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INT. MARIGOLD’S CONDO - BEDROOM - MORNING

MARIGOLD, 35, the kind of girl who still writes letters, lies 
in bed wide awake, her head on a white pillow. She looks to 
her right and smiles at someone she deeply loves.

MARIGOLD
Good morning!

INT. CONWALL’S HOUSE - BEDROOM - MORNING

CONWALL, 35, every dad’s worst nightmare, lies in bed half 
dead, his head on a white pillow. He cracks his eyes open and 
looks to his left. Grunts.

CONWALL
Morning.

INTERCUT BETWEEN MARIGOLD’S AND CONWALL’S BEDROOMS

MARIGOLD
Ooh, what’s for breakfast today?

CONWALL
I don’t have bread. Or eggs. Or 
anything edible.

MARIGOLD
Maybe breakfast tacos.

Conwall closes his eyes and rolls onto his side.

CONWALL
I’m kind of in a hurry.

MARIGOLD
Or we could cuddle.

Conwall snores.

MARIGOLD (CONT’D)
Well, someone’s awful quiet this 
morning.

CONWALL
What do you want?

He rolls onto his back to reveal - A RED-HEADED HORNY 
UNDERGRAD, 19, in his bed. 

MARIGOLD
You know what I want.



CONWALL
Okay, fine.

Conwall rolls over to start having sex with Red. 

Marigold glances over at her loved one - her STUFFED SLOTH.

MARIGOLD
Pancakes.
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EXT. AUSTIN, TEXAS - DAY

Images of Austin - the rapidly gentrifying city that’s still 
trying to “keep it weird.” BBQ joints, Barton Springs, 
cowboys, hippies, and bluebonnets lining the highways.

INT. CONWALL’S HOUSE - KITCHEN - MORNING

Conwall pokes around his kitchen (yes, it looks like a frat 
house) while Red lounges in her underwear and a University of 
Texas t-shirt.

CONWALL
So your first class probably starts 
soon, huh? Like in a few minutes?

RED
I need coffee.

VLAD, 21, walks by with a box. Neither of them react.

CONWALL
Coffee...yes! Coffee! Get your 
things. We’ll pick up coffee, and 
I’ll drop you off at school.

RED
You have a coffee maker right 
there. 

Vlad unplugs the coffee maker and takes it. 

VLAD
No, you don’t.

CONWALL
Yo, Vlad! What are you doing?

VLAD
I’m moving today. You know this.
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CONWALL
Really?

Conwall looks around and sees the room is FULL OF BOXES.

VLAD
I graduate. Go home to Latvia. 
Marry the pharmacist’s daughter.

RED
Does this mean you need a 
roommate?!

Conwall’s eyes go wide.

INT. MARIGOLD’S CONDO - KITCHEN - MORNING

Marigold sits in front of a perfect plate of pancakes. She 
closes her eyes and holds her hands over the food.

MARIGOLD
Thank you farmers. Thank you 
plants. Thank you Earth.

She opens her eyes, smiles, and eats. Life is a gift. Except 
she’s alone. In a palatial condo. An empty chair and lonely 
place mat sit across from her.

INT. CONWALL’S HOUSE - BATHROOM - MORNING

Conwall bolts into the bathroom and whips out his phone.

INT. WASHINGTON HOUSE - KITCHEN - MORNING

RONNIE WASHINGTON, 35, African-American, makes an espresso in 
his fancyass kitchen as his phone rings. He answers.

RONNIE
No.

INTERCUT BETWEEN CONWALL AND RONNIE ON THEIR PHONES

CONWALL
I need you.

RONNIE
Not today.

CONWALL
This is the last time, I promise.
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Ronnie looks to his wife, JASMINE, who eats breakfast with 
their 6-year-old daughter, MORGAN. Jasmine gives him a stern 
look and mimes a clear “NO!”

Conwall peeks out of the bathroom and sees Red talking on her 
phone and trying on one of his shirts. She smells it.

RED
I don’t know how old he is, but 
he’s old. Like 30.

CONWALL
Look, I’m gonna change my ways. 
I’ll be better. Please?

RONNIE
Conman, I love you, but--

RED
And now that school’s out, I can 
spend the whole summer with him.

RONNIE
Oh, she’s hungry. Good luck!

Ronnie hangs up. Jasmine gives him a thumbs up. 

CONWALL
Ronnie? Ronnie!

He hangs up and sees Vlad in the hall with a box.

VLAD
Russian Doll.

CONWALL
Russian Doll?

VLAD
Russian Doll.

Vlad walks away, box in hand.

EXT. MARIGOLD’S CONDO - MORNING

Marigold strides out of her condo, a retirement home for 
young people. We see YOUNG URBAN PROFESSIONALS knitting, 
wearing cardigans, playing croquet. A neighbor shouts to her.

MARIGOLD’S NEIGHBOR
Hey, Marigold! You gonna be at the 
bridge tournament Friday night?
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MARIGOLD
Wouldn’t miss it! 

MARIGOLD’S NEIGHBOR
You bringing your cobbler again?

MARIGOLD
Peach!

MARIGOLD’S NEIGHBOR
Well, bless your heart!

Marigold waves, gets in her Old Person Car, and takes off.

INT. CONWALL’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - MORNING

Red cuddles with Conwall and shows him photos on her phone. 

RED
And this is my dog, Pepper. And 
this is my friend, Amber. And this 
is my therapist, Tracy. And this--

An EGG SPLATS on the outside of the window. They startle.

CONWALL
What the...?

RED
What’s that?!

A SECOND EGG hits the window. They get up to investigate.

EXT. CONWALL’S HOUSE - FRONT DOOR - MORNING

Conwall and Red come out the front door when an EGG hits 
Conwall square in the chest. Red SCREAMS. Vlad, dressed as a 
woman, pelts eggs at Conwall and shouts in a woman’s voice.

VLAD
My husband! How you do this to me? 
After all the years! The cooking. 
The cleaning. The love making!

RED
You’re MARRIED?!

CONWALL
Yes. I admit it. I’m a bad man. 

VLAD
You are bad man!
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RED
Mama told me never trust a man with 
a mustache.

CONWALL
Svetlana, I’m sorry! 

VLAD
Mustache. Mustache! I say grow 
goatee. Grow beard. Soul patch! 

CONWALL
My mustache will live forever!! 

VLAD
What about our children? Nina! 
Konstantin! Arkadina! Tri--

Vlad realizes he’s out of eggs. They also notice Red is gone. 

CONWALL
From the bottom of my heart. Thank 
you.

VLAD
I leave now. You have replacement?

CONWALL
Not yet.

VLAD
You have good system. Trust the 
process.

He hugs Conwall and leaves him to contemplate this.

EXT. AUSTIN HIGHWAY - MORNING

Marigold drives towards downtown Austin with a view of its 
iconic owl-shaped Frost Bank Tower.

Conwall drives in the opposite direction in his 70s-style 
van, the rapey van your parents warned you about.

EXT. GREEN OIL & TRUST - DAY

Green Oil & Trust is the Death Star of corporate offices.
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INT. GREEN OIL & TRUST - MARIGOLD’S OFFICE - MORNING

Marigold is working when Ronnie approaches with a mug and a 
to-go cup of coffee. He sets the to-go cup by her computer 
and sits down at his side of the desk, doing a little dance. 

MARIGOLD
Morning, Ronnie.

RONNIE
Morning, Marigold!

Without looking up, she reaches for her mug, then sees it’s a 
to-go cup. She looks up to see Ronnie bopping in his chair.

MARIGOLD
What’s this? 

EXT. NIX RECORDS - DAY

A neon sign glows through windows almost completely plastered 
over with band posters. Behind these doors lie a treasure 
trove of vinyl and employees who judge your musical taste.

INT. NIX RECORDS - STORE - DAY

Conwall dances to “Drunk Dial” by Whiskey Shivers. SHIRLEY, 
55, his boss and a Sensitive Ponytail Guy, turns it off. 

CONWALL
Hey, man! What you got against 
Whiskey Shivers?

SHIRLEY
We always knew this was gonna be a 
hard day.

CONWALL
What are you talking about?

SHIRLEY
But there are times when a man has 
to rip off the Band Aid and face 
the music.

He turns around a cardboard cutout. Conwall gasps.

INT. GREEN OIL & TRUST - MARIGOLD’S OFFICE - MORNING

Marigold faces Ronnie with a similar expression of surprise 
as he does the Cabbage Patch.
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MARIGOLD
Really?!

RONNIE
It’s time. Today’s the day.

INT. NIX RECORDS - STORE - MORNING

Conwall gazes at the cutout: a life-sized depiction of 
DAMORROW - a shirtless douche-bag who Blue Steels into the 
camera, wearing angel wings and holding an apple. A snake 
around his groin is about to take a bite. The male Lady Gaga.

CONWALL
I’m going home.

SHIRLEY
Conwall. You know I’m not 
unsympathetic to your plight. I, 
too, had a Damorrow.

CONWALL
Yeah, but you never had to work 
next to a cardboard cutout of the 
LaCroix swilling dickcheese who 
stole your songs and turned them 
into noise for sheeple who need the 
crusts cut off their sandwiches.

SHIRLEY
It’s a rite of passage. You’re not 
a musician until a band you were in 
becomes famous. 

CONWALL
Shania Trancelove was gonna make 
it.

INT. GARAGE - DAY - FLASHBACK

Conwall and Damorrow play a synth country version of “Indigo 
Hail,” Damorrow’s new single (more on that later). Damorrow 
is a hairy, chubby little turd who looks like Tim McGraw - 
the opposite of his new, Gaga-style persona.

INT. NIX RECORDS - STORE - MORNING

Shirley places the Damorrow cutout near the register.

SHIRLEY
No one wants to hear synth country.
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CONWALL
You don’t know that!

Shirley hands Conwall a box of Kleenex.

SHIRLEY
The first step is awareness. The 
second: acceptance. 

INT. GREEN OIL & TRUST - MARIGOLD’S OFFICE - MORNING

Ronnie and Marigold look at a MAP OF A FARM.

RONNIE
So here’s how it’s gonna go down. 
The leasing value on the land is 
$150,000. But Old Man River doesn’t 
know that. All Old Man River knows 
is you’re gonna offer him 100 grand 
in cash today.

MARIGOLD
And the oil value?

RONNIE
Irrelevant. If he asks, just say we 
don’t know. Which is true. We won’t 
know until we drill. Could be 
billions. Could be bupkis.

INT. NIX RECORDS - STORE - MORNING

Conwall files CDs and glares at TEENAGERS TAKING SELFIES with 
the Damorrow cutout.

INT. GREEN OIL & TRUST - MARIGOLD’S OFFICE - MORNING

Ronnie points things out on the map to Marigold.

RONNIE
Now the house is far enough from 
the drill site that they don’t need 
to move. So make it a win win. Old 
Man River keeps his house and gets 
a hundred grand in cash. Do NOT 
under ANY circumstances say the F 
word.

MARIGOLD
What if he says the F word?
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RONNIE
Don’t say the F word. You ready?

MARIGOLD
Yes! Wait - are you okay not going?

RONNIE
I’ve gone out plenty. And we’re a 
team. Now it’s your turn.

MARIGOLD
Well, that is so refreshing. I 
mean, I know you work really hard, 
but I do, too, and I’m glad the 
guys upstairs finally see that.

RONNIE
Nah, girl. They’re sending you 
cause you have a trustworthy face.

The smile on that trustworthy face fades.

INT. NIX RECORDS - STORE - MORNING

The selfie kids approach Conwall.

SELFIE KID 1
Hey, sir?

CONWALL
What?

SELFIE KID 1
What are the chances the super 
secret bonus copy is in Austin?

CONWALL
The what?

SELFIE KID 1
Come on! There’s one copy of 
Damorrow’s CD with a super secret 
bonus track in every state.

SELFIE KID 2
Damorrow got people to buy actual 
CDs again. He’s a genius!

CONWALL
THAT WAS MY IDEA!!!!!!!

Conwall throws down his CDs and storms out.
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SHIRLEY
Where are you going?

CONWALL
Lunch! (beat) Want anything?

INT. GREEN OIL & TRUST - HALLWAY - MORNING

Marigold is on her way out when she hears a loud SLURRRRRP 
and looks up. MR. BUBBLE TEA, 30s, stands at the copy machine 
slurping from a large bubble tea. 

Their eyes lock. Time stops. There’s so much heat between 
them, the copies might catch on fire. He licks his lips. 
Marigold tosses her hair. He slurps. She walks towards him...

...then loses her nerve and walks in the other direction. He 
looks after her, then back to his copies. Slurrrrrrp.

END OF EXCERPT
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