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TEASER

FADE IN:

EXT. ARCHES NATIONAL PARK - UTAH - DAY3 3

ESTABLISHING.

Red dirt, wide blue sky, rock formations rising up out of the 
earth like the bones of some huge and ancient thing. 

A big 70s-style Camper is parked in the scrub brush. Beneath 
the dust, it’s painted entirely with psychedelic designs.

EXT. ESAU’S CAMPER - DAY4 4

The door hangs open. A RADIO CROONS from inside, staticky.

Outside the Camper: TALIA “TALLY” SHERMAN (30, high energy, 
brilliant workaholic under different circumstances).

She’s wearing a bra, pink plastic sunglasses, and booty 
shorts with “DADDY’S LITTLE GIRL” on the butt in rhinestones. 
No shoes. Her head is shaved messily.

She is drawing in the dirt with a stick. Curving lines.

FOR A MOMENT:

EXT. ARCHES NATIONAL PARK - FLASHBACK - DAY5 5

SILENT EXCEPT FOR THE HOWLING WIND.

Tally runs through the desert, barefoot, holding a white 
bedsheet up over her head with both hands.

She’s laughing, or screaming. The sheet billows.

BACK TO SCENE.

ESAU (30s, cowboy-ish, Jesus-ish), comes out of the Camper to 
join Tally. He’s smoking a joint.

ESAU
What are we doing?

Tally speaks REALLY FREAKING FAST.



TALLY
Well, it’s extremely complex and I 
am not quite sure you could 
understand it.

ESAU
Try me.

TALLY
Well. The world is a bit sideways 
today. Empirically speaking.

ESAU
Sure.

She hops around as she speaks, SHOUTS and WHISPERS for no 
reason. We begin to realize: this woman is batshit.

TALLY
(re: lines)

So here I have written a computer 
program in the secret language of 
God, with a good and perfect 
quantity of artificial neurons, the 
exact right quantity, to 
reconstruct my brain so I can use 
this to generate the things even on 
days when the world is a little bit 
tipsy and sideways and therefore 
all the things must be done 
sideways on the quantum level. 
Right?

ESAU
Right. Wow. How’d you figure all 
that out? It’s not even noon.

TALLY
Things are moving very quickly 
today.

ESAU
Yeah, you’re pretty zippy.

TALLY
Maybe a little. Whoa--

She drops the stick and falls backward onto her butt.

TALLY (CONT’D)
See! Sideways!

She tips all the way back, lying in the dirt. Esau lies down 
beside her.
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TALLY (CONT’D)
This day is so weird.

ESAU
Mm.

They share the joint.

EXT. PICKUP TRUCK/ARCHES NATIONAL PARK - MOVING - DAY

We FOLLOW a pickup truck with the National Park Services logo 
as it cuts through the desert and parks beside Esau’s Camper. 

PARK RANGER RICHARD BENSON (50s) gets out and walks over to 
Tally and Esau.

TALLY
Hello!

PARK RANGER BENSON
(re: Camper)

Are you folks the owner of this 
veehickle?

ESAU
That’s me, hombre.

PARK RANGER BENSON
Sir, this veehickle arrived on 
August the 28th. Our system says 
you folks used a two-day pass. 
Meaning you been camped illegally 
on federal property for going on 
three weeks.

Tally starts CACKLING. She finds this hilarious. Park Ranger 
Benson does not.

PARK RANGER BENSON (CONT’D)
I’m gonna need to see your IDs.

INT. PARK RANGER BENSON’S TRUCK - MOMENTS LATER6 6

Park Ranger Benson runs Esau’s ID through the mini laptop in 
his truck. Tally’s ID is a piece of paper that says, in a 
childlike scribble, “MY NAME IS TALIA SHERMAN.”

He stares at it. Then looks out the truck window at Tally--
she’s drawing in the dirt again, doing a little dance. 
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Warily, Benson searches the name TALIA SHERMAN. Reads the 
results.

Takes out his walkie-talkie.

PARK RANGER BENSON
(into walkie-talkie)

Dispatch?

DISPATCH (V.O.) (FILTERED)
Yessir?

PARK RANGER BENSON
(into walkie-talkie)

I have got one hell of an abnormal 
situation.

OFF HIS FACE, LOOKING OUT THE WINDOW AT TALLY AND ESAU--

EXT. SHERMAN HOUSE - RURAL LOUISIANA - DAY

A tiny but impeccable house. Yard of wild ginger, banana, 
Confederate jasmine, azalea. 

WIND CHIMES on the eaves. Hanging planters of wandering Jew.

INT. SHERMAN HOUSE - KITCHEN - DAY

GRACE SHERMAN (60s, old-fashioned Southern housewife, Tally’s 
mother) is making a cup of tea when the PHONE RINGS.

She picks it up.

GRACE
(into phone)

Sherman residence.

EXT. SHERMAN HOUSE - BACKYARD - DAY

Every inch of the backyard is dedicated to WHIRLIGIGS: ten-
foot-tall pinwheels made from scrap metal and wood, painted 
all sorts of colors.

The artist: LAURA BELL SHERMAN (28, eccentric, Tally’s little 
sister), busy welding some scrap metal. She’s wearing huge 
safety goggles.  

The back door of the house BANGS open. Grace stands there, 
looking like she just got smacked upside the head.

Laura Bell looks up.
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LAURA BELL
Mama? You good?

GRACE
They found Talia. 

Beat. Laura Bell yanks off her goggles. 

INT. POLICE STATION - UTAH - DUSK

Tally and Esau sit in the front area by the RECEPTIONIST.

Tally is MUMBLING to herself. Esau is chill. The Receptionist 
is staring.

The POLICE CHIEF (60s, male, beer gut), comes out. He 
exchanges an uncomfortable glance with the Receptionist.

POLICE CHIEF
Miss Sherman?

No response. Esau elbows Tally.

TALLY
Yes! Hi! Hello! What! 

POLICE CHIEF
We’ve contacted your family. 
Everything’s gonna be awright, 
ma’am. You’re going home.  

She freezes. Stares at him.

TALLY
Say that again for me, Chief.

POLICE CHIEF
...You’re going home. 

Tally blinks. And then she leaps up and MAKES A BREAK FOR IT, 
GOING FOR THE DOORS--

RECEPTIONIST
(into walkie talkie)

We got a runner.

EXT. POLICE STATION - DUSK 

Tally sprints down the sidewalk, still barefoot. Still in 
nothing but a bra and booty shorts. 
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SHOUTS from behind her--the Police Chief, a POLICEMAN, Esau. 
She doesn’t stop. 

OFF TALLY, WILD-EYED AND CRAZY AND GASPING AS SHE RUNS--

TITLE CARD.

END OF TEASER
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