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A WINDING COASTAL ROAD. OREGON-- EVENING.

The rhythmic lull of crashing waves is interrupted by a 
strained mechanical whir as an aging RV, covered with bumper 
stickers of various causes, whips around a bend.

ANGLE ON SUE FRENCH (60’s, big-hearted with a resilient and 
tenacious spirit) perched high in the windshield. She 
releases her white-knuckle grip just long enough to rip down 
the distracting dream-catcher. Her foot is to the floor.

SUE
JESUS, COME ON!

Her anxious eyes search through fog and the encroaching 
darkness. The BEAM of a nearby LIGHTHOUSE briefly illuminates 
Tibetan prayer flags tied to a mailbox. She throws the wheel 
hard right-- just making her hidden driveway. 

Killing the lights, she creeps upward. Fog rolls over the 
windshield. 

Hidden behind the barn, she checks the road before she steps 
out. She’s tan, wearing shorts and a “Quilt ‘til you wilt!” T-
shirt. Her orthopaedic sneakers crunch up the gravel to a 
weathered Victorian home. WIND CHIMES tangle and clang. 

She stoops to grab a key from under an anchor. As it bangs to 
the floor-- A FLASH OF WHITE as a disturbed owl swoops past. 

SUE (CONT’D)
Holy Shit!... ASSHOLE.

She hustles inside.

INT. SUE’S BEDROOM - UPSTAIRS

With the wheeze of a former smoker, Sue rifles through her 
backpack and retrieves a WOVEN BAG. Straining, she kneels and 
pries open a floorboard with a quilting hook and places the 
bag into a box below. She takes out something small, gripping 
it in her palm.  Replacing the plank, she looks to a bedside 
photo of a younger her with a man in uniform.

INT. SUE’S LIVING ROOM - DOWNSTAIRS. 

Sue grabs a dusty whiskey bottle off a shelf. She opens her 
trembling hand, revealing a SMALL PILL in her palm. Sue 
hesitates for a moment, then...



SUE
Down the hatch!

She tosses the pill in her mouth and quickly gulps it down. 

SUE (CONT’D)
Hoo! That’s the stuff.

She pours another, lights a cigarette from a long-saved pack 
and tugs in a crackling breath. 

A LARGE PAINTING of the desert momentarily grabs her and 
she’s transported. The smoke curls and hangs. The beam of the 
lighthouse brings her back.  

An anxious drag, then to nobody--

SUE (CONT’D)
Look after her... you could at 
least do that.

Whiskey in hand she walks to the kitchen, lovingly touching 
surfaces as she goes.

INT. SUE’S HOUSE - KITCHEN.

The beam of the lighthouse pulses in the darkness. Sue smiles 
at photos on the fridge: a group of ladies and that man again 
in his Coast Guard uniform. 

Then she hears it... a car, on the road below. Sue downs the 
whiskey.

Moments pass. A distant fog horn. Then headlights pierce the 
curtains. Tires hit the gravel.

Sue backs into the living room and is halfway to the 
staircase before she stops, turns and straightens up. She 
fixes fierce eyes on the door. 

Fast footsteps hit the porch.

SUE
(growls)

Fuck you.

-- BAM!

The door kicks open and it’s a frantic blur. A sour-faced 
THIN MAN lurches in and stops. He’s too clean-cut. Creepy. A 
SHORTER MAN, stockier and dressed in athletic attire, rushes 
her...
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THIN MAN
WHERE THE FUCK IS IT, YOU DUMB 
BITCH?

It’s quick and close. Almost Sue’s POV.

Sue hurls her glass at the Short Man’s head.

Hands grab her, ram her against the wall.

The lighthouse beam startles the SHORT MAN. BAM-- Sue lands a 
punch. He grabs her. She claws as she falls, taking him with 
her, then knees him in the balls. 

Scrambling, Sue lunges to grab a lamp when-- BOOM! 

A shot.

A guttural howl as she slams to the floor. Sudden electricity 
spikes and then floods into her chest.

On Sue’s wide-eyed desperation- 

THIN MAN (CONT’D)
(crackling with laughter)

Look at her-- like a harpooned 
whale.

SHORT MAN
You almost shot me!

THIN MAN
If I wanted to shoot you, I fucking 
would have. Now, go look for it or 
I’ll let the old bitch kick your 
ass some more.

The Short Man runs upstairs, pissed.

THIN MAN (CONT’D)
(close to Sue’s face)

Am I going to have to cut your 
fucking fins off? 

Sue gasps for air as we hear crashing sounds from the 
ransacking upstairs.

SHORT MAN (O.S.)
Nothing!

The Short Man runs back down and begins searching the 
kitchen. Dishes and family heirlooms crash to the floor.

The gun in Sue’s face now.
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THIN MAN
Tell me where it is, or I’ll put 
more holes in you.

Sue’s failing sight falls back to the desert painting. He 
taps her head with the gun.

THIN MAN (CONT’D)
I’m losing my patience.

SUE
(gasping for breath)

Look up...

THIN MAN
What? I can’t fucking hear you!

(to Short Man)
Shut the fuck up in there!

SUE
(faintly)

Look... up... 

The Think Man leans in.

SUE (CONT’D)
... his ASS!

A defiant smile. She grips the WOVEN RUG beneath her, like 
she’s going for a ride.

THIN MAN
Huh. Well, let’s see if you think 
this is funny.

As the beam from the lighthouse sweeps the room we cut and 
hear...

CUT TO:

OS: GUNSHOT

EXT. SUE’S HOUSE - NIGHT.

The owl abandons the roof for the firs. Below we see the 
silhouette of the house; the lifting fog; a ring around the 
moon and a white feather spiraling downward.

FADE TO BLACK.
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INT. A MEDITATION ROOM/DOT’S LIVING ROOM

A handful of Astorians sit in lotus position, eyes closed. A 
gentle looking older lady with a Joni Mitchell air, DOT 
(60’s, a picture of poise), sits by a shrine to an array of 
deities; she opens her eyes then gently awakens the, mostly, 
serene group. 

CUT TO:

LATER

As people leave, Dot works to be patient with a FRUSTRATED 
WOMAN. She also avoids eye-contact with a smirking ERIN 
(60’s, formidable and funny, often high). 

The woman rants--

FRUSTRATED WOMAN
I’m chanting. I’m doing the 
goddamned meditation. I’m still 
PISSED ALL THE TIME! Can you please 
give me something practical, for 
crying out loud!

DOT
(earnestly)

Send him love. With all this force 
you are using for anger-- send him 
love--

FRUSTRATED WOMAN
I don’t want him to have love. I 
want him to have HURT. PAIN!

DOT
(deep breath)

Yes. I know. And you have a right 
to your anger, but it seems as if 
it’s poisoning you. The universe 
gives you what you give the 
universe. You wishing him 
unhappiness is in turn making 
you...

Erin mouths “crazy.” Dot daggers an admonishing look.

DOT (CONT’D)
... unhappy.
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FRUSTRATED WOMAN
You know what would make me happy? 
Ripping his fucking balls off and 
having her choke on them.

Erin snorts.

FRUSTRATED WOMAN (CONT’D)
... Watching them die writhing in 
fluid-covered agony...

DOT
ALRIGHT! That’s... let’s come back 
to the now. Small steps. OK?

FRUSTRATED WOMAN
Mm.

DOT
If you can’t send love to him 
individually, then send it to all 
people, including him but not 
specifically him. We’ll go from 
there. It’s work, I know, but I 
promise you WILL feel better. 

(then)
Definitely no more “ripping” 
visualizations, though.

As the woman wanders away, Erin rolls her eyes.

DOT (CONT’D)
(sighing)

Give me strength.

ERIN
You OK? You don’t usually let her 
get to you.

DOT
Oh, yes. I had a very strange 
dream... couldn’t get back to 
sleep.

ERIN
You want to talk about it?

DOT
No. I think it best not to direct 
any more energy to it. 

The buzzer sounds. Looking down to the street Dot smiles at 
the familiar faces of Officers TUCKWELL and McEVOY.
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DET. JIM MCEVOY (60’s) waves but immediately regrets the 
casual gesture. He’s the more senior of the two, an aging 
teddy bear of a man. Like Erin, he’s a product of the stoic 
blue collar of Astoria.

DET. NEIL TUCKWELL (30’s) is ambitious. A good guy but lacks 
tact. The small town is stifling him.

From the look of them something is obviously very wrong. 

CUT TO:

EXT. LIGHTHOUSE BOOKS - LATER

CAITLIN (40’s), a Dave-Matthews-loving, perpetually clumsy 
mom, in head-to-toe performance-wear and a “fun” bob, swishes 
up the steps, half-twists the handle and face-plants into the 
still-locked door.

CAITLIN
Shii-ooot!

A hoot of laughter as BIRDIE (30’s) stomps up behind her. 
Birdie is a free spirit who, despite the flowing skirt and 
dreads, is quick-witted and sarcastic.

Caitlin shoots a look--

BIRDIE
Whoa, easy tiger.

CAITLIN
That hurt.

They peer in through flyers. We see shelves and a DECORATIVE 
QUILT OF A LIGHTHOUSE hanging behind the counter, but no sign 
of their people.

BIRDIE
What’s going on?

CUT TO:

INT. DOT’S APARTMENT-- DAY

Dot’s home doubles as a meeting space for a spiritual book 
club and meditation group. Dot and Erin sit rigid with shock. 
The Detectives turn as, at the top of the staircase--

CAITLIN
Why is the shop shut?
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BIRDIE
What’s wrong?

ERIN.
We lost Sue.

CAITLIN
(dumbstruck)

What?

ERIN
She’s dead. 

LATER

Tea has been made.

TUCKWELL
So, you see, anything you can tell 
us would help.

(a beat)
I know things have been rough for 
Sue since Charlie died. She’s been 
traveling a lot. Can’t say I blame 
her-- 

As Tuckwell conducts his interview, McEvoy looks at the 
photos on Dot’s mantle: The ladies in ‘70s glory; A New 
Year’s Eve suggesting the ‘80s; a younger Sue, showing her 
young niece (Lottie) how to stitch.

TUCKWELL (CONT’D)
-- but we don’t know anything about 
who she was consorting with, or her 
state of mind. Was she depressed? 

ERIN.
(Defensive)

Her husband died. Yeah, she was 
depressed. 

MCEVOY
Erin, I think Neil here just means 
any unusual behavior. Has she been 
particularly anxious, missing 
appointments? Things of that 
nature. Did she talk about anyone 
new?

TUCKWELL
...drinking? Gambling? Did she owe  
money?

The ladies glare at Neil. 
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ERIN
Sue doesn’t drink... didn’t. Not 
for 30 years.

DOT
Since Charlie passed she couldn’t 
take the winters here... all this 
rain. She wanted to go back to New 
Mexico.

MCEVOY
Back? She’s been before?

DOT
Last year. She had friends there, 
fellow crafters-- she loved 
anything handmade.  

(beat)
As far as gambling? Well, I won’t 
dignify that with an answer.

MCEVOY
Of course.  The reason we’re asking 
these, rather indelicate, questions-

(shoots a look to Neil)
-- is that we found what appears to 
be a chip from a casino. It was the 
only item in her pocket.

TUCKWELL
And whiskey was mixed with the 
blood on the floor. I mean we won’t 
know until the coroner has finished 
with the body.

Dot shakes her head, wanting very much to cover her ears. 

ERIN.
The body? Are you fucking kidding 
me, Neil? That BODY is SUE!

TUCKWELL
Erin, I’m sorry... I-

MCEVOY
Look, nobody is suggesting 
anything; we’re simply following 
procedure. I know this is a shock.

DOT
(to nobody in particular)

I just don’t know what this world 
is coming to. That this could 
happen to Sue. To us. Here--
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Dot braces against a sudden painful realization.

DOT (CONT’D)
Has Lottie been notified?

BIRDIE
Oh my god.

TUCKWELL
Yes. Danny and I went out to the 
hospital this morning. He’s with 
her now.

The ladies stand-- a shared urge to get to Lottie.  

MCEVOY
I really am so sorry, Dorothy. 

BIRDIE
Should we cancel meditation? Unless 
you think it would be helpful?

DOT
Oh, no. Yes. Cancel it. Please.

As the others leave, Erin and Dot pause, hands joined. Lost. 

CUT TO:

EXT. LOTTIE’S HOUSEBOAT-- DAY.

Caitlin’s hybrid sits outside of Lottie’s home: a narrow two-
story houseboat on the Columbia River. WIND CHIMES, similar 
to her late Aunt Sue’s, gently sound.

INT. LOTTIE’S HOUSEBOAT.

The ladies sit sunken on the couch with DANNY FRENCH (50’s), 
Sue’s only remaining sibling. A bottle of whiskey sits before 
them. Caitlin is deep-cleaning as a way to cope. 

The doorbell rings. Birdie struggles to get up from the deep 
couch.

CAITLIN
I’ll get it.

We hear muffled condolences. Caitlin returns with a foil-
covered dish.

CAITLIN (CONT’D)
Sandwiches. Fiona and Sven.
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The fridge is packed full of casseroles.

Erin’s eyes are fixed up the stairs to Lottie.

ERIN
(to Danny)

So you were there... when they told 
her. 

They all look to the stairs.

DANNY
Yeah. I left Grace to cover the 
store. People still need their 
medication.

BIRDIE
Poor Lottie. My God.

DANNY
I got her some Valium, so she’s 
probably out... hopefully. 

(beat)
She didn’t even cry. She just stood 
there-- same as when she was seven.

The doorbell again. Like a horse out the gate--

CAITLIN
Got it!

Danny slugs his whiskey, swallowing tears. The door closes. 
Birdie pours him another.

DANNY
I just talked to Sue last week. She 
was fine, as always. Kept on about 
the some damn rug auction. 

BIRDIE
(smiling)

Like she didn’t have enough!

Caitlin rushes back with a pot of something very hot and 
throws it onto the counter. 

CAITLIN
SHHHHIIIT!

BIRDIE
(shaking her head)

Dignity. Always, dignity.
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Erin can’t take it anymore. She heads upstairs to Lottie’s 
door; Dot follows.

INT. LOTTIE’S BEDROOM (CONTINUOUS) 

A gentle knock, then Dot and Erin enter and sit on the bed. 

DOT
Lottie. My dear girl.

CHARLOTTE, or Lottie (30’s), lays in her nurse scrubs. She 
stares at a spot on the wall. Erin unfolds a quilt Sue made 
so many years ago and places it over Lottie, swaddling her.

As if permission has been granted, Lottie finally cries.

Dot, usually good with words, searches in vain out the window 
to the water.

FADE OUT.

EXT. A NON-DENOMINATIONAL CHURCH-- A FEW DAYS LATER.

We hear the droning of an unenthusiastic hymn. A News Truck 
lingers nearby. Lottie, standing alone, glares at the orange 
reporter as he talks to camera.

REPORTER
Sleepy town rattled... longtime 
resident... drug ring

The church door opens. Lottie nods at a CAREGIVER as she 
leads an older SICKLY GENTLEMAN, oxygen tank squeaking beside 
him, out of the church and into a van. As the van pulls out, 
the gaunt man catches Lottie’s eye and holds it. He looks so 
sad.

The hymn ends and Lottie slips away before the whole town 
pours out.

McEvoy approaches Erin and her cleaned-up husband, JOE 
McHenry(60’s) and a handsome but edgy younger man, SEAN BARRY 
(20’s). McEvoy shakes Jim’s hand, then turns a wary eye to 
Sean.

MCEVOY
Sean. 

SEAN nods, avoiding eye contact. He’s clearly not a fan of 
the Detective’s attention.
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SEAN
(to Joe)

I’ll see you at the wake.

JOE
OK.

McEvoy’s gaze follows Sean as he slinks off.

JOE (CONT’D)
(to McEvoy)

Ah c’mon, he’s a good kid... trying 
anyway. Best one of that bunch.

MCEVOY
That’s not saying much. 

Hiding behind the church, Lottie crosses the parking lot. A 
patrol car creeps behind her. She looks back, the cop nods. 
She walks a few steps and then settles on a bench.

The cop looks down to his phone. Suddenly at his window--

LOTTIE
DONALD!

DONALD THE COP
SHIT!

LOTTIE
You following me? 

DONALD THE COP
Uh... Yes I am.

LOTTIE
I just need a little alone time.

He nods, not getting it.

LOTTIE (CONT’D)
So can I get a little privacy, 
please?

DONALD.
I can’t... I have orders.

She shoots him a look that could burn metal and walks off 
towards the water. Lottie retrieves a POSTCARD from her 
pocket-- same style as Sue’s desert painting: warm colors-- 
opposite of this place. The picture is titled “WINGED ROCK.” 
The artist’s name is obscured by the “Winslow, AZ 86047” 
postmark.
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Her thumb caresses a big hand-drawn heart on the back of the 
postcard. Then, for the first time she notices TWO THIN 
ARROWS pencilled through it. As she looks closer--

REPORTER
Miss French! Do you have a moment? 
I’d really like to talk with you 
about...

The reporter makes a beeline past Donald’s patrol towards 
Lottie.

LOTTIE
You have to be kidding.

REPORTER
I just want to get your reaction to 
the--

LOTTIE
Really? Today? FUCK OFF.

The reporter follows her back, undeterred--

REPORTER
I only want to give you an 
opportunity to clear up these 
rumors about your aunt. You know 
how people are here.

LOTTIE
No, how are people here?

REPORTER
They like their stories. And it 
seems there are a lot about your 
Aunt... your father too-- bad luck 
really seems to follow your family 
around.

Lottie has to get away.

REPORTER (CONT’D)
Or, maybe it’s not as random as 
luck. You tell me.

As she passes Donald’s car window--

LOTTIE
Great job. 

DONALD.
What?
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 A loud muffler sound as Sean pulls up in his low car.

SEAN
(awkward)

Hey, Lottie... uh, can I give you a 
ride? 

LOTTIE
NO! 

(softening)
Thanks, Sean, but I need to clear 
my head.

REPORTER
(yelling)

Look, I’m trying to nice here-- 
hear your side of things.

LOTTIE
(to Sean)

I’ll see you at the wake.

SEAN
OK. Well, at least let me get rid 
of this clown for you.

Lottie finally smiles. Sean smiles back and we see he has a 
slight snaggletooth.

SEAN (CONT’D)
Hey, Lottie? I’m sorry... you know, 
about all of this.

Lottie nods. As she walks towards the town, Sean gets out of 
his car, bows up, and strides toward the reporter with a 
sharky grin--

REPORTER
Oh hey, HEY! I’m just doing my job, 
pal.

SEAN
Where you going? You don’t wanna be 
nice to me? 

The reporter looks to Donald for help. Donald shrugs and 
drives off, following Lottie. The reporter walk-runs away.

EXT. DOT’S APARTMENT/LIGHTHOUSE BOOKS-- DAY

The wake. People coming and going. Kids dart around.
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INT. THE WAKE.

An anxious-looking Erin and Joe are mid intense whisper in 
the kitchen.

ERIN
Well, I don’t know what the hell we 
are going to do, Joe. I’m not going 
to let the shop close down.

JOE
I just said we have to lay low for 
a while. Now is not the time, Erin, 
in case that’s not blindingly 
obvious. 

ERIN
WE NEED THE MONEY--

They immediately cease as GRACE, Danny’s beautician-looking 
wife, swoops in to grab more food. We follow Grace out. 

There’s a strained air in the room. Whispers and looks.

REVEREND
We can take great comfort in the 
fact that Sue is in heaven now.

DOT
(nodding politely)

... Yes.

REVEREND
At peace. Reunited with her 
husband...

As the Reverend prattles on, a sudden vertigo grips Dot. 
Noises seem loud, jarring. An image flashes: everything is 
BLUISH GREEN. Something slow and swirling catches the light. 
Then just as suddenly as it appeared, the vision is gone.

REVEREND (CONT’D)
... all part of God’s divine plan.

DOT
Will you excuse me?

Dot, slightly shaken, rejoins Lottie on the couch. Birdie is 
standing close by with her stand-napping boyfriend. Danny 
hands Lottie A CONDOLENCE CARD. Inside is a series of swirls 
and two BIRD-LIKE CREATURES.
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LOTTIE
(reading, confused)

Who’s Phil?

DANNY
(smiling) 

Phil Shelton. He had to leave early-
- think it was a bit too much for 
him. He was in the hospital with 
Charlie. 

LOTTIE
Oh, I think I saw him leave. Must 
have taken a lot for him to even 
come.

DANNY
Sue kept visiting him even after 
your Uncle died.

LOTTIE
She never said anything.

DANNY
That was Sue. Always doing 
something for others and with no 
big fuss. Think some people have 
forgotten that.

BIRDIE
We should visit him. Sue would want 
us to.

Lottie nods, then--

LOTTIE
(to Danny)

That reporter said something about 
my Dad. 

DANNY
(calmly)

Oh? What did he say?

LOTTIE
I think he was insinuating 
something--

BIRDIE
Oh God. Incoming.

A Botoxed and taut MONEYED WOMAN approaches.
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MONEYED WOMAN
Charlotte, you poor dear. How very 
strange to have a memorial service 
without a body. I would have 
waited, but life is such a rush 
these days...(sigh) such a 
character, she made my daughter’s 
bridal quilt you know. Of course 
that’s before we knew what was 
happening. Terrible!
I only hope children learn from 
this-- you play with fire...

LOTTIE
(interrupting)

WHAT? What are you talking about?

MONEYED WOMAN
Oh well, I mean, she certainly 
didn’t deserve THAT, even if she 
was involved in something... 
nefarious.

We see Lottie’s famous temper flare. 

LOTTIE
You listen to me you plastic bag, 
you don’t know a fucking thing.

Swooping in--

ERIN.
OK! Thanks for coming.

 People stare as Erin leads the aghast woman away.

LOTTIE 
This is insufferable.

BIRDIE
They’re just here for the gossip.

DOT
Room full of rubberneckers.

LOTTIE
After all she did for them.
...I have to get out of here, you 
guys. I’m sorry. 

DOT
Not at all, sweetheart. Just come 
see me tomorrow... promise?
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LOTTIE
OK.

BIRDIE
And eat something will ya?

Dot, Birdie and Caitlin share a worried look.

Erin makes her way back through the emptying room. She 
notices Tuckwell watch Lottie leave. 

ERIN.
Not the best time to ask for a 
date, Neil.

TUCKWELL
Erin, no, I’m not... I mean, we  
beat that dead horse long enough. 
Doesn’t mean I don’t worry.

ERIN.
Look, I’m sorry I went off the 
other day there. I’m sure you can 
understand... nothing seems to make 
sense. 

TUCKWELL
Well, sadly you’d be surprised what 
comes out when these things happen.

ERIN.
Oh come on, you really think Sue 
was mixed up with something?

TUCKWELL
Maybe she didn’t mean to be, but 
clearly she was. This wasn’t 
random. They were looking for 
something specific.

Erin is starting to get hot, Dot approaches.

TUCKWELL (CONT’D)
(noticing Erin)

Now don’t get me wrong. I loved her 
too, but people make mistakes.

(uneasily)
There is something else.
A buddy at the Bureau says this 
will go Federal.
And we’ll be assigning you watch 
patrols.
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DOT
Why?

TUCKWELL
Tire tracks matched something in 
the database.

(beat)
But isn’t that good though? Help 
you feel safer?

It does not. McEvoy intervenes. 

MCEVOY
Neil, I think the ladies have had 
enough stress in the last week, 
don’t you?

ERIN.
Hold on, you think whoever did this 
wants to hurt us?

MCEVOY
Whoever did this is likely long 
gone; there’s far too much 
attention here now. I’m sure they 
are just being overly cautious. 
Please, try not to worry... it’s 
our job to do that for you. 
And if you’ll excuse us, I’ll say 
good night.

McEvoy leads Neil away.

ERIN
Well that was patronizing.

DOT
Maybe this is good? Surely things 
will go faster with more resources.

ERIN
Probably just want to wrap it up 
quick. I mean, they don’t care 
about us, or Sue. And if they are 
spending money on watch patrols, 
bet your ass it’s for a damn good 
reason. 

They look to each other as new anxiety swirls. 
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LATER

Dot’s apartment is quiet again, cleared of guests. Only the 
ladies, Joe, Danny and Grace remain. Caitlin, beet-red, 
wrestles with a stubborn cork.

JOE
Lovely service. Thought you lot 
would have had a pagan priestess or 
a Wiccan or something less 
traditional. 

DOT 
It was what Sue wanted. 

JOE
Well, I want a Viking funeral. Just 
put me in my boat and set fire to 
me when I’m gone.

ERIN
I’ll set fire to you now if you 
don’t ease up on the whiskey.

DANNY 
That old gossip Shelley Derent 
almost caught it from Lottie. You 
should have seen her face... like 
she was caught in a riptide.

POP! Caitlin releases the cork and steadies herself.

BIRDIE
Did you see her eat? Her face is so 
tight she looks like a tortoise.

DANNY
I mean, what do people think? Sue’s 
been slinging drugs down on the 
docks!? She never did a wrong thing 
in her life.

ERIN
Except stealing butter packets from 
The Sit‘N’Sip.

DANNY
Anyway, I’m the only drug dealer in 
our family-- blood pressure pills 
mostly. 

Grace snorts and smacks Danny a little too hard on the 
shoulder. Erin avoids Joe’s eye. The room gently falls back 
to quiet.
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DANNY (CONT’D)
This nonsense will clear up. 

ERIN
I won’t hold my breath.

CAITLIN
Erin, we don’t want to put that out 
into the Universe. We must BELIEVE 
this will be resolved, right Dot?

DOT
What do they say: belief is just a 
thought you keep thinking? Well, I 
THINK I am very tired of thinking.

The group is taken aback by Dot’s uncharacteristic response.

Raising his glass--

JOE
(slightly slurred)

It was Sue who first introduced me 
to Tennyson, not in person, 
obviously, but she’s the one got me 
interested in poetry.

ERIN
Oh, so it’s her fault is it?

JOE
Hush woman. Here goes, let me see 
if I remember...

(clears throat)
Sunset and evening star, and one 
clear call for me. And may there be 
no moaning of the bar, when I put 
out to sea... Um... Twilight and 
evening bell, and after that the 
dark. And may there be no sadness 
of farewell, when I embark...

(emotional now)
For tho' from out our bourne of 
Time and Place, the flood may bear 
me far. I hope to see my Pilot face 
to face, When I have crost the bar. 

(beat)
To our girl, Sue. God rest her.

ALL
To Sue.

DANNY
Well... I guess we should get going. 
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ERIN
Why don’t you come stay with us, 
just for a few days?

DOT
No, no. I’m fine. Go on.

Downstairs, Dot watches her guests as they drive off. Patrol 
cars follow each of them.

Alone again, she passes through the books turning off lights. 

INT. DOT’S APARTMENT - UPSTAIRS

Dot removes a wine glass from the shrine and then sits.

DOT
(whispering)

I call upon the white light of 
protection. The light surrounds... 

She stops. She struggles to speak through the emotion.

DOT (CONT'D)
Protects... goes within...

It’s no use. As she looks through tears, her gaze lingers on 
the crucifix-- a flush of anger as she turns away.

INT. DOT’S BEDROOM.

The cat hops on the bed and she turns out the light. Outside, 
we hear chimes under the howling wind. Uneasy, she clicks the 
light back on and locks the bedroom door. Back under the 
QUILT, she lays there, eyes open. No sleep tonight.

FADE OUT.

INT. LOTTIE’S HOUSEBOAT -- EARLY MORNING

In the pre-dawn light, a gently tapping sound opens Lottie’s 
eye. She bolts up into frame. At the window, staring in, a 
bird-- a Loon, fluttering on the roof outside. She approaches 
lightly but the bird flaps away.

EXT. LOTTIE’S HOUSEBOAT.

Lottie drinks her coffee outside, over the still water. She 
waves at a passing Coast Guard vessel.
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A smaller fishing boat approaches and slows. It’s Joe; Sean 
is sorting fishing line in the back. They both smile at her. 

JOE
Up early.

LOTTIE
(croaks)

Are you spying on me?

JOE
You sound terrible.

LOTTIE
You smell terrible.

Joe smiles.

JOE
Can’t sleep, eh?
Erin thinks you should come stay 
with us. Reckon she’s right.

LOTTIE
I don’t think I’m much company 
right now.

JOE
Never are.

She smiles.

LOTTIE
I’ll be OK-- just need something to 
knock me out.

Joe nods, keeping his opinions to himself. 

JOE
Some fresh air might help. Wanna 
come help us today? I won’t work 
you too hard. Promise.

SEAN
HA!

LOTTIE
Mm hmm. Fool me several dozen 
times... right Sean?

SEAN
No comment.
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JOE
Yeah, yeah, I’ll let you off today. 
The bar is whipped up something 
ferocious. Supermoon wreaking havoc-
- Coast Guard‘ll have their hands 
full.

(beat)
Sure you don’t want to come stay 
with us? 

LOTTIE
I think I want to be alone. Thanks.

Joe’s eyes motion to the cruiser next to her house.

JOE
Well, good luck with that. 

Lottie turns to see Donald the cop wave sheepishly.

As Joe motors off--

JOE (CONT’D)
I’m making your favorite tonight. 
Six o’clock. No arguments.

CUT TO:

EXT. LOTTIE’S HOUSEBOAT.

Lottie places the postcard in her running jacket, waves at 
Donald and smiles as she jogs. He pulls out, she fakes left, 
then hauls ass right through the woods. Thrown, Donald half 
gets out of the car as if he may follow on foot.

DONALD THE COP.
Shit!

(Yelling)
Alright. Meet you other side...

CUT TO:

INT. POLICE STATION.

Dot grips an official looking bag as she stares at the rain 
beading on the window. Tuckwell and McEvoy sit opposite her. 
The board behind them has a marked map of the Western United 
States and a blown-up Driver’s License photograph of a 
frazzled looking woman. 
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Looking to see if his previous words reached Dot--

MCEVOY
Dorothy?

DOT
Sorry. No. No prescriptions that 
I’m aware of. Sue hated 
pharmaceuticals, but Danny would 
know more than I. Why?

MCEVOY
Well... no reason.

DOT
I’m not such a dithery old woman, 
Jim.

MCEVOY
OK. We found traces of MDMA.

A beat.

DOT
Am I supposed to know what that is?

TUCKWELL
It’s a drug. It’s street name is 
Ecstasy?

Dot stifles a laugh. Her own reaction a surprise.

DOT
You’re sure? Ecstasy?

MCEVOY
And you should know that federal 
agents will be arriving in a few 
days. They have ordered Sue’s body 
for further autopsy-- don’t trust 
us yokels, I guess. Anyway, it may 
be another week before we can 
release her body.

DOT
(upset)

Another week. We were hoping to be 
able to start to put this behind 
us.

MCEVOY
I understand. I’m sorry. 
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Frustrated, tears appear as Dot looks back to the rain on the 
window.  

The blue-green of water and grey sky mix and FLASH-- that 
image again, this time slightly different: the murky light, a 
curl of HAIR. Muffled sounds

A KNOCK at the door snaps her out of it. In walks Lottie.

TUCKWELL
Hey, Lot--

LOTTIE
(accusing)

What’s going on?

DOT
It’s OK dear. I told them to let me 
pick up your Aunt’s personal items.

TUCKWELL
We thought we would spare you.

LOTTIE
Well did you think that maybe you 
should spare her, too?

(to Dot)
You OK?

Dot gathers herself.

DOT
Yes, yes. I will be fine, dear. 
Don’t you worry. Now I must get 
back. I will see you this evening.

The moment Dot leaves, Lottie whips around.

LOTTIE
You have to be careful with her... 
she’s fragile. 

MCEVOY
Lottie, I hear you, but Dorothy 
knew your Aunt better than anyone. 
That makes her invaluable right 
now. We are being delicate.

(beat)
You wanted to speak with us?

LOTTIE
Here. Arrived the day after she 
died... it’s the last I heard from 
her.
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Tuckwell places the postcard into an clear bag without 
looking at her.

MCEVOY
Very helpful. Thank you.

LOTTIE
Wait? Will I get it back?

Tuckwell picks this moment to duck away. She watches it go.

MCEVOY
I will try.

Leaving, she motions out the door to Donald.

LOTTIE
And can you call off Inspector 
Clouseau? He’s driving me nuts. 

MCEVOY
(a lie)

Of course.

EXT. MAIN STREET - LATER

The Short Man, normal but for a few yellowed bruises watches 
Lottie wave in to the bookstore and then jog away.

INT. LIGHTHOUSE BOOKS

Erin serves a customer as an exhausted Dot sits behind the 
counter. Sue’s belongings still on her lap. Birdie appears 
from the stacks as the phone rings.

ERIN
Lighthouse Books.

BRIAN THE BANK MANAGER (O.S.)
Hi, Erin. It’s Brian at First 
Union. Is Dorothy available?

Erin covers the mouthpiece and leans to Dot.

ERIN
(whispers)

Bank. Again.

Dot tenses. Shakes her head. 
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ERIN (CONT’D)
(into phone)

Let me see if I can find her. Hold 
on.

Dot opens the register, sighs, quickly closes it again. The 
Frustrated Woman from the meditation group enters the store. 
Dot’s stress is rising. 

After several seconds Erin picks the phone back up.

ERIN.
Brian, she’s leading an ecstatic 
chanting workshop. I’ll have her 
call you back.

BRIAN (O.S)
OK. It’s important. PLEASE let her 
know her account has been 
temporarily frozen, pending a 
review. 

Erin shields Dot from the call.

ERIN
(sotto)

Did we bounce a check or something? 

BRIAN (O.S.)
Uh, no, actually, quite the 
opposite. There was a deposit via a 
third party wire transfer this 
week. It was... sizeable. We really 
need to have you come in first 
thing Monday. I’m sorry, I know 
you’ve got a lot to deal with right 
now--

ERIN
It’s fine. We’ll be there. Bye.

DOT
What do they want now? Blood?

Erin looks to her exhausted friend, still holding Sue’s 
belongings. She can’t tell her right now.

ERIN
Oh, the usual. Don’t worry.

Dot Turns to Birdie.
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DOT
(whispered)

Would you mind depositing whatever 
is in the register tonight? I 
suppose we must attempt to keep the 
wolves from the door.

BIRDIE
Of course.

Caitlin enters carrying a local news paper. She holds up the 
headline: MURDERED LOCAL WOMAN BRINGS DRUG WAR TO ASTORIA.

CAITLIN
Did you see? It’s awful.

ERIN
It’s slanderous.

Dot feels like she’s been punched in the gut.

CAITLIN
Oh Dot, you look dreadful, are you 
OK? Sorry, I hope that wasn’t rude?

DOT
Oh, no dear. I’m fine-- just 
finding it hard to sleep I suppose. 

CAITLIN
How about we go meditate? 

DOT
What? Oh no... no. 

CAITLIN
We could just go up now. Or a tea? 
And there must be some great books? 
Actually it was you who suggested I 
read this when I was in the throes 
of my divorce... where is it...

DOT
(snaps)

STOP Caitlin!

The ladies all stop and look at Dot. A beat.

DOT (CONT’D)
A tea. Yes. Thank you.

Caitlin starts the tea, tail between her legs. Erin gives Dot 
a checking look.
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DOT (CONT’D)
I know. I’m sorry.

ERIN
Don’t say it to me.

FRUSTRATED WOMAN
Dot, when can we expect Dharma 
group to start again?

Suddenly-- BOOM! The Postman crashes in and drops a box.

Dot leaps out of her skin.

POSTMAN
Whoops-- that’s why I don’t deliver 
babies.

As she signs, Dot’s hands are shaking. 

FRUSTRATED WOMAN
Hello? I really need it. I was 
having a perfectly good day, 
putting out positivity and all 
that, and then Mr. Asshole 
pocketdialed me. He was with HER. 
At the pound. 

(proclaiming)
THEY’RE GETTING A FUCKING DOG! HA! 
Ten years I begged him for a dog. I 
bet he didn’t even pocket dial me--

DOT
Oh Jesus! Shut up. SHUT UP!

Erin sits Dot down in her chair.

ERIN
(soothing)

You’re fine. Everything’s fine.

FRUSTRATED WOMAN
Well, I’m not fine! She attacked 
me. What about me?

Birdie proclaims to the staring customers--

BIRDIE
Shop’s closed. Out. Right now.

FRUSTRATED WOMAN
Outrageous. This... oh! I’ll do a 
Yelp about this.
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BIRDIE
OK, good luck figuring that out.

Customers grumble and sulk out. 

Alone now, the ladies encircle Dot.

DOT
I don’t know what to do. Everyday 
this feeling of helplessness. And 
it only seems to increase.  

BIRDIE
We’re all a little jumpy. The cops 
outside--

DOT
Why did this happen? TELL ME? I 
just can’t rectify any of it. My 
whole life, all of the effort I’ve 
expended. The faith-- the belief in 
goodness... for nothing!

ERIN
(worried)

Why don’t you come stay with us?

DOT
For how long? I can’t stay forever.
No, I am not meek!... But this 
fear. It has seeped into my bones. 

(beat)
So do I sit here waiting for more 
horror. Do I hide? This was brought 
to our HOME? To SUE.
Where is there to go?

Dot is trembling with anger.

ERIN
What do you need? Do you want to 
talk with someone...

DOT
NO! 

ERIN.
A retreat?

CAITLIN
Some peace and quiet.
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DOT
I don’t want a fucking retreat and
I DON’T want to TALK. 

ERIN
WHAT THEN? You’re scared but you 
won’t stay with us? You won’t let 
us in and you won’t talk to anyone. 
You are literally SURROUNDED by 
books that can help you, books we 
have amassed over two decades 
specifically to help people... but 
you won’t so much as pick one up.

Dot picks up a book called “The Spiritual Path” and tosses 
it. The group is stunned.

DOT
(furious)

Because it’s a fucking LIE! 
I have wasted my entire life on a 
lie. There is no plan. No control. 
It’s just violent chaos. This is 
all SHIT!

ERIN
Oh great. What shall we do then? 
How do we fix this? Throw all this 
“shit” away and close up the shop? 
Burn them? You want to go buy some 
guns? 

DOT
Don’t be ridiculous.

ERIN
Go catch these fuckers?

DOT
Don’t mock me, Erin.

ERIN
(Yelling)

YOU WANNA GO FUCK ‘EM UP? 
HUH?

DOT
I want SOMETHING to happen-- YES!

ERIN
What about all your years of 
practice? What have you been 
telling all of us? 

(MORE)
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Come on, hon, you’ve been through 
tough times before. You must know 
This WILL Pass, Dot. PLEASE, Don’t 
abandon your faith at...

DOT
(yelling)

Abandon my FAITH? It abandoned ME.
(beat)

I believed. But I have been... 
wrong. AND I AM SO FUCKING ANGRY. 
So, yeah. I need some kind of 
action. Some GOD-DAMN ANSWERS FOR 
ONCE!

Dot hurls her tea cup to smash it, instead it hits the 
hanging DECORATIVE QUILT, instantly rebounds, and donks 
unbroken to the floor.

After a stunned silence.

ERIN
Well that was rather unsatisfying.

A smile crosses Dot’s mouth. 

DOT
(laughing)

Oh god. Oh god, I’m sorry.

Laughter. The tension is broken. 

DOT (CONT’D)
I just don’t know what to do. Sue 
was always the one with the plan. 
She would know. What should we do?

ERIN
Oh we all know what Sue would do. 
She would have been the first to 
get involved.

BIRDIE
It couldn’t hurt to ask some 
questions, right? 

CAITLIN
Yes, we could help the police.

ERIN
Fuck the cops.

They all look at Erin.

ERIN (CONT'D)
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ERIN (CONT’D)
Oh alright, I know, they’re not all 
bad. I just don’t believe they 
always want to uncover the truth. 
And they certainly don’t want OUR 
help.

DOT
But Caitlin is right. They asked if 
we have any information, and I’m 
sure we do, we just need to 
REMEMBER it-- or lend a hand. 
Yes, I think I need to help... to 
participate in some way. Something 
to make me feel less powerless in 
all of this. 

Dot’s exhaustion takes hold. The tears are back. Erin puts an 
arm around her friend.

DOT (CONT’D)
(softer now)

She’s gone, Erin. She’s not coming 
back.

Erin squeezes her. They wipe their tears.

ERIN
I know. 

CAITLIN
You don’t think it’s dangerous to 
poke our noses in?

DOT
It feels more dangerous to my 
diminishing sanity to do nothing. 

ERIN
Might already be too late, you 
crazy old bag.

DOT
I’ll call Lottie. Maybe we can 
figure out how to speak with that 
older gentleman who left the card.

Birdie holds up her phone--

BIRDIE
Here. 

They look at Birdie, surprised. 
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BIRDIE (CONT’D)
What? Lottie’s way ahead of you. 
She knows his caregiver. 

DOT 
Well, we should pay our respects. 
But how can we speak with him 
without the Police being alerted?

ERIN.
We’ll sneak out the back.

CAITLIN
Door’s stuck again.

ERIN.
Well, out the front then. We’ll 
create a distraction.

BIRDIE
Or you can pretend to go to lunch 
and then just sneak out the back.

CAITLIN
HELLO the door is STUCK.

BIRDIE
OF THE SIT’N’SIPS. Their back door, 
you ding dong.

They look out to the watch cop, busy eating a huge sandwich.

DOT
Well I hate to be deceitful but it 
does seem like less trouble this 
way. For them, I mean.

ERIN
Yeah, we wouldn’t want to distract 
them from their frantic search.

The cop waves. The ladies wave back.

CUT TO:

LOTTIE’S HOUSEBOAT. BEDROOM.

We hear the fisherman’s forecast -- high waves at the bar. 
Lottie turns off the radio. No visitors. No patrol. Alone in 
the quiet, we see how isolated her life is. Two pills are 
shaken out and swallowed. She looks at a photo of Sue as she 
curls under the quilt.
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INT. LIGHTHOUSE BOOKS

Dot is in her coat, hiding beside the cracked door, sneaking 
glances out to the patrol car. Birdie comes up behind her.

BIRDIE
They watch you...

Dot jumps.

BIRDIE (CONT’D)
Not the other way around. 

DOT
I know THAT. Goodness, you’d think 
we were the criminals. 
OKAY. I should go. 

BIRDIE
Or keep leering out through the 
open door, all hunched over; it 
totally doesn’t look suspicious or 
anything.

Dot straightens up. Caitlin nods and they step out.

DOT
I should not be long, dear.

BIRDIE
(dramatic)

I’ll cover for you.

INT. SIT‘N’SIP - LATER

A homey diner-style restaurant by the water, good pie and 
blue-plate specials.

Erin, Dot and Caitlin make a point of sitting in the window. 
After a few moments Erin and Dot slip out of the booth and 
head to the restroom. Caitlin notices the butter packet on 
the table and smiles. The waitress girds herself.

WAITRESS
Oh... you.

CAITLIN
Hello again. I’d just like a coffee 
please. Three coffees. Please.

WAITRESS
Three coffees?
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CAITLIN
Dot and Erin are here. Well, they 
will be. They went to the restroom 
and will be right back.

WAITRESS
Doesn’t Dot want tea?

CAITLIN
Yes, she does. You’re right. 

WAITRESS
And I suppose you want something 
added or different? Soy or pumpkin 
or sumthin’. 

CAITLIN
Just normal coffee. With Soy. Thank 
you.

WAITRESS
(surprised by the ease)

That’s it?

CAITLIN
Yes.

The waitress hesitates, sure of a coming special request. As 
she walks away--

CAITLIN (CONT’D)
Actually, can mine be half-caff?

The waitress ignores her. Caitlin pockets a butter packet.

McEvoy sits undetected as the restroom door opens and first 
Erin, then Dot slip out the back door. Through the window he 
watches them clamber into Joe’s huge truck and drive off.

EXT. PHIL SHELTON’S HOUSE - LATER.

Dot notices one of Sue’s WIND CHIMES as Erin uses the tiny 
door knocker. As she knocks, the handle breaks clean off. 
There’s shuffling from inside as the gaunt figure of PHIL 
SHELTON appears dressed in an old suit with a bathrobe over 
it. He has a poorly attached BLOODY BAND-AID on his hand.

DOT
Hi, Mr. Shelton, we talked on the 
phone. I’m Dot Clatsop and this is 
my good friend Erin McEnry. We are 
Sue French’s friends.
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PHIL
Oh, yes. Please come in. 

ERIN
Oh, sorry I... here...

Erin hands the door knocker handle to Phil, who reacts as if 
it were a gift.

PHIL
OH! THANK YOU!

They navigate through a cleared path into the rundown home. 
Phil pulls Erin close and hugs her, then reaches for Dot too. 

Piles of unopened mail are stacked next to the door. Piles of 
everything else line the hallway. 

CUT TO:

INT. PHIL SHELTON’S HOUSE. LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Phil removes a dusty SUITCASE from a filthy love-seat and 
pats the cushion, smiling at the dust. 

PHIL
Be right back. I’ve made coffee.

On a table by Phil’s chair is a BREAD KNIFE on top of the 
paper, binoculars, a ZIPLOC BAG and a weekly pill dispenser.

He’s back with a tray of coffee poured into small dirty cups-- 
which they will now have to drink. 

Phil sits and stares at the fire, smiling a little oddly. 
Erin notices that his pupils are very dilated.

PHIL (CONT’D)
Forgive me but I feel like I know 
you... so many stories. 

He shakes his head and pops in a piece of gum, chews 
energetically for a moment, then spits it out. 

He covers his bouncing legs with a quilt Sue made, there are 
patches of birds and ships. 

ERIN
Mr. Shelton...

PHIL
Phil, please.
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Nodding to the local newspaper--

ERIN
Phil, I’m sure you’re aware of the 
rumors, but it is very important to 
us to find out what really 
happened. The truth. Sue deserves 
that. I think we all do.

PHIL
Yes, she does.

DOT
How did you come to know Sue? Was 
it through Charlie?

PHIL
Oh yes. We were in treatment at the 
same time. Yes. He died, you know. 
She promised to visit me.

ERIN
She told you about her travels?

PHIL
(uneasy)

Oh... yes. A little.

DOT
Is there anything you can tell us? 
Did she mention where she had been? 
Names of people or places? 

PHIL
No. No... but she had some 
friends... don’t remember names. 
No, they disappear.

He pops the gum back in.

DOT
How about the last time you saw 
her?

Phil spits out the gum.

PHIL
Oh, not much to say. She was in a 
rush yes. 

(beat)
How nice to stop by. It gets lonely 
here. She was lonely too... lonely.
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ERIN.
(Nudging him back)

So, she would come visit on her way 
in and out of town?

PHIL
Sister Snowbird. She liked to go 
before the rain.  
She would make sure I had things I 
needed.

(struggling to remember)
I’m sorry the chemo makes me 
forgetful. No more for me though. 
No, no. No more. Almost time.

DOT
We’re sorry to hear that.

PHIL
Oh, we all must go. 

ERIN
You said she was in a rush? 

PHIL
Yes! Swoosh, swoosh!

Phil watches his hands as they twirl in the air.

DOT
Was she meeting someone in 
particular?

PHIL
She had to see her friends. She had 
an appointment with the Doctor. She 
had to visit the ship.

He smiles at a DRAWING of an old ship.

ERIN
OK.

PHIL
She sent me this some time ago.

He taps a postcard on the table. Erin notices the bloody band-
aid. Phil pulls away his hand, self-conscious. 

PHIL (CONT’D)
She would listen to me. I get  
scared sometimes. I don’t believe 
in heaven, you see. No, no, not 
anymore. 

(MORE)
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People don’t like to talk death to 
the dying but she wasn’t afraid. 
She went first. She would have 
thought that funny.

(beat)
She came to me, she told me it will 
be OK. 

Dot picks up the postcard of a bird: a Roadrunner. There’s a 
postmark from Madrid, NM.

DOT
Did you hear from her recently? A 
phone call. Another postcard?

PHIL
(hesitates)

Yes. A letter. Said she was on her 
way home. OH! Big stories to share. 

ERIN
May we see it?

PHIL
Oh... uh...

DOT 
Or just the envelope? We wouldn’t 
want to intrude. Maybe there is an 
address or a postmark.

PHIL
(hesitates)

Recycled it... yes.

Erin stares at him, sitting amongst the piles of paper. Dot 
is more polite, but obviously he’s lying. 

Dot’s eyes creep to the fire-- remnants of cardboard and 
tape: A BOX. She pieces his hand and the breadknife together; 
why a box not an envelope?

DOT
That’s too bad. 

PHIL
(truly)

I’m sorry. I’d like to help. 

DOT
I know. 

Phil is torn. 

PHIL (CONT’D)
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DOT (CONT’D)
Well, thank you. We will let you 
get on. We’ll see ourselves out.

Dot stands, touches his shoulder.

Erin politely chugs the last of her coffee, grimaces and 
follows Dot.

DOT (CONT’D)
I think I may have an excellent 
book on birds of the Oregon Coast. 
I would very much like to bring it 
by.

PHIL
Thank you. Thank you. I like birds, 
you see. Yes. They tell us things.

DOT
Well, I’m not superstitious.

Dot seems suddenly colder. Phil seems to shrink. 

ERIN
Goodbye, Phil. Now you know where 
we are; you can always call us if 
you need anything, or remember 
something. Don’t be a stranger.

Phil grabs Erin for a long hug. He looks into Dot’s eyes. 

PHIL
I will show you. It will be OK.

ERIN
(patting)

OK. Alright.... OK. There we go.

Erin pries herself free and out of the door, leaving Dot who 
quickly places it like a shield between herself and Phil.

DOT
Well, goodbye.

PHIL
(disappointed)

Oh... yes.
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INT. JOE’S TRUCK - MOMENTS LATER

As Erin starts the car, Dot turns to look at Phil’s house, 
she watches the blinds move and his hand waving goodbye.

ERIN
Don’t give up on me OK? I know 
things are bad right now, but I 
need you to believe they will get 
better. 

DOT
OK.

As the huge truck drives away Erin’s phone rings.

ERIN
Oh crap.

(cheerfully)
Hi, hon!... Yes, I borrowed it, 
I’ll be there in ten and I’ll help 
you unload the boat... Oh calm 
down. You said three o’clock. It’s 
not even 2:30.

As they pass a street we see Tuckwell parked a ways down.

CUT TO:

INT. POLICE STATION - LATER

Neil appears at McEvoy’s desk.

MCEVOY
Well?

TUCKWELL
You were right. Subterfuge.

MCEVOY
Thank you.

TUCKWELL
So?

MCEVOY
Tenant’s name is Philip Shelton. No 
record. Decorated Veteran. Navy. 
He’s supposed to check in to 
hospice next week. Lung cancer.

TUCKWELL
Why sneak off to meet him?
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MCEVOY
That I do not know, but my gut says 
they are snooping.

TUCKWELL
Well your gut is definitely a force 
to be reckoned with.

MCEVOY
Indeed it is. 

CUT TO:

INT. LIGHTHOUSE BOOKS - EVENING

The fog has diffused the streetlights to floating orbs. The 
predictable sweep of the lighthouse beam passes, making 
shadows outside leap large onto the glass. The ladies are 
closing up.

DOT
A real pea-souper out there. Maybe 
she’s having a hard time seeing the 
road. Caitlin, can you call Lottie 
for me dear? Tell her just to go 
straight to Erin’s.

CAITLIN
Sure.

ERIN
OK, ready? Joe’s got a bottle open 
for us. And you’re staying with us 
tonight. No arguments. I’ve enough 
damn stubbornness to deal with, and 
you need to rest. 

Dot waves off Erin’s comments.

DOT
Girls will you be OK?

CAITLIN
Yes, yes. Go. Relax.

Dot and Erin walk out and vanish in the fog. 

BIRDIE
Shoot, I almost forgot, I need to 
run to the bank. You alright 
locking up?
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CAITLIN
Of course. See you tomorrow.. 

Halfway out the door--

BIRDIE
(yells)

Stay out of the Kama Sutra section, 
perv.

CAITLIN
Shh! Stop it!

Caitlin goes to lock the door, her head bowed sorting keys. 
As she looks up-- CLANG!

The Thin Man enters.

CAITLIN (CONT’D)
Oh Ffff! Sorry. You gave me a 
start. We’re just about to close.

THIN MAN
Please? A gift for my wife.

Caitlin notices-- no ring. Her eyes search for the Police car 
but the fog is too thick. It’s probably fine.

THIN MAN (CONT’D)
Nice place... yours?

Thankfully, the phone rings.

CAITLIN
Uh... no. Excuse me.

She goes to the counter. The man heads toward the back.

DET. MCEVOY (O.S.)
Caitlin. Jim McEvoy. May I speak 
with Dorothy or Erin?

CAITLIN
Oh they’re not here right now. 
Detective... Jim.

We see the Thin Man is listening.

MCEVOY (O.S.)
(facetious)

Oh really? How strange. When you do 
see them, have them call me.

Caitlin is distracted by the man.
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MCEVOY (O.S.) (CONT’D) 
Caitlin?

CAITLIN
Yes, oh yes. Yes.

MCEVOY (O.S.)
Good night.

CAITLIN
(Pretending)

OK. See you shortly Detective.

The man approaches from behind. As she puts down the phone--

THIN MAN
Thanks.

He swings past and out the door.

After a beat--

CAITLIN
Creepazoid.

Caitlin waits all of one second before running to lock up. 
The man has disappeared, swallowed into the fog. 

She lights some sage and wafts it in the man’s wake. Caitlin 
walks to the back and shuts off the lights, then-- THUD.

A noise at the back door. Caitlin freezes.

THUD then-- BOOM!

The back door is shouldered open!

CAITLIN (CONT’D)
AHHH!

BIRDIE
ARGGHHH!

CAITLIN
WHAT THE... CRAP!

BIRDIE
WHY ARE YOU STILL HERE? 

CAITLIN
Why are YOU coming in the back 
DOOR?  
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BIRDIE
It’s where I fucking PARK. 
(Beat) 
The bank was shut-- I didn’t want 
to walk around with the cash.

Birdie rubs her shoulder.

BIRDIE (CONT’D)
Jeez! We have to fix that door. 

Caitlin is still holding her chest.

BIRDIE (CONT’D)
Oh, you’re fine.

Birdie grabs a bottle of wine from the counter and wiggles it 
at Caitlin, who promptly forgets she’s having a heart attack.

BIRDIE (CONT’D)
Mm hmm. Thought so.

EXT. PHIL SHELTON’S HOUSE --EVENING

The lights are off and the sun has almost set. Neil rings the 
doorbell and knocks but no answer. He yells through the door.

TUCKWELL
Mr. Shelton? 

They walk around back, through branches. Neil pauses-- the 
back door is open.

Guns are drawn.

Jim assumes the cover position, Neil pivots into the messy 
house with weapon pointed. Jim quickly follows.

MCEVOY
(calling out)

Astoria PD.!

They creep further.

MCEVOY (CONT’D)
Mr. Shelton?

EXT. WINESTORE/INT. ERIN’S CAR.

The huge moon hangs unnoticed by Dot. Blinking neons draw her 
eye back to the fluorescent glow of the store, and Erin 
talking with the cashier. The phone is to Dot’s ear. 
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LOTTIE’S VOICEMAIL
Hey this is Lot, leave it.

BEEP--

DOT
(anxious)

Charlotte, please call me back. 

Erin exits triumphant, holding aloft a bag of wine bottles. 

Opening the door--

ERIN.
Just to be safe, I got two more. 
You OK?

DOT
(agitated)

Erin, we have to go to Lottie’s. 
She still hasn’t called. 
Something’s wrong. I have a 
terrible feeling.

ERIN.
OK. OK. I’m sure she’s fine.

DOT
Go! Please!

EXT. LOTTIE’S HOUSEBOAT 

The fog is lifting. The wind has picked up and clouds race 
across the moon. An owl hoots. 

INT. LOTTIE’S HOUSEBOAT - CONTINUOUS.

We hear the wind chimes and then the sound of a small boat. 
Its wake laps at the house. The phone in her running jacket 
vibrates, waking Lottie. It’s dark. She’s groggy, disoriented 
and then we hear it-- footsteps on the dock. She looks out-- 
no sign of the cops. 

Then, the patio door slides open.

She recoils. Where the fuck is her phone? She grabs a 
baseball bat from the closet. A deep breath, then out on the 
landing. 

CUT TO:
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EXT. LOTTIE’S HOUSEBOAT

Donald parks his police cruiser, delicately closes the car 
door and tip-toes to the woods. In his urgency to take a 
leak, he doesn't notice The Short Man deftly duck behind a 
tree. 

INT. LOTTIE’S HOUSEBOAT.

Downstairs cabinets are being ripped open. 

A MAN’S VOICE (O.S.)
(Frustrated)

OH FUCK, PLEASE?

Bat raised, Lottie creeps down the stairs when one sings out 
a creak.

The noises cease. A figure dressed in black, face covered by 
a mask, backs up against the wall. His eyes are nervous-- 
young. 

She reaches the bottom step, spins into the kitchen, ready to 
swing the bat. The figure darts past, she swings but misses. 
He pushes her down and runs out, slamming the door behind 
him. 

Lottie rips open the door and gives chase.

EXT. LOTTIE’S HOUSEBOAT DOCK - CONTINUOUS

LOTTIE
(screaming)

STOP!

She swings hard. He dodges. She swings again and-- BAM! She 
makes contact. As she pulls to swing again--

FIGURE
Stop, stop!

He grimaces and we see that snaggletooth. 

LOTIE
(stunned)

SEAN? 

SEAN
Lottie, I--

LOTTIE
What the--
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SEAN
(forceful)

LISTEN TO ME--

BOOM! A shot smashes the dock light right next to them. Sean 
throws her forward and out of the way, then takes off 
running. Lottie’s head SMACKS a post before she hits the 
dock.

BOOM! BOOM! More shots follow Sean.

Dizzy, ears ringing, head bleeding, Lottie stands and grabs 
for something steady.

Erin and Dot appear on the gravel drive to see a figure 
(Sean) running on the dock.

Donald crashes out of the woods.

DONALD THE COP
STOP! POLICE!

He radios for backup.

Lottie is losing consciousness. She lurches forward, her hand 
misses the railing. It all goes black and she drops head 
first into the water. Sinking quickly. 

Sean stops, hesitates like he may go back. 

DOT
LOTTIE! 

Dot and Erin charge down the drive.

The Short Man looks down to the dock, the cop and the ladies, 
considering. So many choices. He fires off another round at 
Sean, who dives for his boat. 

Donald sprints down to the dock, weapon drawn. He is close 
behind the figure (Sean).

DONALD THE COP
FREEZE, POLICE!

BOOM!

The Short Man fires at Sean again, but Donald goes down, 
yelling in PAIN. The Short Man re-aims now, this time towards 
Dot and Erin. 

BOOM! 

51.



Dot and Erin throw themselves down but quickly jump up and 
run to the water.

McEvoy’s police car rips down the drive.

Tuckwell dives out and sprints down to the ladies. McEvoy 
jumps put and--

MCEVOY
POLICE!

BOOM! BOOM!

McEvoy fires at the fleeing boat.

The Short Man fires at the ladies again. McEvoy returns fire 
to the Short Man, who’s somewhere in the woods.

Tuckwell dives for cover as Dot and Erin leap into the dark 
water.

Headlights pierce through the trees as the Short Man’s car 
spins stones up the drive. He’s getting away as well.

McEvoy has to choose: Pursue the Short Man or aid his fallen 
comrade. He holsters his weapon and runs towards Donald. 

Dot and Erin surface and dive again for Lottie. 

It’s no use. The dark water is impenetrable. Then, from 
above, Tuckwell’s flashlight beam illuminates the blue green 
water and Dot sees it-- Lottie’s hair swirling, catching the 
light. Dot dives down. Erin dives to help yank them both up. 
As they surface, gasping, Erin clambers up the dock and 
starts to heave Lottie up. Tuckwell helps, but Erin pushes 
him off to listen to her chest. She quickly positions 
Lottie’s head for CPR.

Lottie gasps a breath and then pukes. 

ERIN
Oh thank God.

DOT
It’s OK, Lottie. It’s OK.

Lottie touches at her head, barely conscious.

TUCKWELL
Lottie?

LOTTIE
Ow!
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McEvoy approaches Donald, writhing in pain, holding his leg. 
McEvoy gives him a once over, shakes his head and talks to 
dispatch.

MCEVOY
Nevermind, he’s fine. Twisted 
ankle. 

DONALD.
I think it’s broken.

MCEVOY
(sarcastic)

Oh no! Well, perhaps the ladies 
will be kind enough to carry you.

Erin and Dot look to each other. 

DOT
Good thing you got those extra 
bottles. I need a fucking drink!

ERIN
No fucking shit. I need a 
motherfucking drink.

LOTTIE
(croaks)

Fuck yeah!

MCEVOY
(uncomfortable)

Well... indeed. Fuck.

The women laugh, relieved. Sprawled on the dock. Dot looks 
back to the water, remembering what she saw. 

McEvoy reports the fleeing boat and the Short Man’s vehicle--

CUT TO:

THE WINDING COASTAL ROAD

As we hear McEvoy’s description we see the speeding car stop 
and The Tall Man get in. We watch it cross the long bridge to 
Washington State. The huge moon illuminating its path. 

FADE TO BLACK:
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EXT. HOSPITAL -- MORNING

Dot and Erin walk with a a cleaned-up Lottie. She seems fine 
except for some stitches and the shiner. 

CUT TO:

INT. MCEVOY’S CAR.

Dot, Erin and Lottie are crammed in the back. Tuckwell hands 
a tired looking McEvoy a coffee.

MCEVOY
We found the hull beached at Cape 
Disappointment-- Joe’s boat must 
have got ripped apart in the bar. I 
dare say what’s left of it will 
wash up at some point... always 
seem to appear when you forget 
about them. 

LOTTIE
What about Sean? Is he... was he 
there?

MCEVOY
Well, the Guard are still 
searching... but if they haven’t 
found him by now, it’s doubtful 
they will.

ERIN
It’s so sad.

DOT 
I still can’t believe it.

ERIN
He’s known Lottie his whole life. 
It doesn’t add up. And Joe’s never 
even let him pilot the bar; he 
would know not to risk it in that 
thing! 

MCEVOY
Well, he must have been scared 
enough to think that it was his 
only option.

ERIN
But why the hell would he hurt 
Lottie?
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LOTTIE
He didn’t mean to. 

TUCKWELL
You give yourself that shiner?

LOTTIE
(annoyed)

He pushed me so that I didn’t get 
shot, Neil. And I banged my head.
(To the group)
Look, he was there when Joe and I 
made plans for dinner. He obviously 
thought I was out.

TUCKWELL
Yeah, and then he BROKE INTO YOUR 
HOUSE! I wouldn’t be so quick to 
make excuses for him, no matter how 
cute you think he is. Or was.

Lottie ignores Neil.

DOT
Such a waste. His whole life ahead 
of him. 

ERIN
He made a terrible mistake. 

MCEVOY
Well good people don’t make those 
kinds of “mistakes”. 

Dot takes this personally. Is he also referring to Sue? 

TUCKWELL
My guess is he was using again.

MCEVOY 
Maybe. I don’t know... it does seem 
that he was somehow caught up in 
this, but to what end? Whoever took 
off in that car certainly wanted to 
keep him quiet.  

(beat)
Now. As for you all. I’m sure 
you’re relieved to know there will 
now be an around-the-clock watch. I 
trust you will allow us to protect 
you without further evasion? 

The ladies avoid Jim’s eyes in the mirror.
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MCEVOY (CONT’D)
Huh? NO MORE SNOOPING. This is not 
a game. These people are obviously 
dangerous. 

Nothing.

MCEVOY (CONT’D)
Do we have an agreement?

LADIES
(lying)

Yes.

But something is different. A confidence.

ERIN
We understand. Thank you.

As they drive along, Sue’s house appears on the hill. Dot’s 
eyes immediately veer out to sea. Lottie seizes the moment.

LOTTIE
Hey, pull over... please. I need to 
get something.

MCEVOY
We can’t. It’s still sealed.

LOTTIE
It’s just a photo. Please? I gave 
you the postcard.

Tuckwell looks to McEvoy to do him the favor.

Up the sharp drive, Dot finally faces the house. Erin pulls 
down the tape and sits on the porch steps. Beneath her on the 
ground, a feather. She picks it up, then closes her eyes. 
Lottie approaches the door, followed by a determined Dot.

MCEVOY
Two minutes. 

INT. SUE’S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

The house is spotless. Cold. Dark. Dot looks down to where 
the rug had been. This is where it happened. 

Lottie’s eyes find the desert painting, similar to the 
postcard from her Aunt. 

INT. KITCHEN 
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Dot smiles at the memories until she notices a gap where one 
particular photograph had been. The picture of the GROUP OF 
LADIES is missing.

UPSTAIRS

They walk into Sue’s bedroom with purpose. Lottie kneels and 
shimmies up the floorboard, lifts out and opens the box. 

LOTTIE
She had me put anything important 
here. I doubted the cops would find 
it. 

Lottie grabs the WOVEN BAG and removes a small PATCHWORK 
QUILT. She unfolds it to find a ZIPLOC BAG stashed inside, 
holding a large wad of CASH, the Winnebago key, and a pack of 
matches with the logo of TWO ARROWS on the cover. 

LOTTIE (CONT’D)
The arrows.... the postcard!

Lottie turns over the pack. It reads, “Twin Arrows Casino 
Resort, NM." 

The front door opens--

TUCKWELL(O.S.)
Ladies? Sorry, we have to go now.

At the bottom of the bag is a BAGGIE with some pills.

Tuckwell’s shoes are on the stairs. Quickly Lottie throws the 
patchwork quilt into Dot’s purse.

TUCKWELL (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Ladies?

Cash in one hand, key in the other, Dot looks to the photo of 
a young Sue and Charlie.

DOT
Oh Sue. What did you get us into? 

THE END
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