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Chapter 1: Beginning 

 
 The story of my writing of ‘Saturn Returns’ begins many years ago, 

when I was an undergraduate RTF student here at UT.  As a high school 

graduate, I knew that I wanted to be some kind of writer, since my academic 

strengths were focused in the language arts realm, but I didn’t really know in 

what capacity I would pursue writing.  I found out at orientation.  

When I applied to UT out of high school, graduating Magna Cum 

Laude and being admitted to the University of Texas by the obligatory top 

ten percent rule, I was originally an undeclared major.  I had applied to the 

very competitive architecture school, but wasn’t accepted, so my second 

choice major was liberal arts, undeclared.  Like many of my fellows in the 

Millennial Generation, I had no real direction in life – I just knew that I was 

smart, being ranked near the top of my 2002 class, and that we all expected 

to have a great career after we went to college.  By some fluke, I was lumped 

into the Communications College as an undeclared major, mistakenly. 

I attended a mandatory University Orientation session at UT in the 

summer before I moved into my dorm room on the fourteenth floor of Jester 

Hall (a claustrophobic building, which was designed by a renowned prison 

architect, coincidentally), and I had to choose a major in the Communications 

College to visit during orientation, so I chose RTF, since I love movies.  At 
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that orientation, I discovered that movies were written before they were 

produced and I could actually focus my entire academic career at UT 

studying the production of movies, including screenwriting.  I suddenly knew 

exactly what I wanted to do with my life.  I applied to the RTF program, was 

accepted, and thus began my journey toward a career in film. 

As an undergrad, I explored many various aspects of film production 

through fulfilling the basic degree requirements and I especially loved editing 

and documentary production.  I love telling stories, and telling stories 

through film developed into a fun creative outlet for me.  Finally, in my last 

semester of coursework for my bachelors in RTF, I took an independent study 

course with Alex Smith as my supervisor to tackle the beast of my dream to 

write a feature screenplay.  The original concept for Saturn Returns was born 

in that attempt. 

I was twenty-one years old, my world had been turning around my 

hopes of showing my talents in this writing endeavor, and I held myself to 

some very high expectations.  That unrealistic, inflexible and unnecessarily 

high level of self-expectation for writing performance ultimately crippled me 

from being able to produce anything at all.  Alex and I met twice for story 

development and I couldn’t allow myself to try to write, frozen in the fear 

that my work would be a discouraging evidence of failure.  I held onto that 
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fear and graduated with an incomplete in that independent study.  I had 

unfinished business. 
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Chapter 2:  Inspiration 

The idea of Saturn Return is an astrological theory that has been 

around for thousands of years.  Saturn’s orbital cycle around the sun is 

approximately twenty-nine and a half years, so according to this theory, 

when the planet Saturn returns to it’s position in relation to earth that it was 

in at the moment of an individual’s birth, it brings with it a recipe of 

energetic forces that compel the individual to confront their purpose in life, 

among other things.  This is a wordy way of saying that the Saturn Return 

events in a person’s lifetime usually cause a confrontation with destiny.  In 

the average human lifetime, there are at least two, if not three returns of 

Saturn, every 29 years or so.  

The first Saturn Return, right around age 30, highlights the strengths 

and weaknesses that have been developed in those thirty years of Saturn’s 

cycle and usually signal a direction to be taken in life.  If a person ignores 

those signals and waits to follow Saturn’s guidance through the next cycle, 

Saturn returns with a vengeance the second time and presses harder with its 

energy.  In astrological theory, Saturn is the cosmological body that governs 

the energy in human life experience of time.  We perceive the passage of time 

through a distant, energetic relationship with the planet Saturn.  As we near 

our thirtieth birthday, in our late twenties and even into our early thirties, 
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Saturn, the astrological father time, presents a strong energetic urgency to 

pull ourselves together, stop running on cruise control (if we’ve been doing 

that) and pick a path.  Many people finally make commitments to a career, a 

marriage, or in some other fashion, start to take direction at this time. 

Some people may go through this time of the strong sense of urgency 

felt during Saturn’s return to the natal position in their birth chart with 

resistance.  They choose, for whatever reason, to ignore the urges pushing 

them toward finding a path in life and claiming their independence, and they 

go through another 29 years of life the same way they’d done before – just 

doing their best to live day to day with no sense of purpose.  For those 

individuals, the second transit of Saturn back through their natal chart is 

much more trying than the first.  Divorces happen, careers implode; even an 

early death may be the fate.  For others who’ve been working toward the 

goals they set in their late twenties or early thirties, they are finally 

rewarded with a sense of completion, maybe recognition, or some other form 

of benefit for staying true to the energetic forces guiding them in life.   

If one is lucky or healthy enough to live into their late eighties or early 

nineties, they experience a third Saturn transit, which helps to prepare them 

for the completion of their cycle – death.  With it comes a time of reflection 

over their experiences in life, bringing joy and appreciation for some, pain 

and regret for others, or maybe a little bit of both for most. 
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I recognize that in a modern academic environment, an astrological 

theory may be understandably perceived as insubstantial or pseudoscientific.  

Who am I to proselytize to anyone about the validity of such an arguably silly 

perspective on the world as Astrology?  I am certainly no expert.  But, I’ve 

studied astronomy and cosmology with a special interest throughout my life 

because it’s always been striking for my mind to grasp the vast scale of forces 

in the universe.  In my experience, the cycles of cosmological forces have been 

observationally validated as evidently true to the astrological theories behind 

them.  At the very least, as insignificant organisms in a giant universe of 

existence that we barely understand, astrology offers an interesting and 

entertaining perspective on life.  There are some essential, existential 

ponderings underlying my interest in astrology. 

I took this foundation of a concept based in astrology and enriched it 

with my own experience in life to formulate a story about a family in New 

Orleans with three generations concurrently experiencing their Saturn 

Returns, based on myself, my father, and my grandmother.  My dad was born 

and raised in New Orleans, where his family had lived for generations and 

still do.  He was in the Air Force, so I was born at Keesler Air Force Base in 

Biloxi, Mississippi when he was stationed there, and after moving to Schertz, 

Texas when I was five, he was planted and retired from Randolph Air Force 

Base, so we never had to move again.  I was a very fortunate Air Force brat.  
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In my first five years of life in Mississippi, we were close enough to New 

Orleans to visit frequently, and we did.  My earliest memories of life include 

many events of family visits in New Orleans.  My grandmother’s second 

husband, who I grew up knowing as a grandfather, was a shrimper on their 

bayou in the Venetian Isles neighborhood of New Orleans, and their house 

was one of my favorite places to be.  He had a seafood distribution business in 

the French Quarter and I have many memories as a child on his boat, at his 

warehouse, in the seafood cleaning room, or just boiling shrimp.  The New 

Orleans culture of invigorating living has always inspired me. 

My Pot (Scott mixed with Pawpaw – the Cajun term for grandfather) 

was one of my favorite people in the world throughout my childhood and until 

his tragic death when I was in college.  His death had such a strong effect on 

me that I had to immortalize his memory however I could.  I wanted to put 

him in my movie.  His character was the foundation of my character in the 

script, Harvey.  I combined personality traits of Pot and my own father to 

create Harvey, since my dad is the only dad I’ve ever had intimate experience 

knowing. 

The Mawmaw character in my story is an amalgamation of both of my 

grandmothers, on my dad’s side and my mom’s, with some imagined 

fictionalization.  For Ben, I stole the name from a crush who introduced me to 

the Saturn Return concept when I was 21, and I based the character on a 
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close family shrimping friend that I grew up with in New Orleans named 

Brad.  As a little girl, I had a crush on Brad too.  The Ben character is 

definitely a very shamelessly admitted manifestation of the male image in my 

sexual psyche.  Lorna, of course, is based on me.   

All I knew when I started to conceive of this story was that Harvey was 

a shrimper in New Orleans based on my Pot, Lorna was me, Ben was Brad, 

and Mawmaw was my Mawmaw.  I knew the fundamental setting and 

situation for the characters in the story, but the story itself, I could not force 

out of my imagination.  I had no real idea what life was like for a person at 

age 29 when I was 21.  In the original concept, Lorna was the protagonist and 

she was going to marry a man in New York who her father liked, but she 

came home and had an affair with Ben who knocked her up and then they got 

married.  Harvey was just shrimping in the background most of the time, but 

he tried to step between Lorna and Ben and keep his daughter honest.  It 

definitely wasn’t a story that felt whole, and in retrospect, it was completely a 

very immature imagined vision of what life would be like in the late twenties. 

When I was twenty-one, attempting to write my first draft of a story 

inspired by and based on the astrological concept of Saturn Return, I was too 

overwhelmed by the daunting complexity of such an undertaking to complete 

it.  I graduated and needed to make ends meet however I could, so my focus 

shifted away from chasing my dreams to earning a living.  I worked as an 



 9 

editor for a local, independent production company in Austin for the first 

eight months after finishing undergrad.  I edited three shows of a cooking 

show, The Kitchen Diva, which aired locally on the PBS station in Austin, 

KLRU, and it was an enriching and very rewarding experience.  

Unfortunately, though, after eight months of full time employment there, 

things fell apart.  The company claimed to lose funding and expected 

employees to continue to come to work and work for free, since they couldn’t 

pay us.  That was not okay with me.  I was disheartened and discouraged 

from any further work in the local film industry, since it seemed completely 

unreliable, and I ended up working in retail for a few years. 

I finally reached a stable leadership position in the retail field that 

allowed me to build a comfortable life in Austin with time and energy to 

spare in 2008, two years after graduating from undergrad.  While I was 

comfortable and secure in this job, and I fully enjoyed the company of my 

coworkers, I had no sense of purpose.  My mind was plagued by feelings of 

failure often when I thought of my incomplete Saturn Returns story.  There 

was so much potential in that concept, I felt, and I wanted badly to learn to 

express myself as a screenwriter.  I have felt since I was a small child that I 

was meant to write stories.  Call it infantile and idealistic if you will, but I 

consider that dream still to be my destiny.  I couldn’t let my destiny slip away 

from me. 
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Chapter 3:  Purpose 

When I started to try to build my story again in 2009, it didn’t take 

long for the overwhelming feelings of not knowing where or how to start the 

“right” way to begin to take hold and cripple me into stagnation and inaction 

again.  By that time, though, I had developed more confidence in myself and 

a stronger sense of commitment to keep pushing forward through my 

impressive performance in my regional management position, and I knew 

that the only thing holding me back from doing anything I wanted to do was 

myself.   

Knowing myself well enough by that time to know that I tend to put 

things off indefinitely unless I’m locked into some agreement that arouses a 

sense of obligation, I decided that it would be best, in my situation, to get into 

a writing commitment of some kind.  I checked out many writers groups in 

Austin and was discouraged from taking that route because the writers 

groups were all completely voluntary, with no standards of qualification for 

participation, so I couldn’t rely on the feedback in those groups to necessarily 

provide a professional level of critique.  Since my alma mater, UT RTF, 

offered a screenwriting focused graduate program, it seemed only natural for 

me to pursue the MFA in screenwriting.  That I did. 

In order to be admitted to the graduate screenwriting program, I had 

to write a script.  The application deadline became a deadline for me to finish 
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the script, which I needed, and so it went.  At the budding outset of my 

newfound writing re-commitment in 2010, I scanned the Craigslist ads in 

search of a screenwriting reference guide to help me along in this daunting 

process and I found an ad for a tutor listed by a recent graduate from the UT 

RTF screenwriting MFA program.  It was perfect.  Lydia, or L., as she so 

likes to be called, was offering a tutoring service for someone interested in 

screenwriting.  Lydia and I met for coffee once at Spiderhouse, got acquainted 

and discussed the potential of a business arrangement, and very quickly 

agreed that we were well suited to partner together in this tutoring-writing 

endeavor.  I hired her for a minimal fee. 

Lydia and I met weekly for nine weeks to finish the first draft of the 

Saturn Returns feature with Lorna as the protagonist.  She used the ‘reel 

method.’  I wrote a reel a week, or fifteen pages a week, for those nine weeks 

and this breakdown of the three-act structure into reels was a brilliant, life 

changing approach to take toward feature writing.  It shattered my crippling 

writer’s block into history, which felt amazing.  Having very little actual 

familiarity with the screenwriting process in general, much less my own 

process in comparison to other writers’, it seemed like almost a cheat to 

solidify the structure for the story in reel outline format, instead of the 

cryptic, over-complicated traditional Hollywood three-act structure.  I wanted 
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a prescriptive explanation of simple instructions for how to build a 

screenplay, and the 9-reel method was my answer. 

The first draft was a manifestation and completion of the story that I 

had started with Alex Smith in my last semester of undergrad.  It was purely 

a family drama with Lorna as the protagonist and the story with her love 

triangle at the center and her relationships with her father and her Mawmaw 

in the background, going through their own versions of Saturn Returns along 

with Lorna.  The story ended with Mawmaw’s death, and the central question 

was essentially, what is love?  Many of the same themes approached at the 

original conception in my independent study as an undergrad found their 

way back into the story in the first draft, now informed with four more years 

of personal life experience of my own adding to the inspiration.  It was a very 

rewarding sense of completion to see it finally written, but it didn’t feel much 

like a movie.  It read more like a personal story than a movie, since that’s 

what it was.  It was missing structural and story plot elements of traditional 

Hollywood movies that really make a story feel complete.  I struggled with 

many of the same challenges that had originally crippled me into non-action.  
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Chapter 4:  Coincidence? 

In the summer of 2010, after I finally wrote a draft of the script, the 

Deep Water Horizon oil spill happened in New Orleans, completely destroyed 

the ecological environment on the coast and made the seafood business in 

New Orleans nearly impossible.  My family friend, Brad, is still a shrimper in 

New Orleans, and I heard news often about the way the spill had ruined his 

business.  That summer, my dad took my family to Disney World and we flew 

over the spill on the way to Florida.  It was a gut twisting sight.  The ocean 

was brown, not blue – for miles – as far as the eye could see.  My view of the 

spill from the window of the plane at that moment struck me with urgency 

like I’d never felt before.  I had to re-write that story, immediately.  I had just 

flown over the foundation of the concept to solve the plot problems in my 

Saturn Returns story.  In 2010, I was 26.  Very oddly coincidentally, 

according to the theories I had researched for my first screenplay project, my 

Saturn Return was beginning.  

L. had offered to give me a complete analysis of her take on the story 

at the completion of the first draft after nine weeks of lightly guided 

instruction.  She did.  In her read of the first draft, she felt more interested in 

the Harvey character and his story than in the Lorna love triangle.  It made 

perfect sense to me that the Harvey character was a more compelling 

character product in my finally completed script, since he was based on two of 
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my favorite men in the world, my dad and my Pot (grandfather.)  Of course 

he was appealing, since he was born out of love.  The Lorna story was still in 

the process of being shaped, I can see now in retrospect, as I was actualizing 

myself in the world as a character in the middle of my own Saturn Return 

experience.  

I took the noted suggestion to shift the protagonist from Lorna to 

Harvey very seriously and immediately wanted to write another draft with 

Harvey as the protagonist, instead of Lorna, and the BP oil spill as the 

catalyst in the story, instead of Lorna’s engagement.  That decision changed 

many other plot events in the overall structure of the story and I intended for 

the story now to have more of the kind of esoteric, paranormal, eerie vibe that 

I had intended to highlight in the New Orleans world.  New Orleans, to me, 

has always been s city with a very vibrant and almost palpable dualism – 

intense pleasure and intense pain experienced simultaneously.  Maybe I’m 

more expressive of my personal energetic impressions in life than most, but 

I’ve felt a very active, almost spiritual, sense of lingering emotional energy in 

New Orleans since my childhood.  The city has a very bright light side that 

simultaneously combines with a very deep dark side in contrast.  I wanted to 

reflect my vision of the city in my script. 

Underlying my personal artistic inspirations for the next draft, I 

wanted more importantly to begin to understand the foundations of the 
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traditional Hollywood three-act structure.  My first draft was, for me, a huge 

hurdle to clear, since it had been five years in the making – on hold.  Just 

finishing the thing felt like a great accomplishment.  As I was entering the 

second draft, with the confidence that it wasn’t something that I would back 

away from in fear of failure, I wanted to really grasp the method behind the 

craft, since this was my chosen path to pursue.  I wanted my story now to 

have a more solid arc of change for my protagonist and very clear markers of 

the act breaks and the other major story beats.  The BP oil spill made that 

more accessible in the structure. 

I knew right away that a crime drama element was something that I 

wanted to include in this draft.  Since Harvey is a shrimper and shrimping 

was a nearly impossible practice in the waters around New Orleans after the 

oil spill, what would a character do to make money?  I have often associated 

New Orleans with underhanded, criminal activity because the city is 

notoriously reputed as a region full of corruption.  Politically, in business, and 

in the common culture, New Orleans is a place where moral standards are 

flexible, not fixed.  In my observation as a child growing up with family in the 

area, I definitely observed more than my fair share of illegal activity around 

me – especially with drugs.  Since Harvey couldn’t shrimp, he could use his 

boat to traffic drugs instead.  That seemed like a good movie. 
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In the second draft, by the grace of conveniently applicable current 

events added to the foundation, the story took on a new form that fit nicely 

into a traditional three-act structure model with a very tightly wound plot 

development.  There was a new level of intensity of action and extremity of 

character change imposed by the restructuring of the story with Harvey as 

the protagonist and the BP oil spill as a motivating factor for his story. 

L. Harter, my tutor, worked with me to help me develop the structure 

with a classic Hollywood form.  The mistakes that my characters were 

making in the story now were on a much more cinematically interesting scale 

than they had ever been before.  Instead of central conflicts surrounding 

marriage and fidelity issues of average scale, more independent film oriented, 

the central conflicts became issues of criminal action and a deeply hidden 

moral corruption in the background of the story.  It felt like a Hollywood 

story.  Ben, who was originally a love interest for Lorna, took on a role as an 

antagonistic force in the second draft and became the source of exposing the 

corrupt business dealings in the New Orleans scene.  His character had 

always been vaguely antagonistic, so I took advantage of the pieces that were 

already in place and brought them to a fuller expression. 

For Harvey, his re-encounter with Ben after years of minimal contact 

incites the action in the main story thread.  By the end of the first act, they’re 

partnered in a business arrangement, then by the mid-point, we find out that 
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Ben is using Harvey to accomplish his illegal money-making schemes.  By the 

low point, at the end of the third act, Harvey is stuck between a rock and a 

hard place, getting actively involved in Ben’s dirty business, and in the 

climax, he finally draws the line and puts himself at risk to save innocent 

people entangled in the web of criminal activity that Ben has brought them 

into.  I definitely couldn’t let my Harvey be an irredeemable bad character.  

He had to be at least somewhat of a hero. 

For Lorna’s story in this draft, she abandons her life in New York 

when she hears the news of the oil spill in her New Orleans hometown and 

shows up to her Mawmaw’s house in New Orleans.  Lorna has no real 

direction in life and she comes home to find it.  Remnants of the original 

Saturn Return inspiration were present mostly in her story line because an 

encounter with a busker on the subway in New York gives her information 

about her age, twenty-nine years, being significant as her Saturn Return.  I 

wasn’t willing to let that idea die and it’s mostly upheld through that subway 

scene with Lorna in the second draft.  She then gets involved with Ben, her 

ex-boyfriend, and they have a sordid romance amid his criminal activity that 

allowed me to drop a few clues as to Ben’s true nature as an antagonistic 

force, which isn’t fully revealed until after the mid-point. 

Harvey also has a crumbling marriage to a stripper and another 

daughter, Helen, from his second wife, Tracy.  This is a story preserved and 
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reshaped from the first draft, based on my own personal experience in my 

family.  My dad had something of a mid-life crisis/mental breakdown after 

my step-mom died of cancer, and he married an alcoholic stripper with a 

daughter.  It was a difficult situation to tolerate and understand in my early-

mid twenties.  I used my screenplay as a form of analysis and coping – art 

therapy.  Harvey and Tracy were never happily married, as Tracy was the 

alcoholic stripper based on my own stepmother.  This storyline of their failing 

marriage and Harvey’s questionable judgment just added tension and depth 

to Harvey’s character, as well as providing motivation for him to make the 

bad decisions that lead to the climax moment of confrontation. 

Mawmaw is an elderly woman with a live-in caretaker named Eloise in 

the second draft, and the two of them act as expositional sources in the story, 

more than anything else.  They don’t do much to influence the plot, but 

instead, play roles as commentators on the bigger action they witness for 

Lorna and Harvey.  If this were an old Greek play, the Mawmaw and Eloise 

characters would be something of a chorus. 

Overall, I was impressed with myself for cobbling together the 

elements from the story that I had conceived as an undergrad and informing 

them with current events that allowed the story I had lived with in my head 

for so many years to finally manifest itself into a screenplay form that 

reflected my potential as a screenwriter.  I truly enjoyed the story in it’s new 
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form and no longer felt so threatened by the insecure worry that my taste and 

writing style might not be as suited for a career in Hollywood screenwriting.  

I felt reassured by my performance in this writing experience that I might 

actually have potential to achieve the dreams that I had for so long 

considered to be very likely unattainable.  I finally had a script ready to apply 

to the graduate screenwriting program at UT.  I submitted it with my 

application carrying high hopes and extreme fear of disappointment. 
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Chapter 5: Climax 

Having worked with a recent graduate from the RTF screenwriting 

program to complete my script for the application, I took advantage of her 

knowledge and familiarity with my goal to get into the program and sought 

her advice on how to increase my chances of being admitted.  She advised 

setting up a meeting with Stuart Kelban.  I did.  I met Stuart in his office and 

expressed my interest and intentions and he assured me that judgment for 

admissions would be reserved according to the bureaucratic process of 

evaluating candidates based on their writing samples, but he looked forward 

to reading mine.  Based on the positive reviews of Stuart as a teacher coming 

from my tutor, L. Harter, and the positive encouragement that I felt after our 

brief meeting, I was further convinced that my choice to pursue the graduate 

screenwriting program was the best next step in furthering my path toward 

becoming a professional screenwriter. 

Of course, the Michener Center for Writers at UT offers a 

screenwriting concentrated MFA program with the same faculty as RTF for 

free, as well as with an annual stipend for students admitted to it’s program, 

so the Michener Center was my first choice for admission.  I applied to 

Michener as well as the UT RTF program, but wasn’t accepted to Michener, 

since it’s much more competitive.  Strangely, the year that I was rejected 

from Michener, no screenwriters were admitted to their program.  To this 
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day, I wonder what led to the Michener Center’s decision to reject me as a 

candidate.  I might ask at some point. 

By the end of the spring in 2011, I finally received word from the 

university that my application was accepted and I was offered a seat in the 

incoming class of 2013.  Of course, I took it.  I was thrilled and excited to 

meet and join my select cohort of fellow students at the beginning of the 

semester in August of 2011 to workshop our writing and build a network of 

collaborative career development that would help us all move forward.  I still 

held my comfortable salaried position at work and intended to keep it 

through the grad program as long as time would allow.   

My boyfriend at the time, now my husband, and I had been 

cohabitating for two years prior to my decision to go back to grad school, so 

we moved to a new place in Travis Heights to minimize our financial 

responsibility while I was concentrating on my graduate work.  Our new 

location was in comfortable biking distance from the university to allow for a 

safe bicycle commute to class, so I got a cool new bike that I was very proud 

to ride.  Parking on campus is a ridiculously excessive expense.  Dustin, my 

husband (boyfriend at the time), being very responsible and protective of me, 

made sure to ride to campus with me so that he could help me select a safe 

route through the downtown traffic to and from our house.  I eagerly followed 
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his advice to bike where he directed and I was excited to get my exercise on 

my commute through the city on class days. 

In the second week of class, after I had just barely started to get 

aquatinted with my cohort and adjust to the demands of a graduate 

workload, I was biking home from the central Austin Public Library after 

class one day with a DVD of a movie that had been assigned for our film 

history course with Charles Ramirez-Berg, and I had a terribly inconvenient 

accident.  Around the corner from our house on Chelsea Lane, at the 

intersection of Reagan Terrace and Kenwood Avenue, I was biking down the 

steep hill on Reagan leading to a four way stop at the intersection in a valley, 

with a steep uphill slope on the other side of the intersection.  Being that 

human instinct operates in effort to conserve energy most of the time, and 

that the downhill slope leading to the stop sign allowed me to build a strong 

momentum on my human powered bike that I could use to help me pump up 

the hill on the other side, I would usually never stop at that intersection.   

That hill was the last hill on my ride home and I was usually hot and 

tired by that point in my bike commutes.  The traffic in that very residential 

area of the neighborhood was usually never more than dwelling pedestrians 

or cyclists, so I never saw cars at the intersection.  That day, September 13, 

2011, was one of the hottest days on record in Austin.  It was over 100 

degrees for the seventy-second day in a row that summer.  I was thirsty. 
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I coasted down the hill toward the stop-sign like I always did, and to 

my surprise as I neared the intersection, a reckless white Ford Ranger came 

speeding toward me down the street, not slowing to stop at the four-way 

intersection.  I squeezed my brakes as hard as I could and my bike skidded 

for ten feet, but I couldn’t stop in time.  We collided.  The completely 

negligent, absent-minded driver ran the stop sign and slammed into me on 

my bike, knocking me out on impact.  I went limp, flew up onto the hood of 

the truck, bounced off and sailed through the air for forty feet before landing 

on the road and skidding on my skin to a stop.  Lights out. 
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Chapter 6:  Sleep 

I spent the next two weeks of my life in a coma.  My husband rode his 

bike home from work through that same intersection about an hour after I 

was hit.  A couple was moving into their new home at the corner, in the 

process of unloading their moving truck, and everyone nearby ran outside to 

see what had happened when they heard the loud crash.  A neighbor said it 

sounded as loud as a piano being smashed on the ground.  The driver finally 

came to a stop about three houses down the street on Kenwood Avenue.  If 

neighbors hadn’t run outside to witness him speeding away, I don’t think he 

would have stopped at all.  Ironically, the back of his truck wore a sign, which 

read, “How’s My Driving?” 

By the grace of goodness, I was whisked away by an ambulance in my 

broken state, barely hanging onto life and bleeding from several places on my 

body, and rushed to Brackenridge Hospital in Austin, where I slept for the 

next two weeks.  My left cheekbone was broken and my temple ripped open, 

my left earlobe had been ripped off, my left two left incisors had been broken 

in half and one of them had sliced through my bottom left lip, and my chin 

had been sliced open.  The skin on my legs was torn open in several places 

(especially my left knee) with road rash and one of my right ribs had severely 

torn cartilage.  Other than that, though, miraculously, I had no broken bones.  
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Being knocked out on impact with the truck and landing on the road limp on 

my face helped to prevent further injury. 

Dustin, my husband (then boyfriend of two years), was surprised when 

he got home to find my bike gone.  He couldn’t believe I’d ridden my bike to 

class that day because it was so unbearably hot.  He was home for a while, 

waiting, also surprised that I hadn’t beaten him home like I usually did at 

the time, when a police officer showed up at the front door.  The officer gave 

him the news that I’d been hit by a truck and was in a serious condition at 

the hospital.  He was stricken with a panic.  He didn’t know what to expect, 

but it didn’t sound good.  He called his family and they met up with him for 

support to visit me at Brackenridge and find out what condition I was in. 

My husband’s sister is a nurse anesthetist in the Seton Network of 

hospitals in Austin and her husband is an anesthesiologist, so their 

familiarity with the staff at Brackenridge gave them access to be the first to 

visit me in the emergency room.  Having had years of experience working in 

the emergency ward throughout their careers, Chelsea and Tom, my sister 

and brother-in-law, were both well rehearsed in evaluating emergency 

patients’ conditions and prognosticating their chances of recovery, at a 

glance.  According to what Chelsea has told me recently, when they saw me 

in the ER just after I had been admitted, they didn’t think I was going to 

make it.  It was an excruciating period of waiting and hoping for all of my 
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loved ones while I was at Brackenridge.  Chelsea and Tom, though, being the 

amazing people that they are, insisted immediately that I get an MRI by 

their order.  They ensured that I got the best possible care at that hospital. 

My family lives not far down the road in Schertz, Texas, my hometown, 

so they were all contacted and travelled to Austin to be there during this 

painful time of waiting.  I, myself, have no recollection of anything during 

this period.  I don’t even remember the accident.  The story I’m telling is my 

current narrative, which I’ve pieced together from the information I’ve 

gathered from accounts of all the people who were involved at the time.  Of 

course, my family was hysterical, especially my mother.  Dustin’s family too, 

who had become a surrogate family for me in Austin as his family, was 

distraught.  No one seems to remember much about the time at the hospital 

with much accuracy.  They all clearly remember the pain and the worry and 

the fear, though. 

The doctors were all reluctant to give anyone any firm outlook of 

expectations for my recovery, since when it comes to an injury to the brain, 

there is no way to know what to expect.  According to their MRI and CT scan 

information, though, I had sustained a severe Diffuse Axonal Injury.  That 

term is a medically fancy way of saying that I had a severe concussion.  It 

was a closed-head injury, meaning that no specific part of my brain was 

injured more than any other, since there was no focal point of contact with 
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any external intrusion.  My brain shook around inside my skull from the 

impact with the truck on the right side of my body, which injured my rib, and 

the axons, or the connection points between the neurons, were broken in a 

diffuse pattern all over my brain.  Since I was unconscious on impact, or must 

have been, I landed on the road face first, which broke my teeth and 

cheekbone.  Had I been awake at the time, undoubtedly I would have stuck 

out an arm, at least, on instinct to protect my face from impact, which would 

have likely broken my wrist, or sprained it. 

I feel entitled to speculate the events leading to the injuries I 

sustained, since it’s my story. 

I turned 28 in my coma.  My new cohort, who I barely knew, had the 

decency to visit me at the hospital on my birthday.  Penny, the only other 

female in our graduate class, shared my birthday and she was especially 

disturbed to spend our birthday in the intensive care unit at the hospital, 

instead of celebrating with a dinner at PF Chang’s like we had planned.  

Stuart, the program advisor and my Intro to Screenwriting instructor at the 

time, sent a beautiful arrangement of flowers to the hospital in condolence 

and my mom still talks about it being the nicest bouquet I got.  I had so many 

flowers delivered while I was at Brackenridge that it took two carts to 

transport them from room to room when I was moved.  I had many visitors 

everyday while I was asleep, although, sadly, I don’t remember who came. 
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Dustin’s step-sister, Christi, is a physical therapist at the Baylor 

Rehabilitation Center in Dallas, which is one of the best TBI rehabilitation 

centers in the United States.  Very oddly conveniently, her familiarity with 

brain injury rehabilitation allowed her to give my family advice on how best 

to preventatively aid my body in preservation of muscular neuro-control.  She 

worked with Chelsea, primarily, but all the family worked together to help 

me move the parts of my body that were seized in paralysis from the injury.  

Being that Christi worked at Baylor, it was obviously the best choice for my 

necessary rehabilitation, which my medical insurance insisted on me being 

admitted to before I had even regained consciousness, after two weeks of 

intensive care in the ER.  The bureaucratic medical insurance system in the 

United States is desperately in need of necessary attention by our 

government policy officials. 

On the morning of my soon-to-be mother-in-law’s birthday, September 

28, 2013, I woke up just before being transported by ambulance to Baylor in 

Dallas.  I had woken up a few times previously, but I hadn’t been able to 

sustain consciousness for longer than a few minutes until that morning.  To 

me, it seems interesting that I woke up before I transitioned to the next 

stage, because I must have been able to partially participate in listening to 

the conversations happening around me while I was out.  I must have heard 

discussions about my moving to Baylor and been aware that I was going to 



 29 

rehabilitation because I woke up convinced that I was going to rehabilitation 

for a drug overdose.  I was full of anger and confusion.  They call this early 

phase of brain injury rehabilitation the “agitation” stage.  I have no memory 

of what the world looked like to me when I first opened my eyes, but Dustin 

still tells stories of how often I complained about the light coming off of 

everything.   I imagine my senses to have been struggling to adjust to 

function again, which would make anyone agitated. 

I’ve asked Dustin what I woke up talking about, since I have no 

memory of the event.  My brain wasn’t able to start recording memory 

records, or utilize working memory, for two weeks after I regained 

consciousness.  According to Dustin, I was angry with him and accused him of 

letting me “fall apart at the seams” and become a drug addict.  He tried to 

assure me that I was going to rehab to recover from an injury because a truck 

had hit me on my bike; no drugs were involved.  I didn’t, or couldn’t, 

understand or maintain that belief.   

I hear these stories of the traumatic memories of these events and I 

often reflect on them with humor.  I think it must be some kind of natural 

response to protect me from being overwhelmed by the intensity of emotion 

surrounding the events.  To me, it’s funny to laugh about the fact that I woke 

up with a confused conviction that I was a recovering drug addict.  It’s okay 

to laugh if you, reader, find it funny too.  I do.  So does my husband, Dustin. 
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Chapter 7:  Wake 

I went through a month of inpatient rehabilitation at Baylor in Dallas.  

I had to learn to walk again, to speak, to write, to eat and drink… Every 

aspect of life for a living adult woman had to be re-mastered while I was at 

Baylor.  I had originally been given an expected completion date at the end of 

November, since it usually takes at least two or three months of inpatient 

therapy to recover to a level of independent function after an injury as severe 

as mine.  Very early in my time at Baylor, though, my primary physician, Dr. 

Randi Dubiel, was in the room with my mom discussing my expected release 

date.  I was still in the confused and agitated, minimally conscious state at 

the time, but I overheard their discussion and piped up suddenly with a 

declaration that I wanted to be released on October 28th.  My mom and Dr. 

Dubiel laughed a little at the spontaneity of my declaration, but Dr. Dubiel 

said that if I wanted to get out on October 28th, they’d do everything they 

could to get me out on that date.   

It was hard work, getting back to independent function.  My brain was 

in a very strange processing mode where I was able to recognize the 

simplicity of the tasks that I was guided through with the therapists at 

Baylor (and I would mock being expected to perform something so stupid), 

but when I tried to do it, I couldn’t do it.  Simple things like passing a balloon 

through the air with a partner were inconveniently challenging for me.  My 



 31 

mother-in-law tells a story about an experience that she had on one of her 

visits to Dallas to see me in early October.  She was helping me get ready for 

bed and she had to put toothpaste on the toothbrush for me, since I didn’t 

have the motor control to do it myself.  When I started brushing my teeth, it 

was an uncomfortable process because my teeth were broken, but beyond 

that, I couldn’t get my arm and hand to move the way I needed them to move 

to brush.  After a few minutes of struggling through it, I gave up and looked 

at Sheila with sincerity and said, “That was depressing.”  She and I laugh 

about it now. 

The entirety of my time at Baylor was an expansion of similar feelings 

of disappointment in my lack of access to the capability that I had before the 

accident.  Despite my annoyance and discouragement when I couldn’t do 

what I felt that I should have been able to do, though, my strong 

determination to keep pushing forward was never overcome.  Dustin still tells 

me that during this period of time, when I was exposed in a completely raw, 

weak and vulnerable state to all of the people around me, he saw a side of me 

that he’d seen glimpses of before, but it was stronger and more clearly just a 

feature of who I am at my core.  I am determined and I don’t give up. 

I was released from the Baylor Rehabilitation Center on the date that I 

had chosen for my release and declared to my mother and my doctor – 

October 28th, 2011.  To this day, I have no idea why that was the date that I 
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chose, but it was important to me at the time.  Many of my decisions and 

choices in that compromised consciousness state were equally mysterious and 

absolute.  There were certain things that just seemed definite and un-

debatable to me.  For instance, the first thing that I remember saying to my 

mother when my memory began to work again was that I wanted to marry 

Dustin.  I went on saying that until we got married in December of 2013.  It’s 

not exactly your typical storybook romance, but I do find it romantic. 

 I still have that sense of certainty with some decisions, often.  At the 

same time, when it comes to making a simple choice, like ordering food, I am 

incredibly indecisive.  The complexity of the brain is incredibly complicated 

and I could go on a tangent for ten pages here if I don’t stop now, so I’ll stop. 
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Chapter 8:  Homecoming 

After my inpatient rehabilitation at Baylor, I came back to Austin and 

went through another month of outpatient rehabilitation at St. David’s 

hospital.  I had pretty bad amnesia at the time and couldn’t remember 

anything about my life in Austin, besides the fact that I was a grad student of 

Screenwriting at UT, so I was dying to see my house.  When I first got there 

with Dustin, some memories were awakened.  The familiarity of my 

surroundings helped tremendously to re-activate my sense of self.  I 

especially loved feeling so attracted to aesthetic choices that I had made in 

decorating my home.  Many people were worried that my taste might have 

changed, or something.  Nah.  I have impeccable taste.  No amount of brain 

damage will ever change that. 

While I was still at Baylor, one of the things that I insisted Dustin do 

immediately with a strangely strong sense of conviction that it was needed 

was to call Stuart and find out what work I needed to make up.  Dustin did 

call Stuart and he was pleasantly surprised to hear from me, but also 

entertained by my concern that I might have to make up for missed 

assignments.  I had more important work to do, he reassured me.  From that 

time forward, Stuart became a point person for me to work with in getting 

back to school and writing.  That goal was my beacon of hope, which helped 

me carry myself forward with my strength of determination behind me. 
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The St. David’s outpatient program was tedious.  It was nowhere near 

as advanced and progressive in therapeutic methods as Baylor had been.  The 

St. David’s rehabilitation program is primarily made up of stroke victims in 

recovery and doctors are most familiar with rehabilitating stroke victims, 

since they’re much more common.  While a TBI shares many symptoms in 

common with a stroke, like amnesia, it’s very different.  By that point in my 

recovery, though, I had regained enough awareness to know how to get what 

I needed out of the experience, and I did.  I worked out a lot and started to 

rebuild physical function, although I still had trouble with balance.  I made 

sure I could function back at school in my occupational therapy sessions, 

since that was my primary goal in life for the moment, and I was cleared to 

drive again, which was the biggest bar to clear - driving.  I did it all. 

Finally, after a long period of what felt like going through the motions 

to get back to where I left off, I was released from all rehabilitation and I was 

ready to go back to class.  After the Christmas holiday season in 2011, I re-

joined the graduate screenwriting program in the Spring of 2012, picking up 

with my cohort where they were in their sequential series of courses after the 

Intro to Screenwriting class with Stuart Kelban that I had unfortunately 

missed, since I was in a coma.  In the Spring, we were in Beau Thorne’s 

rewriting class, and everyone was re-writing the scripts that they’d written in 

Stuart’s class the first semester.  I didn’t get around to writing much in my 
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coma, or in rehab, so I only had one script available to re-write, Saturn 

Returns.  That was my intention in Beau’s class that Spring.  It didn’t 

actually happen, though. 

Picking up in the strange social dynamics of such a small and 

imbalanced graduate cohort while I was re-learning myself and the world 

was definitely very challenging.  Not only was the social facet of my re-joining 

the cohort difficult, but the actual work in that class was incredibly 

challenging, and nearly impossible to actually complete.  My memories of 

being in class with Beau and my original cohort that Spring are limited, but I 

remember an intense feeling, often, of being out of place.  I loved Beau as an 

instructor, he was amazing to me, and my cohort was exciting because I still 

felt the remnants of our initial getting-to-know-you excitement with them, 

but they were all in a very different place at the time.  They’d had a bad 

semester in Stuart’s class in the Fall because from their perspective, the 

student in their class who had the most experience and familiarity with 

screenwriting and film background had just been in a terrible accident and 

they were all left to sit in that tainted absence.  They were excited to have me 

back, but I was not at all like who I used to be.  I was very different. 

Over Spring Break that semester, I finally had an epiphany of sorts 

and realized that my memory was still not working very well.  I needed to 

allow myself more time to get further along in my recovery before trying to 
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accomplish graduate work.  I met with Stuart again.  I explained to him what 

I’d come to understand about my deceptively functional state of recovery 

being less than my high hopes and expectations for myself had originally 

imagined, and expressed that I didn’t want my coursework to be counted for a 

grade toward my degree.  We decided that it would be best for me to 

medically withdraw from the Spring semester and re-start with the incoming 

class in the Fall of 2012.  I didn’t want to stop going to class, though.  

Participating in the writing workshops and completing what assignments I 

could, I could tell, was a much-needed form of cognitive rehabilitation for me.  

Intuitively, I knew that my brain needed to be challenged in order to 

complete it’s process of re-formatting, and what better way to get that kind of 

cognitive stimulation than in a graduate creative writing program?  It 

worked out perfectly.   

At the end of the Spring semester in 2012, I went through the 

paperwork process to officially withdraw from my courses that semester and I 

re-started the program, from the beginning again, with the incoming cohort 

in the Fall of 2012. 
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Chapter 9: End 

The rest of my experience in the graduate program was much more 

like any other person’s experience in grad school probably would be, without 

getting hit by a truck and all.  There were seemingly intense social and 

faculty conflicts and drama that clouded the reason to be there in the first 

place at times – to write – but still, it was a valuable experience that lead me 

to find what I was looking for – myself as a writer.  From what I’ve come to 

understand about grad school from other friends who’ve experienced it, grad 

school is just full of strange dramas.  I trust my friends. 

My experience was slightly unique, considering that I was still 

recovering from a severe Diffuse Axonal Brain Injury throughout the 

remaining two years of coursework in the program.  The faculty in RTF, with 

Stuart acting as the key reference point for leading everyone through 

accommodating my exceptional circumstances as their student in the 

program, was amazingly supportive.  With my parents and I on distant terms 

since I began to claim my independence as an undergrad in RTF, meaning 

that they lived and worked in Schertz or San Antonio and I lived and worked 

in Austin, I couldn’t conveniently access them for all of the personal questions 

that I needed to have answered when they randomly came up for me in my 

recovery, which happened a lot.  I turned to the faculty often, and with a 
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visibly awkward amusement, they were always there for me.  I can never 

fully express how appreciative I am of their kindness and patience. 

As I was mastering the craft of screenwriting in this graduate 

program, interestingly, my identity was completely reforming.  As the 

leftover contusions in my brain were healing, I was not only recovering 

myself as I had been before the accident, but I was building new layers of 

myself as a very capable and confidant writer.  My writing performance 

throughout my recovery has improved tremendously, along with my cognitive 

capacity, so my progress as a writer in the program is slightly exaggerated by 

my unusual circumstances.   

The process of navigating the influence of workshop comments and 

suggestions on many of my story development decisions while I was writing 

for class is very hard to see clearly at this point, but I feel certain that I was 

often mislead by classmates who delivered comments with more authority 

than was deserved.  I felt, until recently, nearing the end of the Spring 

semester of 2014, unsure of how to gauge my own authority of writing 

decisions in comparison to my fellows.  I felt desperate to rely on other people 

to make decisions instead of me, since I had a brain injury and didn’t trust 

myself.  I’ve gotten that straight now.  This report is my final stage of 

solidifying my confidence.  I can say now, with confidence that I know better 

than most of my classmates do about how to tell a good story in movie form. 
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Re-writing this Saturn Returns story as my thesis project has put me 

back in touch with many of the final pieces of the puzzle of me that were 

missing from myself.  First off, after reading it again with fresh eyes in 

preparation for the thesis rewrite, I was impressed with my own 

accomplishment.  I know now, confidently, that I am a good writer and I’ve 

chosen this path for a reason.  I remember that when I read it for Beau’s class 

in the Spring of 2012, I couldn’t believe I had written it because it was so 

good, but at that time, there were too many other complicated recovery 

requirements preventing me from getting back into the same head space 

needed to rewrite it.  By the end of the program, I was in the right place in 

my recovery to be able to pick up where I’d left off with the story and rewrite 

it to a final draft stage. 

My thesis committee, Charles Ramirez-Berg and Cindy McCreery, met 

with me at the beginning of the summer and gave me their suggestions for 

the thesis rewrite.  They agreed that my strength in this script was in telling 

a character-driven story and they suggested that I should pull back on the 

action and go deeper into the characters.  Cindy and I had worked closely 

together on a few projects while I was deep in the recovery weakness areas, 

but she’d never read this script.  She was impressed.  Charles too, had never 

read my screenplays, but we had gotten to know each other well and have 

similar inclinations of taste that tend toward alternative cinematic styles, so 
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when he read it, he tried to guide me toward a style that resembles French 

New Wave, or Italian Neo-Realism, since those were my influences.  What he, 

and strangely, even I didn’t really know at the time was that I started off in 

the first draft with a European style, more character driven story that wasn’t 

satisfying to me.  I was proud of the heightened dramatic tension that was 

added by including the story of the oil spill leading to drug/human trafficking 

in the second draft of the script. 

The committee suggestion that struck me as deserving of being 

addressed in this draft was their pointing out that Lorna’s character didn’t 

have a clear motivation to leave New York and her background needed some 

solidifying.  I totally agreed with that.  For the thesis rewrite, I made a few 

changes, which I consider big.   

Lorna now has a boyfriend in New York who proposes to her right 

before she leaves.  She says she needs to think about it.  Her central question 

is will she or will she not marry Adam?  Adam is an updated version of an old 

character from early developments and the first draft, Jeff, who was always 

Lorna’s fiancé.  He’s always been there, so I just put him back.  That gave the 

Lorna character more depth right away.  She also has more at stake, since 

her decision to marry is on the line in all of her action. 

The biggest change for the thesis rewrite was that I brought Ben’s dad 

back to life, Harvey’s old partner.  In previous drafts, he was always dead.  
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Now, in the final draft, he’s only alive as a tool.  He dies before the end of the 

first act, but his death is what brings Lorna home to New Orleans from New 

York.  The Soulard family, Harvey and Lorna, have been close with the 

Bertrand family for years, since Harvey and Neville were business partners.  

Of course, Neville’s failing health is a time when families will call on close 

friends for support.  That puts them all back in touch.  Then, when Neville 

dies, Harvey feels motivated to take Ben’s proposal to form a new business 

partnership with him in his father’s place, despite Harvey’s reluctance to do 

it.  They agree to do business and the story begins. 

The rest of the story was too perfect, in my probably distorted 

perspective of my own final actualization of the script that I’d wanted to write 

for years.  This is my first script, so I’m proud of it as it is.  It only took a total 

of nine years for me to finish.  I am determined. 

In what I consider to be some sort of a cosmic joke, almost, I got 

married in the midst of my personal chaos to Dustin, which was a brightly 

shining reflection of the Saturn Return concept ideas that originated in my 

earliest forms of this script.  It’s been an interesting experience to complete 

this script and submit it as my thesis for an MFA in screenwriting. 

My journey toward a career in screenwriting has been an interesting 

adventure, thus far, and it continues post-graduation.  I look forward to a 

bright future in a screenwriting career, which I am determined to achieve.  In 
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this graduate program, I’ve not only been able to develop as a writer and 

hone my own skills and strengths in the writing talent that I always knew 

was there, I just hadn’t been brave enough to let it show; I’ve been able to 

gain a set of experiences with such a vast wealth of emotional material for 

future stories that I absolutely must utilize my resources of knowledge in a 

writing career.  I want to share the beautiful gifts I’ve gained in lessons of 

human nature through this experience of being reborn as a 28-year-old 

woman with the audiences of the world.  I not only feel prepared, capable and 

committed to a life of work as a storyteller, I feel obliged.  I am abundantly 

grateful for the fortune that I’ve been dealt.  I’m happy to be here. 
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Appendix A 

First full Beat Outline, Circa June 2010, sent to tutor, L. Harter 

 
1. LORNA’S OFFICE, DAY – THE OFFICE HOSTS A BIRTHDAY 

PARTY FOR LORNA AND SHE QUITS HER JOB.  Lorna zones 
out during a skype-conference about projected sales 
with international associates and stares out the 
window of her office, melancholic.  A secretary comes 
in to surprise her with a birthday cake, followed by a 
host of co-workers.  They all sing to her and then 
eagerly await her joyous response, but Lorna shocks 
them all by quitting instead. 

 
2. BEN’S HOUSE, EVENING – BEN COMES HOME FROM WORK TO 

FIND HIS WIFE SITTING IN THEIR FILTHY HOUSE, HALF-
DRESSED, WITH THE NEWBORN AND THE TODDLER BOTH UNFED 
AND HUNGRY.  As per the usual, Ben is stuck taking 
responsibility for everything in the household. He 
sighs, then goes to work feeding the kids and tidying 
up, while his wife sits blankly staring into space. 

 
3. HARVEY’S BOAT, EVENING – HARVEY SITS OUT ON THE DECK 

OF HIS TRAWLER WITH A BOTTLE OF WHISKEY, ENJOYING THE 
SUNSET ON THE BAYOU.  Harvey watches silently as a 
huge alligator slips into the water from the shoreline 
not far away and disappears beneath the murky surface.  
A family of Mallard ducks swims toward the boat.  
Harvey gets a little bucket of cat food out of a 
corner and throws it out toward the ducks.  They eat 
it and he enjoys their pleasant company.  He enters 
the cabin of the boat, takes off his cap and hangs it 
on a nail in a row of caps along the ceiling of the 
cabin, and lays down on his little bed. He then turns 
his head and faces an hand carved engraving on the 
wood panel beside him, “HARVEY + MARIE, 7/7/77.” 

 
4. RESTAURANT, NIGHT – LORNA AND JEFF EAT OUT FOR HER 

BIRTHDAY AND SHE ANNOUNCES THAT SHE’S QUIT HER JOB; 
JEFF EXPLODES AT THE RESTAURANT.  The tension is high 
as the couple eats silently.  They make small talk and 
try to connect, but keep missing each other.  Jeff 
presents Lorna with a beautiful pendant that he’s 
bought for her birthday – it’s pretty, but obviously 
not her style.  As he’s putting it on her neck, he 
realizes that Lorna doesn’t like it. He asks what’s 
wrong and Lorna says she can’t accept it. Jeff gets 
miffed and inquires the reason, so Lorna admits that 
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it’s too expensive and besides, it’s not really her.  
She then mutters that she’s quit her job.  Jeff can’t 
believe it.  He blows his top.  He asks what she 
expects from him, how could she not consult him first, 
this is completely unfair and he’s had it.  He can’t 
deal with her moody inconsistency any longer and, 
since they’re making confessions of truth, he doesn’t 
love her anymore.  Lorna is humiliated and stunned.  
Jeff goes on to admit that he’s in love with someone 
else.  Lorna quietly excuses herself in shock and 
leaves the restaurant. 

 
 

5. SUBWAY, NIGHT – LORNA MEETS THE MESSENGER. Alone on 
the way home from the restaurant, still in a haze, 
Lorna hears an accordion player nearby on the subway.  
She follows the music and then stands in awe while the 
player finishes the song.  She is so moved that she 
drops the pendant in the accordion player’s case as a 
token.  The accordion player calls after her and Lorna 
returns.  The girl says she appreciates the gift, but 
she can’t accept it– it’s too much.  Lorna asks where 
she learned that song and the girl simply says she’s 
known it for a long time.  Lorna tells her that her 
mother used to play a record with that song on it.  
They exchange sad smiles of understanding.  The 
accordion player removes a necklace that she’s wearing 
under her shirt and offers it to Lorna in trade.  It’s 
a strange stone, but interesting and captivating.  
Lorna accepts it and thanks the mysterious girl.  The 
girl hugs Lorna tight, kisses her on the cheek and 
whispers in her ear, “Don’t worry.  We all get lost 
sometimes.  You’ll find your way.” 

 
6. LORNA’S APARTMENT, NIGHT – JEFF COMES HOME DRUNK AS 

LORNA IS PACKING A SUITCASE. THEY FALL APART. Lorna is 
packing when Jeff gets home and he tries to pretend 
that he doesn’t notice her.  He goes about his 
business getting ready for bed, as if nothing has 
happened between them.  Lorna is fuming silently over 
it.  Finally after Jeff gets into bed and rolls over 
to fall asleep, Lorna explodes.  She screams at him, 
“How can you act like this, you ass hole, you’ve been 
cheating on me and now you want to act like everything 
is all my fault? You’re a pig!” He rubs the reaction 
in her face, “Look at you, you’re totally crazy.”  She 
bursts into a rage and starts to destroy everything of 
his that she can find.  She dumps out his drawers on 
top of him while he mocks her, then she goes for his 
blackberry and runs into the bathroom with it.  Jeff 
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chases her, “Not my blackberry! My whole life is in 
that phone!”  She holds the blackberry over the 
toilet, threatening to drop it in.  Jeff threatens 
back, “Lorna, if you drop that phone…” She drops it.  

 
7. AIRPLANE, DAY – LORNA STARES OUT AT THE GREY CLOUDS 

AND AT THE LITTLE ICE CRYSTALS FORMING ON THE WINDOW 
OF THE PLANE. The pilot announces that they’ll be 
landing in New Orleans in some rough weather and to 
expect turbulence.  

 
8. HARVEY’S HOUSE, DAY – LORNA’S HOMECOMING. It has just 

stopped raining when Lorna’s cab pulls up.  Lorna sees 
TRACY first on the porch swing in the carport 
underneath the house. Tracy is drinking as usual and 
she is shocked to see Lorna – it makes her noticeably 
uncomfortable.  As Lorna approaches the house, her 
high heels sink into the mud, she trips and drops her 
expensive luggage.  Tracy doesn’t move to help her.  
As Tracy watches Lorna fumble, Helen comes outside to 
see who has arrived.  She sees Lorna and moves closer 
to her mother.  She asks, “What’s she doing here?”  
Tracy whispers, “I don’t know.”  Lorna finally takes 
off her shoes and walks up toward the house, 
irritated.  She asks without even saying hello, 
“Where’s my Father?” Tracy tells her that he’s working 
on the boat.  Granny comes outside and greets Lorna 
happily, hugs her and asks what she’s doing home.  
Lorna says it’s a long story.  Tracy sees the love 
between them and then offers to help Lorna with her 
luggage, playing nice.  As Tracy takes the bags 
inside, Lorna takes a seat with her grandmother on the 
swing.  Harvey approaches and finds them there.  He’s 
very happy to see Lorna.  Tracy comes back as Harvey 
and Lorna greet each other and awkwardly interjects, 
putting her arms around Harvey’s neck and kissing him 
while he’s talking to Lorna.  Ben approaches the scene 
from behind Lorna on the swing and he stops suddenly 
when he realizes who she is.  Harvey says to Ben, 
“Look who’s here.”  Lorna turns around and sees Ben, 
who shyly waves and stares at her deeply.  Sparks fly 
between them – everyone notices. 

 
 

9. BAYOU FRONT, EVENING – LORNA AND HARVEY FEED THE DUCKS 
AND CATCH UP ON LIFE.  Lorna explains to her Father 
that she quit her job and left Jeff because he was 
having an affair.  Harvey genuinely comforts Lorna by 
saying that he’s really glad she’s home, despite the 
unfortunate reason.  Lorna asks how the hell Ben got 
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involved in her father’s business and Harvey explains 
that Ben needed work and he wasn’t really qualified 
for much, so he started helping out.  Harvey warns 
Lorna that Ben’s wife is a little strange and that 
they’ve had some issues lately, since the new baby was 
born.  Lorna tries to ask about Tracy, but Harvey gets 
tight-lipped. 

 
10. BEN’S BEDROOM, NIGHT – BEN TRIES TO SEDUCE HIS WIFE 

AND SHE REJECTS HIM AGAIN.  HE FANTASISES ABOUT LORNA. 
Ben cuddles up behind his wife in bed and kisses the 
back of her neck and shoulders, but she’s cold as a 
dead fish.  He rolls over, defeated, and stares off 
into the dark. 

 
11.  HARVEY’S CLOSET, NIGHT – LORNA SNEAKS INTO HARVEY’S 

CLOSET LOOKING FOR REMNANTS OF HER MOTHER. Lorna is 
surprised to find that some of her mother’s clothes 
still hang in the back of Harvey’s closet with 
Tracy’s.  She takes a dress off of the hanger and 
smells it, then holds it up to herself to see how it 
would fit. Suddenly, Helen is behind her and asks what 
she’s doing.  Lorna tells Helen that she’s just 
remembering her mother.  Her eyes swell with tears as 
she says this.  Helen asks why she seems sad and Lorna 
tells her that she misses her mom a lot.  Helen says 
that she gets sad sometimes too.  Lorna realizes that 
Helen is practically an orphan and she feels for the 
girl.  She is humbled.     

 
12.  BOAT DOCK AT HARVEY’S, VERY EARLY MORNING – LORNA 

BRINGS THE GUYS COFFEE ON THE BOAT AND THEY HANG OUT 
FOR A WHILE. While the men are getting ready to shove 
off for the day, Lorna greets them in her PJs with 
coffee.  Harvey asks what the hell she’s doing up so 
early and she says she couldn’t sleep. They invite 
Lorna to come out with them on the boat and she 
adamantly refuses. Harvey and Ben both tease her a 
little about being such a girl and Ben picks her up to 
bring her on the boat.  She hits him and squirms away, 
then leaves them, irritated.  When Ben and Harvey take 
off, Harvey gives Ben a disapproving look.  Ben asks 
what’s wrong with him and Harvey says, “don’t even 
think about it.”   

 
 

13.  FRENCH MARKET, CAFÉ DU MONDE, DAY – LORNA AND GRANNY 
WALK THROUGH THE MARKET, BROWSING THE GOODS AND 
DISCUSSING HARVEY. THEY END UP AT CAFÉ DU MONDE 
TALKING OVER COFFEE. LORNA CATCHES GRANNY POPPING PAIN 
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KILLERS AND WORRIES A LITTLE. Granny talks about how 
much the city has changed – Lorna concurs. They chit-
chat about Harvey and Tracy for a bit.  Granny 
explains the situation plainly and Lorna feels more 
compassion for Tracy with her problem.  As they take 
their seat at the table, Granny takes some pills.  
Lorna asks what they’re for and Granny says they’re 
just for her back.  The prescription is strong and 
serious and Lorna is a little worried.  Granny can 
tell that Lorna is nervous about it and reassures her 
that it’s nothing serious.  Then, Granny gets right to 
the point.  She tells Lorna that Harvey mentioned that 
Jeff was having an affair.  Lorna is uncomfortable 
with the subject.  Granny asks Lorna what she intends 
to do and Lorna says she’s not really sure at all.  
She can’t forgive him, but she can’t really blame him 
completely either.  She doesn’t know where she’s been 
for a while.  Granny confesses that her husband had 
been with other women during their marriage and she 
looked the other way.  She never expected him to only 
love her.  Lorna is shocked that this advice would 
come from her grandmother and it creates a new 
distance between them. 

 
 

14. JACKSON SQUARE, LATER – LORNA WALKS INTO A VOODOO SHOP 
OFF OF JACKSON SQUARE AND IS CONFRONTED BY A STRANGE 
WOMAN WHO OFFERS HER A PREMONITION. Lorna wanders into 
the shop while her grandmother browses through hats 
and handbags in a boutique next-door.  As Lorna 
quietly looks through the strange books and charms in 
the shop, an old woman approaches her.  She asks what 
Lorna is looking for and Lorna says she isn’t really 
looking for anything in particular.  She goes back to 
browsing quietly alone.  Lorna notices some stone 
pendants in one of the cases and asks the woman if she 
can identify her stone from the accordion player.  The 
woman takes a look and says with an educated certainty 
that it must be Moldavite.  Lorna asks what it is and 
the woman tells her it’s a rare stone from a meteorite 
impact near Prague.  The woman asks where she found it 
and Lorna says someone gave it to her.  The woman 
explains that Moldavite is useful for helping to shed 
old patterns and help to guide us to our most 
necessary and useful selves.  She asks, politely, 
Lorna’s age.  Lorna says she just turned Twenty-nine.  
The woman warns Lorna that she’s in the midst of her 
Saturn Return.  She explains the Saturn Return then 
tells Lorna that the stone could be very useful for 
her now.  Granny walks in just after Lorna gets the 
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information and drags her away, saying not to pay 
attention to all this nonsense.  Lorna and the woman 
hold eye contact for a moment as Granny takes her by 
the arm and leads her outside. 

 
 
15.  HARVEY’S PORCH, EVENING – LORNA AND GRANNY COME HOME 

TO FIND TRACY WASTED ON THE PORCH WEARING ONE OF 
LORNA’S MOTHER’S DRESSES. Lorna is pissed, of course, 
and asks Tracy what the hell she’s doing.  She says 
she’s just borrowing it.  Lorna asks where her father 
is and Tracy says he’s at the bar.  Lorna leaves and 
goes to find her father. 

 
 

16. TRACY’S CAMRY, EVENING – JEFF CALLS AND TELLS LORNA 
THAT HE MISSES HER. As Lorna is driving to the bar in 
already total confusion, Jeff calls.  She doesn’t 
answer, but listens to his voicemail on speaker.  He 
says he just wanted to check in on her and tell her 
that despite everything, he cares for her deeply.  He 
says he’s confused and he wants to explain some 
things.  He misses her.  He asks her to please call 
him when she can talk.  Lorna throws the phone and 
curses in frustration. 

 
   

17.  BAR, EVENING – LORNA WALKS INTO THE BAR AND 
IMMEDIATELY CONFRONTS HER FATHER ABOUT TRACY.  BEN IS 
WITH HIM AND PROTECTS HARVEY. Lorna tattles on Tracy 
and tries to explain to Harvey that she hasn’t been 
able to have a relationship with him for years because 
of that woman – Harvey is ashamed and hurt, but 
stubborn.   

 
 

18. BAR PARKING LOT – CONTINUOUS - Ben takes Lorna out of 
the bar and argues with her in the parking lot.  He 
tells her that Harvey is stuck.  He made a bad 
decision when he married her, and now he’s stuck.  
He’s trying to find his way out, blah, blah.  Lorna 
tells Ben that it’s none of his damn business.  Ben 
tells Lorna that she has no right to say that to him, 
since she just disappeared when Harvey married Tracy.  
Lorna is now livid.  She calls Ben a sick ass-hole and 
starts for the car. Ben follows.  She exclaims, “He’s 
my father, Ben, not yours!”  Ben is hurt, but he 
realizes that Lorna is jealous of his relationship 
with Harvey.  She feels totally alone.  They quietly 
acknowledge the truth.  In this moment, he finds his 
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opportunity and kisses her.  She melts.  He asks her 
to go somewhere with him. She says okay. 

 
 

19.  HARVEY’S BOAT, EVENING – BEN TAKES HARVEY’S BOAT OUT 
ON THE WATER. When Ben takes her on the boat, Lorna 
knows exactly where they’re going.  She asks if he’s 
sure he knows how to get them there and he cockily 
says, of course he does.  They reminisce about how 
they tried this in high school and got lost on the 
waterways.  Her mother was furious and Harvey 
threatened to castrate Ben if he ever tried it again.  
She says, “You’re still afraid of him, aren’t you.”  
He gives her a look that says, “I’m terrified.” 

 
 

20.  CABIN IN THE SWAMP, NIGHT – LORNA AND BEN DOCK AT THE 
CABIN JUST AS THE SUN IS GOING DOWN AND GO INSIDE. 
They have a very candid conversation about their 
disappointing marriages and their overall 
disappointment in themselves at this point in life.  
Ben asks more about why Lorna never came home and 
Lorna tells him.  Lorna tells Ben that she was 
relieved when she saw him on the porch the night she 
arrived.  She felt that finally, she could be near 
someone who really knows her – she could finally be 
herself.  Ben says he felt the same way.  They kiss 
and it turns into sex.  It’s intense and he tells her 
that he’s waited fifteen years to have her.  It’s 
good. 

 
 

21. CABIN, MORNING - BEN AND LORNA WAKE UP TO HARVEY 
STANDING OVER THEM IN BED IN THE CABIN. Lorna is 
mortified and Ben is scared and ashamed.  Harvey 
threateningly says that he’ll step outside while they 
get dressed, but he wants to see them both on the boat 
in two minutes.  Harvey waits outside for them.  

 
  

22. OUTSIDE THE CABIN, MOMENTS LATER – BEN AND LORNA COME 
OUTSIDE AND HARVEY LECTURES THEM BOTH.  Harvey tells 
Ben that his wife called six times last night looking 
for Ben and he had to cover for him.  He’s pissed and 
Ben looks regretful.  Harvey doesn’t say anything to 
Lorna, but he gives her a look of total 
disappointment.  She’s hurt and angry.  Harvey tells 
Ben to take the little motorboat back to the house and 
he and Lorna will take the trawler.   
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23. HARVEY’S BOAT, CONTINUOUS – HARVEY AND LORNA FINALLY 

LAY OUT THEIR FEELINGS ON THE TABLE. Lorna quietly 
rides along until she finally explodes and tells her 
Dad that she’s not a child and he’s no saint.  He has 
no right to judge her.  Harvey admits that he’s not 
the best person to be doling out relationship advice, 
but he knows that Ben is in no state to start up a 
romance with his high-school sweetheart.  His wife is 
in bad shape and he is responsible for two tiny kids.  
Lorna was raised with more decency than to disregard 
Ben’s whole life on a whim.  Lorna says she wasn’t the 
only one involved in the decision – it was his idea.  
Harvey tells Lorna that she’s still ultimately 
responsible because Ben is obviously at her mercy, 
he’s always been in love with her. Lorna clams up.  
Maybe she has done something wrong here. Lorna asks 
him about Tracy and Harvey says that they were up all 
night fighting and he finally asked her to leave.  
Lorna can’t believe it.  She shuts up and they go home 
quietly. 

 
 

24.  HARVEY’S HOUSE, DAY – BEN LEAVES WITHOUT MUCH OF A 
FIGHT. LORNA AND HARVEY GO INSIDE AND FIND HELEN A 
WRECK AND GRANNY TRYING TO COMFORT HER.  Helen is 
wailing and Granny is trying desperately to calm her 
down.  When Harvey enters, she runs to him and throws 
her arms around his waist.  She screams at Lorna, 
“This is all your fault!” Lorna looks at her father, 
who looks back at her and then at Helen and says, 
“It’s not her fault, okay.  She didn’t do anything. 
This is between me and your mother and no one else.” 
Harvey and Granny both look at Lorna and she bolts out 
the door. 

 
 

25. LAKEFRONT LEVEE, DAY – LORNA CLIMBS TO THE TOP OF THE 
LEVEE ALONE AND PERCHES ON THE BRINK UNDER A WEEPING 
WILLOW.  SHE CALLS JEFF AND THEY FINALLY TALK IT OUT. 
Jeff answers the phone quickly, as if he’s been 
waiting for Lorna to call. He asks how she is and she 
falls silent.  She says solemnly, “I’ve never been 
worse.”  She starts to explain, but Jeff assumes it’s 
because of him and immediately jumps into his own 
explanation.  He tells her that he has never cheated 
on her.  He never actually had a relationship with 
anyone else.  He’s sorry for the way he treated her 
for so long and he’s just as guilty for the 
disintegration of their marriage as she is. He started 
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to develop feelings for a barista at a coffee shop he 
frequents and he let the fantasy come out when her 
heard that Lorna quit her job because he was angry.  
When she hears this, Lorna bursts into tears.  Jeff 
tells her he’s so sorry.  She knows he is. She says, 
“I want to come home.” 

 
 

26. HARVEY’S HOUSE, LATER – LORNA RETURNS TO HARVEY’S 
HOUSE AND PACKS UP HER THINGS TO LEAVE. AS SHE IS 
PACKING, GRANNY COMES IN AND TELLS HER THAT SHE IS 
SICK. Granny walks in as Lorna is gathering up her 
things and says, “So you’re gone just as fast as you 
got here, huh?” Lorna puffs at her sarcastically and 
says that she obviously can’t stay.  Granny asks where 
she’s going and Lorna tells her that she talked to 
Jeff and it looks like they might have something left 
after all. Either way, she can’t stay in New Orleans.  
Granny tells her that she’s really glad she came home 
anyway, because she hasn’t been doing so well.  She 
says the doctors have told her she doesn’t have much 
longer.  Lorna asks why she didn’t tell her sooner and 
Granny says she hasn’t told anyone.  It wouldn’t do 
anybody any good.  Granny cries.  Lorna asks why she’s 
telling her now and Granny says she just wants Lorna 
to know how much it meant for her to get to spend just 
a little bit more time with her in the end.  She says 
that Lorna should really take more time for her father 
because he’ll be gone before too long too.  Lorna hugs 
her and says she has to go home to work things out 
with Jeff, but she’ll be back soon.  

 
 

27. LORNA’S APARTMENT, NIGHT – LORNA AND JEFF ARE REUNITED 
AND RECONCILED. Lorna walks in and falls into Jeff’s 
arms.  They hug and sit quietly for a while.  She asks 
him how the hell things got so crazy and he says he 
doesn’t really know.  She says, “I’m sorry I threw 
your phone in the toilet.”  He tells her it was the 
best thing she could have done for him.  It made him 
realize how much he’d forgotten about himself and what 
he really wants in life.  He tells her they need to 
take a vacation or something.  She looks at him and 
says, “Why don’t you come back to New Orleans with 
me?” He smiles as if she’s joking. She’s half serious.  

 
 

28. HARVEY’S TRAWLER, DAY – BEN AND HARVEY WORK ON THE 
BOAT AND HARVEY TELLS BEN THAT LORNA’S LEAVING WAS FOR 
THE BEST. Ben is noticeably depressed on the boat with 
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Harvey.  Harvey asks how his wife is doing and Ben 
says that she’s been worse than ever since the other 
night that he didn’t come home.  Harvey tells him that 
he should keep his mouth shut and behave himself for 
the sake of his kids.  She’ll snap out of it 
eventually. Ben rolls his eyes.  Harvey tells him that 
Lorna cares for him, he knows it, but she has another 
life.  They both have separate lives to live and they 
can’t just drop them for this fantasy affair of high-
school romance.  Ben throws down his tool and yells at 
Harvey, “It wasn’t just a fantasy!  You don’t have any 
idea what I feel for her!  I might have been able to 
keep her if you hadn’t always come between us!”  
Harvey and Ben stare at each other. Harvey says, 
“Lorna has always been strong willed.  I couldn’t have 
stopped her from loving you.” Ben is quiet. 

 
 

29. HARVEY’S HOUSE, NIGHT – TRACY COMES BACK. Harvey comes 
home and Tracy is waiting for him in the kitchen with 
dinner.  She kisses his ass and pleads for his 
forgiveness.  She promises to stop drinking and to 
make everything better.  They’ve done this before.  
Harvey quietly acquiesces.   

 
 

30. GRANNY’S ROOM, MORNING – GRANNY DOESN’T WAKE UP. 
Harvey goes into his mother’s room to check on her 
because she hasn’t been up yet.  She’s dead.  He sits 
next to her and cries.   

 
 

31. GRANNY’S FUNERAL, DAY – THE WHOLE FAMILY IS GATHERED 
FOR GRANNY’S WAKE, INCLUDING TRACY, JEFF AND BEN AND 
HIS WIFE.  THE TENSION IS HORRIBLE. Tracy stares at 
Lorna with competitive contempt.  Ben’s wife smiles at 
Lorna when she walks in, oblivious to the affair.  
Lorna is noticeably uncomfortable with this situation.  
Ben stares at Jeff with jealousy.  Harvey seems sad 
and a little ashamed of Tracy. Everything is about to 
explode. 

 
 

32. LADIES ROOM, DAY – LORNA MEETS BEN’S WIFE IN THE 
BATHROOM AND SHE’S CRYING. Lorna walks into the ladies 
room and Ben’s wife is in one of the stalls crying.  
Lorna hears her, but doesn’t say anything.  They both 
come out of the stalls at the same time and stand side 
by side at the sinks, washing up.  Ben’s wife looks 
over at Lorna in the mirror.  Lorna tries to smile.  
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Ben’s wife says, “I’m sorry you lost your 
grandmother.”  Lorna says, “Thank you.  Is everything 
alright?” Ben’s wife says, “Funerals just make me sad.  
My hormones have been a little out of control lately, 
so it’s worse than usual.  I just had my second baby.”  
Lorna says, “Congratulations.”  Ben’s wife bursts into 
tears again. Lorna gets her some toilet paper and 
asks, “Should I get someone?” Ben’s wife pleads with 
her to stay and keep it quiet.  It’s too humiliating.  
Then she blurts out suddenly, “My husband can’t stand 
me!” Lorna burns with self-hatred. She hands Ben’s 
wife the tissue and squeezes her shoulder.  She takes 
it and apologizes for her outburst.  Lorna says, “I’m 
sure that’s not true.  I’m really sorry.  Is there 
anything I can do?” Ben’s wife says, “You’re married, 
aren’t you? Just wait until you have kids.  Things are 
never the same.” Lorna tells her, “Maybe you should 
try to get some help.”  She says, “Maybe you’re 
right.”  They stay for a while in silence and then 
leave the bathroom. 

 
 

33. JAZZ FUNERAL PROCESSION, DAY – LORNA WALKS WITH JEFF, 
WHILE BEN AND HER FATHER CARRY THE CASKET.  TRACY 
MOANS AND WAILS INAPPROPRIATELY. As the funeral 
procession marches toward the cemetery, Tracy makes a 
scene with her performance of grief.  Everyone notices 
how fake it seems, including Helen, who looks up at 
her mother with disapproval.  Helen looks back at 
Lorna and then up at Harvey, she knows that her mother 
is an embarrassment. 

 
 

34. CEMETARY, DAY – AS HIS MOTHER IS LOWERED INTO THE 
GROUND NEXT TO HIS WIFE, HARVEY LOOKS OVER AT TRACY 
AND FINALLY REALIZES THAT HE DOESN’T WANT TO BE BURIED 
THERE WITH HER, EVER. LORNA LOOKS AT BEN STANDING NEXT 
TO HIS WIFE AND HOLDS ON TIGHT TO JEFF. Harvey looks 
at Tracy in disgust after her display.  She sees it. 
The looks exchanged between Lorna and Ben say 
everything.  She grabs Jeff to let Ben know that she 
is sticking with him.  Ben looks at his wife and two 
kids and puts his arm around her.  

 
END??? 
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Appendix B 

BROAD STROKES OUTLINE FOR REWRITE – CIRCA 10/4/10: 
PROBLEMS WITH FIRST DRAFT 

• Protagonist had no clear motivation or a concrete goal, 
therefore had no strong action in the story  

• Supporting characters lacked dimensionality 
o Tracy was flat – All Bad 
o Ellie was under-developed – A little weak and whiny 
o Gran was humorous and interesting, but had no real 

value – she was a tool 
• All characters lacked consistency and strong characterization 
• Third act was a derailment from the arcs set up in Acts I and 

II 
• Resolution felt undeserved in the end because of these issues 
• There was a hint of an over-arching tone and theme of other-

worldliness that was never fleshed out 
• The setting was interesting, but under-utilized 

 
STRENGTHS OF DRAFT I 

• The story had, even with all that it lacked, a strong basic 
structure in the love triangle plot 

• Harvey’s character is very interesting and has a natural arc 
and development in his relationships with all the other 
characters 

• The elements that make up the story are original, compelling 
and solid to build from 

 
THE NEW APPROACH 

• The story is set during the Deep Water Horizon oil spill crisis 
• Harvey is the Central Character and his story forms the new 

central plot structure 
• Ben and Lorna are equally weighted secondary protagonists in 

their subplots 
• It’s BACKDRAFT for shrimpers in New Orleans meets HOPE 

FLOATS. 
 
SETUP 

• Harvey’s Fatal Flaw:  Stubbornness 
• Harvey is in crisis.  Harvey has operated a mostly cash 

shrimping business for most of his career.  With the spill, he 
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can’t shrimp in the gulf, where he’s comfortable, and the 
competition for territory in the lakes and inlets is fierce.  He’s 
not catching anything.  He can’t put in a claim for his actual 
loss of income with BP because he has no paper records of it, 
and if he claims his losses, he can’t sell catch.  He’s also too 
stubborn to go out and work for BP on the cleanup – they’re 
the ass-holes and he’s not going to risk his boat or his health 
for them.  He’s stuck.  He’s not making money and the 
season ends in a month.  We don’t know if there’s even going 
to be another shripming season this year.  He’s got to make 
some money and soon, his survival depends on it.  And he 
might be making money for the next two years, because the 
future of shriming in New Orleans is entirely uncertain.  Will 
Harvey make enough money to provide for his family over the 
next year or two? 

• Tracy is a sober alcoholic.  Throughout her marriage to 
Harvey, she’s had ups and downs with drinking.  Katrina sent 
on her most recent binge and since she sobered up then, 
she’s been relatively livable.  But their marriage is hanging by 
a thread from the stress of it all.  She has no respect for 
Harvey because he’s always struggled with drinking himself.  
He’s drinking now.  It’s only a matter of time before Tracy 
picks it up too.  She holds this over his head through the first 
half of the film.  Will Tracy start drinking again? 

• Ben has been working on Oil rigs for the past few 
years.  His father and Harvey were partners before the city 
started dredging in the lake, but the lack of income drove 
their friendship into the gutter and sent Ben’s family 
elsewhere.  Ben moved back to NOLA when his Dad got sick 
and got stuck there because he knocked up his girlfriend.  He 
has run from this business his whole life, but now, without 
another job and with a lot of people making more money than 
ever, he’s considering it.  He’s currently waiting to get called 
out to volunteer for cleanup.  And his wife has post partum 
depression.  

• Lorna wants Jeff to propose.  She’s been waiting around 
for this for five years and he hasn’t popped the question.  Jeff 
doesn’t believe that marriage is a necessary symbol of 
commitment.  They’ve had a better relationship over the past 
five years than most married people, in his mind.  Lorna is 
also sick of her cubicle job in NYC.  She’s emotionally numb, 
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listless, self-pitying and slowly descending into a cave of 
darkness.   

• Granny has been supporting Harvey and his family for 
several years.  When money was scarce during rough times 
for fisherman in New Orleans, she helped out.  Then Katrina 
happened, she had to help out.  Then, Tracy needed rehab, 
she had to help out.  She’s ready to cut them off.  She’s 
never liked Tracy and she thinks that Tracy should have a job 
to pitch in, but Tracy’s alcoholism record makes her virtually 
unemployable.  When she mentions this to Harvey, it 
undercuts his sense of manhood and flips the stubborn switch 
– he’s definitely not going to take her advice.  Granny has 
also been devoutly committed to her dead husband and to 
her Catholic faith for years.  Things start to shift for Granny 
too. 

• INCITING INCIDENT: Ben runs into Harvey down at the 
dock.  They grab a beer to catch up and devise a plan to turn 
the tables for everyone.  Ben gets a piece of the BP pie, 
Harvey gets to claim with BP and sell his catch under Ben’s 
name and they split the earnings, 50/50.  Ben doesn’t know 
that Harvey’s been out of touch for a while with his old 
shrimping skills, or that he’s a natural at this. 

• The run-in with Harvey initiates a fond memory of 
Lorna for Ben, so he looks her up at work and sends 
her an email.  They end up chatting the next day and their 
feelings for each other are rekindled.  Lorna takes it very 
seriously.  This is the kind of passionate wake-up call she’s 
been waiting for.  Only, Ben doesn’t tell her that he’s married 
and a brand new father.  Lorna quits her job and leaves New 
York immediately, complicating things for everyone.   

 
MOTIVATIONS:   

• Save the way of life that they’ve lived for generations  
• Saturn Return affects everyone in the story 
• FOR HARVEY AND BEN, SHRIMPING IS IN THEIR BLOOD 

 
THEMES 

• Forces of Nature and Cosmic influence – The contrast 
between a practical reliance on the natural cosmic flow for 
intuitive guidance to a good catch and the more ethereal 
beliefs of the mystics 
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• Lorna is the character who reveals the Saturn Return theme 
in the story – Gran’s catholic background and Harvey’s 
skepticism sets them at odds for most of the story, but 
they’re convinced by the end that there might have been 
something to it 

• Heritage – This way of life is both a blessing and a burden – 
The gulf coast is a dying culture 

• The meaning of commitment in relationships – Family, lovers, 
spouses, children, etc. 

BACKSTORY 
• Tracy is a sober alcoholic and struggling personality – the 

stress of the situation pushes her to take up drinking again 
and she completely derails, leading to her inevitable break 
with Harvey 

• Harvey and Ben’s Father were business partners until he 
decided to move during a dry spell for shrimpers in New 
Orleans in the 90s 

• Lorna and Ben only split up because Ben moved to Costa Rica 
– Their circumstantial breakup left them both sore for years 

• Lorna’s mother died when she was in college, she and her 
father never got over it or reconciled their relationship from 
the loss 

 
Ben and Lorna’s fathers used to be business partners. 
Ben and Lorna fell in love in high school and were together until Ben’s 
father decided to take elsewhere and moved the family away. 
Ben and Lorna were still in love, but the pain of their separation never 
left either one of them, it just faded into the background. 
Lorna’s mother died while she was in her first year of college. 
She never completely recovered from either loss. 
 
Harvey couldn’t console Lorna for the breakup with Ben or the death of 
her mother.  When Tracy got pregnant, their relationship went further 
down the tubes.  Lorna moved to New York after college to escape 
from her past and pursue a life that was as far away from New Orleans 
as possible.  She succeeded.  She married Jeff, a thrifty and sheik 
investment banker and she got a job in advertising, her dream come 
true. 
 
Five years ago, Katrina destroyed her childhood home.  She was so 
devastated by the utter disintegration of her memories that she has 
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refused to visit New Orleans at all since then.  Her father has since 
rebuilt his entire life with Tracy and Helen at the center.  Lorna is a 
distant thing of the past. 
 
But, when the Horizon Oil Spill threatens to destroy the shreds of her 
life left in New Orleans, fate returns to give her another chance.  Ben 
is back from Costa Rica.  He runs into Harvey at a local bar and they 
immediately plan to band together against BP to fight for their 
birthright.  When they connect, Ben reaches out to Lorna and drags 
her back into the picture. 
 
 CHARACTERS: 
 
REFERENCES: 
Harvey:  Joe Schlein, Pot, Uncle Keith, Bruce Willis, Dave 

• Dense, bull-headed, charming and sweet, grumpy and  
Tracy:  Terry, Shauna, Melora Walters, Heather, Mom, ZANDRA 

• Vane, arrogant, self-centered, spoiled, bitchy, pushy, vapid, 
manipulative, hedonistic 

Accordion Girl:  Jen Daly, Natalie Portman 
• Psychic, alluring, straightforward, androgynous, free-spirited 

Granny:  Uncle Junior in Sopranos, Grandma Choina, Pawpaw Darrell, 
NANA 

• A creature of habit, angry feminist, hermit-like old woman 
who only enjoys her dog and going to church 

Lorna:  Chelsea, Chloe Sevigny, Eyore 
Ben: Dustin Buras, ERIC BENTLEY, Ionas, Jonathon Marsh (Justin’s 
friend) 

• A mystic surfer dude who never wants to be tied down – He 
sees himself as a wanderer and a free spirit.  He  

Helen:  Jessica, Sally in Madmen 
 
Lorna wants to belong – To her family and to a partner – Will Lorna 
find true love and get her family back? 

• Jeff doesn’t believe in marriage, Lorna wants to get married 
to feel secure in her relationship – She wants true romantic 
love 

• When Lorna realizes that Ben is back, and he insinuates that 
he never got over her, she immediately abandons her 
fruitless efforts to convince Jeff that marriage isn’t lame and 
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goes home to chase after the unrequited teenage love with 
Ben 

• When she gets home, Ben doesn’t seem thrilled to see her, 
like she thought he would, he seems evasive and a little 
freaked out 

• Nobody really seems happy to see Lorna, except Granny, who 
thinks that God has finally answered her prayers to bring 
their family back together again and get rid of toxic Tracy 

• Lorna distracts herself from the frustration with Ben by 
indulging her grandmother’s wishes for Lorna to be there to 
take care of her 

• Ben has a fight with his girlfriend and goes straight to Lorna 
afterward 

• They spend the night in the cabin together and have sex – 
Ben gets distant afterward when Lorna draws closer to him.  
He explains his philosophy to her of freedom and it sets her 
off – he’s worse than Jeff.  She’s deflated. 

• Ben avoids Lorna and Harvey for the next three days – in the 
meantime, he finds out he’s knocked up his girlfriend  

 
NOTES 
 
Trip Tickets to Wildlife and Fisheries Organization – Wholesalers fill out 
trip tickets  
http://www.wwltv.com/frank-davis/fishing/Lakes-rigolets-and-Chef-
still-open-to-fishing-95583064.html 
Fisherman and Wholesaler – Didn’t fill out trip tickets – Sent in a years 
worth of trip tickets at once 
Invoices for sales of seafood 
Double Rigger 70 foot boat, catch it, sell it, done – Hide it from Uncle 
Sam if you can 40-50 grand a month during shrimp season 
Brown Shrimp Season, End of May through July – White Shrimp 
Season, August through October 
Moon and tide – Week Before the full moon, three days before catch 
brownies – stop on moon – wait til new moon 
White Shrimp move through cool fronts – low tides  
Biggest producing well in history 
BP Petroleum Engineers didn’t want to cap the well because they 
would have lost the lease on their spot 
People who don’t even live along the gulf coast can make claims 
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Brown – short May 15-July 15, White – Aug 15-Dec is White Shrimp 
season 
Venice is the area of focus 
“There’s a black horizon on the redneck Riviera.” 
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Appendix C 

Rewrite attempt development in Beau’s workshop, Spring, 2012 
 
Should Saturn Return? 
 
Hi y’all school people.  I plan to attend class on Monday, like a good student, and I 
would REALLY appreciate your honest brain input on my little story.  There are still 
many unknown and undeveloped elements (most of the story,) but I’ve spent the semester 
letting it all settle in and I think there will be some big changes in the draft that I will 
write, when the time is right for writing.  I have a list of questions. 
 

1. Stupid	  “Contraband”	  movie	  -‐	  Is	  this	  story	  too	  much	  like	  that	  stupid	  movie	  
with	  Mark	  Wahlberg	  to	  even	  push	  forward?	  	  He’s	  trafficking	  counterfeit	  bills,	  
not	  drugs,	  but	  it’s	  set	  in	  New	  Orleans	  and	  it’s	  about	  criminals	  doing	  illegal	  
stuff	  on	  boats.	  	  It	  makes	  me	  feel	  icky.	  	  Is	  it	  a	  bad	  idea	  to	  keep	  going?	  

2. Kill	  Helen	  –	  I	  would	  like	  to	  pretend	  that	  Helen	  never	  existed	  in	  the	  next	  draft.	  	  
Harvey	  and	  Tracy	  will	  no	  longer	  be	  married.	  	  Harvey	  is	  still	  a	  widower.	  	  The	  
new	  Tracy	  is	  a	  hot	  stripper,	  something	  like	  Marisa	  Tomei	  in	  the	  Wrestler,	  and	  
Harvey	  frequently	  visits	  her	  at	  work.	  	  Maybe	  they’re	  old	  friends.	  	  She	  
introduces	  him	  to	  her	  drug	  dealer	  buddies	  who	  hook	  him	  up	  with	  his	  deal	  to	  
run	  loads	  for	  them	  on	  his	  trawler.	  	  I	  don’t	  really	  have	  a	  question	  here,	  you	  
should	  just	  know,	  Helen	  is	  dead,	  Tracy	  is	  now	  Marisa	  Tomei,	  and	  Harvey	  gets	  
the	  hook	  up	  from	  her.	  

3. Human	  Traffic	  –	  I	  flip	  flop	  on	  this.	  	  It’s	  a	  good	  turn	  for	  the	  story,	  but	  it’s	  VERY	  
sick.	  	  I’m	  not	  so	  sure	  I	  even	  like	  Harvey	  if	  he	  goes	  that	  far.	  	  Drugs,	  sure,	  
whatever,	  but	  people	  for	  slavery?	  	  Yikes.	  	  Share	  your	  thoughts.	  	  	  	  

4. Harvey’s	  partner	  –	  In	  the	  new	  draft	  that	  I’m	  conceiving,	  Ben’s	  Daddy’s	  still	  
around.	  	  He	  and	  Harvey	  are	  partners.	  	  I	  think	  he	  has	  a	  heart	  attack,	  or	  
something	  along	  those	  lines,	  in	  the	  first	  act	  and	  his	  funeral	  is	  what	  brings	  
Lorna	  home.	  	  Ben	  works	  on	  the	  boat	  with	  Harvey	  and	  his	  Daddy	  until	  Daddy	  
dies,	  then	  it	  becomes	  a	  drug	  game.	  	  I	  think	  Ben	  even	  resists	  a	  little	  at	  first	  in	  
this	  draft.	  	  He’s	  the	  good	  guy	  until	  the	  midpoint,	  then	  he	  becomes	  the	  bad	  
guy.	  	  He	  can’t	  get	  enough	  money	  to	  gamble	  with.	  	  Ben	  gets	  into	  gambling	  
trouble.	  	  So,	  what	  do	  you	  think	  of	  Ben’s	  Daddy	  dying	  in	  the	  first	  act?	  

5. Lorna	  –	  Lorna	  and	  Ben	  have	  some	  kind	  of	  desperate	  affair.	  	  He’s	  messed	  up	  
from	  Daddy	  dying	  and	  she’s	  just	  messed	  up.	  	  Should	  there	  be	  an	  astrology	  
thing	  with	  her?	  	  In	  the	  first	  draft,	  she	  was	  the	  central	  character,	  she	  was	  
married,	  and	  the	  love	  affair	  between	  Ben	  and	  Lorna	  was	  the	  main	  story.	  	  It	  
was	  a	  cheesy	  Sweet	  Home	  Alabama	  type	  story.	  	  I	  hated	  that.	  	  That’s	  not	  this	  
story.	  	  I	  like	  the	  theme	  of	  something	  about	  the	  stars,	  especially	  since	  it’s	  a	  
nautical	  story	  and	  fisherman	  use	  the	  moon	  and	  the	  stars	  to	  guide	  them	  on	  the	  
water,	  but	  is	  astrology	  too	  polarizing?	  	  Does	  it	  fit?	  
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6. Mawmaw	  –	  	  Her	  name	  is	  now	  Vivian.	  	  Harvey	  calls	  her	  Mama	  and	  Lorna	  calls	  
her	  Mawmaw.	  	  She’s	  in	  a	  nursing	  home	  that	  Harvey	  pays	  for,	  and	  that’s	  why	  
he	  needs	  income.	  	  Should	  she	  get	  sick?	  

7. Twist	  –	  There	  should	  be	  some	  kind	  of	  surprise	  twist	  at	  the	  end	  of	  this.	  	  Throw	  
any	  ideas	  at	  me.	  	  I	  don’t	  want	  this	  story	  to	  end	  with	  a	  kidnapping,	  or	  a	  
hostage	  thing...	  I’m	  at	  a	  total	  loss.	  	  Free	  thoughts	  are	  welcome.	  	  	  	  	  	  	  

 
Season 2 of the Wire 
 
NOTE TO REPORT READERS:  These proposed changes based on suggestions made in 
the workshop at this time were obviously abandoned when my personal judgment and 
artistic sensibilities were recovered in the thesis rewrite. 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 

 

 


