
EXT. SMALL COASTAL TOWN, BACKYARD - MORNING.

TOBY, a mid 30’s, good looking young man, walks out the back 
door of his small town coastal home.  His home is small a 
quaint, modest in size with small rooms that feel cozy.  This 
size house is a choice for Toby.  It’s fall, the morning 
weather is crisp, and the sound of the ocean echoes quietly 
through the streets and alleyways of this small community.  
Out back of his residence sits his 1987 Toyota Pickup, white, 
with some dings rust marks and scratches all over it.  In the 
back of the pickup is a large rack attached at all four 
corners of the pickup bed and on this rack a couple of 
ladders and rope.

The sun is just about to break the horizon.  Dew is on the 
windshield. In this backyard/alley area are a few longboard 
surfboards, groomed grass, a well kept small shed and a fire 
pit.

Toby opens the creaky door to the two seated cab and climbs 
in.  

This truck is reliable, so no problem starting it.  Toby 
keeps his tools in tip top shape. 

Toby puts the key in the ignition and turns the engine over.  
Even in the cold ocean town weather, the truck fires right up 
and hums quietly.

Toby steps back out of the truck and checks the bed of the 
pickup to make sure he has all of his tools.

Missing something, he walks over to the shed, passed a few 
longboard surfboards, and turns the sheds door handle, 
opening the door.

(The camera stays out, Toby goes in.  The camera waits for 
him.)

It’s quiet.  Something Toby prefers.

He comes out of the shed holding a handful of tools and walks 
them to the bed of his truck.

As he continues arranging the equipment in the back of the 
truck, we hear a phone ringing from the cab.

Toby finishes up his rearranging and walks to the cab of the 
truck, with little hurry.

Once in the cab...

TOBY
Hello?



Toby puts the phone on speaker and places it on the dashboard 
of the truck.

We stay in a medium shot and hold on him.

LES
Are you at work already?

TOBY
No, I haven’t left yet. Where are 
you?

LES
I’m with Mom, we’re down at the 
police station.

TOBY
The police station, what are you 
doing there?

LES
Dad’s been booked and they are 
holding him here.

Toby, aware of why, doesn’t say anything.

LES (CONT’D)
When can you get down here?

TOBY
For what?

LES
To see Dad?

TOBY
I can get there on my lunch break.

LES
You can’t come before that?

TOBY
I will on my break.

LES, understands TOBY’S hesitant to visit their father 
(historically). 

Both are silent.

TOBY (CONT’D)
Did they tell you why?
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LES
Not really, something about fraud.  
I don’t know, mom was in the office 
with them.

TOBY
(in a half whisper to 
himself)

Shit.

LES
What?

TOBY
I’ll come down on my break, I have 
to run. Where’s ‘Beca?

LES
She’s on her way down now.

Toby sits in silence for a minute, the silence is broken by 
Les.

LES (CONT’D)
Tob...?

TOBY
Yeah?

LES
Come on man, come down here now.

TOBY
I can’t, I have to get to work.  
I’ll call you when I’m on my way.

LES
What the fuck, man. Fuck.

(paused, disappointedly)
Okay.

TOBY
Bye

LES
Bye.

TOBY turns off the phone and puts it back on the seat next to 
him.

He sits in his truck for a long moment.  The truck is 
running, the air is still crisp, the ocean is crashing in the 
background.  Seagulls glide in the air above the houses and 
streets.
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Street lights in the alley flick off.

TOBY pulls the door shut and rolls down window.  He reverses 
the truck out of the small driveway and out into the alley.

He rights the truck on the alley street and drives off.

INT. HARDWARE STORE - MORNING.

(in this scene, display the town’s smallness through these 
characters. The comfort, relatability, etc.)

Toby enters the small Mon-N-Pop hardware store called 
‘Ralph’s Service’.

Toby walks in the front door and is greeted by EMMA Caceras, 
Ralph’s wife, who helps him run the shop. She’s recently 
retired and has taking up part time work with her husband.

EMMA
Well good morning Toby.

TOBY
Morning Mrs Caceras.  How ya doin’?

EMMA
Oh, you know, best I can be. What 
are ya in to get?

TOBY
I ran out of edger tape and Mr. 
Caceras said you’d be getting some 
in today, do you know if you have. 

EMMA
Well, I’m not sure. The delivery 
man stopped in first thing and 
dropped off a few boxes in the back 
there, they might be in there.  Go 
ahead a open some to see if they 
came.

TOBY
You don’t mind?

EMMA
Of course not, go right ahead.

TOBY walks down the isle to the back of the store to a stack 
of boxes and proceeds to open a few.  The third box he opens 
he finds a few rolls of edger tape packaged together.  He 
grabs and walks back to the front of the store.

4.



EMMA (CONT’D)
Did you find some?

TOBY
I did, yes, thank you.

EMMA
What do you need edger’s tape for? 
Aren’t ya doin your own cuttin in 
by now?

TOBY
Ha, yeah, of course, but I have a 
new guy on today and I don’t know 
what he can do, so I need it just 
in case.

EMMA
What happened to that boy Jared?

TOBY
He went back to school a couple 
weeks ago, so I’m back to trying 
out some new talent.

EMMA
Well, if you ever need me to put a 
flyer up around here just bring 
some in, I’d be more than glad to 
help out.

EMMA, delighted, smiles at Toby.  She proceeds to ring him 
up.  Toby notices her book sitting face down on the counter 
just next to her.

TOBY
What are you reading now?

EMMA
The Story Of A Shipwrecked Sailor - 
Gabriel Garcia Marquez.

Emma rolls her tongue with a proper spanish accent.

EMMA (CONT’D)
Ralph grew up with Gabriel in 
Aracataca, Colombia, and I was 
interested in knowing more about 
that time.  This story was quite 
controversial, and I love reading 
this and hearing the stories that 
Ralph remembers.  Ah...
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