond one hundred and continues to grow.

ONLOOKER 1
Do you think the fronds on the tips 
are the pee?

ONLOOKER 2
Or Worse.

LIND (V.O.)
What about the coco-nuts? Some of 
my best work.

Lind hoists her backpack to her shoulders. She carefully 
grasps the handlebar of the scooter and puts a foot on the 
runner. She takes a last look at her creation.

A van emblazoned with, TEX’S OOMPAH BAND, noses into the 
action.

Curious, Lind watches the PLAYERS unpacking their squeeze 
boxes and horns; they wear traditional Bavarian attire.

LIND (V.O.)
My first “Ode to an Ass,” festival, 
has it all now.

A WOMAN joins Tom on the stoop.

Lind’s face turns stoney; it is Bridget the server.

LIND
No way!

OMPAH BAND LEADER
This one goes out to the aliens 
with a sense of humor. Are we ready 
folks, for a Beer Barrel Polka? 
One, two, three.
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MUSIC CUE: "Beer Barrel Polka" by Vaclav Zeman

There's a garden, what a garden
Only happy faces bloom there
And there's never any room there 
For a worry or a gloom there
Oh there's music and there's dancing 
And a lot of sweet romancing 
When they play the polka 
They all get in the swing
Roll out the PENISES, we'll have a barrel of fun
Roll out the PENISES, we've got the blues on the run
Zing boom tararrel, ring out a song of good cheer
Now's the time to roll out the PENISES, 
for the gang's all here!!!

Bridget is a statue.

The cheering crowd surges past the yellow crime tape into the 
penis forest.

Lind holds up her ruler and it reflects her face.

LIND (V.O.)
I guess we know who the real ass 
is. Irony, you’re such a bitch.

Lind kicks off, the scooter whirs, she is away, scooting 
through the raucous crowd.
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