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OVER BLACK

Summertime 2001. 

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - MAIN ROOM - MORNING1 1

An ocean of gray. A quaint unkept apartment. 

In the monochromatic gray room, all of the bright, almost-
neon pops of color are from the children’s toys and college 
books that clutter the space. 

RUTH, early 20s, tired, driven and tough, wears her stained 
fast-food uniform and studies economics from a bright 
textbook. She struggles to keep her eyes open. 

She stands to stretch, keeps studying and begins to pace. 

She empties a cereal box into a children’s bowl and with her 
fingers she picks at the dry pebbles of cereal.  

JOEY, early 20s, Asian, looks younger, comes home. 

In one hand, he carries a BABY in a carseat and in the other 
a small bag of groceries and AUBREY, 4, incredibly cute. 

His uniform shirt, a popular gas station button-down, is 
opened and reveals his dirty white under tank. 

JOEY
I got milk. 

He sets Aubrey and the milk down, in pure exhaustion, he 
collapses onto the unfolded ebony futon couch.

Ruth looks at her watch, and hurries around the tiny space to 
gather her things. She shoves it all into her backpack. 

She rips off her work shirt, picks up a hoody off of the 
floor, smells it, then puts it on. 

RUTH
You’re the best, but now we’re out 
of cereal. 

She smothers Aubrey with kisses. 

RUTH
I thought my mom--

JOEY
-She’s outside smoking. 

property of unpaved rodes entertainment 



RUTH
Oh. Of course she is. 

AUBREY
(whispers)

Mommy, Grandma did it again. 

JOEY
(sharp)

Aubrey. 

Aubrey runs over to the toy box. Ruth glares at Joey. 

EXT. SMALL APARTMENT COMPLEX - WALKWAY - MORNING2 2

Outside the apartment door, in a breakfast diner uniform, 
CAROL, 40s, white, she’s lived a hard life and it shows. 

As she leans up against the wall, she smokes a cigarette and 
simultaneously sucks on a lollipop. 

THROUGH THE SCREEN - she eavesdrops on their conversation. 

RUTH (O.S.)
Why didn’t you pull over? Joey, you 
know how dangerous it is. 

A baby CRIES. 

JOEY (O.S.)
I’m not going to fucking argue with 
your mom! I’m exhausted Ruth.  

RUTH (O.S.)
So am I.

Carol stomps out her cigarette and hurries down a flight of 
stairs away from the apartment door. 

Ruth opens the door, sees the smoking butt on the ground. 

A deep EXHALE of frustration, she picks it up and steps back 
inside of the house, then returns to leave. 

EXT. SMALL APARTMENT COMPLEX - PARKING LOT - MORNING3 3

It’s a bleak complex. The monochromatic gray tones from 
inside run out into their world. 

Carol waits by a small sedan. 

2.
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Ruth fumes as she walks towards Carol. She gets into the 
driver’s side of the car. 

Carol tries the passenger handle. It’s still locked. 

Ruth takes her moment, then unlocks the door. 

INT. RUTH’S CAR - MORNING4 4

The two women drive in SILENCE. 

Carol turns ON the radio, Ruth turns it OFF. 

Carol pulls some cash out of her apron and stuffs it into the 
cup holder. She takes a red lollipop out of her pocket and 
puts it in with the money. 

CAROL
It’s cherry. Your favorite. And the 
cash is for cereal. 

RUTH
I knew it. I knew you heard me. 

CAROL
The whole fucking neighborhood 
heard you. 

RUTH
Mom, this isn’t the seventies, you 
can’t take a baby out of their 
carseat while the car is moving. 

CAROL
I was in the backseat with him. 

RUTH
It doesn’t matter. 

CAROL
He was screaming his head off. 

RUTH
He’s a baby, that’s what he does.

CAROL
Because he needed someone to 
comfort him.

RUTH
(stern)

Not in a moving car. Do you 
understand?

3.
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Ruth’s grip tightens on the steering wheel. 

CAROL
When you were a kid--

RUTH
-It doesn’t matter what you did 
when I was a kid, things are 
different now, and I’m the parent. 

CAROL
You may be the parent, but you’re 
still a child. 

RUTH
For the love of God. You can’t 
smoke around the kids. You can’t 
take them out of their carseats 
when the car is in motion. You 
can’t feed them candy or give them 
junk food. You can’t watch R rated 
movies with them. 

CAROL
I’m their Grandma. 

RUTH
Then act like it.

SILENCE.

Carol takes the lollipop out of the cup holder and shoves it 
back into her apron. She stares out the window. 

CAROL
Letty has two kids in Mexico, Juan 
is four and Alicia is seven. 

Ruth doesn’t react. 

CAROL
She hasn’t seen them in three 
years, could you imagine that?

She is clearly perturbed by her mother’s comments. They 
arrive at their destination. Ruth pulls up along a curb. She 
hops out and grabs her backpack from the car.

RUTH
I’ve got class until two. 

CAROL
I’m off at two thirty, so I’ll be 
here around three. 

4.
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RUTH
Pick me up at the library. 

Before Ruth can close the door. 

CAROL
Oh, wait, can I borrow your car 
tonight?

RUTH
Why?

CAROL
I’m gonna help Letty. 

This bothers Ruth to her core. 

RUTH
No. I told you to stop doing that.  

She SLAMS the door. 

Still in the passenger seat, Carol watches Ruth walk away.

THROUGH THE WINDOW is the most gorgeous, green University 
campus ever built. It’s like seeing Oz for the first time. 
Everything is bright, beautiful and sparkles. 

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - MAIN ROOM - EARLY MORNING5 5

Little light brightens up the incredibly dark room. 

Ruth, Joey and Aubrey are asleep on the futon, the Baby rests 
in the small pack n’ play nearby the sofa. 

ON THE FLOOR a small baby blue nineties phone lights up and 
emits a MIDI SOUND that stirs the slumber in the room. 

Ruth’s feels around on the floor and finds the small device. 
She answers and it illuminates her half-asleep face. 

RUTH
(half-awake)

Hello? Mom?... Mom, calm down, 
what? Yes, I speak Spanish, wait, 
what? Calm down, I can’t understand 
you.

She sits up, eyes the baby, mindful to not wake the rest of 
her family. Worry washes over her. 

5.
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RUTH
What’s going on? A Lawyer? Fuck 
Mom. No. No, don’t call Bryan, I’m 
coming.

She grabs a pair of jeans off of the floor and puts them on. 

Searches the room for the keys, finds them in a pair of 
Joey’s pants that lie on the floor.  

JOEY
What’s wrong?

RUTH
My mom’s in trouble. 

JOEY
(half-asleep)

What’d she do now?

RUTH
I gotta go deal with this, go back 
to sleep and I’ll call you later. 
Shit. Do you have any cash?

JOEY
There’s a twenty in my wallet. Do 
you want me to come with you?

RUTH
No, it’s okay. Stay with the kids.  

Ruth kisses sleeping Aubrey’s head. 

INT. CAR - EARLY MORNING6 6

With her shoulder Ruth pins her cellphone to her ear. 

RUTH
Hey Bryan, it’s me. Mom’s in 
trouble, again. She’s in jail in 
San Diego, I’m heading down there 
now. We’re gonna need a lawyer. 
Call me back. 

She ends the call, and BANGS on the steering wheel. 

The drive is long, the landscape changes from suburban homes 
to long stretches of barren land.

Ruth drives down the freeway. Lost in thought. 

A cherry lollipop in the cupholder catches her eye. 

6.

property of unpaved rodes entertainment 



IN THE REAR VIEW MIRROR She sees Aubrey’s empty carseat. 

Then she sees her own reflection. 

EXT. FEDERAL PRISON BUILDING - EARLY MORNING7 7

The sun SHINES bright in the San Diego sky. 

A block of gray buildings behind the American and Mexican 
Flags tower next to a train line. 

Suddenly, Carol appears and rushes down the cement staircase.  

Desperate. She runs for her life. 

EXT. SAN DIEGO STREETS - EARLY MORNING - CONTINUOUS  8 8

She navigates the streets, constantly looks over her 
shoulder. Sprints across one, then another. 

EXT. LIQUOR STORE - MORNING 9 9

A lone payphone on a cement wall. 

INT. CAR - EARLY MORNING10 10

Another MIDI SOUND, Ruth answers. 

RUTH
Bryan?

CAROL (V.O.)
(sobs)

Ruth, Ruth?

RUTH
Mom? Mom, I’m on my way. What’s 
happening? Are you okay?

Her hands grip the wheel tightly, she picks up her speed. 

EXT. LIQUOR STORE - MORNING 11 11

Carol wipes at her face, clutches the payphone handset. 

RUTH (V.O.)
(through the phone 
handset)

Mom, talk to me. 

7.
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CAROL
(struggles for her words)

There’s a Jack in the Box off of, 
off of, umm--

She leans out, but not too far, to look at the street signs. 

CAROL
(whispers into the phone)

Jack in the Box off of San Ysidro, 
it’s off of East San Ysidro, and 
Rail Court. You got that? Ruth. You 
got it? 

RUTH (V.O.)
Yea. 

CAROL
I’ll be in hiding in the bathroom 
stall. Please hurry. 

Carol hangs up the phone and darts across the street. 

INT. CAR - MORNING12 12

THROUGH THE WINDOW a series of overpasses and freeway signs. 

It’s the last expanse of U.S. territory before the border. 

The Jack In the Box is right off of the exit. 

EXT. JACK IN THE BOX - MORNING13 13

Ruth’s car pulls into the parking lot. She gets out and looks 
around, then walks cautiously inside. 

She opens the front door. 

MATCH CUT TO:

INT. JACK IN THE BOX - BATHROOM - DAY14 14

The bathroom door opens. Ruth rushes inside. 

RUTH
(sotto)

Mom? Mom?

She ducks down to look under the stalls, a door cracks open. 

8.
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CAROL
(softly)

Ruth?

Carol peeks out of one stall door. She throws it open. 

CAROL
I fucked up. 

RUTH
It’s okay, you’re okay.

She looks at her fragile mom. Her feet only in dirty socks. 
Her hair’s a mess. Her face swollen from crying. 

RUTH
You were trying to do a good thing.

CAROL
Fuck me, I almost--

RUTH
-Mom, it’s okay, I get it. I 
understand. I do. 

She hugs her. Carol buries her face in Ruth’s shoulder.  

CAROL
Did you bring Aubrey with you? 

RUTH
No. I did not bring Aubrey down to 
get you out of jail. 

CAROL
(whispers)

Federal prison. Not jail. Federal 
prison. 

Ruth shakes her head. 

RUTH
How in the hell did you get out of 
there?

She steps back, fearful that this is going to get much worse. 

FLASHBACK - INT. ELEVATOR - EARLY MORNING15 15

Carol cowers in the corner, talks to an unseen person. 

9.
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CAROL
I wasn’t doing anything wrong. I 
was just trying to help my co-
worker, you know? She cries a lot 
at work, it’s hard. We women, we 
gotta stick together. You know?

Carol searches for the right words to get a response. 

CAROL
Do you have kids? Could you imagine 
not seeing them? Missing them. 
Wanting to make a better life for 
them? That’s all, that’s all she 
was trying to do. 

She leans her head on the elevator wall. Defeated. 

CAROL
Please help me. I can’t go to jail. 
I was just bringing her kids back 
to her.  

REVEAL that she’s with a female GUARD, who stands strong at 
her post, like a statue, her back to Carol.

DING. The elevator stops. Without turning around, the Guard 
begins to speak, it’s low, serious, almost militant. 

GUARD
When these doors open. I’m going to 
step out and turn to my right. On 
the left, around the corner, 
there’s a exit door. A silent ALARM 
will sound. You’ve got about ten 
minutes. 

Carol doesn’t hesitate, she steps up next to the Guard.

CAROL
(whisper)

Thank you. 

The Guard and Carol stand side by side in front of the gray 
steel doors. The begin to open, colors flood inside. 

THE END.

OVER BLACK16 16

In the early 2000’s...

10.
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My mother travelled down to Mexico and brought the children 
of her co-workers back over the border. 

She stopped once she was caught. 

An elevator guard had humanity and changed her future. 

Though, for an entire year we did call her Coyote. 

coy·o·te
plural noun: coyote
    1. A wild dog that resembles the wolf, native to North 
America.
    2. A person who smuggles Latin Americans across the US 
border, typically for a high fee. (Or for her fellow single  
hardworking mom).

Sometimes it felt like both definitions applied. 

11.
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