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TEASER

TITLE CARD - “GEORGIA. 1950.”

INT. DELLIS’S CAR - DAY

DELLIS CLARK, 32, a Yankee in a Stetson hat, drives his wife, 
ANNABELLE CLARK, 26, a Boston heiress, in a 1950 Lincoln 
Cosmopolitan along an open road in rural Georgia. His hand 
rests on the back of her seat, fingers tapping as Lightnin’ 
Hopkins plays on the radio.

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - DAY

Grey, wet clouds flop across the sky like used cotton balls.

A MAN WHO LOOKS LIKE A SKELETON stands by a truck with a sign 
that says “Boiled Peanuts.” He raises a bony hand at the car.

INT. DELLIS’S CAR - DAY

Annabelle sees the Skeleton Man and shudders.

ANNABELLE
Who in the world would boil a 
peanut?

DELLIS
No one in their right mind.

Static cuts in, and Dellis adjusts the radio dial. 

ANNABELLE
Men. Men would boil peanuts.

DELLIS
Why men?

ANNABELLE
You said no one in their right 
mind.

DELLIS
You hitched your trailer to one.

ANNABELLE
So what does that say about me?

He grins and kisses the back of her hand.

DELLIS
You’re the only evidence of sanity 
I have.



ANNABELLE
I’ll feel saner when we find a 
hotel. Hotel, not motel. I need to 
sleep in a room you have to walk 
down a hallway to get to.

DELLIS
We’ll find a hotel, I promise. 

ANNABELLE
I’m easy to please, you know. All I 
want are friends and a Bachelor’s 
degree. And a house with a 
wraparound porch. And rocking 
chairs.

DELLIS
We’re only gonna live here a few 
years.

ANNABELLE
That’s 1,095 days of my life! One 
day without beauty is a day too 
many.

DELLIS
It’ll be worth it, though.

ANNABELLE
It better be. You quit your job and 
hoodwinked me into selling our 
house and walking out on my life, 
so if this doesn’t work out...

DELLIS
There’s always the car.

ANNABELLE
The day I sleep in a car is the day 
trees grow with roots in the air 
and branches in the ground.

DELLIS
Who says they don’t? Maybe branches 
are just roots reaching for the 
sun.

ANNABELLE
The turn’s here. Turn here!

DELLIS
I’m turning!

He turns down a red dirt road into a white fog as a new song 
cuts into the static - GOSPEL - slow, scary, and dripping 
with Jesus. He nervously fiddles with the dials.
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ANNABELLE
Stop fiddling.

DELLIS
I’m not fiddling. 

ANNABELLE
Your hand’s on the dial, but you’re 
not fiddling.

DELLIS
Nope.

ANNABELLE
That’s the other difference between 
women and men.

DELLIS
What?

ANNABELLE
Objective reality.

Dellis spins the dial and smacks the dashboard with his palm - 
thwack thwack thwack - when there is a much louder THUNK! 

A BODY hits the windshield, and they scream. Dellis slams on 
the brakes, and the car grinds to a halt.

DELLIS
What the hell?

ANNABELLE
I told you to stop fiddling!

They peer into the fog when a HAND smacks the windshield. The 
Clarks shout, and another hand appears. Then another. 

DELLIS
You okay?

ANNABELLE
Don’t worry about me. What about 
him?! Or her. It?

EXT. ASYLUM - FRONT LAWN - DAY

Dellis climbs out of the car into a mass of GHOSTLY BODIES of 
all ages, shapes, and colors, all dressed in white. They grab 
at Dellis as he kneels over the body of the GIANT MAN he hit, 
who lies on the ground, laughing his ass off.

DELLIS
Sir, you all right? Sir!
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A MEDUSA-LIKE WOMAN with blazing eyes and wild snakes of hair 
grabs Dellis’s cowboy hat and tries it on. 

DELLIS (CONT’D)
Pardon me, m’am.

He snatches back his hat, but she grabs his face and kisses 
him on the mouth. The other bodies cackle with glee.

MEDUSA
Idn’t my new boyfriend sweeeet?!

Annabelle leaps out of the car.

ANNABELLE
That’s my husband!

But Medusa dances off as Annabelle follows Dellis’s gaze up 
at the asylum’s MAIN BUILDING, a haunting grey monolith 
against a white bowl of sky. 

A sign out front reads: THEBES MENTAL ASYLUM

THELMA HOBBS, 36, head nurse of the asylum, stands on the 
front porch. The Clarks meet a gaze that would find something 
to criticize in the moon. 

THELMA
You must be the new doctor.

DELLIS
Yes, m’am. Dellis. Dellis Clark. 

She regards his extended hand like a used handkerchief. He 
withdraws it, embarrassed.

DELLIS (CONT’D)
That patient jumped in front of my 
car.

The giant man is on his feet dancing a jig.

THELMA
Bad habit.

DR. ORSON PEACOCK, 40, the asylum superintendent, a good old 
boy, comes boiling out of the building. The men shake hands.

PEACOCK
Dr. Clark! Welcome! 

DELLIS
Dr. Peacock! It’s an honor. To 
finally meet you after...well, 
years of studying your work. Truly.
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PEACOCK
Thought I was getting a 
psychiatrist, not a cowboy.

ANNABELLE
The hat’s new. 

PEACOCK
So’s the car I see.

DELLIS
Wasn’t gonna drive from Boston to 
Georgia in a horse and buggy.

PEACOCK
Humans are divided into two parts: 
the body and the spirit. The body 
is like a house, but the spirit is 
like a car. Always on the move.

DELLIS
Does that mean the quality of a 
man’s spirit can be determined by 
the quality of his car?

ANNABELLE
Nobody with a good car needs to be 
justified.

DELLIS
And this is my wife, Annabelle.

PEACOCK
Worth a stare. Worth a stare 
indeed. Welp, let’s take the tour!

THELMA
Mrs. Clark, you can come with me. 
The asylum’s no place for a lady.

ANNABELLE
It is now.

Annabelle follows Dellis and Peacock through stately front 
doors. Thelma narrows her eyes then follows, letting the 
doors SLAM behind her.

END OF TEASER
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