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INT. ATTIC BEDROOM - MORNING

Dust motes swirl in a shaft of light that pours through an 
window. The light lands squarely in the center of the room.

It’s an average teenage boys room. Posters on the wall that 
no one will think are cool in a year. An almost tidy pile of 
clothes that may or may not be clean.

The single picture window is the only source of light. It 
looks out on a distant city, almost pasted on the horizon.

CREAK.

A trap door swings open, followed by soft FOOTSTEPS. The 
sounds of adults BICKERING drifts into the room.

They’re cut off with a SLAM. DELIA (16) plops down on her 
bed. His shoulders sag. His feet trace designs on the floor.

A lean girl in clothes a shade too rebellious, she has the 
kind of posture that screams “no one likes the way I look.”

She reaches for a stack of magazines but her hand doesn’t 
quite grab them. She fiddles with his phone. Nothing new.

The bickering grows louder and pushes into the room past the 
closed trap door. She winces.

Her face grows determined for a split second before the sound 
of her parents fighting wears her down. She folds forward.

BOOM.

SCREEEEEE.

BOOM.

Her head whips to the window.

EXT. DELIA’S HOUSE - MORNING

Wilson appears in the picture window. Her eyes grow wide. She 
would pump her fist if she wasn’t worried it was too dorky.

Far off in the picture-blue sky above WELDING CITY two puffs 
of white smoke erupt. The air vibrates with impact.

Wilson’s eyes follow a small, caped speck as it rockets 
toward her suburb. She can’t believe it. 

She holds her breath and freezes with delight until - WHAM.



The sound of a tremendous collision shakes the walls of the 
house. Car alarms go off. Delia grabs a cardigan and bolts.

EXT. MEGA-STORE PARKING LOT - DAY

Delia stands at the edge of a man sized crater that goes all 
the way down to the third floor of the parking structure.

BOYD POPPER (15), one of those eerie looking kids that gets 
annoyed when people are nice to him because he’s so eerie 
looking, enthusiastically demonstrates what happened. 

POPPER
Dude, he barely took a second. 
Right down and right back up again 
then VROOM. Back to the fight.

Delia takes pictures with her phone.

DELIA
It was Valiant?

POPPER
Yeah, man, totally. Only his colors 
streak like that. Green and - 
whatever it is. Darker green.

DELIA
I can’t believe it was over before 
I even got out here.

POPPER
Wouldn’t matter anyway. You can’t 
see shit from down here. If we 
could have gotten to the roof...

They both stare longingly at the roof of the Mega-Store.

POPPER
Sick ass view up there, man.

A car HONKS. A line of impatient drivers looking for (non 
totaled) parking spots threads around the crater.

A BORED SECURITY GUARD does her best to guide people. None of 
the drivers think she’s doing such a good job.

The general tone does not, in anyway, match Delia and 
Popper’s enthusiasm. A few “God damn capes” can be heard.

The Guard waves the kids away. And not for the first time.
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POPPER
Fine fine, we’re going. I mean 
jeez, that fucker only saves the 
city like twice a week.

They reluctantly weave their way through the slowed cars.

DELIA
You swear a lot, you know that?

POPPER
Shit yeah.

DELIA
It’s not really heroic.

Popper stops in his tracks.

POPPER
(Super cranky)

Whatever, man. You know anyone else 
that gives half a rats ass about 
the capes as I do? You have any 
other dick to talk to about it? 
Because if you do, by all means, go 
spend time with someone who has 
less of a potty mouth.

Delia doesn’t say anything. Popper’s mood lightens almost 
immediately. 

POPPER
Hell with it. You got anything to 
do today? Because I have an idea.

Delia looks from Popper to the infinite row of bland houses 
and cul-de-sacs that stretch away from the Mega-Store.

DELIA
What do you have in mind?

INT. MEGA-STORE STAIRWELL - DAY

Popper fusses with an emergency exit panel. A sign above it 
reads “ROOF ACCESS - ALARM WILL SOUND.”

DELIA
You sure you can get it open 
without sounding the alarm?

She looks a little nervous, but excited.
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POPPER
Yeah yeah. This stuff kind of 
clicks for me. Nothing to worry 
about.

He gets the panel off and fusses around with a few wires. 
There’s a low electric FIZZLE.

EXT. MEGA-STORE ROOF - DAY

The door swings open and they creep on to the roof. They go 
full spy - low crouches, backs against the wall.

They slowly turn the corner to face the city. Their labored 
steps CRUNCH on the gravel roof. They take a deep breath -

- and crouch-walk-turn directly on a crowd of people lined up 
at the edge of the roof. Coolers. Deck chairs. Snacks.

It’s clearly a regular Super-Hero-Watch party. Burnt coals on 
the grill. Full garbage bags shoved in a corner.

It’s mostly teenagers. A few twenty something’s sucking down 
cheap beers. One or two adults with expensive cameras.

POPPER
The hell?

A group of kids their age - 2 girls & a boy - notice them. 
CARTER (16), a catalogue model for sure, jerks his head.

CARTER
You dudes.

Popper puffs out his chest a little.

POPPER
Yeah. Us dudes.

RUBY (15), a girl whose much too aware of her braces, motions 
them over.

RUBY
The alarm on the door’s been broken 
for like three months, guys.

Delia shoots Popper a look. SAMANTHA, who clearly thinks 
she’s the prettiest, drapes herself on Carter.

SAMANTHA
(Sarcastic)

No snacks? Of course no snacks. Why 
would you bring snacks. Sheesh.
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She turns Carter back to the view of the city.

EXT. MEGA-STORE ROOF - HIGH SCHOOL CLIQUE CORNER - DAY

Carter, Samantha, Ruby, Popper, and Delia sit in a circle, 
eyes constantly flickering back to the city skyline.

The rest of the onlookers are gone. The chairs are empty, the 
beer drunk. 

Empty bags of chips and half full soda’s surround them. 
Carter plays with a vape-cigarette but doesn’t smoke it.

POPPER
There is no god damn way in hell 
you can sit there and tell me The 
Smear can take Carlotta.

RUBY
The devil you say. The Smear can’t 
be touched and he can’t be caught.

SAMANTHA
Gross name, though.

DELIA
It’s just Smear.

RUBY
Yeah? And what’s Carlotta all 
about? That’s just a name-name. The 
Smear pops, you know?

DELIA
It’s just Smear. No “the.”

RUBY
The Smear says what he does and 
stands out. Right Carter?

Carter’s eyes briefly study Samantha’s face. It’s impassive.

CARTER
I think it’s mostly gross.

POPPER
You’re all nuts. Carlotta can 
vibrate molecules. With her voice. 
And it’s not a name-name. No one 
knows who she really is. Though I 
have my suspicions.
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SAMANTHA
Ah. So you’re one of those then.

POPPER
One of what?

SAMANTHA
The Need-To-Knows. We call you 
diggers.

POPPER
What, you guys don’t want to know 
their secret identities?

RUBY
Nah, man. Uncool. They do what they 
do for us. We need to respect that.

POPPER
That’s pretty fucking weird. Isn’t 
it? Me and Delia research like 
crazy.

SAMANTHA
That’s the worst.

POPPER
You can’t be serious.

CARTER
Look, man. We got to respect what 
they want us to know.  They don’t 
have salaries or health bennies or 
any of that stuff. They’re just out 
there, smacking thugs. Who are you 
to pry into their lives?

POPPER
The guy that wants to be one of 
them.

A collective “scoff” runs through Ruby, Carter, and Samantha. 
Eyes do roll. Tuts do sound.

POPPER
What, you guys don’t want powers?

SAMANTHA
So booge. So, so booge.

WILSON
Booge?

A shy, low voice sounds from behind him.
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SHY VOICE (O.C.)
Short for bourgeoisie.

Delia turns, trying not to look startled. It doesn’t work. 
Wilson (17), a long-legged, lanky guy, stands behind her.

He wears a festive red vest with the words “The Corniest Dog” 
emblazoned on it over a pair of jeans and a band shirt.

RUBY
Hey Wilson.

WILSON
Hi. Guards are making their rounds. 
I thought I’d warn you. You 
should...um...clear out soon.

Delia shrinks into herself as Wilson moves around her. Popper 
goes from zero-to-cranky in a tenth of a second.

POPPER
You guys are straight up crazy. 
What’s uncool about being able to 
fly or talk to machines or smash 
concrete with a high-c? 

RUBY
Um...pretty much everything.

POPPER
That’s crap. You’re just trying to 
be too-cool-for school. Everyone 
wants powers.

CARTER
Be who you are, man.

POPPER
I would be who I am - only with 
super powers!

The group starts to clean up after themselves.

SAMANTHA
That’s seventh grade, bro. Deep 
seventh grade.

POPPER
Delia, back me up on this.

Delia shoots the group a look. Then Wilson. He looks at his 
hands so she can’t get a read.
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It’s a big moment. She wants to be honest but she wants 
Wilson to like her. She all but vibrates with it.

She blows it.

DELIA
Yeah, I don’t know, Popper. It is 
kind of juvenile to want to be like 
them, isn’t it?

Popper’s face turns red.

EXT. SUBURBAN STREET - NIGHT

Popper, Wilson, and Delia shuffle from street-lamp to street-
lamp as the sun goes down. Popper rages. Rage. Es.

POPPER
You know, man, I always thought you 
were kind of a prick, but this? 
This shit you spewed here? The hell 
you care what those twerps think? 
You’ve wanted powers since you were 
six. Five. Four even.

Delia eyes Wilson. She’s clearly used to Popper’s outbursts.

DELIA
I’m not...four anymore.

POPPER
It’s all you talk about all day 
long. You have like ten lists on 
your phone of what powers you’d 
want in what order for what purpose 
and how you’d use them and just - 
just everything. Gah!

They stop outside a blue house with white trim. It looks like 
all the other houses with a single color and white trim.

POPPER
You wishy washy little turd. I 
swear, Delia, you think the next 
time I get on the scene first I’m 
going to call you? Because you’re 
crazy if you think that’s what’s 
going to happen.

He makes his way up the walk to the door, muttering all the 
while. Delia tries to look at Wilson without him noticing.
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POPPER
You’ll see, man. One day when I 
figure it out and I have powers 
you’ll be begging me to tell you 
how I got them. You’ll see.

DELIA
See you tomorrow?

POPPER
Yeah, yeah. 

He’s inside. Delia and Wilson start walking. They pass a few 
houses in silence until they reach a yellow house.

With white trim.

WILSON
This is me.

DELIA
(A little too quick)

Yeah, I know.

WILSON
Oh.

DELIA
Well, yeah. Good night, I guess.

She turns awkwardly. He calls after him.

WILSON
Hey. Wait.

She almost trips over herself turning around.

DELIA
Yeah?

WILSON
Do you really think wanting powers 
is lame?

Another moment for the kid. She tries as hard as she can to 
figure out what answer he wants to hear.

She blows it again.

DELIA
Kind of I guess. I mean. Who are 
we? Just a bunch of kids, right?
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WILSON
Right.

They stare in each others direction without staring at each. 
It’s painfully, absurdly awkward.

DELIA
Ok. See ya’.

She tries to inject a jovial, cavalier note to her voice. As 
expected she fails completely.

She walks away, head down. Wilson stays put and watches her 
go. Once she’s out of sight he turns pink.

Actual, one hundred percent full-body pink. His skin actually 
changes color to pink, is what I’m getting at.

Then blue. Then red.

INT. DELIA’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

All the lights are out in the house. Delia looks in to the 
living room where her father sleeps on the couch.

It’s not a sight she’s used to seeing. Upset, she moves 
through the kitchen and out the back door to the -

BACK YARD

- which she crosses almost at a jog.

EXT. LAKE - SHORE - CONTINUOUS - NIGHT

A full moon shines down on a small, man-made lake. A single 
raft sits in the center, about a quarter mile from shore.

Delia sits on a rock under a huge willow tree, her feet 
submerged almost to the knees.

She flips through her phone to the notes app. There are lists 
upon lists with titles like “Powers for a freak monsoon.”

She looks through a few. The top three on any given list are 
all water related. Breath under water. Control water. Etc.

With a quick look around to make sure she’s alone, she holds 
her hand out over the water. And FLEXES.

She’s clearly trying to focus to make something happen. Her 
eyes are glued to the surface of the lake. Nothing.
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She takes a breath and tries a second time. This time her 
focus is even greater. And still nothing. She stops.

She opens a new text window and types - “Hey Boyd. Sorry 
about today. Having powers is the only thing I’ve ever -”

A RUSTLE behind her stops his fingers. FOOTSTEPS approach, 
and with them HUSHED VOICES.

She slides behind the rock and looks around for the source of 
the noise. It doesn’t take her long to find it.

Three men push a handcuffed woman forward. Two of the Men 
look like corporate thugs. Muscles bulging through their very 
tailored suits, matching expressionless expressions.

The third Man, DR. PRICE, is a bald, birdlike man in a 
labcoat. Could be 30. Could be 55. Hard to tell.

The woman, GRISELDA (25) is pretty rough & tumble. Lean, hard 
muscles. Grim expression. Bruised knuckles.

She doesn’t resist as they shove her to the shore.

DR. PRICE
It won’t be long now.

Griselda holds up her cuffed hands.

GRISELDA
How am I supposed to swim with 
these on?

PRICE nods at Man One. He takes off her cuffs.

DR. PRICE
You’ll want to resist.

GRISELDA
I wouldn’t worry if I were you. 
These two over-powered jerks taught 
me that lesson back in town.

She cracks her knuckles and looks up the Corporate thugs. One 
of them rubs his jaw almost reflexively.

DR. PRICE
I don’t mean us.

He motions at the raft. Over behind the rock Delia does her 
best to keep quiet and stave off a panic attack.

Griselda shuffles her feet. She nods at Man One.
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GRISELDA
So this is really how it’s done?

DR. PRICE
Don’t talk to them, please.

GRISELDA
Seems like one long con to me, I 
gotta say. Pretty elaborate stuff.

DR. PRICE
By all means, keep it up. Violate 
the terms of your NDA. See if I 
care.

GRISELDA
Alright, alright. Just trying to 
pass the time.

A low HUM sounds from the center of the lake. Everyone on the 
shore tenses. Delia tries not to move an inch.

The HUM gets louder. A faint blue light shines from the dock. 
The three men put on goggles with gears and multiple lenses.

Griselda turns as the light brightens. As it plays one her 
face her expression hardens. She grits her teeth.

The light brightens even more. Her hard expression quickly 
turns distressed, then a little afraid.

GRISELDA
Oh hell no.

PRICE motions at the two men. They grab her by the arms and 
force her forward. She resists with all her might.

Delia looks from the dock to the scene on the shore. The HUM 
grows into a full fledged roar of white noise.

She’s terrified - until she see’s the two Men forcing 
Griselda into the water. She shouts “Hey!” but no one hears.

After a few deep breaths to convince herself that she’s not 
out of her mind, she picks up a rock and throws it.

Without looking Man Two snatches it out of mid-air and throws 
it right back, too quickly to be avoided.

It smacks Delia in the head. She tumbles into the water. 
Griselda uses the opportunity to wrench herself free.

She runs. PRICE freaks the hell out. He directs Man One to 
follow her, and Man Two to scoop up Delia.
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Delia reaches to pull herself out of the water. Man Two is 
right above her, almost in the blink of an eye.

She kicks back into the water. The light from the dock pushes 
forward. She pushes farther back.

Man Two reaches for her. The light BURSTS forward. He jerks 
his hand away from it. Delia blinks. PRICE yells.

The light begins to swirl like a tornado. Delia looks from 
Man Two to PRICE and makes a decision.

She jumps into the water and swims for the dock.

The world goes completely white. The ROAR overtakes every 
other sound. Delia disappears into the light.

EXT. BLACKNESS

The sound of rushing water fills the darkness. It swells and 
groans before tapering off and all we’re left with is a -

DRIP.

DRIP.

DRIP.

Then nothing. Then a faint RUSTLE of clothes.

EXT. DELIA’S HOUSE - BACK YARD - MORNING

Delia forces her eyes open as the bright morning light brings 
the world into focus.

Popper stands over her, peering down.

POPPER
The hell are you sleeping in your 
back yard? And why are you soaking 
wet? Is this some kind of weird 
penance for what a dick you were 
yesterday? I don’t get it.

She sits up and looks around. She is, indeed, lying in the 
middle of her back yard. She is, in fact, soaking wet.

DELIA
Boyd?
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POPPER
Yeah, man. It’s me. Are you OK? You 
look a little insane. And you smell 
like the lake.

DELIA
The lake?

She tries to get up and falters. Popper helps her.

POPPER
For real, are you OK?

DELIA
Yeah, yeah. I’m fine. I think.

POPPER
Good. Because we’re late for 
school.

The fog clears and the events of the previous night wash over 
Delia’s face. She goes completely pale.

INT. HIGH SCHOOL - CLASSROOM - DAY

And stays completely pale. She sits in the back of the class, 
by the window, an utterly paranoid expression on her face.

She jerks at every noise, she looks around and studies every 
face. Her clothes are barely dry.

An ENGLISH TEACHER stands at his desk, teaching a lesson 
about The Tempest.

TEACHER
And what do we all think Prospero 
wants?

His voice fades to a dull drone as Delia stares out the 
window, scrutinizing every car, studying every passerby.

The sky is bright blue without a cloud. The sun reflects off 
things with a prismatic swirl.

A “Pssst” emerges from the drone. She doesn’t catch it. Then 
another. It almost registers.

Then a very direct, very whispered “Delia” - she jumps. The 
sky outside turns gray instantly.

Delia turns. Wilson sits across from her. Ge looks at the 
Teacher to make sure he’s still droning on. He is.
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WILSON
(Quiet)

Are you OK?

DELIA
Yeah, I’m - I -

BOOM. Thunder wails on the walls of the school as an 
impromptu rain begins to pour. Delia can’t handle it.

She runs out of the room, overturning her desk as she does 
so. The whole class watches her go. There’s a silence.

Popper jumps up.

POPPER
I’ll check on her.

INT. GLEAMING CORPORATE OFFICE - DAY

A pair of very expensive shoes moves through a crowded sea of 
Mod cubicles where people work quietly and diligently.

The shoes take a hard left and rush down a center hall lined 
with offices with closed blinds on the windows.

They stop in front of a large, ornate door, and hesitate. 
Whoever they belong to takes a breath and pushes into an -

EXTREMELY EXECUTIVE OFFICE

- where tinted windows filled with projected screens show 
news from all around the world.

MITCHELL, the owner of the shoes, approaches a circular desk 
in the center of the room. A chair swivels around.

MADELINE FULLER (44) sits in it. She’s polished, intelligent. 
Clearly multi-tasking 4 different things on 10 different 
screens. It’s not just her office. It’s her world.

MADELINE
Mitchell. If this is about 
breakfast, you can let everyone 
know I’ll make it up to them 
tomorrow.

MITCHELL
No ma’am. This isn’t about 
breakfast.

He stares at her.
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MADELINE
Would you like me to keep guessing?

MITCHELL
It’s about Prospero.

Their eyes lock. He immediately has her full attention. A 
digital frame on her desk cycles through images.

Madeline rock climbing. Madeline accepting an award. Madeline 
leading a meeting in a conference room.

Madeline and Wilson sitting on a porch together. Yup. She’s 
Wilson’s mother all right.

INT. HIGH SCHOOL - AUDITORIUM - BACKSTAGE - DAY

Popper’s face looks at Delia with stunned silence. They’re on 
stage behind a closed curtain.

Popper jumps up and down and waves his fists in the air.

POPPER
This is it, this is it! This is 
your origin story.

DELIA
Will you keep it down.

Delia parts the curtain. A few DRAMA KIDS sit in the back row 
of the theater, eating lunch.

POPPER
Keep it down? You’re lucky I don’t 
announce it on the P.A. This is 
shit awesome. This is insane.

He paces. Delia sits and puts her head in her hands.

POPPER
Who do you think it was? Was it the 
government? Was it a...a...I don’t 
know. A society. Or a league?

DELIA
I don’t know. Boyd, I’m terrified 
over here. Could you be a little 
less psyched and a little more 
supportive?

POPPER
What could you possibly have to be 
terrified of? 

(MORE)
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You’ve got powers, I know it. Right 
here, man. Right deep down in here 
I know you’ve got powers now.

He pounds himself on the chest.

POPPER
What do you think they are? Are 
they awesome? I bet they’re 
awesome.

DELIA
I don’t have powers. I just saw 
something I wasn’t supposed to see 
and now I can’t breathe.

She forces herself to take deep breaths. They rattle.

POPPER
Now that you mention it you do look 
a little moist.

It’s true. Her close are still damp and her skin gleams with 
moisture. Like sweat, but heavier.

POPPER
But nah, you’ve got to have powers. 
You’ve got to.

Delia looks miserable. Popper SMACKS her in the face. Delia 
looks at him, even more miserable.

DELIA
What the hell?

POPPER
Come on. You know how this stuff 
works. You need to trigger them 
somehow. Like with a trauma.

Delia hops up, angry.

DELIA
You know what, Boyd? You’re the 
last person I should be talking to 
about this. You’re a loud mouthed 
ass and honestly if we didn’t both 
love the capes so much we’d have 
nothing to talk about. Ever. Do we 
even like each other? Have you ever 
thought about that?

Popper backs up, hurt.
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POPPER
What are you talking about? You’re 
my best friend.

DELIA
No, I’m your only friend, and I 
don’t want to do it anymore. I 
can’t do it anymore. I won’t.

She stares him down fuming. He doesn’t know what to do. So he 
does what he always does. He overreacts.

POPPER
Go to hell. OK? Just go to hell. 
When I think of all the times I’ve 
had to deal with your moping and 
your pining and your stupid, low 
down...low down...

He’s too angry to find his words. Delia throws her hands up 
and leaves him sputtering.

POPPER
(When she’s gone)

Low down snake in the grass.

His weak-tea retort falls on deaf ears.

EXT. BUS STOP - DAY

Delia hugs her bag close to her chest as a city bus pulls up. 
With a few furtive glances around she boards.

INT. BUS - DAY

Delia sits at the back of the bus, her eyes trying to scan 
everything at once. Thunder BOOMS and rain POURS.

A flash of lightening glows on her face. She jumps up with a 
yelp. Only a few people notice.

She moves to a seat across the aisle and keeps her eyes glued 
to the lightening side of the bus. She squints at the storm.

Far behind the bus the sky is bright blue. She looks out the 
side window. Full storm. Back window. Bright blue.

She shakes her head. Thunder BOOMS.

She looks at her hand. She almost holds it up but stops 
herself and shakes her head.
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After the next stop she looks behind her again. The bright 
blue sky appears to be following her.

She holds up her hand and gestures. Weakly at first, but then 
more firmly. Lightening FLASHES around the bus.

She can’t believe it. She’s thrilled and freaked out in equal 
measure. She holds up her hand like a conductor.

SKRA-BAM! A bolt of lightening strikes a parking lot just as 
the bus drives past it.

No way. She stares at her hand. It’s even moister than it was 
before. She gets to her feet. And sways.

Lightening FLARES - once! Twice! Three times! And Delia plops 
back into her seat. Dead asleep.

INT. BUS - NIGHT

The BUS DRIVER shakes Delia awake. She looks around to find 
that the bus is in the depot at the end of the line.

EXT. BUS DEPOT - NIGHT

Delia walks away from the bus as it pulls in for a good 
nights rest with the other buses.

The Driver indicates that there are no more buses. It’s the 
suburbs. What are you gonna do?

She takes out her phone and maps her path home. Five miles. 
She looks around.

The air is electric in the post storm. A slight haze swirls 
around all the electric light.

She pulls her cardigan tight and starts walking.

EXT. SUBURBAN STREETS - CONTINUOUS - NIGHT

Delia walks past strip malls and convenience stores as they 
close up for the night. Houses with bright, evening windows.

Once and a while she stops to tentatively hold up her hand. 
She always lowers it at a car or a voice and hurries forward.

She turns on to a dark street with a liquor store at the end. 
It looks private enough. She holds up her hand. But then -
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FOOTSTEPS. She looks behind her. A shadow darts out of view. 
Or did it? She pulls herself inward and moves forward.

Another sound that could be footsteps or could be someone 
shuffling a garbage can to the curb. She picks up the pace.

The light from the liquor store looks farther and farther 
away as more noises and more shadows seem to pursue her.

Her breathing picks up. She moves faster. It’s not her 
imagination. Footsteps pick up behind her.

She breaks into a run. So do the footsteps. She gets closer 
and closer to the circle of light from the liquor store.

The footsteps gain ground. Her vision blurs a little. A 
garbage can. Her feet. A parked car. Her hand.

The closer she gets to the light the more her hand comes into 
focus. Her breathing slows. She clenches her fist.

The footsteps are right behind her. Still at a run she hops 
forward, plants her feet, and turns.

Her hands are up and she FLEXES HER MIND. A STATIC CRACKLE 
fills the air around her. Her pupils dilate.

And a LONG STREAM OF SOAP BUBBLES shoots out of her hand, 
dousing Griselda. Harmless, poppable soap bubbles.

Griselda is completely soaked.

GRISELDA
What. The. Hell.

Delia looks at her hand, looks at Griselda, then back at her 
hand. She pushes her palm forward.

A thinner stream of BUBBLES fills the air. Palm forward 
again. A trickle of BUBBLES this time.

A car pulls in to the liquor store parking lot. Griselda 
grabs Delia and pulls her behind a dumpster.

GRISELDA
Take it easy, kid. Easy.

Delia struggles with all her might. Soap BUBBLES pop off her 
in different directions and drift through the air.

Griselda holds her hand over Delia’s mouth. She struggles 
until she passes out.

20.


