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EXT. STRETCH OF CALI FORNI A BEACH BY PACI FI C OCEAN - M DMORNI NG

In short breezy blue dress, matching punps swaying by strap
ends held in one hand, Kay, md twenties, fetching, neanders
ocean foam al ong edge of white sand beach. She peers inland
to dilapidated Airstreamtrail er backed by sheer cliff-face.

Cl asping shoes tightly under an arnpit, she turns toward the
trailer, resolutely but neasuredly strides in beeline for it.

Near trailer s dented door, she hears |arge soundi ng dog bark-
ing behind it. She stops at door. Inside, dog whinpers. Stand-
ing there, her enerald eyes inplore door to open of its own.

KAY:
Come on Sky, open! Know it s ne.

She hears not hing but dog inside scratching at door eagerly.

KAY:
You d let ne in Beaut, um coul d..

She | aughs. Staring at yet i mmobile door, she frowns.

KAY:
You are not home, okay, cause..

Not hi ng. She fishes annoyed for sonething in her bra straps.
Key' s retrieved in her fingers. She inserts it in |ock, turns
knob, pulls. Door sticks. She yanks on it with all her m ght,
stunbl es backward when it flings open, bangs off own frane.

KAY:
Have got fix, that!..
(notices quizzical dog)
No don't expect you. So where s Sky
- guy s never around when you..

.. her annoyed eyes spying a | and-1ine phone receiver suspend-
ed by cord off edge of an end table next the back wall. Dog
peers around her | ooking for Sky, is confused seeing no-one.

KAY:
As |left in the dark as ne, unf

She rubs his head, walks in the trailer. Dog turns, follows.
Kay gazes at a couple rows of upright, few deep surfboards
stacked neatly in corner of left and back wall. Skateboards
lay aligned in racks by them Rest of interior lies in chaos.

KAY:
Can't use surfing as ’'cuse. Boards
here. Less made okay another? Can’t
of got a new gal trying |atch, on?



Wal ki ng, pondering, she trips on part of a parachute over-
flow ng its backpack on the floor, rest untidily stuffed in.
Lying beside it is a slick fabric, blue and red, junpsuit.

KAY:
Sure hope not so whack carel ess
when got this like properly packed?

Searing glint of sun reveals tangle of tipped over trophies,
forming a pile against the left wall. She squats over them
pi cks up topnost trophy, for a world surfing chanpionship -
Sky Anderson inscribed on it. Another’s for skateboarding.

KAY:
Whol e worl d awed in your hands.
Seened. Til got sick of it, all..

Kay observes top of a poster, rest unseen behind a tall book-

case, md back wall. Part visible shows Sky s head in hel net,

shoul ders, buffeting in free-fall, early dawn sky above. It’s

captioned: Sky, sweet stunt LA - ..enough to recall nenories.
KAY:

So gl ad never saw that! Hard ‘ nuff

to see the film Al so gnarly the

drama got ne in after, even so.
(heart pounding, | aughs)

Sic rush, that part al one!

Ri ght of poster, she sees overtop a small cube refrigerator,
the | arge franmed phot ograph of Sky next identical twi n bro-
t her Jason, each with a hand with v shaped couple fingers
posed in behind, and up above, back of the other’s head.

Below is small framed photograph entitled Jason: one w cked
bi kester - of Jason, twenty foot sky high on notor-cross bike
flung off Iip of bike racecourse’s steep inclined dirt nogul.

Propped atop cube fridge are nore photos. Her eyes seize on

one of the brothers, but thirteen, standing together, too, in
foreground, dark haired sis, Jackie, six, squeezed in-between
them Their parents stand behind. Dad back of Sky, has a hand
on Sky’s arm nom behi nd Jason resides one her s on his head.

Kay' s gaze strays down to lone picture taped to fridge s sur-
face, her and Sky, early twenties, kissing, one eye of Sky’'s
wi nki ng m schi evously at the canera. Kay tisks, then smles.

Com ng cl oser, her foot snubs a book on the floor. She | ooks
down at forties sonething face of Sky’'s dad, reads title: Dav-
id Anderson, O Life Lived Beyond the Blue Sky, By G oria And-
erson. Underneath title is: Genius. Extrene Engineer. Space
Col ony Visionary, Adventurer, Husband, Dad, M ssing Person.



Kay bends, picks it up, puts it i

n a gap in the bookcase. In-
trigued by a black spine book, she pulls

I it out, reads title.

KAY :
Space Col oni es, Gal actic Transport
and Communi cations, Alien and Human
Desi gn Concepts. By David Anderson
(shakes head awed)
Way totally off the rad deep end
roots in your famly, Sky...

Ti cking cl ock beats heavy in silence. She | ooks for, spots,
above Sky’s nessed up bed along the right wall, the wall
clock, its face inmage of the sun, long, yellow netal spear
rays poking out fromit. Suspended under it is a tides chart.

Cal ender, tack hung next clock, is turned to Septenber 2011.

KAY:
Swear um sun, you, tighter than us.
Know themtides |ike as much fee
t he touch of your surfboard s skin.

She surveys untidy bed, discerns a bunch of stuff under it.

KAY:
Gone all major sketchy..

She kneels to explore - nore accol ades, a pl aque decl ares Sky
as U S. Junior Surfing Chanpion, Nineteen N nety N ne. She
scans piled atop each other nore plaques, turned onto backs.

Corner of a |arge scrapbook deep under the bed fixates her.
She reaches for it, pulls it back to her. She sits on floor
in a lotus pose, on her folded legs |ies out scrapbook flat.
She flips over the cover, exposing the first interior page.

Posted there, paperclips held, is an L. A Tines, |ower front
page clipping, along with a torn swath across paper’s topnost
section containing date: July Thirtieth, N neteen N nty-Six.

The article clipping headline declares: David Anderson wherea-
bouts yet unknown. First line of article reads: No clues have
been found in the search for renown space visionary and ad-
venturer David Anderson, who di sappeared two weeks ago today.
Pol i ce suspect possible foul play but not ruled out an intent-
ional act. Police spokesworman Di ane Tolls stated: “Be not the
first time he’d have set out on an exploit, not told anyone.”

She musingly rubs finger over the words. Stym ed she flips to
next page, to posted L. A Tinmes photo dated Two Thousand Si x:
Sky, Jason, both beam ng, emerging froma courthouse. It’s

captioned: “Anderson Twins spend night in jail after ruckus.”



EXT. BEACH, REWOUND BACK FEW M NUTES - M D MORNI NG REVWOUND

Same as before, Kay, oceanside, gazes in-shore to trailer,
turns, heads there. View behind, on her to trailer in dis-
tance zoons few times with increasing magnification, decreas-
ing frame of view, on by her to close-up of trailer’ s w ndow.

Curtain noves slightly til slightly drawn, is pulled back
with constrained little apparent notion. Hear voice inside..

VA CE | NSI DE:;
Hey Beaute, hold the chill down for
me. Got to scram.

There’s the sound of soneone in the trailer zipping a
knapsack, nmonment later a floor hatch opening, closing..

Seen as before Kay near trailer, this time fromvantage point
a di stance away, off one side, from behind an eight foot high
boul der, view slightly swaying as through soneone’ s eyes...

INT. L.A CLUB TIGAT ON SKY'S BACK - VIGNETTE 2, MONTH LATER

SKY (V.O. TO TBA)
So made it off in wick of time. Way
Kay wal ked neant business, can be a
handful . Who needs that! Gve a guy
some O-two, hey. Man, but how sweet
she was | ooking. A gas, her waiting
for the door to just open w de...

( MORE)






