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FROM THE BLACK

A boy’s voice. This is Doc Gillette (14 years-old).

DOC (V.O.)
Barry Sanders walked away from the 
Detroit Lions just 1400 yards shy 
of Walter Payton's all-time rushing 
record. 

FADE IN:

INT. PONTIAC SILVERDOME - DAY

A video clip of a heart-stopping Barry Sanders move. A 
defender is left on the ground, empty-armed, as #20 in silver 
and Honolulu blue shifts his weight, impossibly, and races 
through a hole. 

DOC (V.O.)
With Barry, in 1991, the Lions got 
within one game of the Super Bowl. 
Without him, we've never even come 
close.

We see the move again, in slow motion. 

DOC (V.O.)
It’s not just Barry. People 
disappear around here all the time.

The image of Barry Sanders fades.

PRELAP:

We hear the sound of an iPod SHUFFLING through choices and 
then a faint CLICK.

A soulful male voice begins to SING. It's Ray Charles.

RAY CHARLES (V.O.)
My dear sweetheart, I'm writing you 
just a few lines to tell you that 
I'm low.

CUT TO:

EXT. DETROIT - DAY

A SERIES OF SHOTS



The bleak, disaster-zone city. 

RAY CHARLES (V.O.)
Oh, baby. My baby. Funny but I 
still love you.

Rosa Parks Boulevard, Vernor Highway, Lillibridge Street. 
Stripped cars, burned out houses, piles of trash, empty lots 
with thigh-high grass. A few people, mostly African 
Americans, sit on porches, gazing lifelessly at whatever 
passes by.

EXT. BRUSH STREET - LATER

Doc -- Barry Sanders jersey over his hooded sweatshirt, iPod 
earphones in his ears -- jogs around the corner, comes to a 
stop.

He gazes at something in the distance. 

ON STADIUM

It's Ford Field, the gleaming downtown home of the Detroit 
Lions.

The colors are bright. People are everywhere.

TV ANNOUNCER (V.O.)
It's Thanksgiving day in Detroit, 
and the Lions are prowling some 
unfamiliar terrain. For the first 
time in a decade, they're in the 
hunt for a division title, but 
today they face the mighty Packers.

EXT. FORD FIELD - LATER 

Hordes of people circling the stadium. 

Doc's eyes are alert as he studies people walking by. He 
looks at faces as if he might recognize one in the crowd.

EXT. BRUSH STREET - LATER

Doc sits on the curb listening to the radio on his iPod. We 
can see the stadium in the background.

ANNOUNCER (V.O.)
Alright, it comes down to this. 
Packer ball. 4th down and 8. 
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A minute and six on the clock -- 
Lions by 4. If the defense comes up 
with a stop now, Brandy, the Lions 
win this game.

Doc rocks back and forth, pulls his hood over his head and 
yanks the draw strings until his face is covered.

DOC
(to the radio)

Watch the slant. Watch the slant.

ANNOUNCER (V.O.)
Rodgers back to pass. He's got 
Jennings on a slant. He breaks a 
tackle and he's into the open 
field! Nobody's gonna catch him. I 
can't believe what I'm seeing! 
Touchdown Packers.

Doc writhes in agony, pounds a fist against the sidewalk.

EXT. LOZIER STREET - DUSK

Shoddy brick houses, empty lots. 

Doc jogs down the street with steam coming from his mouth. 
His hood is cinched tightly around his face. iPod earphones 
hang from his collar. 

He follows a BOY (12). Doc quickens his pace and now sprints. 
The boy turns to look just as Doc knocks him to the ground.

Doc drags the boy into the tall grass and holds a switchblade 
to his throat.

DOC
Just shut up.

The kid is so scared he doesn't blink.

Doc reaches into the boy's pockets and starts pulling things 
out. A key, a half a pack of Life Savers.

Doc gets off of him.

DOC (CONT’D)
Shoes.

The boy pulls off one sneaker. Doc looks inside.

DOC (CONT’D)
The other one.
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The boy complies, and Doc finds what he's looking for. 

He counts. Four bucks.

Doc adds three of the bills to a small fold he pulls from his 
sweatshirt. He takes the other dollar and stuffs it in the 
boy's pocket. 

DOC (CONT’D)
You take that. That's fair.

Doc stands, closes the knife, swallows. He looks with genuine 
sympathy at the kid on the ground.

EXT. HOUSE ON MANISTIQUE STREET - DUSK

Paint chipping, porch sagging. There are empty lots on either 
side with piles of wood and trash.

INT. DINING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

A shabby-looking room. There's a night table and an unmade 
twin bed in the corner. 

A Thanksgiving meal is not quite cleared from the table. 

There's just one dim light in the corner where JANE GILLETTE 
(5 years old) draws in pencil directly on the wall. 

The Lions post-game coverage PLAYS on the TV in the next 
room.

MARY GILLETTE (late-30s), looking exhausted, walks in from 
the kitchen. She regards Jane's drawing with a glazed look.

MARY
The Lions lost?

Jane shrugs.

MARY (CONT’D)
Where's Nana?

Jane points to a door that's slightly ajar. Mary walks over, 
opens it. It's a large closet packed with stuff -- coats, 
boxes, etc. 

BEULAH GILLETTE(70s) is inside with a flashlight. She looks a 
little guilty when Mary opens the door, but she only pauses a 
moment before going back to her search.
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MARY (CONT’D)
Beulah.

Beulah searches.

MARY (CONT’D)
Beulah!

Beulah turns. A vacant look.

MARY (CONT’D)
It's not in here. It's not here.

Beulah nods vaguely, goes back to searching for whatever it 
is.

Doc walks in the front door, and Mary turns. He looks sullen, 
almost ghostly, as he walks straight into --   

INT. DOC'S ROOM - CONTINUOUS 

Which is obviously Jane's room too, more or less split down 
the middle: two beds, sports posters on one wall, unicorns 
and princesses on the other. 

He listens to the talk in the other room, takes off his Barry 
jersey.

BEULAH (O.S.)
Who is that? Is that Doc? Where has 
he been?

MARY (O.S.)
I don't know.

BEULAH (O.S.)
Well, he has to have been 
somewhere.

MARY (O.S.)
He thinks he's gonna find his 
father.

BEULAH (O.S.)
Who?

MARY (O.S.)
Ben. Your son. Your son is Doc's 
father.

BEULAH (O.S.)
The singer?
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MARY (O.S.)
Yes. The singer.

BEULAH (O.S.)
I thought he was a policeman.

MARY (O.S.)
Not any more.

BEULAH (O.S.)
Why do you say silly things?

Doc shakes his head, folds the Barry jersey, places it 
carefully in a drawer beneath his bed so that the name on the 
back -- "SANDERS" -- is face up. 

DOC (V.O.)
By the way... my dad went missing 
27 days ago. My mom thinks we'll 
never see him again.

Doc stares at the Barry Sanders jersey.

Now he looks at a PHOTO on his dresser. 

It’s of BEN GILLETTE (early 40s), his dad, standing on a high 
school football field in a police uniform, singing into a 
microphone.

DOC (V.O.)
She's absolutely wrong. He's out 
there, and he will come back.
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