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EXT. CHESTERWOOD APARTMENTS - ALLEY - NIGHT

ANGEL HARDWOOD, 22, black female, sits behind the dumpster of 
a well known drug-infested apartment building. She wears one 
flip-flop sandal, torn black tights, and a dingy orange tank 
top that reveals her seven-month pregnant belly.  

She sits among five other glassy-eyed individuals, all in 
worn and mismatch garments. They fidget, scratch, and stare 
at one another. 

ANGEL 
Did Marco say what time he was 
coming by here? 

They all continue to fidget, scratch, and stare without a 
response. 

ANGEL (CONT’D)
He needs to hurry up, Langston is 
getting sick. 

Angel’s stomach moves and rolls as baby LANGSTON experiences 
fetal withdrawals from inside the womb. Each of his movements 
reveals his hands, feet, and face imprints.

FETUS LANGSTON
Don’t throw up, Lang. Keep it down. 
If I get sick, mommy gets sick 
too... 

(tremors)
Which means no fix. Hang in there. 

A black Chevrolet SUV pulls along side the group, a plastic 
grocery sack is tossed from the window, and the truck speeds 
off. 

They scramble and roll on the ground to collect the contents 
that spill from the bag. They settle themselves and all 
intravenously inject cocaine into their bodies. 

I/E. ANGEL’S WOMB - NIGHT

Angel pushes the syringe, and releases her and Langston’s 
share. Langston continues to experience withdrawals until the 
drugs reaches him. 

He places his thumb in his mouth, as his body slowly relaxes 
and he lies completely still. 

Angel SCREAMS. 



EXT. CHESTERWOOD APARTMENTS - ALLEY - DAY

A garbage truck’s brake system releases air.  

Langston CRIES. 

SANITATION WORKERS frantically cry out.

SIRENS ring out. 

PARAMEDICS, POLICE OFFICERS, and the sanitation workers stand 
around as Langston is pulled from the dumpster. 

As he taken to the stretcher trash, rotten food, cockroaches, 
and rodents escape the shirt that swaddles him.

INT. CHESHIRE YOUTH CENTER - INFANT ROOM - DAY

Baby Langston lies in his crib and stares up at TRISHA 
MARCUS, 30, a short, petite Hispanic female and the 
prospective parents, HARPER and AMY MORTON. 

Langston’s lips move, but the adults can only hear BABY 
BABBLE. 

BABY LANGSTON
Look into my eyes. Look deep into 
my eyes. Now, pick me up. You’ll 
love me. I’m the baby you need, and 
you’re probably the parents I want 
if you can buy me Huggies. The 
cheap donated ones give me a diaper 
rash. 

Langston pulls at his diaper, as the adults continue to stare 
on.

TRISHA 
He’s an easy-going baby most of the 
time. He eats and sleep well, and 
very mild-mannered. 

BABY LANGSTON
That’s right, Trisha. Pile on all 
the good stuff-  

TRISHA
No major health concerns. 

Langston places his hands behind his head and smiles widely, 
showing his gums. 
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BABY LANGSTON
Butter ‘em up, baby. I’m headed 
home. 

HARPER MORTON, 32, Caucasian male. Average height and build. 
He wears a light dress shirt and dark blue slacks.

HARPER
You said mostly, what about the 
other times? 

Langston continues to smiles and enjoys the moment. 

TRISHA
(stammers)

Little Langston is in the final 
stages of recovery from a neonatal 
cocaine addiction, so he has his 
moments- 

Langston’s baby babble returns and increases in volume. 

BABY LANGSTON
No. No. No. No. No. Trisha? What 
are you doing? What are you saying?

TRISHA
... They have significantly 
decreased over the last six months. 
The meltdowns are very sporadic 
nowadays- 

BABY LANGSTON
This can’t be happening. 

HARPER
We were anticipating a rather 
“normal” child. Can we visit a few 
other babies?

TRISHA
Sorry, Lang. Almost had you one.

Langston rolls over to his stomach, plants his face into the 
mattress, and SCREAMS. 

BABY LANGSTON
Next diaper change, I’m peeing on 
you. Straight to the face, aiming 
for your mouth. 
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EXT.  CHESHIRE YOUTH CENTER - SANDBOX - DAY

Langston and three other toddlers sit in the sandbox, 
catching up from the “Adoption Day” event. 

Langston aimlessly rolls a little truck back and forth, while 
RAMSEY, 3, beanstalk and husky, Caucasian boy and RICO, 2, 
squatty and frail, Hispanic boy, talk.

RICO
What’s wrong Lang?

Langston continues to roll the truck.

LANGSTON
No family. 

RICO
We’ll get adopted soon.

LANGSTON
When? They’ve been saying this our 
whole lives.

RICO
Soon, Lang, very soon. And 
statistically speaking, toddlers 
don’t stay around long; so, our day 
is coming.

RAMSEY
Sure will guys. 

LANGSTON
Easy for you to say, you got 
adopted today. 

Ramsey stands and proudly rocks back and forth.

RAMSEY
I did, didn’t I?

RICO
No need to rub it in. 

PRINCESS, 3, short, and slender Asian girl sits alongside 
Langston to console him.

PRINCESS
(to LANGSTON)

If ugly Butch got adopted, you will 
too.
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RAMSEY
Unfortunately, it’s not all about 
looks. Trust me, Princess would 
know. Lang, I hear you can’t get 
adopted because you’re a crack baby 
and cry too much. 

LANGSTON
I’m not a crack baby.

RAMSEY
Well, why do you cry and shake so 
much for? 

LANGSTON
I don’t know. 

RAMSEY
Oh, I also heard you are showing 
signs of agg... Aggr.. Aggression. 

PRINCESS
What’s aggression?

RAMSEY
Heck if I know, but Lang has it. 

RICO
So, all you have to do is stop 
crying, shaking, and aggression. 
Then you’ll have a family.

LANGSTON
I don’t even know when I cry or 
shake.

RAMSEY
When you want that crack stuff, 
that’s when.

LANGSTON
Shut up, Ramsey.

RAMSEY
Hey, that’s just what I heard. Oh 
and Rico, you can’t get adopted 
because you have a lot of brothers 
and sisters. It’s just too many of 
ya’ll.

PRINCESS
Don’t listen to him. He’s barely 
getting out. 
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Langston stands to walk away.

LANGSTON
Guys, it’s been a long day, I’m 
going to get apple juice, watch 
some Yo Gabba Gabba and take a nap. 

RAMSEY
Remember, no crying, shaking, and 
aggression or it’s back to the 
crack dumpster for you. 

Langston hangs his head until he reaches Trisha, who picks 
him up.

TRISHA
It’s been a long day, huh Buddy? 
Let’s get you some apple juice, 
would you like that?

Langston lays his head on Trisha’s shoulder and they retreat 
into the center. 
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