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EXT. WEST TEXAS TRAILER PARK - NIGHT

Several old double-wide trailer homes sparsely populate the 
park. On one run-down home, a few pitiful balloons bounce on 
the front door. 

Wired to one of the aluminum overhang supports swings a spray-
painted chunk of poster board: “HAPPY BIRTHDAY CHELSeY”

The second “E” scrawled in magic marker to fix the 
misspelling. Old Christmas tinsel taped to the edge. 

A heated argument between a man and a woman bellows from 
inside.

I/E. DOUBLE-WIDE TRAILER - NIGHT

In her bedroom, CHELSEY BENNETT (18, naturally cute) in a 
summer top, denim short shorts, flip flops, and wearing a 
Walkman, turns up the volume and finishes counting money in a 
white envelope. 

CHELSEY
Two sixty, two eighty, three 
hundred.

Chelsey pulls a brand new purse out of a box, still with gift 
wrapping and a tag that reads: “Love always, Grandpop”

Humming to herself, she drops the envelope in her new purse, 
followed by the contents of her shabby old one.

A big, blue vinyl suitcase lays open on her bed packed with 
perfectly folded clothes, an overflowing FOTO-MAT envelope, 
and two manilla folders partially covering her 1980 high 
school yearbook. 

Neatly written on one folder: “Scholarship Stuff.” Written on 
the other: “Personal Stuff.” Smiley faces for both “o”s.

The lid SLAMS down on the old suitcase. 

Outside, near the right end of the wide trailer sits the 
front door — Tinsel glints in the glow of a yellow light. 
Full trash cans sit at the corner near the door.

FROM INSIDE:

Loud rummaging in a silverware drawer, along with the voice 
of Chelsey’s mom, TAMMY BENNETT (40s, harsh).



TAMMY (O.C.)
... God sakes, you’re her father!

The voice of BILLY SIMS (50s, mean) from a different room.

BILLY (O.C.)
STEP father. Who puts food in her 
mouth and a roof over her head!

TAMMY (O.C.)
It’s MY roof! And would it kill you 
to at least spell her name right?!

TINKLING of bottles, then a slam of the refrigerator door.

At the left end of the trailer, a LOUD squeak of a window. 
The big suitcase tumbles out, landing in the dark near the 
rear of a ‘77 Dodge Aspen. 

The new purse lands on the suitcase. Out jumps Chelsey. 

She quietly loads the suitcase into the trunk, then quickly 
hops in, fires up the engine and pulls away.

AT THAT MOMENT

Tammy bangs out the front door in a worn halter top and cut 
offs carrying half a six pack, drinking a beer. 

She plops down on the front steps, holds the cold bottle to 
her forehead, lights a cigarette. 

BILLY (O.C.)
Where’s my GAHdamn beer woman?!

E/I. CHELSEY’S CAR - NIGHT 

The Dodge idles at the trailer park’s entrance. Chelsey 
ejects the tape from the Walkman, pushes it into the car’s 
cassette deck, and presses play.

Sheena Easton’s “Morning Train” fills the car.

Chelsey’s car turns right, speeds away from the flickering 
“Blue Sky Mobile Home Park” sign.

The Dodge’s headlights shine on the asphalt. Music mixes with 
the hum of the engine. 

Chelsey watches the road, gripping the wheel at 10 and 2. Her 
face serious. A few miles go by. 

Chelsey takes a long deep breath.
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CHELSEY
I did it.

Her expression changes.

CHELSEY (CONT’D)
I really did do it.

Eyes steady on the road, a sudden giggle bursts out. 

She quickly rolls down her window, leans out as far as the 
seatbelt allows.

CHELSEY (CONT’D)
Hey! World! Did you hear that?!

Chelsey belts it out.

CHELSEY (CONT’D)
I DID IIIIT!  WOOOHOOO!

Her head ducks back in, music gets turned up.

The speedometer needle slowly pushes past 55.

Chelsey sings along with the track: “My baby takes the 
morning train...”

Up the dark two-lane, the car gets smaller, heading east.

INT. WINFIELD'S - EMPLOYEE LOUNGE - DAY

The busy room glows with Christmas lights as a dozen 
attractive WOMEN, dressed in the height of 80’s fall fashion, 
mingle and chatter filing out under the mistletoe.

Two remain; Chelsey and MARY JOHNSON (20s, professionally 
cute), an on-floor SUPERVISOR. 

Mary finishes pinning on Chelsey’s new name tag, then looks 
up, fusses with Chelsey’s hair. 

MARY
You...are...ready.

Chelsey looks at her reflection in the employee lounge 
mirror. Shrugs.

CHELSEY
I sure hope so.

They walk down a quiet hall. Mary pauses, her hand on the 
door.
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MARY
Here we go.

She pushes it open. 

ALL THE SOUNDS, MUSIC, AND BRIGHTNESS BLASTS in as they head 
into the Mecca of high-end retail; WINFIELD'S DEPARTMENT 
STORE.

Mary leads their march through the store, supremely decorated 
in holiday regalia. 

Chelsey tries to keep up through the blur of activity.

They enter the COSMETIC department. 

Saleswomen quickly check their faces in the counter mirrors, 
readying for the store to open.

Chelsey slows, but Mary keeps her quick pace.  

CHELSEY
Oh, we’re not... OK.

Chelsea rushes past Cosmetics to catch Mary.

CHELSEY (CONT’D)
Isn’t that where I’m supposed to 
start?

MARY
At the counter? No. No one starts 
at the counter.

Mary stops at a striped wall.

She pushes on a green stripe. The wall pops open revealing a 
hidden storage room. 

MARY (CONT’D)
This is where you start.

Mary motions to Chelsey to enter.  

INT. WINFIELD’S - STORAGE ROOM - DAY 

Chelsey takes a few timid steps into the darkened room.  Mary 
enters turning on the light, closes the door behind them.

Chelsey looks around at the dingy room full of overflowing 
shelves. 

4.



In the dull light looming over the two women, rests one 
decrepit box after another full of every kind of old store 
fixture, broken display piece, and overstocked premiums.

CHELSEY
Yes, but... what exactly do I do?

MARY
This room is a sad little ugly 
duckling. Turn her into the 
beautiful swan she was meant to be. 
Show everyone her... true storage 
potential and that you’re cosmetic 
counter material.

CHELSEY
How will this show I’m - 

Mary checks her SWATCH.

MARY
It's 10:05. Take your break at 
1:00. Find me if you need me.

Chelsey turns slowly, stares up at the packed shelves.

CHELSEY
Um, ok. Just, don't forget I'm in --

The door closes.

CHELSEY (CONT’D)
(deflated)

here.

INT. WINFIELD’S - NIGHT

The store’s security guard, CALVIN HANES, (50s, ex-military) 
holds a button as the chain wall descends over the mall 
entrance, ending Winfield's shopping day.

INT. WINFIELD’S - STORAGE ROOM - NIGHT 

Chelsey, up on her toes reaches to the back of a tall shelf.

Her fingertips nudge a box a little too far, it falls behind 
the shelving.

She HUFFS, and heads around the giant shelf. A massive 
cabinet impedes her path, she wiggles her way between the two 
obstructions.
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Chelsey finds herself in a small, hidden space in the far 
back corner of the storage room. She brushes off her hands, 
retrieves the box, and stops.

Her eyes land on something surprising.

CHELSEY
Oh my gosh.

INT. WINFIELD’S - NIGHT

Mary steps out of her heels and wiggles her toes with a look 
of relief. She picks them up as the lights systematically 
start going out.

Carrying her shoes, she’s joined by a weary co-worker, 
PHYLLIS MICHEALS (30s, feisty).

PHYLLIS
(yawns)

This was THE longest day.

MARY
Totally.

They turn a corner toward the employee lounge, Mary stops 
short.

MARY (CONT’D)
Oh shit.

She reverses course as fast as her panty-hosed feet will take 
her. A few other sales associates watch with interest.

PHYLLIS
What's wrong?

INT. WINFIELD’S - STORAGE ROOM - NIGHT

The storage room door flies open. Mary stands there, 
breathless, staring straight ahead. A small group of 
saleswomen huddle behind her.

MARY
OH MY GOD, Chelsey I am soooo 
sorry, I just --

Mary's mouth drops open. 

The other girls squeeze in. They all gawk.
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Chelsey pops out from behind a shelf in the back, holding a 
box. Hair a mess, clothes disheveled. 

CHELSEY
Oh, hi. Is it time to go already? I 
totally lost track.

She looks at her wrist. No watch, smiles with a shrug.

The group gazes at an utterly TRANSFORMED storage room. All 
dusted, reordered, stacked, arranged and labeled. Spotless.

ZELDA MERANO (20s, short, quiet) takes it in.

ZELDA
I had a panic attack the first time 
I walked in here.

PHYLLIS
Yeah, it’s not a complete shithole 
anymore.

A couple heads turn, tiny steps are taken away from Phyllis. 

PHYLLIS (CONT’D)
Please, y’all were thinking it too.

Mary steps forward, enthralled by the organization. 

On the top shelf, to her left, shelves neatly stacked with 
GREY STORAGE BOXES, nicely handwritten on the successive 
boxes: MISC. 1979...1980...1981

Mary spots a ladder, climbs a few rungs looking to her right.

In front of her, many other VARIOUS BOXES with the same 
handwriting, MLK, Ground Hog Day, Presidents Day etc.  All 
put in holiday order. 

She climbs down, amazed.

MARY
You did all this? I mean... did you 
even go to the bathroom?

CHELSEY
Of course, I went to the bathroom. 
I think. 

Chelsey quickly places the box she holds in its proper space. 
With an uncertain smile, she faces Mary.

CHELSEY (CONT’D)
How did I do?
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MARY
Someone just earned their smock.

Chelsey smiles, then she bites her lip.

MARY (CONT’D)
What is it?

CHELSEY
I really need to pee now.

INT. WINFIELD’S - DAY

The chain wall rises in the bright mall light, letting in 
excited morning shoppers.

INT. COSMETICS DEPARTMENT - DAY

Chelsey stands with PAULA STEIN (20s, bubbly). Both wearing 
make-up smocks behind one of the counters on the edge of the 
vast department.

PAULA
Indigo Blue is so your color.  It 
loves you. I have to accessorize to 
pull it off.

As the two admire the fashionable smock color, Mary steps up.

MARY
Good morning y'all. Love the hair, 
Paula.

Paula beams.

MARY (CONT’D)
Chelsey, Paula will show you the 
ropes. Starting with always check 
your inventory. Right Paula?

Paula turns to Chelsey and smiles.

PAULA
Right, a well-stocked section 
equals customer satisfaction.

MARY
We need to work on that slogan.

Mary turns her head as something diverts her attention. 
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MARY (CONT’D)
Oh God.

The other two turn, following Mary's glare to a trio of two 
women and one man, all dressed to the nines and carrying 
branded merch bags. The trio’s dazzling smiles proceed their 
arrogant confidence.

Chelsey, Paula and Mary watch them enter from the mall.

CHELSEY
Who are they?

Mary glares at them.

MARY
Spritzers.  

The PERFUME SPRITZER salespeople take up positions near the 
mall entrance.

SPRITZER 1 (female, 30s): In a blue dress and long dark hair, 
takes position near the middle of the store’s mall entrance, 
just past Cosmetics where several promotional displays sit. 

SPRITZER 2 (female, late 20s): With big teased blonde hair 
positions herself on the far side of the entrance.

SPRITZER 3 (male, 20s): With slicked back hair and a paisley 
vest, takes position over by the escalators. 

Chelsey, Paula and Mary move in unison to a better vantage 
point.  

The action seems to take place in SLOW MOTION... to the tune 
of... CARMINA BURANA: "OH FORTUNA."

An older woman enters the store, stops at a display. She 
starts to reach for a box.  

SPRITZER 1 pounces. The older woman turns to face her 
attacker, eyes wide getting sprayed in the face. 

The woman waves her hands up, coughing. She sprays again.  
The woman scurries off.  

SPRITZER 1 gives chase, spraying a sample card, trying to 
give it to the fleeing woman. 

Two other women, (40s), enter the far side of the aisle, 
chatting as they pass a giant table filled with an ornate 
holiday display. 
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SPRITZER 2 springs into action from behind a second display, 
a sprayer in each hand. 

She sprays in front of them, the women squint and hastily 
walk through the fragrance cloud. 

One raises her hand to fend off the Spritzer, but her hand 
gets sprayed. The Spritzer continues to hold up the bottle, 
aiming at the woman. The woman retracts her hand, sniffs it, 
and smiles.  

SPRITZER 2 slowly lowers her bottle with one hand, while 
raising a free sample with the other.

PAULA
It's like cheetahs going after 
gazelles on Wild Kingdom.

MARY
Except these gazelles come back to 
be eaten.

Mary walks off, waving her hand in front of her, while the 
other two look down the aisle toward the escalators.

SPRITZER 3, moves from one escalator to the other, spraying 
CUSTOMERS as they take off and as they land. Spritzing with 
one hand, doling out sample cards with the other. 

INT. COSMETICS DEPARTMENT - DAY - LATER

Christmas music mingles with the sound of delighted SHOPPERS 
enjoying the holiday experience. Chelsey politely helps happy 
CUSTOMERS browsing the amazing Winfield's cosmetics 
department.

The Spritzers gleefully flit from one victim to the next. 

Suddenly, SPRITZER 3 slowly recedes back among the handbag 
displays. Like a hyena fearfully shrinking into the 
underbrush, he watches one particular woman walk by.

JACQUI DEES, (30s, African-American, tall, fit) is the height 
of style, striking, with a flowing head scarf wrapping her 
perfect afro. A few CUSTOMERS stop and watch. She strides up 
the aisle like it’s a runway.

Paula taps Chelsey, who turns, holding lipstick boxes.

PAULA
(nervous)

Here comes Jacqui. 
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CHELSEY
Who's? -- Whoa.

PAULA
I know, right.

CHELSEY
She works here? She looks like a 
model.

PAULA
I heard she used to be.

Jacqui stops and chats, holding hands with a sweet older 
customer.

PAULA (CONT’D)
She's the manager of Onyx. A black 
line. 

Jacqui hugs another, younger customer, says her goodbyes, 
pivots, and heads straight to the two girls.

PAULA (CONT’D)
Shit, she's coming over here.  She 
never comes over here. Oh God.  

Paula looks at Chelsey, who stands perfectly poised.

PAULA (CONT’D)
For goodness sake, stand up 
straight.

Paula comes to attention. Chelsey, nervous, sticks out her 
chest a little more.

JACQUI
Ladies.

She flashes her 100 watt smile.

PAULA
Hi Jacqui.

Jacqui reaches out, touches Paula's hair ever so gently, 
causing Paula to blush.

JACQUI
Love the hair today.

Paula lets out a little shriek, covers her mouth and she 
turns red. Jacqui turns to Chelsey, extends her hand.
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JACQUI (CONT’D)
Hello, I'm Jacqui.

Chelsey takes her hand.

CHELSEY
(stunned)

I'm, uh, Chelsey, Chelsey Bennett.

They shake hands. Jacqui pulls her hand back. Chelsey leaves 
her hand in the air, catches herself and pulls her it back.

JACQUI
This is your second day, correct?

CHELSEY
Yes.

JACQUI
Looks like I'm helping y'all out 
today. Showing young Chelsey the 
lay of the land.

PAULA
Ohmygod.

Paula quickly turns and walks away making a screaming-with 
her-mouth-closed noise.

CHELSEY
Oh. Great.

LATER IN THE DAY

Chelsey rings up a young teen girl with braces and a side 
ponytail. She holds the bag out for the girl, then pulls it 
back.

CHELSEY (CONT’D)
Oh, but wait, don't want to forget 
this.

Chelsey puts a small but fancy keychain in the bag. The girl 
looks in.

GIRL
What's that?

Chelsey, smiles and proudly says.

CHELSEY
I call it your gift with purchase.
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The girl giggles a thank you and runs over to her waiting 
friends.

Jacqui steps up

JACQUI
What was that about?

CHELSEY
Look, I found these yesterday.

Chelsey pulls out a box, opens the flaps, revealing tons 
little chrome key chains.

CHELSEY (CONT’D)
They were just going to waste, I 
figure we could give them away when 
someone buys something small.

Chelsey smiles at Jacqui. Jacqui mulls it over, then gives 
her a little hip bump.

JACQUI
Ahhh, kind of a gift-tease at the 
end... I love that.

Chelsey smiles in relief.

INT. COSMETICS DEPARTMENT - EARLY AFTERNOON

Chelsey stands alone behind the counter. She looks at the 
cosmetic line she now represents. 

MAJESTY. A new, high-quality, and high-priced brand. 

She turns and looks over the backlit panels filled with the 
beautiful face of MAJESTY, a world-famous supermodel whose 
name Chelsey doesn't know. 

She smooths her smock and turns back to the counter, suddenly 
startled by an unattractive woman with a scowl. 

BETH FULTON (40s, tough) dressed in faded ranch denim and 
cowboy boots, hoists her big purse onto the counter. Narrows 
her eyes at Chelsey.

BETH
You need to help me.

Chelsey looks panicked. She scans left, spotting Jacqui at 
the far end of the counter, holding court with three women. 
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To her right, Paula disappears around the corner assisting an 
older man. 

Chelsey bites her lip, turns back to Beth forcing a smile.

CHELSEY
Yes. Ma'am, what can I do for you?

Beth slowly drags a make-up chair over making a racket. 

A few other CUSTOMERS turn to the noise, all judge-y. 

Beth plops down in the chair.

BETH
I have to be back at the ranch in 
four hours to celebrate the 
nuptials of my brother for the 
third time. Which means I'm in a 
wedding and a hurry.

Chelsey tentatively collects her tools and products to start 
the transformation.

CHELSEY
Um, ok, let's start with uh... 
cleansing your face.

BETH
You sayin' I don't wash my face?

Chelsey freezes. 

Beth grins.

BETH (CONT’D)
Just kiddin' honey. What's your 
name?

Chelsey exhales, smiles shyly.

CHELSEY
I'm Chelsey. 

Beth settles back.

BETH
I'm Beth Fulton and as of now, I'm 
in your hands Chelsey.

Chelsey puts a cover-up over Beth. Beth closes her eyes.

Chelsey gently and quickly wipes Beth's cheeks, nose, 
forehead and chin.
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CHELSEY
You have beautiful skin.

Beth opens one eye at Chelsea. 

BETH
How long have you been doing this?

CHELSEY
Actually, this is my second day.

She smiles a little.

BETH
At least you’re honest. Good, I'll 
take it.

Next Chelsey finishes the foundation and gathers colors.

CHELSEY
Did you say this is your brother's 
third marriage?

Beth leaned back, eyes closed like she’s at a barber shop.

BETH
Yes, the moron. Daddy wanted Perry 
to take over the ranching, but he 
hauled ass to New York to trade 
stocks and do cocaine. And he’s 
only good at one of them.  

Chelsey listens, continues to apply product. She takes her 
time. Evaluates each step. 

BETH (CONT’D)
Little snot left me to run all five 
ranches. All the cattle, all the 
cotton, plus a bunch of oil. And, I 
bet he couldn't even tell you what 
states our property’s in.

Chelsey takes a deep breath, and spins Beth to the Face 
Mirror. Beth glances at her own reflection, surprised.

BETH (CONT’D)
Huh, well look at me.

Chelsey spins her back, keeps working.

CHELSEY
Now that your cheeks are defined, 
we'll start on those really big 
eyes of yours.
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Chelsey looks at Beth for a second as she studies her colors, 
tests them on her hand, then picks the winner.

She works away. Beth relaxes.

CHELSEY (CONT’D)
Something tells me you're OK with 
your life.

Beth tilts her head, eyes closed. Chelsey finishes one eye.

BETH
You don’t say.

She starts on the other eye.

CHELSEY
In a way, it's almost like your 
brother did you a favor. 

Chelsey pauses.

CHELSEY (CONT’D)
You get to run things your way.

BETH
Hmm... you’re pretty sharp. 

Beth sits quietly. Chelsey keeps working. 

BETH (CONT’D)
I guess Perry did do me a great 
service running off like that. 

CHELSEY
Which is why you may act put out by 
this wedding, but you’re really 
not.

Chelsey finishes the eyeliner, starts the shadow.

Beth has a hint of a smile.

BETH
Which is also why, between you and 
me, he’ll always have a place to 
come home to.

CHELSEY
No matter what number nuptials it 
is.
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BETH
(laughs)

Ha, right again.

Chelsey slowly finishes, inspects her work then rotates Beth 
toward the mirror. 

CHELSEY
What do you think?

Beth looks at herself in silence. Her eyes water. She clears 
her throat.

BETH
I clean up pretty good, don't I?

Chelsey leans in, looks at Beth’s reflection.

CHELSEY
You're really gorgeous.

Beth lingers on her reflection, then turns to Chelsey.

BETH
Give me six boxes of whatever you 
put on me. I'm going over to 
dresses.

Beth jumps up, grabs her bag and heads off. A stunned Chelsey 
calculates the commission in her head.

CHELSEY
Holy mackerel. Six each...

She giggles, sets off gathering the purchase.

INT. COSMETICS DEPARTMENT - MOMENTS LATER

Chelsey has several rows ready to bag, plus a litany of free 
gifts on the counter as Beth appears again.

Beth holds up a blue dress and a dark grey dress.

BETH
Which one?

Beth lifts one dress at a time under her chin. Chelsey gauges 
each.

CHELSEY
The grey.

Beth holds it out to study.
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BETH
The grey?

CHELSEY
Trust me.

Beth spins, hurries off.

INT. COSMETICS DEPARTMENT - A LITTLE WHILE LATER

Chelsey has everything bagged and ready. Paula helps her ring 
up everything.

PAULA
Jeez Louise, nice haul.

They keep busy then Chelsey looks up, stunned.

Paula stares, amazed.

Both see an elegant, beautiful version of Beth, in the grey 
dress with matching heels. 

Her denim clothes and boots stick out of a shopping bag. 

Beth does a little awkward spin.

BETH
It's the grey alright.

Chelsey gives her a mini-clap and a big smile.

Beth sets down her bag and slaps an American Express Platinum 
card on the glass counter. 

Paula slowly picks it up with reverence.

PAULA
(to herself)

I've never held a Platinum card.

With both hands, she slowly passes it to Chelsey, but doesn't 
let go. Chelsey pulls it free. 

She inserts the card in the track and rakes the slider over 
the card, removes the carbon. 

Paula helps bring the bags over to Beth. Chelsey hands her 
the card and receipt. Beth drops them in her purse. 

Beth locks eyes with Chelsey.
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BETH
Sweet thing, you’re a doll. Always 
be true to that self of yours and 
good things will happen. 

She reaches for Chelsey's hand. 

BETH (CONT’D)
Have a Merry Christmas.

Beth grabs her bags, walks away. Her figure, accentuated in 
the dress catches looks as she merges into the mall shoppers.

Chelsey steps around the counter, looks down to find a wad of 
twenties in her hand. She looks up quickly, no Beth. 

Paula steps next to Chelsey.

PAULA
From butch to beauty queen. Nice 
work new girl.

Paula goes off to help another customer, leaving Chelsey 
looking down at all the money.  

After a moment she looks up, seeing happy people. Women with 
big hair and designer jeans. Men in turned-up collared polos 
and cardigan sweaters. Teenagers in a Benetton of colors. Not 
a care in the world.

Chelsey notices Jacqui standing next to her.

CHELSEY
Oh, sorry. I'll get back to my 
station.

JACQUI
There are all kinds of women in 
this world Chelsey. All kinds.

Chelsey turns to the beautiful black woman.

JACQUI (CONT’D)
You know what we all have in 
common?

Chelsey thinks, then shakes her head.

CHELSEY
What?

JACQUI
We all, every one of us, want to be 
seen.
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Chelsey smiles.

JACQUI (CONT’D)
I don't remember Miss Fulton ever 
looking so happy. Good job.

CHELSEY
Thank you.

JACQUI
You're welcome. Now, go put that 
wad in your locker before I start 
charging you for my free advice.

Jacqui winks and heads back to the counter.

INT. EMPLOYEE LOUNGE - AFTERNOON

Chelsey stands at an open locker, pushing her purse into 
place next to three textbooks. 

Mary appears behind her, looks at the schedule board, then 
glances at Chelsey's locker as she closes it. 

MARY
Hey there.

Chelsey spins and smiles at Mary.

CHELSEY
Hi!

MARY
Looks like we have the same lunch. 
Want to go together?

She steps over to the board, filled with handwritten NAMES, 
DAYS, and TIMES. 

Next to it, hangs a small bulletin board full of tacked-up 
corporate and personal messages, along with a bold reminder 
on the big 1981 calendar, NOVEMBER 26TH is ONLY 9 days away.

CHELSEY
Rad. That sounds great.

The two sales associates walk out of the lounge.

MARY
Meet here at two.

The girls pass a few other employees. 
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MARY (CONT’D)
Ciao.

CHELSEY
Um, Ciao.

They go their separate ways, blending into the happy holiday 
mayhem.

INT. FINNIGAN'S RESTAURANT - AFTERNOON

Mary and Chelsey sit in the busy bar area surrounded by faux 
pub memorabilia, two numbered FLAGS on their table. 

MARY
How’s your second day going?

CHELSEY
Pretty good I guess. 

A busboy fills their waters.

MARY
So... you’re on Majesty!

CHELSEY
I am. 

Mary enthusiastically scoots her chair up.

MARY
It’s new, but it’s about to GO OFF!

CHELSEY
Yeah?

MARY
Like, for real.

They're both giddy as the waitress appears.

WAITRESS
One Rockin' Salad...

Mary reaches for it.

WAITRESS (CONT’D)
And one Monster Peach Muffin.

She sets it down, picks up the flags, smiles and disappears.

CHELSEY
Gosh, that looks so good.
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Mary takes a big bite.

MARY
(chews)

I hate salads.

CHELSEY
Why did you order it?

Mary looks up.

MARY
Mirror doesn’t lie. And, I just 
imagine it’s a cheeseburger.

CHELSEY
Does that work?

MARY
No.

Mary takes another bite and keeps talking.

MARY (CONT’D)
Your muffin looks yummy.

Chelsey plans her attack on the huge pastry.

CHELSEY
Yeah. It was also the least 
expensive.

Mary eyes Chelsey.

MARY
Let's go halfsies. A little nice, 
and a little naughty.

CHELSEY
Deal!

Chelsey cuts the muffin in half, they make the exchange and 
dig in. 

Chelsey looks up, enjoying the veggies, spots Paula, and 
waves her over. 

PAULA
Whatta-you-doin'?

Paula sits down.

MARY
Nothin’. Whatta-you-doin'?
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PAULA
Waiting for a to-go order.

She puts her flag on the table. 

MARY
Where you going?

PAULA
Heading home. I’m part-time as of 
today.

Paula looks slightly distracted. Chelsey puts a piece of 
muffin on a plate.

PAULA (CONT’D)
Aww, thanks.

MARY
I had no idea you were going part-
time.

Paula looks at Chelsey’s hunk of a muffin.

PAULA
Dad’s getting worse. I have to be 
home more.

A different waitress drops the bag on the table. With a 
smile, she retrieves the flag and vanishes.

Paula gets up, shoulders her purse and grabs her order.

PAULA (CONT’D)
See y'all.

Paula heads out into the mall. Mary watches her then turns to 
her salad.

MARY
Her folks divorced last year, now 
her dad has that gay disease. Can 
you believe it?

Chelsey looks at Mary in surprise.

CHELSEY
Her dad has AIDS?

MARY
Yup.

CHELSEY
That's awful.
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Mary has a look of disgust.

MARY
I know. It makes me sick.

Chelsey's eyes widen.

MARY (CONT’D)
Since when does finding true love 
mean a death sentence?

Chelsey relaxes, lost in thought, shakes her head.

Mary's anger passes, she smiles and changes the subject.

MARY (CONT’D)
So, you're in college.

Chelsey gives a half-hearted smile.

CHELSEY
Yeah, Freshman at UTA.

Mary smiles. 

MARY
What’re you studying?

CHELSEY
International Marketing.

MARY
Impressive. I bet there are rich 
men in that field.

CHELSEY
Maybe, but I'm in it to see the 
world.

MARY
Oh yeah? Where you from originally?

CHELSEY
Abilene.

MARY
Oh, no wonder you want to see the 
world.

CHELSEY
Harsh!

Mary pulls apart her tiny dinner roll.
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MARY
So I guess you're at the end of 
your first semester huh?

CHELSEY
Yeah. Finals are coming.

Mary wipes her lips, looks at Chelsey. Mary seems older than 
her years.

MARY
Yikes, you start a new job right 
before finals?

CHELSEY
Money for Christmas, you know how 
it goes.

MARY
I do. Believe me.

Chelsey takes another bite. 

CHELSEY
Did you go to college?

MARY
I quit A&M my sophomore year. 

Chelsey reacts with interest.

CHELSEY
Why?

Mary reaches into her purse, finds her wallet, and flips to a 
picture. She hands the wallet to Chelsey.

MARY
Because of Anna Belle.

Chelsey eyes the photo of a darling baby girl then gives Mary 
a big smile.

CHELSEY
Mary, she’s beautiful!

Mary glows.

MARY
Thank you.

Chelsey hands the wallet back.
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CHELSEY
Where’s her dad, if you don't mind 
me asking?

Mary has a forced smile.

MARY
He plays for the Houston Oilers. 

CHELSEY
Oh?

MARY
And a complete dick.

CHELSEY
Oh.

MARY
He doesn't know about her.

CHELSEY
You never told him?

MARY
I left a message. He never called 
back. Like I said, a dick.

Mary pulls out her compact and applies lipstick. She gives 
Chelsey a confident look.

MARY (CONT’D)
I didn't want another abortion. I 
wanted this baby, and she's all 
mine.

She tosses her lipstick into her purse.

MARY (CONT’D)
The single best decision of my 
life.

The news renders Chelsey speechless.  

Mary smiles sweetly, and puts her napkin on her plate.

MARY (CONT’D)
Ready?
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INT. VALLY MEADOWS MALL - AFTERNOON - CONTINUOUS

The girls leave Finnigan’s and step into the mall.

CHELSEY
Thanks for asking me to lunch.

MARY
Next time, we'll go to Arby's. 
Their Jamocha shakes are like, 
totally stellar.

Chelsey does a little hop.

CHELSEY
(sarcastic)

But that means leaving the mall 
Mary.

Mary leans in, hooks Chelsey's arm.

MARY
I'm a very bad influence Chelsey.

INT. VALLEY MEADOWS MALL - AFTERNOON

Chelsey and Mary walk along the UPPER FLOOR looking at all 
the decorations.

CHELSEY
Christmas stuff. Already. It's a 
whole week before Thanksgiving.

MARY
I know, it gets earlier and earlier 
every year.

The two girls round a corner into a giant central atrium, 
overlooking the Christmas extravaganza below. Holiday music 
fills the air.

The centerpiece, a 40-foot artificial tree, "The pride of 
Valley Meadows Mall," so says the banner above the sparkling 
tree topper. 

The CENTRAL ESCALATORS operate on two sides of the big tree. 
Chelsey and Mary step on and glide down.

CHELSEY
Even Santa Claus is here early.

Mary looks over to “Santa’s Corral”. Many moms and kids wait 
in a roped-off line.  

27.



Two ELVES stand on either side of Santa's chair, where a 
SANTA, dressed in a cheap red suit, boots, and gloves, sits 
with a little girl on his lap.  

His twisted, fake white beard reveals a brown mustache 
underneath.

CHELSEY (CONT’D)
Does Santa have a brown mustache?

Mary makes eye contact with Santa. She quickly looks away as 
Santa recognizes her.

MARY
Oh, Shit.

CHELSEY
What?

MARY
Nothing, we're just running late.

Mary grabs Chelsey's elbow and starts to step down the 
escalator, shouldering people out of the way.  

Santa quickly lifts the little girl off his lap, stands.

SANTA
(loud)

Mary?

Mary doesn't react. The two women reach the bottom of the 
escalator, quickly step off and hurry by the long line of  
impatient mom's and anxious kids.

MARY
Hurry.

CHELSEY
Do you know him?

MARY
Kind of.

Santa hands the little girl to the wrong mom, who in turn 
hands her to the correct mom.

Santa pushes moms and kids out of the way, hops the rope as 
Mary and Chelsey gain distance, but gets his boot caught, 
pulling down the poles forming the line.  

They CLANK on the hard floor. He frees his boot from the 
heavy ropes, and rushes toward Mary.
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Santa shouts.

SANTA
Mary!

Mary and Chelsey keep their pace.  

CHELSEY
How do you know him?

MARY
We sort of... you know.

Realization hits Chelsey. She hard STOPS causing Mary to 
release Chelsey's arm.

CHELSEY
You had sex with Santa?

Chelsey realizes her volume and turns to see stunned kids and 
HORRIFIED moms, with a few who look kind of interested.

Santa pops in between them. Chelsey's eyes go from the kids 
to Santa, she can now see he’s much younger.  

SANTA
Hey, Mary.

MARY
Randy.

SANTA
Why were you running?

MARY
Well, we have real jobs to get back 
to.

RANDY (20s, confident, playful like a golden retriever) looks 
at Chelsea. Sticks out his gloved hand.

RANDY
S'up.  I'm Randy.

Chelsey looks at his hand, not sure what to do.  Then 
reluctantly shakes it.

CHELSEY
Chelsey.

RANDY
Cool.

He turns back to Mary.
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RANDY (CONT’D)
So, how come you haven't called me 
back?

MARY
Maybe you need to call me more than 
once.

He steps closer to her.

RANDY
We had fun though, right?

Mary steps close to him, looks into his eyes playfully.

MARY
We had fun.

RANDY
I'd like to have fun again.

MARY
Oh you would, would you?

Mary leans into Randy and gives him a luscious, deep kiss. He 
responds. They moan. 

Chelsey stands there, awkwardly and looks over at the even 
more stunned kids and moms, feeling compelled to say 
something.

CHELSEY
He'll be right with you.

Mary moves her lips to Randy's ear and whispers.

MARY
I think your package just fell out 
of the sleigh, Santa.

He whispers back.

RANDY
No, that’s just my penis.

Mary smirks, abruptly gives Randy a little shove. Randy walks 
backwards.

RANDY (CONT’D)
I'll call you.

MARY
I may answer.
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Randy nods.

RANDY
Nice.

Randy turns to the waiting kids with a cocky stride to his 
step.

RANDY (CONT’D)
Now, who wants to sit on Santa's 
lap?!

The moms all hurry their kids away. The Elves look mortified. 
"Here comes Santa Claus" plays overhead.  

ELF
Ok, looks like Santa needs a quick 
break kids.

One elf brings up a sign saying “SANTA WILL BE RIGHT BACK,” 
places it in front of Randy covering his crotch, he waves.

Mary and Chelsey walk briskly off toward Winfield's mall 
entrance. 

CHELSEY
I can't believe you're dating the 
mall Santa.

MARY
Hey, underneath all that costume, 
is one hot boy-toy and we're not 
dating.

INT. COSMETICS COUNTER - AFTERNOON

Behind the counter stretching the length of the section, 
glows a backlit image of the naked Majesty SUPER MODEL. Lying 
on her side, discreetly covered by sparkling product. 

Her MAJESTY'S CROWN has a sexy slant to it.

A NICELY DRESSED woman stands in front of the Majesty 
display, fixated on the product behind the counter.

Chelsey pops up, holding boxes.

The woman lets out a SCREAM, startling a SCREAM out of 
Chelsey. They both step back. 

A wide-eyed Chelsey suddenly becomes self-conscious.
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CHELSEY
Oh my gosh, I'm SO sorry.

The woman takes a deep breath but starts LAUGHING, which gets 
Chelsey LAUGHING. 

Chelsey’s smile fades and her laugh stops. 

Her mouth opens in disbelief as she stares at none other than 
VICTORIA PRINCIPAL (30s, beautiful), the actress who plays 
Pamela Ewing on the hit TV show DALLAS.

VICTORIA
I apologize for startling you.

For a moment, Chelsey cannot summon her words. 

CHELSEY
No way. You're...

Chelsey leans toward Victoria, whispering.

CHELSEY (CONT’D)
You’re Victoria Principal.

Victoria leans in whispering.

VICTORIA
It’s not a secret.

CHELSEY
Are you sure?

Victoria's eyes narrow in on her name tag.

VICTORIA
I’m sure Chelsey.

CHELSEY
(stunned)

You know my name?

VICTORIA
Name tag and we’re done whispering.

Chelsey looks down at her name tag.

CHELSEY
Oh, right.

Chelsey tries unsuccessfully to hold back a giggle. Which 
gets them both going again.
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CHELSEY (CONT’D)
Ok. Ok.

(deep breath)
May I show you something Mrs. Ew... 
I mean Miss. Principal?

Victoria sits down in the makeup chair, smiles. A woman steps 
up, THRUSTS out a piece of paper and a pen.

WOMAN
Miss Principal, may I have an --

Victoria puts up her hand.

VICTORIA
Leave me alone.

The woman shrinks away, as Victoria turns back to Chelsey 
with a big smile.

VICTORIA (CONT’D)
Where were we?

INT. WINFIELD’S LADIES ROOM - AFTERNOON

Chelsey and LISA ABRAMS (20s, tall, sheepish) stand in the 
lady’s room as Chelsey applies lipstick in the mirror.

LISA
Was she at least nice to you?

Chelsey finishes, recaps her lipstick, turns to Lisa.

CHELSEY
Yes, but it happened to two more 
women.

Lisa looks shocked. A new girl enters the lady’s room.

CHELSEY (CONT’D)
I know, she just went (holds up her 
hand, looks away), "leave me 
alone."

Chelsey’s Victoria Principal impression surprises the NEW 
SALESWOMEN who spins around and sheepishly exits. Neither of 
the two noticed. 

Lisa shakes her head, checks her hair. Chelsey pockets her 
lipstick in her smock. They step out, still talking.

LISA
That's just mean.
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CHELSEY
Seriously, but she was really SO 
nice to me.

LISA
I imagine celebrity stuff gets old.

They pause at an intersection. A giant nutcracker soldier 
towers over the two. Chelsey shrugs.

CHELSEY
That's what I was thinking.

Lisa turns continuing toward her department.

LISA
Well since I won't ever be 
beautiful, talented or famous I 
won't have to worry about that.

Lisa quickly steps back toward Chelsey.

LISA (CONT’D)
Oh, I’m Lisa by the way.

They shake hands.

CHELSEY
Chelsey. I’m new.

LISA
Oh, when did you start?

CHELSEY
Yesterday.

LISA
That’s my day off. 

Lisa looks struck by a thought.

LISA (CONT’D)
Wait, you have a smock on your 
second day?

Chelsey looks down at herself, then smiles at Lisa.

CHELSEY
Yeah, they had me organize a 
storage room, I guess they really 
liked it.

Lisa’s look goes from surprised to mortified.
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CHELSEY (CONT’D)
Are you ok?

LISA
Uh, yes... um, I’m good. Gotta run 
back to appliances. Nice meeting 
you.

Lisa hurries off, Chelsey heads back to Cosmetics. 

Mary and Jacqui come walking the other way.

JACQUI
Hey girl, you're closing tonight. 
Any questions?

All three stop in front of a couple of MANNEQUINS in 
exaggeratedly chic poses. 

CHELSEY
No, I got it. 

JACQUI
You sure?

CHELSEY
I am. Just like grandpop's store 
back home.

Jacqui, Mary and Chelsey start to move on.

JACQUI
Alright then. Have a good night.

CHELSEY
You too.

Mary turns to Chelsey.

MARY
Keep an eye on your lunch schedule.

Jacqui pauses, waving a finger at the two women.

JACQUI
You better not be going to Arby's 
without me.

Chelsey laughs and happily walks on. 

INT. COSMETICS DEPARTMENT - EVENING

Chelsey dusts while looking out at shoppers shopping.
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Her gaze eventually lands on a woman at a countertop makeup 
mirror, touching up with free product.

Chelsey approaches HEATHER VONDEECHIN (30s, sweet) as she 
dabs concealer over a bruise on her upper cheek. 

Without a word, Chelsey pulls out a sample box.

CHELSEY
This is our very latest. It’s 
creamier.

Heather glances over, then back to the mirror.

CHELSEY (CONT’D)
Let me know if there is anything I 
can do.

She cuts her eyes to Chelsey.

HEATHER
No thanks.

Chelsey gives her a warm smile, politely continues dusting.

Heather studies Chelsey, reaches for the box.

HEATHER (CONT’D)
Creamier huh?

Chelsey nods. Heather returns her attention to the mirror, 
finishes the job with the creamier version.

HEATHER (CONT’D)
I’m Heather. I work in shoes.

CHELSEY
You do?

She steps over, holding the feather duster.

CHELSEY (CONT’D)
I’m Chelsey.

Heather looks a tad self-conscious.

HEATHER
Yeah, we’re Christmas shopping 
tonight.

CHELSEY
We?
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In the background, behind Heather, DERRICK VONDEECHIN (30s, 
self-possessed), a huge pro wrestler in jeans, boots, a plaid 
shirt with the arms cut off, and a dirty straw cowboy hat, 
steps in from the mall.

His giant, chiseled muscles testing the limits of his shirt. 
Long sideburns line his handsome face, he looks around.

A couple of pretty women seem to catch his eye.

Derrick says something and the women scurry off looking 
uncomfortable.

While winking at the women, he walks into a display table. An 
avalanche of ornament boxes crashes to the floor.

Heather grimaces still facing Chelsey.

HEATHER
Yup, me aannnd my husband.

Chelseys eyes are wide.

CHELSEY
THAT... is your husband?

With Heather’s back to Derrick, she stares at Chelsey. 
Chelsey looks from Derrick to Heather amazed.

CHELSEY (CONT’D)
But he’s huge, and you’re... not. 
It must hurt when you, I mean --

Heather squares her shoulders, clears her throat.

HEATHER
He was supposed to stay at 
Finnegan’s while I shopped.

Derrick has caught several boxes in his huge hands. He dumps 
them on the table, kicks a few under it.

CHELSEY
I bet they ran out of beer.

Shoppers sneak looks at the scene. 

Calvin the security guard storms up, confronting Derrick.

Chelsey leans to the side, staring past Heather.

CHELSEY (CONT’D)
Oh boy, now Calvin’s here.
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Heather goes rigid.

HEATHER
That’s not good.

She spins around.

Calvin stares up at Derrick, who’s mean-eyed and swaying.

CALVIN
... I said leave.

Derrick bursts out laughing. So hard he has to lean on the 
display table. A few more boxes hit the floor. 

DERRICK
HA! Whose gonna make me? You Barney 
Fife? You gonna shoot me with your 
one bullet?

Derrick steps up to Calvin who puts his hand on his 
nightstick.

HEATHER
Derrick, honey!

Derrick unsteadily turns toward her. His face goes from 
drunken dumb ass to pissed-off bully.

DERRICK
Get your little ass over here.

Suddenly... as if right out of a scene from Cleopatra 
Jones... Dressed in a faux fur coat with a neon shoulder 
bag...  Jacqui Dees steps in front of Derrick.

In a flash, she shoves a finger into Derrick’s chest.

JACQUI
Like the man said...

Heather starts to move toward them, but Chelsey reaches over 
the counter, holds her arm.

CHELSEY
Heather, don’t.

Derrick leans back, leering down at Jacqui’s long fingernail. 
She shoves harder. He’s enjoying it.

JACQUI
Hit the road you drunk... Cow. Boy.

Derrick eyes her.
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DERRICK
Oh my, look at this hot chocolate.

He playfully steps back, catches his heel on a fallen box, 
and slips. She shoves again. 

Derrick loses his balance, flings his arms wide smashing back 
onto the display table in dramatic wrestler fashion. 

The handcrafted, wooden table splits with a CRACK under his 
weight. Boxes of glass ornaments SMASH on the floor.

Jacqui keeps coming. She plants a high heel on each side of 
Derrick, hands on hips, looking down at him and the wreckage. 

Onlookers gape, mesmerized by the spectacle. Even Calvin is 
slack-jawed.

Derrick grins up at Jacqui. She bends down.

JACQUI
You get your redneck self out to 
your car and patiently wait for her 
to finish.

She bends down a little.

JACQUI (CONT’D)
Or I unleash my inner Detroit all 
over your bitch ass. Are we clear?

With a wry smile, he stares up.

DERRICK
Bend down a little lower.

Jacqui gets deadly serious, straightens.

JACQUI
I said, are we...

She steps on his crotch.

JACQUI (CONT’D)
... clear?

His smile falters, but he doesn’t move.

DERRICK
Ain’t you somethin’... ok, ok.

She pushes off, stands back. 
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He rolls over, stumbles to his feet, BELCHES, grabs a box and 
throws it at Calvin.

DERRICK (CONT’D)
Clean this shit up, Barney. I got 
better things to do.

He snorts a laugh, as Calvin awkwardly catches the box, the 
bottom pops opens. Calvin lunges, grabs the glass ball, 
gyrates to keep it in hand, slams it back in the box, stands 
like nothing happened. 

Derrick clutches his hat, and lumbers off, calling over his 
shoulder.

DERRICK (CONT’D)
(loudly)

Heather! Let’s go.

JACQUI
Hey!

DERRICK
I’ll be in the car.

He staggers off into the mall.

Jacqui adjusts her coat, touches her hair, and nods at 
Heather, who watches her walk toward an exit.

HEATHER
What has she done?

Chelsey, still in disbelief at the whole thing.  

CHELSEY
Uh, taken a punch for you?

Heather turns on her with a hard look, which softens. She 
retrieves her shopping bags and walks off.

Calvin puts a hand on Heather’s shoulder, she shakes her head 
at a question and keeps going.

Chelsey lets out a long breath and watches her leave as 
onlookers seem to unfreeze and return to shopping.

INT. COSMETICS DEPARTMENT - LATER THAT EVENING

As Chelsey reaches up to dust a high display behind the 
counter, TIMOTHY OWENS (30s, tan) rounds the corner in a 
hurry. His face hits the feathers.
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Both jump back. He spits out feather dust. She covers her 
mouth, embarrassed.

CHELSEY
I am so sorry. 

She uses the feather duster to swiftly brush off his shirt. 
She yanks it back, when he grimaces.

TIMOTHY
Ok, wow... not helping.

He has a serious expression, then breaks into a smile.

TIMOTHY (CONT’D)
You must be Chelsey.

He holds out a hand, offering a very effeminate handshake. 

TIMOTHY (CONT’D)
I'm Timothy. 

She takes his hand, looking self-conscious.

TIMOTHY (CONT’D)
Girl, you worked wonders on that 
storage room. I am serious. 

Timothy’s attention goes to the janitors cleaning the last of 
the mangled display table. 

TIMOTHY (CONT’D)
We can never have anything nice in 
this house.

CHELSEY
Yeah, this drunk giant cowboy 
wrestler --

TIMOTHY
Sounds hot, I only popped by for my 
check. Seeya soon honey. Ta Ta.

Timothy whirls around, exits the counter. 

CHELSEY
Um, Ta Ta.

INT. COSMETICS DEPARTMENT - CLOSING TIME

Chelsey finishes up her duties. The cosmetic counter now tidy 
and clean. All the product snug on their shelves.
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She smiles to herself, satisfied.

“Jingle Bells” plays.

The chain wall comes down. Lights start going off. She picks 
up the duster and calls it a day.

INT. WINFIELD’S DEPARTMENT STORE - NIGHT

Lisa comes out of the shadows, nervously tip-toeing to the 
storage room, and quietly opens the door. 

INT. STORE ROOM - CONTINUOUS

The lights click on. She steadies herself, nervously taking 
in the incredible organization Chelsey did.

On edge, Lisa snoops around looking side to side. She walks 
on further, deeper into the room. More anxious.

She stops suddenly, her hand goes to her mouth with a gasp, 
then a laugh-cry-snort sound.

On the floor, in a corner rests a tastefully laid out make-
shift bed with a worn, childhood sleeping bag topped by one 
of last year’s new comforters, already turned down. 

A small, damaged clearance lamp sits by the pillow, the sale 
tag still dangling.

Lisa scours a shelf of forgotten luggage. With immense 
relief, she finds a particular cosmetics case, pulls it down.

A LITTLE WHILE LATER

Lisa pulls up the covers, lies there for a moment staring at 
the ceiling, then leans over and turns out the lamp. 

The room goes pitch black, then... the lamp comes on again. 

Lisa pulls a note out from under the pillow. She leans toward 
the pool of light, and holds it under the shade, it reads:

CHELSEY (V.O.)
Hi. On my first day they told me to 
organize this store room. Some sort 
of test I think. I found some 
things of yours. I actually had the 
same sleeping bag! I want you to 
know, your secret is safe with 
me...
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Lisa, stops to wipe a tear.

CHELSEY (V.O.)(CONT)
I hope this is only temporary for 
you...

Lisa gets comfy, clicks off the lamp.

CHELSEY (V.O.)
Whoever you are. My name is 
Chelsey, I work in cosmetics.

THE END
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