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ACT ONE

EXT. FULTON CITY RESERVOIR - DAY

A BEARDED SCIENTIST and a MAN IN A SUIT stand in the middle 
of a bone-dry reservoir.  

SUITED MAN
I don’t understand, it’s been 
raining for weeks.  

SCIENTIST 
I’m afraid this is a matter of 
consumption rather than 
precipitation, Mr. Mayor.   

MAYOR
Impossible.

(calling off)
Brent Rosewood!

BRENT ROSEWOOD, the Mayor’s special secretary (42 year-old 
pear-shaped walking comb-over) appears, out of breath.  

BRENT ROSEWOOD
Yes sir? 

MAYOR
Do I have a policy on water 
consumption? 

BRENT ROSEWOOD 
And how!  

(singing)
IF IT’S YELLOW THEN IT’S MELLOW / 
IF IT’S BROWN THEN FLUSH--

MAYOR 
(to Scientist)

See?  We’ve taken action.  There 
must be a leak in your pond. 

SCIENTIST
With all due respect sir, municipal 
water consumption is increasing 
almost exponentially, specifically 
in the district of East Fulton.  

He hands a map to The Mayor.

THE MAYOR
East Fulton, East Fulton... is that 
near the zoo? 
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BRENT ROSEWOOD 
Kinda.  It’s where the Sodds live.  

THE MAYOR
Oh, of course.  Sodds.  What a   
disaster that program has been.  

SCIENTIST
Well, in one hundred years Sodds could--

THE MAYOR
In one hundred days I could lose an 
election to an opponent hell-bent 
on making this water thing an 
issue.  Him and his “Last Time I 
Checked” ads... 

POP TO:

EXT. PARK - DAY (TV COMMERCIAL)

A thirsty YOUNG GIRL sips from a water fountain but no water 
comes out.  Suddenly the GREEN-SCREENED PARK changes to a 
BARREN DESSERT.  City Councilman JUNIOR BANES walks into 
frame and hands the parched girl a bottle of water.  

JUNIOR BANES
(solemnly, to camera)

Last time I checked, this wasn’t 
Africa.  

A tribal battle breaks out behind him.

POP BACK TO:

EXT. FULTON CITY RESERVOIR

THE MAYOR 
(re: bone dry reservoir)

You think this is going to ease 
voters’ minds?

BRENT ROSEWOOD 
Nope. 

THE MAYOR
What did I tell you about answering 
rhetorical questions, Brent? 

BRENT ROSEWOOD
Not to. 
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MAYOR
(to Scientist)

Why the hell are we giving Sodds 
our best water?  

SCIENTIST
There really isn’t a “best” when it 
comes to water, just “safe” and 
“unsafe.”   

The Mayor walks off, Brent Rosewood follows behind.  

MAYOR
Fire him.  And what’s the biggest 
Sodd activist group these days?

BRENT ROSEWOOD
ESPN. 

(off The Mayor’s look)
“Equal Sodd Presence Now” -- Sodds 
aren’t big sports fans...  

THE MAYOR
Book a meeting with the leaders.
Have them wait in the bomb shelter 
and I’ll get to them after the 
election.  

BRENT ROSEWOOD
That’s three months away...

THE MAYOR
And?

BRENT ROSEWOOD
Just thinking about a possible 
ventilation issue.  

THE MAYOR
Poke some holes in the top.  Also, 
if we’re going to start dickying 
with the water supply we’ll need to 
replace the Attorney General.  
Let’s put together a short list.    

BRENT ROSEWOOD
With whom, sir? 

CUT TO:

CLOSE ON A PAIR OF FEMALE BLUE EYES

A tear puddles and creeps over a tastefully eye-lined lower 
lid before calmly gliding down a soft cheek--  THWAP!  
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From out of nowhere, a hand annihilates the tear with a swift 
slap, pulverizing it into the flesh.  

WIDEN TO REVEAL:

INT. CORNER OFFICE - MORNING 

Thwap!  ALANNA WOLFF (34, expensively pant-suited, a little 
too thin) slaps the tears just as they emerge -- like a 
weird, painful game of Wack-a-Mole.  She taps a few PILLS 
from a canister and swallows them dry. 

FLIP TO REVEAL: A super cheesy wedding website,  
“WeddingJungle.Com.”  Heart-shaped doves orbit a photograph 
of Alanna and some really handsome guy.  Bursting from the 
top of a (very tall) wedding cake is this flamboyant singing 
GIRAFFE.  Absolutely brutal voice.  Seems to be going for a 
“Goofy” vibe, but failing.  Hard to fuck up Goofy.

GIRAFFE
Happy one-month anniversary, ALANNA-
WOLFF-AND-CHASE-HAWKINS” -- Hit it!  

A rough scene follows.  Jungle animals limbo underneath the 
bouncing photo of Alanna and Chase.  Music swells into a key 
change. (THWAP! THWAP!)  

An elephant drags an (empty) registry list onto screen. 

ELEPHANT
(Eyore)

Wish someone would buy me presents 
like these...

Alanna rakes the computer off the desk -- it crashes to the 
ground.  Somehow, that fucking giraffe is still singing.  She 
pops another pill.  DESMOND, Alanna’s assistant (23, boyishly 
innocent, slightly fabulous) pokes his head in.

DESMOND
Oy.  Was it the giraffe again?  Don’t 
answer that, not my bees wax.  

(then)
Should I postpone the Waxman trial? 

ALANNA
(getting up)

I can win that case in my sleep. 

DESMOND
(following)

That would require sleeping.  

CUT TO:
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INT. TOWN CAR - MOMENTS LATER

Alanna and Desmond sit in the back seat.  Desmond flips on 
the car’s TV.   

ALANNA
(re: TV)

God, Bert Bailey is still alive? 

EXT. COURTHOUSE STEPS - ON TELEVISION 

A busy scene in front of the courthouse.  BERT BAILEY (78, 
Andy Rooney-esque charming senility) reports.  

BERT BAILEY
Opening statements today in the 
murder trial of Harvey “The Pick 
Axe” Waxman, plastic surgeon to the 
C-list stars.  Waxman is currently 
on the hook for the death of Dawn 
Devine, star of the hit Japanese 
game show Put It On My Face!

CLIP OF JAPANESE GAME SHOW:  A tense scene as DAWN DEVINE 
(23, a six-foot Marilyn Monroe with just enormous breasts) 
lies on a table in an evening gown.  Two teams of JAPANESE 
BUSINESSMEN anxiously wait on either side.  

HOST
(whispering)

Kooachie... Moachieee... Da!!

DAWN
(screaming, Japanese 
subtitles)

Put it on my face!!!

Over thumping techno music, Japanese business men  
frantically put things on Dawn’s face.  An egg.  A bowl of 
jelly beans.  Very large chunks of sushi.  A tiny bird.  The 
bird falls off her face.  A BUZZER sounds.  One team rejoices 
while the other groans in defeat.  

BACK TO:

EXT. COURTHOUSE STEPS - SAME (ON TELEVISION)

BERT BAILEY
What a loss.

(then)
Dr. Waxman has retained undefeated 
defense counsel Alanna Wolff.  He’s 
gotta feel pretty confident with a 
bitch like that on his side. 
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(beat, then to cameraman)
Oh.  Whoops.  Ha.  We should 
probably take that again. 

CAMERAMAN
We’re live, Bert. 

WIDEN BACK TO:

INT. TOWN CAR - SAME

Alanna smells something awful and rolls up her window.  

ALANNA
Jesus, why are we in East Fulton?

DESMOND
Construction on the parkway.  

Desmond timidly stares out the window.  A sign with a flower 
growing out of one large EYE reads “SODDS MUST USE ARTERIES.”  
Running alongside the streets are trough-like mud paths that 
look a lot like the gnarly way out of Shawshank.  Desmond 
looks up at rows and rows of public housing buildings -- or 
more specifically the 9TH FLOORS of the buildings, which are 
twice the size of the other floors and have solar-paneled 
glass domes protruding from the exteriors.  

INT. TOWN CAR - MOMENTS LATER

The car pulls to a stop in front of the courthouse.  

DESMOND
(handing her phone)

The pharmacy.

Alanna shakes an empty pill cannister. 

ALANNA
(into phone)

More.  Lots. 

Alanna hangs up as Desmond escorts DR. WAXMAN (60’s, 
intellectually serene) into the car.  

ALANNA (CONT’D)
Did you kill the “Put It On My 
Face” girl? 

DR. WAXMAN
Her name is Dawn.  

ALANNA
Listen, Pick Axe-- 
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DR. WAXMAN
And my name is Doctor Waxman.    

Alanna takes a breath. 

ALANNA 
Okay, Doctor Waxman.  Thanks to 
precedents set in Grechon v. Davies 
and BodyWorks v. Lopez I am going to 
win this case whether you murdered 
Dawn DeVine or not.  Thanks to 
amendments to Fulton County’s 
exclusionary laws, several of which I 
drafted myself, I am actually going 
to win this case before lunch.  But I 
get to call you anything I want.  

Alanna washes down a couple pills with absolutely nothing.  

DR. WAXMAN
You should take those with water...

ALANNA 
Gonna pass on the medical advice, 
doc.  I’ve seen your work.

A pill gets stuck and Alanna attempts to hock it up.   

DR. WAXMAN
(whispers to Desmond)

This is not exactly what I pictured  
for two-thousand-dollars-an-hour. 

DESMOND
Ms. Wolff’s just wound a little 
tight due to a slight nutrient 
deficiency.  

(off Waxman’s look)
She’s running exclusively on three 
hundred sticks of Maui Melon Mint 
Gum and “Black Beauties.” 

(off Waxman’s look)
Prescribed for weight management.    

Alanna kicks open the car door.  

ALANNA
Let’s do this, Pick Axe.

CUT TO:

INT. COURTROOM - LATER

Alanna sits next to Waxman and spots the prosecutor.   
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ALANNA
(to Waxman)

I could beat Ira Fitzburg if I were 
bound Pulp Fiction gimp-style -- 
red ball in the mouth, whole nine.    

DR. WAXMAN 
Lovely.  

JUDGE
(banging gavel)

The court will first hear opening 
statements from the prosecution. 

Just then an impossibly handsome John Edwards-esque attorney 
glides through the back door.  The gallery reacts.   

ALANNA
What.  The.  Fuck.

HANDSOME ATTORNEY
Chase Hawkins for the prosecution, 
your honor.

ALANNA
What the hell are you doing here? 

CHASE
I go where they tell me to.  

ALANNA
Will you go where I tell you to?

Chase takes the podium and holds up a head shot of Dawn 
Devine (with God-knows-what all over her face.)  

CHASE 
Your honor, Dawn Devine was taken 
from us in the prime of her career...

CLOSE ON Alanna’s eyes, once again unblinking and cold, as we 
dissolve into a CHEESY ROMANTIC COMEDY MONTAGE (”Walkin’ On 
Sunshine” or something of the sort.)

INT. LAW SCHOOL LECTURE HALL - TEN YEARS AGO (FLASHBACK)

COLLEGIATE ALANNA sits next to COLLEGIATE CHASE, who drops 
his pencil.  Their hands meet as they both reach for it. 

EXT. BEACH - FIVE YEARS AGO (FLASHBACK)

Chase and Alanna spontaneously take off their clothes and 
frolic into the surf.  A JAMAICAN BOY steals their clothes.
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EXT. EIFEL TOWER - ONE YEAR AGO (FLASHBACK)

Chase proposes as Alanna jumps into his arms.

INT. ALANNA’S APARTMENT - TWO MONTHS AGO (FLASHBACK)

Alanna walks in carrying a bag of groceries.  She admires her 
diamond ring for a moment, then turns to find FOUR NAKED 
ASIAN GIRLS sitting on various parts of Chase’s body.  
Groceries fall to the floor.  On Alanna’s stunned face...

CUT BACK TO:

INT. COURTROOM - CONTINUOUS FROM BEFORE

CHASE
...the question remains, ladies and 
gentlemen: is Dr. Waxman guilty?

ALANNA
Of course he is.  

Judge bangs gavel, reporters scribble.  TV cameras zoom in.  
Chase puts his hand on Alanna’s shoulder.  

CHASE
Don’t do this, Alanna.  

ALANNA
(batting hand away)

You don’t get to touch me ever again.  

WAXMAN
(calm, sotto)

Lives are in danger, Ms. Wolff.

CHASE
Your honor, I believe council just 
said her client was guilty.

ALANNA
(pops pill, then)

All of my clients are guilty.  But 
I’m still undefeated, Chase.  Do you 
know why? 

CHASE
Because you’re Alanna W--

ALANNA
Alanna Fucking Wolff, that’s right.  

JUDGE
Ms. Wolff!  Sit down this instant!
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ALANNA
No, the only “question remaining,” 
Chase, is this:  Why did you bang 
half of the Chinese gymnastics team 
the day before our wedding?

The courtroom erupts in a collective gasp.

CHASE 
(whispers to Alanna)

They were so much thinner than you.  

ALANNA
You tiny-pricked, son-of-a-whore!

Alanna hurls her Stiletto at Chase and it lodges in his 
thigh.  She attacks him, maniacally. 

SMASH CUT TO:

INT. SHADY HOLLOW REHAB CENTER HALLWAY - DAY 

CHYRON: “One month later.”

A female ADMINISTRATOR and an OLDER MAN stand at the door of 
a meeting room, peering in. 

OLDER MAN
How is she doing?

ADMINISTRATOR
Still working on the first step...

INT. SHADY HOLLOW REHAB CENTER - MEETING ROOM

A tawdry group of MEN and WOMEN stare at Alanna.

ALANNA
(rolls eyes)

My name’s Alanna and I...

The group looks on with anticipation.

ALANNA (CONT’D)
...may or may not be...

Sighs of frustration. 

COUNSELOR
“I am...”

ALANNA
Depending on how “am” is defined...
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COUNSELOR
Chemically depended to...

ALANNA
...a prescribed 
pharmaceutical.

COUNSELOR
Amphetamine.

ALANNA
Your word.

GROUP 
Hello, Alanna.

ALANNA
Yeah, yeah, hi’s all around, Jesus.

ADMINISTRATOR
(walking in)

Ms. Wolff, you have a visitor. 

GROUP
(standing, removing hats)

Mr. Mayor! / He looks tanner in 
person. / I hear he’s a real dick.  

ALANNA
Daddy.

                        
                        

                       ACT TWO

INT. SHADY HOLLOW REHAB CENTER - HALLWAY - MOMENTS LATER

Alanna starts to give The Mayor a hug but he instead greets 
her, as always, with a firm handshake and the word “And.”  

THE MAYOR
And?  

ALANNA
Daddy, I know that I...

THE MAYOR
Completely ruined your reputation?  
And mine, for good measure?

ALANNA
I just needed to reacquaint myself 
with solid foods. 

THE MAYOR
Ah, that’s why you’re so puffy.  
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ALANNA
Puffy?  

THE MAYOR
Thighs and neck, your trouble zone.  

ALANNA
(getting up)

I’ve got to get out of here.  

THE MAYOR
Not sure I can risk that.

ALANNA
Sorry?

THE MAYOR
I’m down sixteen points to Boy Scout 
Banes -- you’re not exactly helping my 
fatherly image, dear.   

ALANNA
Jesus, how bad can this be?

The Mayor hands her a newspaper.  Front page headline:

ALANNA WOLFF: “ALL MY CLIENTS ARE GUILTY” 

ALANNA (CONT’D)
Oh my God!  What is this photo?

THE MAYOR
Yes, your chins are unfortunate--

ALANNA
No, this photo 

The Mayor and Chase Hawkins shake hands.  Headline reads: 

CHASE HAWKINS ATOP MAYOR’S SHORT LIST FOR ATTORNEY GENERAL.  
DECISION TO BE MADE FRIDAY.

ALANNA (CONT’D)
You... you promised me...

THE MAYOR
The Attorney General must be a born 
litigator, able to stand like a 
sturdy oak, no matter the storm. 

ALANNA
But... you said I was a born 
litigator.  You said I was sturdy.    
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THE MAYOR
And I also said I would test that 
sturdiness when you least expected, 
which is why I had Chase prosecute 
the Waxman case.  

ALANNA
That is a really fucked up test.

THE MAYOR
Perhaps.  But The Sturdiness Test 
is a Wolff family tradition.  My 
father tested me...

EXT. FIELD - DAY (FLASHBACK)

13-YEAR OLD DIXON, eyes closed tight, points a gun at a DOG  
and pulls the trigger.  Click -- empty.  WIDEN TO REVEAL his 
FATHER standing beside him, who takes the gun.

FATHER
The good news is you passed The 
Sturdiness Test.  Bad news is 
you’re now capable of executing 
your best friend. 

THE MAYOR (V.O.)
And his father tested him. 

FLASHBACK TO:

INT. FIELD - DAY

FATHER and SON mend a fence.  

FATHER
Son, do you recall spending last 
weekend at the lake? 

SON
Nope.

FATHER
Hmmph.  How ‘bout that.  Well, the 
good news is you passed The 
Sturdiness Test.  Bad new is you’re 
going to be spending a lot more 
time at the lake.

BACK TO:

EXT. SHADY HOLLOW REHAB CENTER - MOMENTS LATER

The Mayor walks toward a helicopter, Alanna trails behind.
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THE MAYOR
You are the first Wolff to fail The 
Sturdiness Test.  

ALANNA
So you’re appointing Chase Attorney 
General?

THE MAYOR
Now there’s an oak.  Handsome oak.  

ALANNA
This isn’t happening.  What can I do?

THE MAYOR
(climbing on helicopter)

You could start by saving the law 
firm your grandfather built with 
his own hands.

FLASHBACK TO:

INT. 1920’S LAW FIRM - DAY (FLASHBACK)

A YOUNG LAWYER hammers one last nail, looks around, 
satisfied, then dials on an old-timey phone.

YOUNG LAWYER
(into phone)

Yeah, pop?  Good news!  I just built a 
law firm with my own hands.  Bad news 
is I’m starting to recall spending 
time at the lake, so you should 
probably get a lawyer... 

CUT TO:

INT. TOWN CAR - A LITTLE LATER

Alanna sits next to Desmond, who take notes. 

ALANNA
I need a big fucking case to win. 
Before Friday.  A Larry King case, 
do you know what I’m saying?  

DESMOND
“White girl stuck in a well.” 

ALANNA
Boring.  I need a case that’ll make 
me look like an oak.
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DESMOND
A noke?

ALANNA
Can’t be doing a lot of repeating 
today.  An oak.  Circle that in 
your little book -- turns out to be 
an important word.

(then, to Driver)
No, I’m not going home, take us to 
the office.

DESMOND
Um, the office is closed. 

Alanna looks at her watch.

ALANNA
(to driver)

Then take us to the other office.

DESMOND
The other office is also closed. 

ALANNA
Why are all the offices closed?

DESMOND
Cases really dried up after “The 
Incident.”  Clients were scared 
that you would tell everyone they 
were guilty.

ALANNA
Court Street is closed too?

DESMOND
(nods)

I’m sorry, I know your grandfather 
built that office with his own hands. 

ALANNA
Actually, black people built the Court 
Street office with their own hands.  
Papi had made a fortune by then.  

DESMOND
Ah. 

ALANNA
What about my staff?
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DESMOND
Well you told everyone their 
clients were guilty, so... 

ALANNA
Wow, I really shouldn’t have told 
everyone that.  Bottom line it for 
me, Desmond.  Seven offices, a 
hundred lawyers?  All gone? 

DESMOND
Not exactly...

SMASH CUT TO:

EXT. RUN DOWN OFFICE - DAY

A run-down building in East Fulton City with a faded “Wolff 
Law” sign on the door.  “Arteries” everywhere.  Smells awful. 

ALANNA
We don’t have an office here. 

DESMOND
Technically, we do.  The firm 
bought the building in the eighties 
to give the impression it defended 
poor clients. 

ALANNA
That’s hilarious.

DESMOND
I know, right?  Anyway, it’s 
supposedly been operational ever 
since.  Tiny staff, no benefits, 
not invited to the Christmas party.  

(then)
We do send a card.

ALANNA
That’s nice of us.  

(then)
Well, it’s an office.  We’ll have 
the firm up and running in no time--

Alanna tries to open the door but it’s locked.  

ALANNA (CONT’D)
(reading sign on door)

“Open at sunset.”  Jesus, who’s in 
charge here? 

MUSIC CUE: AC/DC “Hell’s Bells”. 
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INT. DIRTY BEDROOM - AFTERNOON 

The music blasts from an ALARM CLOCK which reads 4:45pm.  An 
arm extends from the bed, belonging to JEFF BYRD (30, 
rugged/hungover, ripped) He looks at the empty side of the 
bed and spots a post-it note stuck to the other pillow. 

JEFF
(reading)

“My name’s not Beth.” 

He crumples the paper and tosses it on the floor next to pile 
of others. 

EXT. RUN-DOWN BUILDING - SAME TIME

Alanna attempts to hoist Desmond through the window but  
something frightens him and he falls to the ground.

INT. JEFF’S KITCHEN - SAME

Jeff brushes his teeth with his finger and pours coffee on 
top of a dirty beer mug which still has a little beer in it.

EXT. RUN-DOWN BUILDING - SAME

Alanna sits on the curb smoking a cigarette as Desmond 
writhes in pain.    

INT. JEFF’S APARTMENT ELEVATOR - SAME

Jeff pulls a shirt/tie over his head as the elevator doors 
close.  As it passes the 9TH FLOOR, the lights flicker and a 
low hum is heard O.S.  Jeff is unfazed. 

EXT. RUN DOWN OFFICE - SAME

Desmond tries to jimmy the lock with a credit card.   

DESMOND
I saw this little trick on--

ALANNA
Every TV show in the eighties?  
Yeah, me too.  

DESMOND
Almost got it...

Jeff tackles him to the ground.  Desmond writhes some more.

ALANNA
Hey, what the hell are you doing?
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JEFF
Hard-on here was breaking into my office.

ALANNA
No, hard-on here was breaking into 
my office.

Jeff shakes his head, now realizing who he’s talking to.  

JEFF
Alanna Wolff?  

ALANNA
Yes, that’s right. 

JEFF
Didn’t I see you on an episode of 
Celebrity Rehab?  

ALANNA 
Whoa, asshole...

JEFF
Who are you calling an 
asshole?!  Don’t you poke 
your finger at me, lady--

ALANNA
...I’ve been waiting on the 
street for an hour -- oh I’ll 
poke my finger wheverever I 
want, buddy--

Just then, MAVIS (24, gum-smacking, curly black hair) 
clumsily jogs up in broken heels and takes out set of keys.

MAVIS
Sorry I’m late, boss.  Toby’s 
always like “Oh, I’ll fix the 
corroborator” -- he thinks it’s 
sexy to get his hands all greasy...

(unlocks door)
So I had to walk here, well run,  
and who knew there were so many 
hills in East Fulton?  Not I!  Or 
is it “me”?  And I just had to wear 
my fancy lashes today...

Mavis trails off as she walks in the office.  A beat, then.

JEFF
After you, boss.

Alanna gives him a look and walks in. 

INT. JEFF’S OFFICE RECEPTION AREA - CONTINUOUS

A shit-box.  Dirt everywhere; large, broken pieces of this 
and that; 
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enough water jugs to really make a difference in an African 
refugee camp.  Mavis flicks a switch -- a set of blinding 
HEAT LAMPS flash on.

ALANNA
(shielding herself)

Jesus!

MAVIS
Sorry, wrong one.  

Mavis flips another switch.  Regular lights turn on. 

JEFF
You’ll have to excuse Mavis, we don’t 
see too many big-wigs down here. 

MAVIS
Unless you count the Christmas cards.

JEFF
Yes, we love the Christmas cards. 
Mavis, I’m going to meet with Ms. 
Wolff in my office, so please hold 
my calls.

ALANNA
No.

(calling off)
Desmond!

DESMOND
(hobbling in)

Yes, Ms. Wolff?

ALANNA
I am going to meet with... this 
person... in my office.  So please 
hold my calls.

DESMOND
Yes, Ms. Wolff.

Alanna opens a door and confidently walks in.  A beat.  She 
reemerges.

ALANNA 
That.  Is a closet. 

Jeff motions toward another door.  Jeff and Alanna cross off, 
leaving Desmond and Mavis.

DESMOND
May I use your rest room?
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MAVIS
Down the hall to the right. 
Want some water?

DESMOND
Yes, please. 

(holding up elbow)
And some gauze, if you have it.

MAVIS
(impressed)

Wow, now there’s a fancy word I 
never heard before.  Gauze.  Gauze.  
Heh heh.  Goowauzzz.

Desmond smiles and crosses off, leaving Mavis alone.

MAVIS (CONT’D)
(British accent)

“Excuse me Princess Diana, could 
you please pass the Gauze?  

(then, to camera)
She was The People’s Princess.

JEFF’S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Office is littered with papers, bizarre metal tools, random 
dead flowers, a series of massive water pitchers.  Two 
oversized chairs face the desk.

ALANNA
I apologize in advance if the 
following feels rushed.  I’m 
preparing for a big fucking case. 

Alanna and Jeff bump into each other as they both go to sit 
behind the desk.  Alanna braces for a fight, but softens.  

ALANNA (CONT’D)
(deep breath, smile)

I’m sorry, I didn’t get your name.

JEFF
Jeff Byrd, Mr. Byrd-- 

ALANNA
Jeff, I am well aware of the great 
work your team does for us here 
at... on...

She looks out the window for a street sign. 

JEFF
Grand.
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ALANNA
...Grand Avenue.

JEFF
Street.

ALANNA
Street.  And on behalf of the 
entire firm, kudos to you. 

JEFF
Wow, I haven’t received a “kudos” 
since middle school, so this is 
really special, thanks. 

ALANNA
You bet.  Here’s the thing.  As I’m 
sure you know, this darn economy 
has hit everyone hard--

JEFF
Really?  ‘Cause we’re actually 
doing pretty good here.

ALANNA
Well.  

JEFF
Well what?  

ALANNA
You’re “doing pretty well.”  

JEFF
(feet on desk)

That means so much coming from you.    

INT. BATHROOM - SAME

Desmond enters frantically and hurries up to the urinal... 
which is about three feet higher and twice as wide as your 
average urinal.  On his perplexed look...  

INT. JEFF’S OFFICE - SAME

As they were. 

ALANNA
In a few words -- what would you 
say you do here? 

JEFF
(enthusiastic)

Well, I can tell you exactly what I 
do here.
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ALANNA
Terrific. 

Jeff walks behind the desk and reads from a framed seal 
hanging on the wall.  

JEFF
“Wolff Law’s Grand Street Office is 
dedicated to serving those citizens 
who would otherwise remain 
underrepresented and unprotected.  
Signed, Grisham Doddley Wolff, 
founder, Wolff Law.”  Hey, he has 
your last name. 

ALANNA
That’s my grandfather.  He built 
this firm with his own hands. 

INT. BATHROOM - SAME

Desmond looks in frantic awe at the massive urinal, takes a 
step back and mimics “aiming” -- but realizes that won’t 
work.  Maybe if he jumps... no, that’ll just be a nightmare 
to clean up, and Desmond is a courteous guy that way. 

INT. JEFF’S OFFICE - SAME

As they were.

ALANNA
Mr. Byrd--

JEFF
Please call me Jeff. 

ALANNA
Okay, Jeff, I’m--

JEFF
So I’ll stick with “Ms. Wolff”?

ALANNA
Let me finish and you can call me 
whatever the fuck you want, okay?

JEFF
I’m still soaring from the kudos. 

ALANNA
As you should be.  But sadly, your 
services are no longer needed.  We 
offer a standard severance package,
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(extending hand)
...and our best wishes. 

Jeff breaths heavily and starts to cry.  A tear rolls down 
his cheek, which Alanna reflexively slaps. 

JEFF
Ow!  

ALANNA
I’m sorry, there’s no crying.  

He sobs.  Alanna rolls her eyes and gives Jeff a really 
awkward, cold hug.  A weird, silent moment. 

JEFF
You’re so soft.  Just... hold me. 

ALANNA
(catching on)

Ugh!  Here I am actually trying to 
be nice on like the worst day of my 
life, and--  Why am I still talking 
to you?  Get out!

(then)
Why aren’t you getting out?

JEFF
(suddenly cool)

Because you can’t fire me.

ALANNA
Why not?

JEFF
Two reasons.  One.  You’re 
incredibly attracted to me-- 

(off Alanna’s scoff)
Bup, bup, bup -- it’s not even fun 
it’s so obvious.

ALANNA
Y’know what?  I really don’t have 
time to hear number two. 

Jeff shrugs and starts to leave.  A beat, then:

ALANNA (CONT’D)
What the fuck is number two?

JEFF
I’m afraid that’s confidential.    
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ALANNA
Yeah, I bet.  There is no number 
two because that would require 
actual synapse activity in 
whatever’s underneath that... very 
full head of hair.  

JEFF
And just like that we’re back on 
number one.  

Alanna screams in frustration.  

JEFF (CONT’D)
You sounded a lot like a Chinese 
gymnast just now.  

Alanna punches Jeff in the face and storms out.  

INT. RECEPTION AREA - CONTINUOUS

Alanna walks out of the office just as Desmond walks out of 
the bathroom, drenched.  He starts to explain but she holds 
up a hand and continues toward the reception area, spotting  
what appears to be a GERMAN PROSTITUTE seated in one of the 
large waiting room chairs.  Jeff, dabbing a bloody lip, walks 
behind Alanna and sees the woman.  

ALANNA
Who is that?

JEFF
My birthday wish, ages ten 
through... well, present. 

ALANNA
Pfft.  So this is the type of girl 
you... I mean this is the type of 
client you...  No wonder you work 
hooker’s hours. 

She walks confidently to the lobby but slips on some dirt. 

ALANNA (CONT’D)
(calling back)

Buy a mop! 
(then, to Woman)

How do you do, I’m Alanna Wolff. 

WOMAN
Yes, I’ve been looking for you. 

The woman stands up.  She’s about a foot taller than Alanna.  
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JEFF
Wow.  You are... really something. 

ALANNA
(pushing him away)

Yes, and I’m sure you have many, 
many legal issues, but I’m afraid 
this office cannot help you.  

JEFF
Unless you might otherwise be 
underrepresented and therefore--

Alanna stomps on Jeff’s foot.  

ALANNA
Ma’am, I have to ask you to--

The woman partially lifts up her veil.  Jaws hit the floor.

ALANNA (CONT’D)
Dawn?

JEFF
Devine?

                    
                    ACT THREE

INT. OFFICE - MOMENTS LATER

Alanna confers with Desmond quietly in the corner.

ALANNA
I can’t believe this!

DESMOND
(re: wet clothes)

You try using that toilet.

ALANNA
No!  Dawn DeVine is alive which means 
Pick Axe is innocent which means I 
can still win the Waxman case! 

DESMOND
Shouldn’t we just call the police?  
If they see Dawn they’ll let Dr. 
Waxman out tonight. 

ALANNA
No, we’ll call her as a witness, 
crank up the drama, cameras 
everywhere.  Chase will look like a 
complete fool and I’ll look like-- 
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DESMOND
A noke!

ALANNA
No, honey, it’s “an--” not 
important right now.  I’ll be “the 
one who brought Dawn Devine back to 
life!”  Sturdy.  Rock solid--  

(then, shouting maniacally)
Hey!  Absolutely not. 

Jeff and Dawn sit on a couch, flirting. 

JEFF
So what hasn’t been put on this 
beautiful face?

DAWN
(taken)

I’m allergic to peanuts.

ALANNA
(smacking like a puppy)

No!  That’s bad!  You stay away 
from her, hear me? 

(then, sweetly)
Ms. Devine, let me buy you a 
cocktail and we’ll discuss--

DAWN
Oh, I really don’t drink.

ALANNA
Oh, I really do.  

Alanna guides her out the door.  Jeff and Mavis look at their 
watches and then at each other. 

JEFF
Let’s get to work. 

As the sign on the door flips from “Closed” to “Open”...

CUT TO:

EXT. DIVE BAR - A LITTLE LATER

Dawn watches Alanna knock back a scotch.   

ALANNA
God damn that tastes good every 
time.  That’s the “-ism” I suppose. 
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DAWN
Who are you talking to? 

ALANNA
Exactly. 

We hear a skirmish outside.  Alanna peaks through a foggy 
window.  A BOUNCER and what appears to be a LARGE BUSH argue.

LARGE BUSH (O.S.)
I need something to drink. 

BOUNCER (O.S.)
Look pal, No Sodd’s Allowed.  I 
don’t write the laws-- 

LARGE BUSH (O.S.)
That’s bullshit man, you know it.    

ON Alanna.

ALANNA
Jesus, when are these things gonna 
realize they have no rights for 
their own protection.  It’s sad, 
really, the ignorance.  

BOUNCER (O.S.)
...I said move along. 

LARGE BUSH (O.S.)
Make me, asshole. 

Crash!  Alanna and Dawn jump back as the Large Bush is thrown 
against the window.  

LARGE BUSH (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Ahh!  You cracked my root!  I’m 
gonna-- 

BOUNCER (O.S.)
Do what?  What are you gonna do?   

LARGE BUSH (O.S.)
(limping off)

Sue!  I’ll see you in court!

ALANNA
Yeah, right.  What lawyer would be 
stupid enough to take that case?

SMASH CUT TO:
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INT. JEFF’S OFFICE RECEPTION - A LITTLE LATER

MAVIS
(into phone)

Mr. Byrd’s office, please hold.  
Mr. Byrd’s office, please hold.

The office is bustling.  The heat lamps we saw briefly are 
now blasting the waiting room, which looks a lot like some 
crazy lady’s overgrown greenhouse.  But these overgrown 
things are shifting in their seats, reading Highlights. 

The Large Bush from the bar enters, dozens of vines sprouting 
every which way.  Mavis looks up as it reaches her desk.  

From Mavis’ POV we see the Sodd’s face for the first time.  
The right eye is twice the size of the left one and its color 
flickers from deep purple to pink.  Two solar panels protrude 
from the temple.  Sharp black teeth emerge between severely 
chapped lips.  “Imposing” is a huge fucking understatement.  
Mavis calmly holds up a finger. 

MAVIS (CONT’D)
(then, into phone)

Yes but we have not received the 
ten-eighty-three form and we can’t 
do anything without the ten... 

On the monster’s frustrated sigh. 

INT. DIVE BAR - SAME TIME

Alanna leans over the table toward Dawn and offers an 
empathetic “I’m ready to hear the worst” grimace.

ALANNA
Dawn, if it’s not too difficult, 
can you tell me where... you’ve...

A confused Dawn leans in, as well, and their faces come 
within an inch of each other over the candle lit table.  A 
BUTCH LESBIAN pops in and drops her card on the table.  

BUTCH LESBIAN
I could make you both very happy.     

She pops away.  

ALANNA
...kidnapped?  Was the Duke 
lacrosse team involved in any way?
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DAWN
Are you talking on one of those 
really tiny phones, or--  

ALANNA
(slamming fist)

For fuck’s sake why are you alive!?   

The Butch Lesbian snags her card off the table. 

ALANNA (CONT’D)
Look, Dawn, I’m pulling some major 
strings at the Mayor’s office to 
get this appeal expedited but I 
need to know why you disappeared 
like this.  I need to know who you 
are protecting.  

DAWN 
Well, um, several of the 
“procedures” Dr. Waxman has 
performed on me are... 

ALANNA
Resting on the table?

DAWN
...controversial. 

DAWN (CONT’D)
We received threats.  If Harvey 
continued to treat me...

Dawn turns away.

ALANNA
Then what, Dawn?  You’re asking me 
to go way out a limb here with some 
real shaky info.    

Dawn starts to cry. 

ALANNA (CONT’D)
Do your very best not to cry. 

DAWN
(flustered)

...these processes take years and 
can’t be interrupted... we 
continued them in secret... and 
then the police took him away and 
charged him with my murder!

ALANNA
And yet you still didn’t come 
forward.  See what I’m getting at? 
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DAWN
Harvey said it would be too 
dangerous.  

ALANNA
Wait, you spoke to him?  When?

DAWN
Only once on the phone, briefly -- 
but all I could hear were distant 
moans.  And a deep man’s voice 
saying something about making 
Harvey “his ditch.”  

ALANNA
Yikes.

DAWN
Yeah, I don’t know what was 
happening.

ALANNA
Really?  You don’t? 

DAWN
I think someone was forcing Harvey 
to dig a hole, or plant flowers.

ALANNA 
You think they were gardening?        

DAWN
(nodding, crying)

Oh I just can’t bare the thought of 
Harvey being forced to plant 
flowers in prison!

ALANNA
Dawn, calm down.  I’m going to 
retry the case and this time my
star witness in the murder defense 
is the murder victim!   

ALANNA (CONT’D)
That is called a sure thing.

DAWN
Who’s the star witness?

ALANNA (CONT’D)
Wow, there really is no such thing 
as a sure thing.  Let’s meet 
tomorrow morning and I will prepare 
you to take the stand. 
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DAWN 
Me on the stand?  The press will go 
crazy, that Larry King guy will 
start calling again.

ALANNA
(sotto)

Suck it, white girl in a well.  

INT. JEFF’S OFFICE RECEPTION - SAME

The Giant Bush continues to pace and sigh. 

MAVIS
(into phone)

...the ten-eighty-two form looks 
exactly like the ten-eighty-three 
form except it has a “two” after 
the numbers one-zero-eight...  

It dings a bell on Mavis’s desk, she holds up a finger.

CUT TO:

INT. JEFF’S OFFICE - SAME

Jeff walks out of his office with another Sodd, MYX 
(pronounced “Max,” 40, Vince Vaughn swagger, great smile).  
MYX’s eye is similar to the Giant Bush but the rest of his 
body is covered in green moss, as though he were swallowed by 
a putting green.  Jeff hands him a folder.  Myx takes Jeff’s 
head in both hands and plants a kiss on his cheek.  

MYX
Thanks.  I owe you, big. 

JEFF
(wiping off cheek)

No sweat, really.  But isn’t it a 
little soon to be drawing up a 
will?  You’re gonna be around for 
like, another thousand years.   

MYX
Eh, I got Mary and the boys to 
think about, right?  

JEFF
A firing squad could lay into you 
all morning and you’d grow back in 
time for happy hour.
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MYX
Speaking of.  You’re comin’ over 
tonight, right? 

JEFF
I don’t know, Myx.  I never really 
feel comfortable around your friends.  

MYX
It’s my 40th birthday and you’re gonna 
be there.  Two AM.  Don’t be late or 
you’ll miss Mary’s soil cakes. 

Myx gives Jeff’s a playful pat on the cheek and crosses off.  

INT. JEFF’S OFFICE RECEPTION - SAME

MAVIS
(into phone)

...go ahead and read me all the 
numbers in upper right corner--

The Giant Bush SLAMS the bell, which SHATTERS into a hundred 
pieces.  A nearby flower pot cracks in half and falls to the 
floor.  The head of an orchid pops off.  

MAVIS (CONT’D)
(into phone)

Could you hold for just a moment? 
(then, to Giant Bush)

First, you owe me one dinger-bell.

GIANT MAN
Err--

MAVIS
Second, I am on the telephone.  So 
you can take a seat wait for Mr. 
Byrd -- patiently, like everyone 
else here -- or you can bang that 
paw on my desk one more time and it 
will end up next to your descending 
colon as I toss you through that 
window over there.  Your choice.

Jeff walks up and draws the blinds. 

JEFF
Whoa, keep it down out here.  You 
want me to get disbarred?  Everyone 
take a deep breath. 

(takes a breath)
God, I smell awful.
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Bill holds the head of the orchid against the stem.  A tiny 
weed sprouts from his finger and wraps itself around, 
attaching the two.  When he lifts his hand away, 
miraculously, the flower is repaired, healthier than ever.  
He hands it to Mavis.  Whoa.  

INT. JEFF’S OFFICE - MOMENTS LATER

Bill sits facing Jeff.  He chugs both pitchers of water.  

JEFF
...okay, Bill, but you knew the law 
and you still walked in.  Isn’t 
that sort of asking for it?  

Jeff starts to fill the pitchers with a five gallon jug -- 
but Bill takes it and dumps all five gallons in his mouth.  
As he chugs the water, a large, cracked root protruding out 
of Bill’s spine begins to heal itself.  It’s intense.

BILL
There’s something wrong with me.  
That root is genetically engineered 
to last thousands of years and it 
snapped like a twig when that frat 
boy assaulted me.  I want to sue 
him for everything. 

JEFF
Calm down, let me run your info.  
Gotta do it the old fashion way -- 
we’re not exactly working with a 
state-of-the art system here.   

Jeff hands Bill a fire wire cord attached to his computer.  
Bill takes the cord and plugs it into the center of his large 
purple eye, which flickers a bit and turns completely white.  

JEFF (CONT’D)
(re: computer screen)

Yikes, Bill.  You’ve been reported 
to DEP-SODD twenty-nine, thirty--

BILL
Thirty-three times.  This crazy old 
bat lives right below us on the 
eighth floor and has it in for me. 

JEFF
(reading)

Destruction of property...  

BILL
I rang her doorbell.  

WOLFF & BYRD       "Pilot"       1st Draft             33.
            6/20/10

                                           



JEFF
You and bells, not a good combo. 

BILL
I can’t help it, Jeff.

(re: massive strength)
It’s not like I want to pillage.

JEFF
Oy, what’s this about her parakeet?

Bill takes a deep breath. 

BILL
She leaves her windows open, which 
is a whole ‘nother issue because she 
insists on making these curries--

JEFF
The parakeet, Bill, the parakeet...

BILL
Right.  I got a ten-year-old, 
Tommy, with real thick ivy.  Lush.
Just like his old man.  Anyway, the 
fucking bird flies into his room 
and decides to nest in the ivy 
while Tommy’s asleep...  

JEFF
I see where this is going.

BILL
Kid wakes up with Woody Woodpecker 
on his head and freaks out -- who 
could blame him?  Oh, what a mess.  
Took three coats of paint to get 
the feathers and goop...  Eh, I 
won’t go into details.  

JEFF
Appreciate that.

BILL
The boy shits himself if so much as a 
moth flies within twenty feet.  I 
mean, I feel bad about the bird  
Jeff, but there are no winners here.   

JEFF
Yeah, but Bill, all this stuff adds 
up on paper.  If I take this whole 
Bouncer incident to DEPP-SODD all 
they’re going to see is your prior-- 
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BILL
Fuck DEPP-SODD, I want to take this 
to Superior Court!

JEFF
Bill, if I walk you into Superior 
Court we’ll both end up in jail.  
You don’t have the same rights--

BILL
(standing up)

What did you just say to me?

JEFF
I mean, I mean, no Sodds do.   
Look, we’re trying to change that, 
put some petitions together-- 

BILL
Petitions?  Jesus, what do you 
people even do here? 

JEFF
(weakly)

Serve citizens who would otherwise 
remain underrepresented and--

BILL
Bullshit ya do.

He takes a gulp of the crystal water pitcher, drops it on the 
floor.

JEFF
And... 

Bill storms out of the room, slamming the door with such 
force it shatters into dust.

JEFF (CONT’D)
...there goes another door. 

Jeff sighs.  A few beats.  He takes the framed seal off the 
wall, reads it one more time, then shatters it on the ground 
next to the remains of the water pot. 
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ACT FOUR

EXT. 9TH FLOOR HALLWAY - NIGHT

Jeff, carrying two extremely large/awkward brown bags, steps 
off the elevator and winces as he’s blasted with an awful 
odor.  He closes his eyes and takes a deep “grin-and-bare-it” 
inhale.  He walks down a long corridor with vaulted ceilings.  
Heat lamps blast in all directions.  

Jeff’s shoe gets stuck in the floor’s thick black soil.  He 
takes them both off and continues walking past a series of 
apartment doors, each framed (exclusively) by a different 
type of flower/plant/tree.  Above each door is a 
corresponding name.  

Jeff passes LILIOASPHODELUS-Lemon Lily and PAPAVER-Poppy.  He 
picks a Strawberry at “FRAGERIA DUCHESNEA/Stawberry” and 
covers his eyes as he approaches “ALLIUM/Onion.”  He stops to 
admire a door three times wider than the others, carved from 
a massive tree trunk: “SEQUOIA SEMPERVIRENS/Coastal Redwood.”  

He continues to the end of the hall, where only one door 
remains.  This apartment takes up the entire east side of the 
ninth floor and its door is the only one illuminated by 
natural light, thanks to the ceiling’s domed skylight.  In 
comparison to the others, though, the adornments are 
unimpressive/barely noticeable.  The sign above reads:  
MYXOPHYTA/Green Algae.  Jeff rings the bell.  

The door opens to reveal a large, green Sodd female wearing 
what looks to be a large pin-striped sack.   

LARGE GREEN FEMALE
Sweetie!

She throws her arms around Jeff and kisses him.   

JEFF
Hey, Mary Jean, easy!  Sorry I’m late.
You look great. 

MARY JEAN
(re: sack)

You like?  QVC says it’s slimming 
but I can’t tell. 

JEFF
Oh, very slimming.  

MARY JEAN
Thank god.  I can barely get Max to 
look at me anymore.  
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JEFF
Impossible, gorgeous.  

(then, handing brown bag)
Brought a little something.

She reaches in and takes out two five-gallon jugs of water. 

MARY JEAN 
Oh, you’re so sweet.  The tap has 
been actin’ up, so this is great.  

They walk into a large, industrial-style loft with massive 
domed skylights.  A party is in full-swing, packed with 
monstrous, vegetative beings.  It’s not hard to grasp the 
consumption dilemma watching these things ingest water with 
the ferocity of a fraternity pledge class.   

MARY JEAN (CONT’D)
Myx is handling a minor crisis with 
little Myx.  

JEFF
What’s wrong?  

MARY JEAN
Puberty.  Maybe you can help.

She points to a glass door next to the kitchen and takes a 
tray out of the oven.  On the tray are two dozen mini flower 
pots filled with black soil and tiny little worms.  

MARY JEAN (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Soil cakes are ready!

The Sodds applaud as she carries the tray in. 

INT. LITTLE MYX’S BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

The bedroom is in a solar-panelled bubble which protrudes out 
from the building.  Jeff peeks his head in.  Myx is sitting 
on a twin bed, consoling LITTLE MYX (11, diminutive) who 
jumps out of bed when he sees Jeff.  

LITTLE MYX
Uncle Jeff!

Big hug.  Adorable. 

MYX
Jesus, I haven’t been able to get 
the kid out of bed all day.  
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JEFF
You guys do know about the rocking 
party in the next room...

LITTLE MYX
I’m not going out there.  

Little Myx and Myx share a look.  

MYX
(walks to door)

It’s my birthday and I’m going to 
enjoy it.  

Myx starts to exit but stumbles as he walks to the door. 

JEFF
Whoa!  You alright? 

MYX
(bracing himself)

Yeah... gotta lay off the sauce!  

He’s greeted with cheers as he enters the other room.

GROUP OF SODDS (O.S.)
Happy Birthday Myx! / There’s the 
old Sodd! / Our fearless idiot! 

Jeff turns to Little Myx.  

JEFF
What’s wrong, dude?  

LITTLE MYX
All the other kids make fun of me.  

JEFF
Why?

LITTLE MYX
They have all these super cool 
things sprouting.  I have this. 

He points to a patch of green fuzz on the back of his neck.  

JEFF
Hey, look at that!  Awesome.  

LITTLE MYX
Awesome?  

Little Myx clicks a Facebook window on his computer.   
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LITTLE MYX (CONT’D)
Jerry Wexler has a Venus Flytrap on 
each shoulder.  

We see a photo of a cool-looking kid with a pair of snapping 
plants on either side of his head.  

JEFF
Wow, cool.  

LITTLE MYXL
You think that’s cool?  Dontrel 
Walker grows, clips, and sells an 
eighth of Chronic Supernova 
Cannabis every day at recess.  

We see a photo of a JAMAICAN KID, afro made of crystallized 
buds of marijuana, its leaves woven into a snappy cap. 

JEFF
(writing on his hand)

That’s Dontrel’s e-mail address there? 

LITTLE MYX
(flops on the bed)

Exactly what I’m talking about!

JEFF
Aw, c’mon buddy, I can’t believe 
you’re upset about this.  Did you 
notice how many Sodds are out there 
for your dad?  And how many more 
would kill to even get invited?  

LITTLE MYX
So? 

JEFF
So?  They’re not here for the soil 
cakes.  They’re here because of 
that patch on your neck.  

LITTLE MYX
I don’t get it. 

JEFF
Myx-ophyta, blue-Green Algae, dude!
As in the first, numero uno, the 
grandest daddy of ‘em all.  Your 
old man is the first--

LITTLE MYX
First Sodd ever created, yeah yeah... 
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JEFF
(getting up)

Alright, if you don’t think that’s cool 
then I’m afraid I can’t help you. 

He starts to walk out. 

JEFF (CONT’D)
Oh, one more thing -- Google the words 
“aphrodisiac” and “blue/green algae.”  
Just a taste of what adulthood holds 
in store for you, kid.    

Jeff exits as Little Myx starts to type. 

INT. LIVING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Myx walks into the room just as TINY (38, The Giant Redwood 
Sodd) flicks off the lights and turns on a film projector. 
All the Sodds gather, excitedly.   

MYX
(feigned humility)

Jesus Tiny, put that away.  Every 
year with this? 

TINY
It’s a tradition.

JEFF
(to Myx)

Yeah, and then you act all modest, 
sit in the front row...

Myx sits directly in front of the screen. 

JEFF (CONT’D)
And...

MYX
Shhh!  It’s starting.  

JEFF
...shush everyone.

EXT. PENTAGON - DAY (NEWS REEL PROJECTED ON WALL)

A large, celebratory crowd has gathered.  We see images of 
military nurses holding (an adorable) green-colored infant 
with one large purple eye.  A YOUNG BERT BAILEY reports.     
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YOUNG BERT BAILEY
Pandemonium outside the Pentagon 
this morning as thousands have 
gathered, hoping to catch a glimpse 
of Baby Myx, the long awaited 
vegetative-human hybrid whose 
Soddennessy -- or “waterlogged” -- 
species will one day, thousands of 
years from now, be tasked with the 
small order of saving mankind.   

(then, sotto)
Sounds like a bunch of horse shit 
to me. 

CAMERAMAN (O.S.)
Still rolling, Bert.

The crowd erupts in elation as Baby Myx is hoisted in the air 
like Simba.  Men and women cry, laugh, dance, hold up signs 
that say “Welcome Soddenessy!”  A massive party.    

BACK TO:

INT. MYX’S LIVING ROOM - SAME

The Sodds are transfixed.

SODD MAN
They sure were happy to meet you. 

SODD WOMAN
Hard to believe that was only forty 
years ago.  

Silence.  Myx stands up and turns off the projector. 

MYX
That’s enough, this is a party not 
the History Channel.  Besides, I 
haven’t even--

Mary Jean emerges from the kitchen carrying a birthday cake.  
Everyone sings the song.  As they do they each clip and toss 
a piece of their growths in front of Max.  Before long he’s 
covered in an array of flowers/fruits/leaves, etc. 

MYX (CONT’D)
(raising glass)

Just another birthday for me, my 
friends, but today Sodds everywhere 
celebrate forty years of existence 
on this earth.  While I may be the 
oldest, I’m certainly not the--    
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JEFF
...most engaging public speaker?

Everyone laughs, including Myx. 

MYX
Still a smart ass little shit.  
C’mon, I’ll let you help me blow 
out the candles. 

JEFF
One of my great loves.  

Jeff joins Myx.  

EVERYONE
One!  Two!  Three!

Jeff and Myx blow, but the candles on Myx’s side remain lit.    
Myx tries again but can’t really get enough air flow.  Jeff 
discreetly blows the rest of the candles out.  Everyone 
cheers as Jeff looks at Myx, concerned.  

CUT TO:

INT. MAYOR’S OFFICE - MORNING

Alanna and Desmond sit in the Mayor’s waiting room.  Brent 
Rosewood brings them each a cup of coffee. 

DESMOND
(smiling)

Thank you so much.  

Brent crosses off as Desmond blushes.   

ALANNA
Butch it up for me, okay? 

Desmond lets out a really gay yelp. 

ALANNA (CONT’D)
Really?  

DESMOND
(stiff, terrified)

Don’t look.  But there are three 
enormous SODDs right there. 

Desmond motions with his head to a smaller adjoining waiting 
room (which is, in fact, the bomb shelter -- but really just 
a large plastic box.)  
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INT. BOMB SHELTER - CONTINUOUS

In the large plastic box (which you could definitely refer to 
as a cage and still be etymologically correct) are, indeed, 
three female SODDs, seated.  Well, sort of seated.  They are 
way, way too big for the chairs. They each wear sweatshirts 
with “ESPN” written in big, white letters.

INT. MAYOR’S EXECUTIVE SUITE

Desmond hides behind Alanna and peers over her shoulder.

DESMOND
They can’t even fit in the chairs. 

ALANNA
By design.  The Mayor is a firm 
believer that overweight people 
should be uncomfortable while 
waiting to meet with him.   

DESMOND
Do you think they’re happy?

ALANNA
What?

DESMOND
(staring at the SODDS)

You know, like I can tell when my 
cats are in a good mood but I can 
never really tell with... hey!

Alanna closes the door that leads into the bomb shelter. 

ALANNA
Happiness is overrated. 

(standing up, fake smile)
Mr. Mayor!  Thank you for seeing me.  

THE MAYOR 
I will almost always see you, you 
know that. 

Alanna takes this in for a moment just as Chase walks in.  

CHASE
(all smiles)

Mr. Mayor, I was able to get us a 
tee time at--

(then, noticing Alanna)
Oh, hello Alanna.   
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ALANNA
Wow.  Well, it’s just as well the 
prosecutor is here.  I’m requesting 
an expedited appeal to take the 
Waxman case before court tomorrow.  

CHASE
As I recall you admitted Waxman was 
guilty -- right before you 
assaulted the DA with your shoe. 

ALANNA
Which is why I plan to go before 
the court and apologize.  I owe it 
to my client, to the judge, and... 

(eating shit)
To you, Chase.  And I would like 
that apology to be on record.  

THE MAYOR
I don’t know, Alanna.  A mayoral 
appeals expedition is a very big 
deal.  And, given your state, I 
don’t think it would be--

Thump-thump-thump-thump.

THE MAYOR (CONT’D)
Did you hear that?  

ALANNA
(softening)

Yes.  You just hate unidentified 
sounds and smells.  

Thump thump. 

THE MAYOR
It’s the strangest thing.  Maybe 
they’re taking the trash out--

BRENT ROSEWOOD (O.S.)
(sing-songy)

Trash day is Thurs-day!

CHASE
(head in air duct)

It’s definitely coming from here.

From the other side of the room:  Thump-thump-thump-thump.

THE MAYOR
Boy, that’s about as wrong as you 
could be, Chase. 
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ALANNA
Ha!  Good one, Daddy.  

Thump thump thump.   A light bulb moment for Alanna as she 
looks in the direction of the (closed) large plastic box. 

ALANNA (CONT’D)
Wait!  I think it’s coming from...

BRENT ROSEWOOD
(noticing)

Oh my God!  Did someone close the 
door to the bomb shelter? 

Desmond runs over and opens the door.  All three Sodds pour 
out, gasping for breath.  

THE MAYOR
Case closed! The Sodds were 
thumping and thumping on the door 
because they couldn’t breath!  Well 
done, Alanna.  

ALANNA
I just used reason and good 
judgement. 

THE MAYOR
Thank god you did.

(pointing to gasping, near-
death Sodds)

That sound would have driven me 
nuts all day. 

ALANNA
The prosecutor thought it was 
coming from the ventilation system!

Everyone laughs.  

THE MAYOR
That’s a hoot.  Ah, so, what were 
we discussing?  Or, right, I was 
about to grant an expedited 
appeal...

CHASE
But, Sir!  On what grounds?  

THE MAYOR
On the grounds that I say so.  

ALANNA
Thank you, Mr. Mayor. 
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THE MAYOR
Of course. 

(through gritted smile, to 
Alanna)

I’ll have a hard time keeping you 
on as my daughter if you embarrass 
this family any further.    

He crosses off, leaving Chase and Alanna alone. 

CHASE
You’re working out of East Fulton, 
I hear? 

ALANNA
Temporarily, yes, why? 

CHASE
Just gonna need you to fill out a 
touch of paper work.  I’m sure your 
staff can handle it.  

ALANNA
(exiting)

Yes, unlike you I don’t outsource 
to China.   

Alanna crosses off.  One of the ESPN Sodds, CARLY (African 
American, bad-ass, actual rows of corn on her head) catches 
her breath and looks around.     

CARLY
Hey!  Where’d everybody go?  We’ve 
been waiting in this box for two 
weeks!  This is discrimination!  

CHASE
Shut your gab.  

CARLY
Oh, I see how it is.  Maybe if we 
went and saw Dr. Waxman people 
would pay attention to us, too!  

Chase stops in his tracks.

CHASE
What did you say? 

CARLY
(covering)

I mean--

Chase starts to close the bomb shelter door. 
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CHASE
These doors just do not seem to 
want to stay open...

As it’s about close, Carly sticks her foot out, stopping it.

CHASE (CONT’D)
Oh Brent?  Please show these fine 
ladies to my office. 

                    ACT FIVE

EXT. JEFF’S OFFICE - MORNING

Jeff walks up and finds Mavis outside the office.

JEFF
What’s this all about? 

MAVIS
Dunno boss, when I walked in the 
big wig and the girly guy were 
buried in all this paper... and 
then that giant lady with the 
knockers showed up-- 

JEFF
(blushing)

Dawn DeVine’s in there?  

INT. JEFF’S OFFICE RECEPTION - CONTINUOUS

Jeff walks in with a bounce in his step. 

ALANNA
Mr. Byrd, thank you for joining 
us at...

(reading watch)
Noon.  

JEFF
I was actually just heading to bed.

ALANNA
No, you were actually about to 
complete this paperwork and return 
it to the prosecutor’s office by-- 

MAVIS
Mr. Byrd doesn’t do 
paperwork. 

JEFF
I don’t do paperwork. 
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Alanna drags Jeff by his collar into the hallway.  

ALANNA (CONT’D)
In nine hours, the head of this law 
firm is trying the biggest case of 
her life--

JEFF
Just clarifying, you are referring 
to yourself in the third--

ALANNA
(pokes his chest)

You think I want to ask for your help?   
(then)

Look, the forms must be completed 
by a lawyer and I have to prepare 
the dumbest witness of all time to 
take the stand and say two words, 
in order, out loud.   

ANGLE ON DAWN practicing.  

DAWN
I’m... 

A beat.

ALANNA (O.S.)
Alive!

DAWN
Alive, alive.  Got it.  I’m alive.   

ALANNA
(to Jeff)

You grasping the situation here? 

JEFF
Starting to.  One of us needs to do 
paperwork while one of us spends 
the afternoon with Dawn Devine.  

INT. JEFF’S OFFICE RECEPTION - MOMENTS LATER

Jeff sits at Mavis’s desk, surrounded by stacks of paper.  He 
takes a sheet and slowly feeds it into an old-timey 
typewriter just as Alanna grabs her coat and starts to leave 
with Dawn.  She stops and watches as Jeff searches the 
keyboard and punches a letter.  He checks the paper, pumps 
his fist and begins searching for the next letter.
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JEFF
(holding up hand)

Carpal Tunnel.  Stick ball injury.

He fumbles at another letter.

JEFF (CONT’D)
Whoops.  Dammit.  Mavis, do we have 
any White-Out? 

Alanna looks at the stack of papers, then at her watch. 

CUT TO:

EXT. GRAND STREET - MOMENTS LATER

Jeff leaves with Dawn.  Alanna follows.

ALANNA
(whispering to Jeff)

The library’s two blocks away.  
I’ve written a series of questions, 
I need to know everything about 
this woman.  No surprises.   

JEFF
Got it, boss.  

Alanna crosses back into the office, leaving Jeff and Dawn. 

JEFF (CONT’D)
We don’t want to go to some stuffy 
library, do we? 

DAWN
What’s a library? 

Jeff smiles and puts his arm around Dawn. 

JEFF
I never believed in soulmates until 
this moment.  Do you know what my 
birthday wish has been every year 
since the age of ten? 

FLIP TO:

INT. JEFF’S LIVING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Loud, barbaric, sex noises pour out of Jeff’s bedroom.  He 
stumbles into the living room, panting, naked, torn up.  
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JEFF
There’s no way I knew what that was 
when I was ten.      

Dawn pulls him back in.  Jeff playfully starts to lift up her 
veil -- she tosses him O.S. and closes the door behind her. 

Quick MONTAGE: 

- Alanna tearing through paperwork.  Staples crunch, paper 
clips are affixed, files are stacked.  

- Jeff and Dawn in a series of absurd sex acts/positions in 
various parts of the apartment.  Several kitchen appliances 
can be heard at times.  Crazy, crazy, sex.   

TIME DISSOLVE:

INT. JEFF’S APARTMENT - THE NEXT MORNING

Jeff and Dawn are dead asleep, naked.  Looks like a tornado 
ripped through here.  The clock reads 8:42am.  

Alanna kicks down the bedroom door.  

ALANNA
(to Jeff)

You son of a bitch!  

JEFF
(rubbing eyes)

I, um... whoa. 

Alanna starts grabbing Dawn’s things.  

ALANNA
Did you even ask her the questions 
I gave you? 

Dawn walks by, naked.  The paper with the questions is stuck 
to her ass.  

JEFF
Kinda?

ALANNA
Y’know what, it’s not your fault.  
You’re just an ape -- I’m the idiot 
who trusted an ape to act like a--    

DAWN
(to Jeff)

Wait a sec, you’re an Ape?  
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ALANNA
Yup.  How do you feel now, Dawn?  
You slept with a primate.  

DAWN
Way better than the last one.    

Blank stares from Alanna and Jeff, who scribbles down “STD 
Test” in tomorrow’s calendar. 

ALANNA
Move it, Dawn!  You’re taking the 
stand in eight minutes!

JEFF
(holding up two ties)

Which do you think?   

ALANNA
I think you are completely missing 
me right now.  If you go near me or 
my office or my witness ever again 
I will... I will make you my ditch.

(off Jeff’s confused look)
Or did Ms. Devine already do that?  

Alanna drags Dawn out of the bedroom.  They reach the door to 
the bedroom and Alanna notices a trail of rose pedals.  She 
turns back to Jeff.  

ALANNA (CONT’D)
(re: rose pedals)

How tacky. 

Door slams.  Jeff gets out of bed and stumbles to the mirror.

JEFF
Jesus, I haven’t sex like that 
since...

Jeff catches his reflection in the mirror -- whoa.  Blood 
drips from a nasty scratch on his neck.  He plucks a tiny, 
sharp thorn and holds it up to the light.  He looks at the 
rose pedals, then the thorn, then his wounds, then the door.    

JEFF (CONT’D)
Oh, boy.  

Jeff grabs as many clothes as he can and runs out the door 
just as Alanna and Dawn are getting in the elevator.    

JEFF (CONT’D)
Ms. Wolff, wait, I--
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A Stiletto whizzes past Jeff’s head and lodges in the door. 

JEFF (CONT’D)
Okay, then. 

He walks into his apartment.  Just then the doorbell rings.  

JEFF (CONT’D)
(opening door)

See?  I knew you’d--

It’s Mary Jean with a sickly, frail MYX in hand.  

MYX
(barely audible)

Jesus, what happened to you?    

Mary Jean holds up Myx’s arm, which has developed a nasty rash.  
The green moss floats off his flesh like sugar on a donut. 

MARY JEAN
I’m taking him to the hospital.  
Can you go home and wait for Little 
Myx until I get back?  

JEFF
Absolutely, go!  You should have 
just called me. 

MARY JEAN
He insisted we come here before 
going to the hospital.  Something 
about a poker bet.  God, I’ll never 
understand you people. 

Myx takes out the WILL Jeff drew up, hands it to him and 
gives him a wink.   

MYX
You should hold on to this.  

He and Mary Jean turn and go. 

EXT. COURTHOUSE STEPS - MORNING

Totally chaotic.  A massive crowd has gathered, dozens of 
news vans, satellite dishes.  Alanna walks up the steps, 
mugging for the cameras.  Police sirens blast as a motorcade 
pulls up.  The Mayor walks up the steps, past Alanna.   

ALANNA
Mr. Mayor, your presence here means 
the world to--
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(then)
What are you wearing? 

THE MAYOR
Dusted off the ol’ Second Circuit 
Appeals Court robe.  How about that, 
huh?  Still fits after twenty years. 

ALANNA
Well, it’s a robe.  

(then)
Wait, why are you wearing a robe? 

THE MAYOR
I granted your expedite before 
checking the Judge’s availability.  
He’s on a booze cruise.  So I’ll be 
presiding today.   

ALANNA
Oh, I don’t think that’s-- there 
must be some conflict of...

THE MAYOR
Nonsense.  Who better to hear your 
apology than the man who deserves 
it most of all?   

He crosses into the building. 

INT. COURTROOM - LATER

Alanna walks over to Chase, seated alone at the plaintiff’s 
desk, which is completely empty.  Not even a pencil.

ALANNA
Where’s all the paperwork?  

CHASE
En route to Vail.  Gonna make great 
kindling for the ski house, thanks.  

Dr. Waxman, a little bowl-legged, is led to the defense 
table.  Alanna stands up.  

ALANNA
Pick Aa-- Harvey.  Dr. Waxman.  
Boy, do I owe you an apology.  
Please, sit down. 

DR. WAXMAN
Sitting is not an option.  
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BAILIFF
All rise!  The Honorable Dixon 
Wolff presiding.   

The Mayor emerges from behind a curtain.

THE MAYOR
Be seated.  

CUT TO:

INT. 9TH FLOOR HALLWAT - SAME

Jeff hurriedly walks down the hallway toward Myx’s apartment.  
As he reaches the door he hears a series of bangs.  Jeff 
watches in horror as Tiny, the Redwood, is led down the hall 
by a similarly large female.  He looks sickly.   

INT. COURTROOM - SAME

THE MAYOR
Ms. Wolff, the floor is yours.  

Alanna stands up and takes a deep breath. 

ALANNA
Your honor... 

THE MAYOR
The court accepts your 
apolog--

ALANNA
The defense calls Dawn DeVine 
to the stand.  

Dixon is thrown.  The gallery gasps and leaps to their feet 
at the site of Dawn, ghost-like and veiled.  Alanna’s 
triumphant moment, however, is disrupted when she spots 
Chase, feet on table, cleaning his nails -- not looking one 
bit surprised by her bait and switch.  Alanna looks at 
Waxman, who is also strangely calm.  

ALANNA (CONT’D)
(pointing to Waxman, then 
Chase)

Why aren’t you elated and why 
aren’t you freaking out?

DR. WAXMAN 
Ms. Wolff, Dawn is in no state to be 
under this kind of stress.  

ALANNA
Would you prefer the alternative, 
Harvey?  

Dawn takes her seat on the stand. 
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DAWN
(sotto, rehearsing)

“I’m alive,” “I’m alive,”...

THE MAYOR
Counselors, approach the bench!  

Alanna and Chase walk up to Dixon.  

THE MAYOR (CONT’D)
What the hell is goin on, here?  
You said nothing about a witness. 

ALANNA
Sir, as I am sure you understand, the 
presence of this witness has--

CHASE
I’ll agree to it. 

ALANNA
You will? 

THE MAYOR 
You will? 

Chase, cool/collected, etc., walks back to his desk, 

INT. MYX’S MASTER BATHROOM - SAME

Jeff opens the medicine cabinet and reads labels -- 
desperately trying to find an explanation for Mxy’s 
condition.  He runs into the bedroom, switches on a series of 
heat lamps and climbs atop a large solar panel, inspecting 
it.  He trips and burns his hand on the panel.  

INT. COURTROOM - SAME

Alanna steps up to a podium.  It’s tense.   

ALANNA
Sir this will just take a moment.    

THE MAYOR
Tread very carefully.    

ALANNA
(smiling at Dawn)

Ms. Dev--

CHASE
Objection.

All eyes on Chase, who pours a glass of water.  Dawn reaches 
for a glass as well but notices that the prosecutor removed 
it when he approached the bench.  Heavier sweating/breathing 
from Dawn as a result.      
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CHASE (CONT’D)
To confirm identity, the state asks 
that the witness be directed to 
remove her veil.  

Dawn looks at Alanna, panicked.  Alanna beams.  

ALANNA
Jesus, that’s all you want? 

She walks up to Dawn who shakes her head.

DAWN
Ms. Wolff, I need some water. 

ALANNA
(reaching for Dawn’s veil)

In a sec, sweetie.  Just need you to 
lose the lid ‘till we get outside.   

Smack!  Dawn slaps Alanna’s hand away.  The crowd gasps.  

INT. MXY’S KITCHEN - SAME

Jeff holds his burned hand underneath the faucet which 
sputters and spits an off-color substance which definitely 
doesn’t make the hand feel any better.   

JEFF
(pulling hand away)

Ahhh!

Jeff gives the sink a frightened look as the water slows to a 
tiny dribble.  He grabs a flashlight, walks into the hall and 
down the service steps toward the basement, but the entrance 
is blocked off.  A FULTON CITY WATER & POWER sign reads 
“Please be patient while we make necessary upgrades.”  On 
Jeff’s confused face...

INT. COURTROOM - SAME

The battle over Dawn’s veil has intensified.  

ALANNA
Jesus, Dawn, let go!

DAWN
Please, Ms. Wolff, stop!

The Mayor bangs the gavel.  Biting, scratching, screaming.  
Until finally.... 
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DAWN (CONT’D)
(guttural roar)

Noooo!

ALANNA
(grabbing hand)

Owww!  Son of a bitch!

Alanna successfully rips the veil off Dawn’s head and falls 
to the courthouse floor, cutting her hand on something in the 
process.  Alanna’s so thrilled to have come away with the 
hat/veil she doesn’t notice the entire courtroom standing in 
lock-jawed, stunned disbelief. 

FLIP TO REVEAL: The absence of Dawn’s veil now provides for 
clear viewing of what looks to be the hollow cavity of a 
removed Sodd eye.  Dozens and dozens of roses spew from all 
sides of her head, the thorns of which fly across the room, 
causing people to duck for cover. 

Alanna, completely frozen, hears every fifth or sixth word 
currently being hurled at her from the Judge/Mayor/father.

THE MAYOR
....disappointment... 
disgraceful...puffy....

Dawn weeps in low, growled tones.  Alanna approaches her. 

ALANNA
I don’t understand...  You’re a... 
Sodd?   But you... I--

DAWN
I couldn’t tell you the truth, Ms. 
Wolff -- someone as beautiful as 
you would never understand. 

ALANNA
Why did you do it?  Look at you, 
covered in roses.  You’re stunning--

THE MAYOR
(now standing, pointing 
gavel at Alanna)

...allowed this filthy weed to 
swear upon our Holiest book... 

DAWN
(to Alanna)

Stunning for a Sodd.  You have no 
idea what it’s like to have people 
walk by you every day and point out 
every little physical imperfection... 

WOLFF & BYRD       "Pilot"       1st Draft             57.
            6/20/10

                                           



Alanna looks at The Mayor, then back at Dawn...

FLASHBACK TO:

INT. ALANNA’S CHILDHOOD HOUSE - FLASHBACK

The Mayor opens the door.

TEENAGE BOY
Hello Mr. Wolff, is Alanna ready?

DIXON
Well, let’s see Kyle.

(lifting something O.S.)
Up we go.   

WIDEN TO REVEAL 15-YEAR-OLD Alanna standing on an old 
fashioned scale, in a prom dress.  CLOSE ON The Mayor’s 
finger, balancing the scale.  Then on Kyle’s shocked face.  

DIXON (O.C.) (CONT’D)
Ooo, I’m afraid Alanna didn’t make 
prom weight this year.

(edging the slider 
further)

Not by a mile.  God, if I didn’t 
know any better I’d think she was a 
Sodd!

The Mayor and Kyle have a laugh.  Alanna’s mortified...

INT. COURTROOM

Dawn is being handcuffed by guards.  

ALANNA
Take your hands off my witness.

THE MAYOR
Are you out of your mind?  This is 
not a witness.  Not an anything!   

(then, covering)
I mean, dammit you know what I mean!  

ALANNA
I’m not sure I do, sir.  You swore 
this woman in five minutes ago.  

THE MAYOR
She’s a Sodd, Alanna!
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ALANNA
I respectfully ask his honor to 
list the precedents stating that 
sworn witnesses -- Soddenessy or 
otherwise -- cannot speak freely in 
a court of law.     

THE MAYOR
I am sure there are---

ALANNA
Zero.  There are, however, thirty-
two precedents -- several set in 
this very court by this very judge -
- which state the opposite.  Shall 
I list them alphabetically or by--

THE MAYOR
One question. 

ALANNA
That’s all I need.   

Alanna turns to Dawn.

ALANNA (CONT’D)
Ms. Devine...

DAWN
I’m alive. 

ALANNA
Goddam right you are, sweetie.  The 
defense rests.  

The entire city stands still.  

THE MAYOR
(a few beats, then)

Case one-four-three-six-B, Fulton 
City versus Doctor Harvey Waxman...  

(scowls at Alanna)
...is dismissed.  Release the 
defendant.     

Cheers.  Alanna smiles at Waxman as his cuffs are removed.  
As soon as they’re completely off...   

THE MAYOR (CONT’D)
Doctor Waxman, I hereby charge you 
with tampering-- no, stealing 
property of the Department of 
Defense, a treasonous offense 
punishable by death. 
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Harvey is led off, once again, in even more shackles.  The 
Mayor turns to Alanna.   

THE MAYOR (CONT’D)
The traitor’s counsel is held in 
contempt and shall pay restitution 
in the amount of... Oh, let’s make 
it one million dollars. Ms. Wolff 
is to be disbarred until 
restitution is met.  That is all, 
court is adjourned. 

TIME DISSOLVE as the court room clears out until only Alanna 
is left, alone, staring coldly and blankly at the witness 
stand. 

ACT SIX

INT. COURTROOM - LATER

Alanna, asleep, wakes and lifts her head up, nose first, like 
a dog recognizing a familiar treat.  Jeff stand in front of 
her, holding two glasses of scotch. 

ALANNA
Oh, I get it.  Just had watch the 
ship run aground in person? 

He hands her a scotch.  

ALANNA (CONT’D)
What’s the catch? 

JEFF
Says the woman who just won the 
biggest case of her life and--

ALANNA
Okay, I see how the third person 
could be cloying after a while. 

She takes the glass. 

ALANNA (CONT’D)
I’ve gotten up to leave about 
twenty times, but then I realize 
this may be the last time I’m 
allowed in a courtroom.  
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JEFF
(getting up)

I need you to come with me.  

ALANNA
Why would I do that? 

JEFF
Because it’s 3am and I know where 
the booze is.   

EXT. JEFF’S OFFICE BACK ENTRANCE - MOMENTS LATER

Jeff walks up to the back entrance of the office, which is 
smack dab in the middle of an artery.  Jeff slops through and 
walks in the door.  Alanna hesitates, but follows.  Jeff 
stops her before they walk in.  

ALANNA
Where the hell are we?

JEFF
This is the real entrance to the 
Grand Street Office.  You’ve been 
using the dumby entrance.  

ALANNA
(starts to walk in)

Whatever, I’m just gonna grab a 
bottle and find a nice underpass to 
curl up in. 

JEFF
(stepping in front of her)

Bup.  You’re only allowed in if--

ALANNA
“Allowed” in my own office?  Jesus, 
we’re back on this?  Arrgh! 

JEFF
Ready for number two?  

ALANNA
I beg your pardon?  

JEFF
The second reason why you couldn’t 
fire me.  

ALANNA
(spooked)

You’re mafia.  Jesus, I knew it.  
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Please take the gun, or the 
canoli... or whatever, just--  

JEFF
I’m the boss.  Own the building.  
Always have.  

ALANNA
That’s laughable, ha ha-- 

(sees he’s serious)
But... my grandfather...

JEFF
Leased it from the family.  You 
might say I built this office with 
my own hands.  

He walks in.  Alanna, confused but intrigued, follows.  

INT. JEFF’S OFFICE - MOMENTS LATER

Even more bustling now.  Alanna’s jaw drops as she sees the 
room full of Sodds dealing with legal affairs, etc.    

ALANNA
Oh, I see.  In addition to being a 
slime ball you’re a criminal, 
taking money from the dregs of--

Just then, two SODDS pass by Jeff, slapping him on the back.   

SODDS
What would we do without you? / You 
saved our asses big time.  

Jeff smiles and looks at Alanna.

ALANNA
If this is your office, why did you 
even let me in?    

JEFF
Because you’re the best lawyer in 
the city, and sooner or later I 
figured that would outweigh what a 
bitch you are but...  

Alanna goes to slap Jeff but he easily blocks it and guides 
her to a seat.  

JEFF (CONT’D)
...that hasn’t happened yet.  
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Mavis escorts a FAMILY OF SODDS into Jeff’s office.  The 
father is in a wheelchair.  

JEFF (CONT’D)
(holding up hand)

Mavis, please ask the Daisy’s to 
wait just five minutes. 

(then, to Alanna)
Did you see that man in a 
wheelchair?

ALANNA
Yes, and?

JEFF
Sodds don’t get sick.  That’s the 
whole point.  They repair 
themselves on the fly, thus 
ensuring--

ALANNA
(to herself)

...”continuance of vegetative life 
in the event of bio-thermal 
catastrophe.” 

JEFF
They’re getting sick.  

Jeff takes a tray off a table filled with test tubes, charts, 
samples, maps, pipes -- nasty smelling trash.  Alanna covers 
her mouth, and starts to leave.  

ALANNA
Mr. Byrd, if you think I have time to 
grade your little science experiment, 
you clearly don’t know me.   

She gets up to go.  

JEFF
I know you were a born litigator 
and drafted your first legal 
document at age seven...

Alanna scoffs at Jeff and turns her head, noticing something 
amongst the smoldering trash on Jeff’s desk. 

JEFF (V.O.) (CONT’D)
...when you sued your best friend 
for withholding moneys from a joint 
lemonade-stand venture.  

Alanna scratches a rusty substance from a worn out screw.
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JEFF (V.O.) (CONT’D)
I know that you dressed up as 
Johnny Cochran for Halloween...

Alanna sees the FULTON CITY DEPARTMENT OF WATER & POWER sign 
Jeff took from the basement.  She sits at the desk and 
Googles something. 

JEFF (V.O.) (CONT’D)
And I know you’ve been waiting your 
whole life... 

ANGLE ON computer screen -- a headline reads: 

MAYOR’S OFFICE TAKES OVER DEPARTMENT OF WATER & POWER

JEFF (V.O.) (CONT’D)
(leaning in to Alanna)

...for that one chance to...

Alanna looks back at the mess of trash, dips her finger in a 
test tube of water and tastes it.  She winces and spits. 

JEFF (CONT’D)
...try a case before...

ALANNA
The Supreme Court. 

JEFF
See?  We’re already finishing each 
other’s sentences.  We’re meant to 
be together. 

Alanna snaps out of it, stealthily slips the rusty screw into 
her pocket, and gets up to go.  

ALANNA
I’m afraid that will never happen.  

She crosses off.  He follows her down the hall. 

JEFF
Jesus.  What exactly were you 
fighting for in court today?  Your 
precious undefeated record?  What 
exactly do you stand for, anyway?  

ALANNA
Intellect, professionalism.   

(slips on the floor)
Mopped floors.  

WOLFF & BYRD       "Pilot"       1st Draft             64.
            6/20/10

                                           



JEFF
Fine, go.  

(then)
And you can keep that screw.

She stops, caught.

JEFF (CONT’D)
But good luck getting any Sodds to 
talk to you.    

ALANNA
What do you want from me? 

JEFF
You think this is the only problem 
facing my clients?  You said it 
yourself, I’m a glorified ambulance 
chaser.  I’ll get to the Supreme 
Court, sure.  But I’ll lose.  
Because they’ll be someone like you 
on the other side.  

ALANNA
(walking to the door)

Mr. Wolff, I’d love to help you, 
but I need to come up with a 
million dollars before I set foot 
in a courtroom, and I don’t see 
that happening... here.  

JEFF
I’ll take up a donation.  

Alanna laughs. 

ALANNA
Oh my god, you’re not kidding.  

She starts to leave through the lobby.  

ALANNA (CONT’D)
See, you almost get me with that 
smile of yours, and then you say 
something so idiotic--

She opens the door to find Grand Street packed with thousands 
of Sodds holding a candle light vigil.  Signs read “Thank 
You, Alanna” and “Alanna the Brave” and “Serving the Under-
Served.”  Other signs have direct quotes from her speech in 
court today.  She looks left and right -- Sodds gathered as 
far as she can see.  Alanna starts to cry and instinctively 
goes to slap her face.  Jeff catches her hand.  
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JEFF
Hey, hey.  You gotta let the good 
ones flow.  

As Alanna steps out into the street the entire population of 
Sodds flash their colors to the moon, and bow their heads 
toward Alanna, in thanks.  

SODDS
(singing)

YOU ARE MY SUNSHINE / MY ONLY 
SUNSHINE / YOU MAKE ME HAPPY / WHEN 
SKIES ARE GREY / YOU NEVER KNOW 
DEAR / HOW MUCH I LOVE YOU / PLEASE 
DON’T TAKE MY SUNSHINE AWAY.  

One by one, the Sodd families walk up to Alanna and put money 
at her feet.  Jeff stands behind, proud.  Alanna sobbing.  
TIME DISSOLVE to the final Sodd, Myx, who hands Alanna a 
blank check.  

ALANNA
What’s this? 

MYX
Whatever you need.  Just don’t 
leave us in the hands of this 
idiot.  Besides, he’s madly 
attracted to you.  It’s not even 
fun it’s so obvious. 

JEFF
Hey!  Jeez!

On Alanna’s stunned, weepy face.

                         

                      TAG

INT. LAW OFFICES OF WOLFF & BYRD - SUNSET

Alanna and Desmond wait outside the locked back door, 
carrying boxes.  Alanna looks at her watch.   

ALANNA
This is ridiculous, we’ve been 
waiting here for an hour.  

DESMOND
(frightened)

I have to pee.  
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Jeff and Mavis roll up, all smiles. 

JEFF
Look who it is, Mavis. 

MAVIS
So punctual. 

JEFF
Early, in fact. 

DESMOND
(hopping)

Open the door, open the door. 

ALANNA
Early?  It’s almost six PM. 

JEFF
(opening door)

We open at sunset.  

INT. JEFF’S OFFICE RECEPTION - CONTINUOUS

Everyone walks in, takes off coats. 

ALANNA
...well that, and many other 
things are going to change 
around here--  

JEFF
Oh, is that so?  Why don’t 
you start with your atiitude--

Just then, Dawn Devine walks in.  Everyone stops. 

DAWN 
Harvey’s dead.  They killed Dr. 
Waxman in a horrible gardening 
accident!

She runs into Jeff’s arm’s, crying.  

DAWN (CONT’D)
I just don’t know what I’ll do now.  
No one will hire me, look at me!

Alanna thinks for a second, then walks over to Mavis.  

ALANNA
Congratulations on your promotion 
to paralegal, Mavis.  

Everyone looks at Alanna, confused. 
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ALANNA (CONT’D)
(pulling out reception 
chair)

Ms. Devine, how would you like to 
be our new receptionist? 

DAWN
Oh, I’m not a doctor. 

Mavis takes Dawn behind the desk. 

MAVIS
No, sweetie, it’s a great job, see 
you just sit here and...

Jeff and Alanna walk down the hall. 

JEFF
Nice move.  

ALANNA
You touch her, I walk. 

JEFF
(holding up wound)

I learned my lesson.

Jeff and Alanna bump into each other as they both walk into  
“their” office -- look at each other, brace for a fight.

EXT. OFFICE - SAME

Desmond nails into place the office’s new sign, which reads:

                 Wolff & Byrd

Satisfied, he walks back into the office.  The sign (and a 
good portion of the office’s facade) crashes to the ground.

THE END
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