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BEGIN SCOOTER MONTAGE

Lind cruises down streets and sidewalks, mile after mile, 
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 4X4 HEAD 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. LEMON GROVE - 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. LEMON GROVE - 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.

4X4 Head, 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, some with 
big balls.

Aphrodite herself couldn’t have imagined this monument to 
manhood. Each 20’ palm is anatomically unique, magestic, 
penetrating the skyline with simmering potency.

Lind rolls her eyes.

LIND (V.O.)
Sexy? For a bag of holes, maybe.

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. 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 come 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 a ruler and it reflects her face: stern, full 
of self accusations.

Bridget spies Lind off in the crowd. Surprised, losing sight 
of all else, she makes a bee-line for her.

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

Bridget waves furiously in frustration.
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