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EXT. COUNTRY ROAD IN TEXAS - DUSK

A landscape in which the drought has won. 

Brown grass creeps up towards the wings of dead flowers. Dead 
leaves hang still in the trees. A tooth of wildfire gnaws the 
earth, curling threads of switchgrass in its path.

In the distance, a Lexus SUV speeds away from clouds of black 
smoke.

INT. LEXUS - DUSK

RENEE, 33, is driving. Her face, mottled with tears and 
mascara smudges, is reflected as she looks in the rearview 
mirror at the smoke she’s speeding away from.

She looks out the window and sees an ANCIENT MEXICAN WOMAN 
standing outside of a shack, holding a watering can. The 
woman waters a single blue rose in a pot. Their eyes meet as 
Renee drives past.

She looks in the rearview, and the smoke is further away.

EXT. SIDE OF THE ROAD - DUSK

The Lexus pulls over. Renee gets out, and leans against the 
car. Her body shakes, and she clenches her fists to make it 
stop. She tries and fails. Tries aand fails. She looks up.

In the distance, the light on an oil rig blinks. On. Off. On. 
Off.

INT. BROOKLYN APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 

Renee stares out a window at the Manhattan skyline. Her hair 
is shorter, and she wears nothing but underwear and her 
wedding ring.

EXT. MANHATTAN SKYLINE - NIGHT

A light blinks on and off. On and off.

INT. BROOKLYN APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

An ancient dog totters over to Renee and licks her hand.

Renee watches him, then sees her reflection in the window as 
well as the light blinking through it. On. Off. On. Off.



She hears the sound of a lock turning. The door opens, and 
ROB, 33, a handsome Latino guy, enters, dressed from work.

ROB
Hey, sweetness. Clem.

Clem totters over to Rob and greets him.

Rob bends over to pick up a pile of women’s clothes off the 
floor and a pair of soft yellow pumps.

ROB (CONT'D)
Again, Cricket?

RENEE
Sorry. Chirp chirp.

She hops over to him and takes the pile. They kiss.

She hops down the hall. Rob laughs and tosses his keys on the 
table, then flicks through a pile of mail, stopping at one 
envelope. He opens it and reads.

INT. BROOKLYN APARTMENT - KITCHEN - NIGHT

Renee and Rob eat dinner at a small table under a dim yellow 
light. The letter lies open on the table. 

RENEE
I’ll pick up another shift at the 
desk on Saturdays.

ROB
That won’t bring in an extra grand 
a month.

RENEE
Can they do that? Just jack up our 
rent with no warning?

Clem laps water out of his bowl loudly. Renee flinches.

ROB
My buddy’s house in Texas costs 
half that. A whole house.

RENEE
Yeah. In Texas.
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INT. BROOKLYN APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Renee sits on the sofa, reading “The House of Mirth” by Edith 
Wharton. Rob sits down beside her and puts his laptop in her 
lap over the book.

On the screen is a ranch-style house from the 50s with a 
garden full of blooming blue roses.

ROB
800 a month.

RENEE
Those are blue girl roses.

ROB
There’s a backyard. Barbeque. Tex 
Mex. Migas.

Renee looks out the window. She sees her reflection in the 
window over the city skyline. The light is still blinking.

RENEE 
I told your sister we’d bring the 
eyeballs.

INT. NYC SUBWAY - TRAIN - NIGHT

Renee and Rob ride the subway over the bridge from Brooklyn 
to Manhattan, dressed up as Mr. and Mrs. Potato Head. Renee 
holds a tray of deviled eggs decorated like eyeballs.

INT. NYC SUBWAY - PLATFORM - NIGHT

The train doors open, and Renee and Rob step out. 

A DEAD MAN lies on the platform in front of them. A dark red 
border of blood around his head grows wider.

Other passengers look at the bleeding man and walk around 
him. Renee and Rob look at each other.

RENEE
Stay here.

She hands him the eyeball tray and runs down the platform.

INT. NYC SUBWAY - BOOTH - NIGHT

Renee arrives at the booth breathless. A STATION AGENT sits 
behind the glass, reading a harlequin romance novel.
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RENEE
There’s a man.

AGENT
What?

RENEE
A man! On the platform. His head. 
There’s blood.

AGENT
I’ll call.

The agent picks up the phone, and Renee steps back from the 
booth, shaking. 

AGENT (CONT'D)
You okay? M’am? Are you okay?

Renee clenches her fists and releases them a few times, then 
starts to run.

INT. NYC SUBWAY - PLATFORM - NIGHT

Rob stands by the man as Renee runs back to his side. 

RENEE
They called someone.

ROB
No one else stopped. No one.

They look at each other for a long moment, then down at the 
man dead at their feet.

INT. AUSTIN AIRPORT - BAGGAGE CLAIM - DAY

Sign: Austin-Bergstrom International Airport.

Renee pulls her yellow suitcase off the conveyor belt. Rob 
crouches on the floor by Clem.

ROB
It’s alright, buddy. We’re here.

RENEE
Is he...?

ROB
He’ll be fine. Just the shakes.
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JOY (V.O.)
Well, my eyes are sore, and you two 
are a sight!

Renee and Rob look up, startled. JOY, late 50s, Renee’s 
stepmom, hurtles towards them.

JOY
Martin, they’re over here! 

RENEE
Hi Joy.

ROB
Hey--

Joy clutches them into an iron grip hug. MARTIN, 60s, Renee’s 
father, walks up.

MARTIN
Home at last!

RENEE
Hey, Dad.

Martin hugs Renee, a long hug.

MARTIN 
(to Rob) Thanks for bringing her 
back like you promised.

ROB
Of course.

RENEE
Dad...

MARTIN
What? I made him promise! I said, 
“I’ll only let her go to New York 
if you bring her back.”

JOY
Martin, she’s not yours anymore. 
She belongs to Rob.

RENEE
Oh, God.

JOY
You got everything? 

He takes Renee’s suitcase out of her hands.
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RENEE
I’ve got it.

MARTIN
I’ll get it.

RENEE
I’ve got it! 

MARTIN
You shouldn’t be carrying heavy 
things in your...

RENEE
You think I’m pregnant?

MARTIN
Well, we figured you moving home...

RENEE
I’m not pregnant.

Joy and Martin look at each other.

JOY
Let’s go see your house.

She pats Renee on the shoulder, and ushers her towards the 
door as Martin and Rob drag the bags and Clem.

EXT. RANCH HOUSE - DAY

An ancient Jetta pulls up to the house from the ad. The 
garden in front is full of dead, brown roses.

The family gets out of the car. Renee stares at the house.

JOY
Welcome home!

Rob takes Renee’s hand and leads her towards the house.

RENEE
Not...exactly as advertised.

JOY
Nothing is, honey. Nothing is.
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INT. RANCH HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - DAY

The living room is populated with furniture from different 
walks of life - a couch from an aunt, a rickety IKEA table, a 
lime green trashcan, a poster of “Starry Night.” 

RENEE
Umm...

JOY
We got all your stuff out of 
storage. From school.

RENEE
I can tell.

JOY
We figured it’d feel good to have 
some familiar things.

Renee picks up a framed picture of herself with a girlfriend, 
both drunk with arms slung over each other’s shoulders.

MARTIN
You still talk to Betsy?

Rob chuckles.

RENEE
No.

MARTIN 
That’s a shame. Did I tell you she 
got married? I didn’t do the 
service, but Bob Granger at First 
Methodist said--

RENEE
You didn’t tell me.

She puts the photo down, and goes upstairs.

INT. RANCH HOUSE - HALLWAY - DAY

Renee walks down the hallway, looking at pictures hanging on 
the wall. A younger Martin with Renee and her mother, TERRI. 
Martin and Joy’s wedding photo with a teenage Renee. 
Graduations. Renee and Rob’s wedding. A photo of Renee and 
Betsy sitting side by side giving a thumbs up, wearing 
University of Texas shirts. 

Rob walks up behind her.
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ROB
“You still talk to Betsy?”

RENEE
Shut up.

ROB
“Actually, Dad, we never did much 
talking...”

RENEE
He’ll hear you!

ROB
Think she married a man or...?

RENEE
First Methodist? It was a man.

Rob looks at a picture of Terri holding a casserole dish, 
wearing a baby pink dress with 80s bangs.

ROB
Terri made a casserole?

RENEE
At least once. There’s the proof.

ROB 
She’s like a different person.

RENEE
Might as well be.

INT. RANCH HOUSE - BEDROOM - DAY

Renee and Rob walk into the bedroom decorated with a 
comforter and curtains that look like they were painted by a 
drunk Keith Haring. Posters of Dave Matthews, John Lennon, 
and Brad Pitt in “Legends of the Fall” are on the walls. 

RENEE
Ugh!

She rips the Dave Matthews poster off the wall. 

ROB
So it’s not New York. And the roses 
are dead. And it looks like a dorm 
room. But what do you think?

Renee looks out the window. The street is lined with other 
houses with dead grass and plants in the yards. 
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RENEE
It’s November and it’s 78 degrees.

Joy carries Renee’s suitcase in from the hall.

JOY
There’s casseroles in the fridge. I 
did a tuna and a noodle.

RENEE
Thanks, Joy.

JOY
You might need milk. And paper 
towels. And bread.

EXT. H-E-B GROCERY STORE PARKING LOT - DAY

Renee carries four bags of groceries out of the store with 
car keys clutched in her hand.

She’s almost to the Jetta when the bottoms of two bags break, 
and food spills out onto the asphalt.

RENEE
Goddammit!

Renee scrambles to pick everything up, when another hand 
reaches in and takes the loaf of bread in front of her. She 
looks up to see HADLEY, 29, wearing cutoff shorts and cowboy 
boots, and looks like Carrie Underwood with less stylists and 
more rough nights.

HADLEY 
These paper bags ain’t worth a 
shit. I miss plastic. I know that 
makes me a bad person, but I do.

RENEE
Thanks.

They stand up, arms full of food.

HADLEY
Which one’s yours?

RENEE
The Jetta.

HADLEY
Nice stickers.
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Renee glances at the array of college bumper stickers on the 
back of her car - a Beastie Boys logo, a “Give Peace a 
Chance,” and a Darwin fish with legs.

RENEE
My father’s not a fan. Baptist 
preacher.

HADLEY
Yikes. 

Renee unlocks the trunk. Hadley helps her load it.

HADLEY (CONT'D)
You from around here?

RENEE
Used to be. Just moved back. Today.

HADLEY
Wow. Where from?

RENEE
New York.

HADLEY
New York City?! Fuck me. I sound 
like that Old El Paso commercial.

RENEE
NEW YORK CITY?!?

HADLEY (CONT'D)
NEW YORK CITY?!?

RENEE
Where you from?

HADLEY
Waco. I went to UT, so--

RENEE
Me, too. When?

HADLEY
‘03 to ‘07.

RENEE
‘99 to ‘03.

HADLEY
Just missed each other.

RENEE
Yeah. (beat) Well, thanks for 
helping.
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HADLEY
No problem. You gotta phone?

RENEE
Yeah.

Hadley sticks out her hand, and Renee hands her a phone. 
Hadley punches her number into it.

HADLEY
Call me. I like rebels.

RENEE
I’m not a rebel.

HADLEY
Sure, Darwin.

RENEE
I’m Renee.

HADLEY
Hadley. Gimme a call sometime. 

RENEE
Okay. I will.

Hadley smiles, then hops into a powder blue pickup truck, 
Renee climbs back into the Jetta, and they drive away in 
opposite directions.

INT. RANCH HOUSE - KITCHEN - DAY

Renee sets groceries on the counter. 

RENEE
Hello?

INT. RANCH HOUSE - BEDROOM - DAY

Renee finds Rob in the bedroom, reading an old issue of Sassy 
magazine.

ROB
These were pretty well-written.

Renee lays down on the bed beside him. 
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RENEE
The last time we had sex in this 
bed, we were watching the season 
finale of “Everybody Loves 
Raymond.”

They kiss and he slides his hand under her shirt.

INT. RANCH HOUSE - KITCHEN - EVENING

Rob and Renee eat at a rickety card table. It wobbles when 
they slice their food.

Clem laps water from his bowl. Renee doesn’t flinch.

RENEE
What time’s your interview?

ROB
Two. I can drop you off in town.

RENEE
I might call this girl.

ROB
What girl?

RENEE
This girl I met today. 

ROB
What does her last name start with?

RENEE
I don’t know.

ROB
Cause she could be one of those A 
through D bitches who always got to 
go first in line at school. And 
then where would you be? You can’t 
be friends with an A through D.

RENEE
I don’t know her last name. She 
drives a pickup truck.

ROB
Hot.

END OF EXCERPT
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