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	Milton Ray Bowers
Clumsy but big-hearted milkman in Oakridge; accidental chaos magnet who turns a spilled-milk disaster into town legend.

	Mrs. Grunwald
Fierce older woman with a prized Persian rug and sharp tongue; chair of the Renaissance Faire and eventual “producer” of Milton’s chase spectacle.

	Sheriff Lulu Mae
Calm, dry-witted town sheriff who carries a shotgun, keeps order, and turns the real chase into a safe, staged show.


Key Supporting Characters

	Gus
Flour-dusted baker with a rolling pin; supplier of weaponized pies and Milton’s ally in both cleanup and comedy.

	Old Man Keller
Hardware store owner and commentary provider; loves coffee, gossip, and grumbling.

	Granny Mabel
Elderly diner regular with a sharp sense of humor and a fondness for dramatic toasts.

	Angie
Waitress at Lulu’s Diner; serves Milton burgers and “The Milton” milkshake.

	Bike Kids (especially Bike Kid Number One and Two)
Energetic kids on bicycles who chase Milton, heckle his underwear, and later become “official chase assistants.”

	Brindled Mutt
Town dog who joins every chase, retrieves Milton’s shoe, and later wears a tiny cape at the fair.


Film Extras / “Gangsters”

	Tall Extra (Tony)
Tall leather-jacketed extra who thinks he is intimidating; part of the trio that leaves the prop money bag on Mrs. Grunwald’s porch.

	Two Other Extras
Fellow “gangsters” with fake guns and tattoos help trigger the chaos, and then later assist at the fair.
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In the small California town of Oakridge, mornings moved slowly as if on purpose. Pine trees framed the two-lane main road, porches leaned comfortably toward the street, and the biggest arguments were about who made the best cherry pie. The only things that hurried were hummingbirds and Milton Ray Bowers delivering milk.

Milton was up before the sun, humming a hopelessly off-key bit of country he had half-heard from the radio. His gangly frame wobbled under a crate of glass milk bottles as he shuffled up Mrs. Grunwald’s walkway. The air smelled of damp earth and wood smoke. Somewhere, a dog barked at absolutely nothing.

“Today,” Milton told a passing crow, “We are going to have a professional day. No slips, no spills, no lawsuits.”

The crow tilted its head like it had money on the opposite outcome.

Milton set the crate down on the top step of Mrs. Grunwald’s big Victorian house, home to the most expensive Persian rug in town and the most unforgiving customer in two counties. He reached for the screen door, his boot slid on a wet patch of yesterday’s sprinkler water, and the world turned into slow motion.

The crate tipped.

Bottles leapt like startled fish.

Milton windmilled his arms, mouth forming a long silent “Noooo.”

Glass and milk met the porch, wall, and the lower edge of the front window in an operatic crash. White splatter decorated the door and seeped under the frame like a dairy invasion.

The front door burst open.

“Milton Ray Bowers!” Mrs. Grunwald appeared in her housecoat, hair in pink rollers, clutching a rolled-up Persian rug like a wounded soldier. “My rug can smell chaos. You did it, did you not?”

Milton stood in the puddle, dripping milk, clutching an empty crate. “Good morning, Mrs. Grunwald. The good news is - it is definitely calcium rich.”

She pointed an accusing finger. “You have two talents in life. Delivering milk and destroying my peace. And peace is on backorder.”

“I can clean it,” Milton said quickly. “I’ve got towels, and a mop, and a very apologetic spirit.”

“Apologies do not get buttermilk off Persian silk,” she snapped. “Next, you will be telling me this is organic, and the rug should be grateful.”

Milton hesitated. “Well. It is organic.”

She gasped dramatically, clutched her chest, then her rug. “Out. Out before you start explaining lactose politics to me.”

Milton backed down the steps, heart pounding. He cast around for some way, any way, to redeem himself. That was when he noticed the black satchel sitting neatly beside the door. It was sleek, out of place, and definitely not Mrs. Grunwald’s usual floral disaster of a bag.

“Maybe this belongs to you?” Milton said, scooping it up. “I can take it to the post office if someone left it here. As a good deed.”

From inside, Mrs. Grunwald shouted, “Do not touch anything on my porch that is not yours. My rug’s aura is fragile.”

Too late. The satchel was already in his hands.

The front door yanked open again. Mrs. Grunwald took in Milton, the satchel, the milk river, and let out a howl that made three birds take off from a nearby pine.

“Thief!” she shrieked. “He is stealing mysterious luggage now!”

Milton jumped. “What? No, no, I am just...”

From across the street, Old Man Keller leaned out his window over his hardware store. “What in the name of rusted nails is goin’ on?”

Kids on bikes, sensing entertainment, skidded to a stop along the curb.

“He stole Mrs. G’s bag!” one boy yelled helpfully, with the absolute confidence of a child who had no idea what was happening.

A brindled mutt, who answered to everyone and no one, joined in with frantic barking.

And at the far end of the block, three men stepped around a pickup truck in slow, practiced unison. They wore leather jackets despite the rising heat and moved with the particular swagger of people who thought Oakridge was not ready for them.

“Hey,” said the tallest, squinting. “That our bag?”

Milton gulped. His grip tightened around the handle. “This bag? This is a very confusing bag.”

“That is our very confusing bag,” said the second, tapping the bulge of something in his jacket. “We will be taking it back now.”

Mrs. Grunwald pointed her rolled rug at the men. “You! You left a suspicious thing on my porch. He is a nuisance, but you are trouble.”

The third man exhaled sharply. “Aw, great. Locals.”

Milton, brain buzzing with panic and the memory of every late-night TV movie he had ever watched, did the worst thing possible.

He ran.

“Get back here!” Mrs. Grunwald howled.

“That is our cash, pencil boy!” yelled the tallest man.

The dog barked in joyous solidarity.

Milton sprinted down the sidewalk, milk still squelching in his shoes. He vaulted over a tricycle, dodged a mailbox, and very nearly flattened a gnome. Behind him came the pounding of multiple sets of feet and a chorus of outrage.

Oakridge’s quiet morning was officially over.

Milton tore around the corner onto Main Street, lungs burning, satchel thumping against his side. The small town’s center unfolded ahead of him: the diner with its neon coffee cup sign, the bakery, the post office, and Gus’s Goodies, where the door was always open and the smell of sugar hung year-round.

“Milton?” Gus leaned out as the bell over his door jingled. He wore an apron dusted in flour and had a rolling pin slung over his shoulder like a weapon from a pastry war. “You late for a marathon no one signed up for?”

“Complicated day,” Milton panted. “Possible crime misunderstanding. Also, for the record, very cardio intensive.”

Behind him, the kids on bikes rounded the corner, chanting “Stop the thief!” with more enthusiasm than accuracy. The three men in leather were not far behind, picking up speed.

“Stop who?” Gus asked.

Everyone pointed at Milton.

“Ah,” Gus said. “That tracks.”

The brindled mutt streaked past, barking itself hoarse.

Milton’s boot hit a fresh patch of sawdust from Keller’s hardware delivery. His legs went out from under him. He flailed, grabbed for anything, and found Gus’s rolling pin.

The rolling pin swung wide.

A tray of still-cooling blueberry pies on the bakery window ledge launched softly into the air.

Gus and Milton watched, horrified, as three perfect pies described graceful arcs above the sidewalk.

The first landed square in the face of Bike Kid Number One. The boy’s bike toppled, landing in a stack of empty crates, both boy and bicycle now dripping blue.

The second pie struck Old Man Keller’s “OPEN” sign, which twisted, snapped loose, and whacked him gently on the hat as he emerged.

The third pie somehow hung in midair for a beat, wobbling with theatrical suspense, then dropped directly onto Milton’s head.

The town held its breath.

Then Milton wiped a streak of blueberry from his eye and said, “I think that one was underbaked, Gus.”

Gus snorted. “You are going to get us banned from the county fair.”

The gangsters thundered into view. Town eyes turned from Milton to them, taking in the mismatched tough-guy outfits and the poorly concealed pistols.

Mrs. Grunwald’s voice came from somewhere behind the crowd. “Someone call Sheriff Lulu! And hide my rug!”

Milton heard the leather men shout again, “Give us the bag, milkman!” which did not sound promising.

The choice in front of him was simple. Surrender the bag to strangely armed strangers in front of his neighbors or continue the most humiliating chase scene Oakridge had ever witnessed.

His legs, which were faster than his judgment, chose for him.

Milton ran again.

He cut behind Gus’s bakery, straight into the narrow alley that smelled like yeast, old rain, and the mysterious life cycle of dumpsters. Trash cans lined both sides like metal soldiers. Lines of laundry hung from upstairs balconies, fluttering with shirts, socks, and one very large pair of polka-dot boxer shorts.

“Wrong turn, wrong turn,” Milton muttered, but it was too late.

His shoulder clipped the first trash can. It wobbled, tipped, then smacked into the next. One by one, they fell, the metallic clamor ricocheting through the alley in a symphony of clangs and crashes.

Out of instinct, Milton ducked.

His pants did not.

The waistband snagged on a sagging clothesline. As he stumbled forward, his trousers stuck, then yanked down to his ankles, revealing boxers decorated with tiny dancing cows.

For a heartbeat, the world went completely still.

Then Bike Kid Number Two, who had followed into the alley, burst into laughter. “Nice underwear, Mr. Bowers!”

Milton hopped uselessly, fighting with the cloth around his ankles. “Not my proudest moment, kid!”

The brindled mutt seized this as the greatest game of tug ever invented and grabbed one pant leg in its teeth, pulling enthusiastically.

The three men in leather
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