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START OF ACT #1

INT. SMOKY BARROOM - NIGHT

A small audience of a dozen people sit silently, taking 
occasional pulls off their beers, watching an alt-country 
band perform.  Front and center is WILLY (40).  His well 
worn Martin guitar hides the beginnings of a mid-life gut. 
With eyes transfixed, face unshaven, and scruffy blue jeans, 
he sings.

WILLY
No place I'd rather be. 
No face I'd rather see. 
Your sweet embrace. 
Your darling face. 

But tonight I'm all alone. 
You won't answer your phone. 
My heart is sinking like a stone.  
I hope you'll still be there
when I get home.

BRAD(40), sits to Willy's left playing a lap-steel guitar.  
His long hair and ginger beard blend into his red flannel 
shirt.  His elegant slides and bends give poignancy to the 
musical melodrama. 

A crazy bug-eyed looking drummer behind them plays a small 
trap kit and contrary to his looks, he plays sparsely. A 
tall balding man rounds out the group, playing sweet soulful 
runs on a old Fender P-bass. 

The song ends and the crowd responds with polite applause. 

WILLY
Thanks. We got one more for ya and 
then it's that long road home for 
us.  

Willy looks back to see Brad strapping on a Telecaster and 
tuning it with a floor pedal.  

WILLY

This is our last night on this tour 
and I want to personally thank 
everyone who came out to the shows, 
bought a CD, had a laugh with us, 
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and bought us beers.  You shared 
WILLY (CONT'D)

your floors and your homes with us.  
So...  thanks and we hope to see 
you next time around. 

Brad finishes tuning and gives the nod to Willy. They launch 
into song.

DISSOLVE TO

EXT. ALLEYWAY - NIGHT

A sticker covered steel door opens and a sweat soaked Brad 
emerges carrying a large guitar amplifier. Seconds later 
Willy also exits with guitar case in hand. Brad strains to 
lift the amplifier into the back of a dirty white van.  
Willy sets his guitar case on the ground and quickly comes 
to Brad's aid. 

They grunt as they get the amp in the van. Brad wipes his 
hands on his jeans.

BRAD
So how'd we do?

WILLY
Ya'll only fucked up once tonight, 
so I'd say it was pretty solid. 

BRAD
I meant do we have enough gas money 
to get home?

Willy reaches into his pocket and pulls out a wad of 
crumpled bills. He thumbs through it quickly. 

WILLY
Yeah... we might even be able to 
stop for tacos.

BRAD
I just wanna get home.

WILLY
You sure? We could play the 
Fireside in Sacramento tomorrow 
night.  

Brad closes his eyes and shakes his head. 

BRAD
I need a break. I'm beat.

 



WILLY
Alright. Just think about it, huh? 
The other guys seemed to be open to 
the idea.

BRAD
We should probably go help 'em tear 
down. 

Willy tosses his guitar in the van and slams the van door 
shut.

 

EXT. RURAL FARMHOUSE - PREDAWN

Early morning. Central Valley California. Several horses 
sleep in a tranquil pasture. A cloud of dust appears over 
the horizon and a set of yellow headlights punches through 
the darkness approaching the farm. 

Brad's white van slows to turn into the driveway. It stops, 
the driver's door opens and Willy stumbles out. A pile of 
beer cans spill out behind him. 

He stretches and reaches back into the van for a crumpled 
flannel shirt. He rubs his hands together and blows on them 
for warmth. As he puts the shirt on, he looks across the 
seat at Brad slumped against the window, snoring softly.

Willy closes the driver's door and walks around to the 
passenger side.  He knocks on the window.  Brad doesn't 
awaken. Willy quickly yanks the door open, spilling Brad 
onto the ground. 

WILLY
On your feet hippy.  We know you 
got dope on you.  Just cough it up 
and we'll go easy on you.

Brad is stunned. He attempts to jump to his feet, but 
slumber has taken his coordination. He nearly falls back to 
his knees, but catches himself on the door and Willy. He 
looks to Willy and the light of recognition illuminates. 

BRAD
Had me for a sec. Thought we were 
back in Florida. 

WILLY
That was a messed up night, huh? 

BRAD
Yeah. Where are we?

 



WILLY
We're home. Well..  at least I'm 
home. You still gotta drive the 
last few miles home to your sweet 
little wife, who's probably waiting 
up for you.

Brad looks around. His weary, stunned, dazed look 
transforms.

BRAD
Are you ever gonna marry Soph?

Willy takes a deep breath and sighs.

WILLY
Someday I suppose, but what's the 
rush? We're gonna live forever. I 
will anyway.

Willy slaps Brad's gut.

WILLY
You might not, unless you lay off 
the deep dish. 

They chuckle, but Brad is  annoyed.

BRAD
Will you just grab your shit out of 
my van and get?

WILLY
Goodbye to you too.

Willy starts to head for the house. Brad circumnavigates the 
van toward the driver's compartment. Willy calls back to 
Brad as he heads up the stairs to the house.

WILLY
It's been fun.

BRAD
It's been real.

BRAD AND WILLY 
(In unison)

But it hasn't been real fun. 

The van backs out of the driveway as door closes behind 
Willy.

 



EXT. RURAL FARMHOUSE - HORSE BARN - AFTERNOON

SOPHIA(35), an attractive woman wearing tight jeans and a 
western shirt, empties a feed bag across half a dozen feed 
buckets. Several horses spot her activities begin meandering 
from the pasture toward the barn.

EXT. RURAL FARMHOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Willy emerges from the house wearing the same clothes he had 
on from the night before.  He squints and uses his arm to 
shield himself from the bright sunlight. He sits down on the 
steps and puts on his boots.

EXT. RURAL FARMHOUSE - HORSE BARN - CONTINUOUS

Willy walks out to the barn, where Sophia is now lightly 
brushing a large quarter horse as he eats.  Willy walks 
around the horse giving it plenty of berth. Willy reaches 
the horse's side and strokes its main.

WILLY
Hey there trouble. Did she take 
good care of you while I was away?

The horse temporarily removes his head from the feed bucket 
and turns back toward Willy.  Willy strokes his head. 

SOPHIA
You say hi to your horse before you 
say hi to me.

The horse returns to eating.

WILLY
You know I missed you. I called you 
everyday. Come 'ere baby.

Willy puts his arms around Sophia. She returns the gesture 
slowly at first and then closes her eyes, takes a deep 
breath and pulls Willy tight. The hold each wordless for a 
moment.

SOPHIA
I hate it when you go out on the 
road.

WILLY
I know. 

 



SOPHIA
It's so hard without you. I missed 
you so much.  I just wished ...

Willy cuts her off.

WILLY
Yeah I know... You wished I had a 
real job.

SOPHIA
That's not what I was going to say. 

Sophia breaks the embrace, leans back.

SOPHIA
I just wished you had taken a bath. 
You reek. 

Willy sticks his fingers in his armpits and quickly rubs 
them under her nose.  Sophia squirms away and tosses the 
horse brush at him.

SOPHIA
Gross!

(beat)
Dinner tonight? 

WILLY
I'm free. 

SOPHIA
You might want to think about 
cleaning up... and maybe shaving 
your face?

Sophia rubs her hand on Willy's stubbly beard.

WILLY
I'll think about it.

INT. BATHROOM - LATER

The water runs. Willy wipes off a steam clouded mirror to 
reveal a still unshaven face. He stares at his reflection in 
the mirror, leaning in close.  

He pulls at the wrinkles around his eyes and frowns.

He lifts a disposable razor to his face. His hands shake 
uncontrollably. He opens the door to the vanity under the 

 



sink, produces a half full bottle of cheap bourbon. 

He puts it to his lips, starts to tip and stops. A knock is 
heard on the door. 

SOPHIA(O.S.)
I just remembered I was supposed to 
go to my meeting tonight.  

WILLY
OK. So I'm on my own for dinner

SOPHIA(O.S.)
Yeah. Sorry. 

WILLY
No problem. I'll see you later 
then?

SOPHIA(O.S.)
For sure. 

Willy pauses for a moment, takes a pull from the bottle and 
steps into the shower.

INT. BASEMENT MEETING HALL - EVENING

A wide variety of assorted adults sit a semi-circle created 
of folding chairs. On the outer edge with legs crossed and 
head slightly bowed sits JEN(43), a long, lean woman with 
hair tied in a ponytail. Sophia stands next to her, in front 
of her chair.

SOPHIA
Hi, My name is Sophia and I am an 
addict.

GROUP
Hi, Sophia. 

Sophia takes a deep breath before she begins.

SOPHIA
I've been sober for 3 years now, 
but these last few weeks have been 
tough. Really tough. If it wasn't 
for my sponsor...

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

 



Curtains billow slowly in a dark bedroom.  Sophia and Jen 
sit next to one another on the edge of a well made bed.  
Soft lamp light illuminates the two. Jen puts her arm around 
Sophia.

INT. BASEMENT MEETING HALL - EVENING

Sophia motions toward Jen. Jen looks on approvingly and 
smiles.

SOPHIA
... I don't think I would have been 
able to stay sober.  

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

Sophia buries her head in the shoulder of Jen's soft fuzzy 
sweater. Jen puts her other arm around Sophia. 

INT. BASEMENT MEETING HALL -  EVENING

Sophia looks at the floor. 

SOPHIA
Being alone is the worst. 
I can't stand being alone.

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

Sophia pulls back a bit, and looks squarely at Jen.

INT. BASEMENT MEETING HALL - EVENING

Sophia gathers herself, lifts her head and speaks above the 
heads of the group.

SOPHIA
I thought I could handle the long 
absences when my boyfriend is on 
the road. Give me time to clear my 
head and reflect, you know... 

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

Jen holds Sophia by the shoulders. She calmly addresses 
Sophia.

JEN
I've lived a life of "almost"s and 
I don't want to see that for you. I 
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don't want to see you saying "I 
JEN (CONT'D)

almost stayed sober."

Jen is interrupted by Sophia, who gently grabs her by the 
neck and pulls her closer. Their heads angle preparing for a 
kiss. Jen stops short. Hesitates. Sophia pulls her even 
closer. 

INT. BASEMENT MEETING HALL - EVENING

Sophia shifts her weight and finishes with a smile. 

SOPHIA
I needed a distraction. So thank 
you Jen... for being there for me.

The group smiles politely as Sophia takes her seat.

INT. DINING ROOM - EVENING

A red glass swag light hangs over a yellow formica table. A 
modest meal of spaghetti and garlic bread graces the table. 

Brad, still bearded, wears a clean shirt and his hair is 
recently washed and combed. A petite blond with big eyes 
DAWN(32), sits across from him.  

Dawn sticks her fork in the noodles and twirls. Brad attacks 
his plate ravenously. Dawn fiddles some more, but does not 
eat.

DAWN
So how was tour?

Brad, slurps up a noodle, chews, swallows and wipes his 
mouth.

BRAD
It was decent.

Dawn just looks at him, smiles and bats her eyes. 

BRAD
Of course we didn't make any 
money...

DAWN
As long as you didn't go into debt 
I don't care. I'm just glad you're 
back. 

 



BRAD
Me too baby. Me too.

Brad takes another bite. Dawn continues to play with her 
food.

Dawn can't contain herself any longer. 

DAWN
I've got something to tell you.

Brad stops chewing. He looks at Dawn with wide eyes.

DAWN
We're gonna have a baby!

Brad's mouth hangs open for a moment. He swallows. Dawn 
looks at him expectantly. Brad goes from shocked to a large 
grin in seconds.

BRAD
Are you sure it's mine?

DAWN
Shut up. Of course it's yours you 
dingus, you've only been gone six 
weeks. 

Brad drops off his chair and crawls to her on his knees.  He 
wraps his arms around her waist.

BRAD
I love you.

Dawn smiles warmly, throws her arms around his neck and 
kisses the top of his head.

INT. TRUCKSTOP DINER - EVENING

Overhead compact florescent bulbs give a green, sickly hue 
to orange window side booths.

WILLY (40),dressed in a clean western shirt and freshly 
shaven sits alone. He gazes around the restaurant, checks 
his watch and stares at the kitschy owl shaped votive candle 
holder at the end of the table. It's pale yellow flicker 
wavers and extinguishes. 

BRAD(40),long hair and ginger beard, approaches the table in 
a rush.

 



BRAD
Sorry I'm late. 

He slides into the booth.

Willy stares at him in disbelief for a moment before 
speaking.

WILLY
You called me and said you wanted 
to meet...and then you show up 
late. What gives?

Brad fumbles with the menu. Sets it down. 

BRAD
I think I'm just going to have a 
piece of pie. I already ate.. at 
home.

WILLY
What?

BRAD
Yeah. Sorry. 

WILLY
Why are you acting so weird?

Brad takes a deep breath.

BRAD
I have good news and I have bad 
news. 

WILLY
OK?!?

BRAD
Which do you want first?

WILLY
(hesitantly)

The good.

Brad doesn't react immediately.

WILLY
Well... Spill it!

BRAD
Me and Dawn are gonna have a baby. 

 



WILLY
No shit?!? That's great.  I can 
just see it now... a little baby 
Brad running around singing along 
to all our songs.

Brad fiddles with his wedding ring. 

BRAD
That's the other thing I wanted to 
talk to you about...

Willy's standard carefree expression drops into true 
concern.

WILLY
What is it?

BRAD
I don't think I'm gonna be playing 
music for a while.

WILLY
You're quitting on me?

Brad rubs his forehead.

BRAD
I knew you wouldn't be happy about 
it.

Willy starts to unravel his paper napkin wrapped silverware, 
but tosses it aside.

WILLY
Well... maybe we can still do short 
runs down the coast once in a 
while.

BRAD
I don't think so.

Willy  lifts his head to look Brad in the eye.

BRAD
It's time I put my family first. I 
mean come on, five albums,fifty 
thousand miles.

(beat)
Don't you think by now that if it 
was going to happen for us...

 



WILLY
(interrupting )

It is happening. It's everything I 
ever...

BRAD
(interrupting)

Yeah I know, everything you ever 
aspired to be.  Listen... I'm tired 
of sleeping on the floor.  It's 
time I move on.

Willy looks down at the table and slowly shakes his head. In 
an exasperated display of frustration Willy swipes his hand 
across the table sending the condiment rack off the end of 
the table and spilling into the booth.

WILLY
Fuck!

The salt shaker still lays on the table, sideways. Its 
contents scattered. Brad attempts to bring some levity in.

BRAD
I think you're supposed to toss 
that over your left shoulder.

Willy snarls, picks up the whole salt shaker and chucks it 
over his shoulder. 

CUT TO:

EXT. TRUCKSTOP PARKING LOT - MOMENTS LATER

Brad and Willy both stand with hands jammed in their pockets 
and downward gazes, only occasionally glancing up to look at 
one another. They stand in front of Brad's van.

BRAD
So now what?

WILLY
I guess I go find someplace to 
drink my dinner. 

BRAD(CONT'D)
Listen, I know you're pissed...but 
you don't have to be an asshole.  

Willy says nothing.

BRAD(CONT'D)
This has been coming for a while.  

(MORE)

 



I mean shit, we gave it a damn good 
BRAD(CONT'D)

run. 

Willy kicks the yellow parking block.

BRAD(CONT'D)
You didn't have to get us kicked 
out of there, ya know?

Willy turns and starts walking off.

BRAD
Where you going?

WILLY
I told you. I'm going to get drunk. 

Brad stands alone and rejected as he watches Willy walk off. 

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

Pale moonlight diffuses through sheer shimmering curtains 
gently rustling in the breeze. Willy lays flat on his back, 
still dressed, and snoring loudly.

A bedside lamp turns on. Sophia sits down on the edge of the 
bed and begins undressing.

SOPHIA
Hey. How was your night?

Willy throws an arm over his eyes to shield them from the 
light.

WILLY
Ugghhhhh.

SOPHIA
That good huh?

She leans over to kiss him. Hesitates as she nears him and 
backs off. 

SOPHIA
Wow! You smell boozy. 

WILLY
Yeah. Brad's quitting. 

She sit up.

 



SOPHIA
Shit. I'm sorry. I guess that means 
you'll have more time to help me 
out with projects around here.

She looks back at him. He is fast asleep.

EXT. SIDEWALK - AFTERNOON

Shoppers relaxedly stroll through a lazy casual afternoon 
with bags in hand.  From around the corner Sophia and Jen 
emerge, disposable coffee cups in hand, and jackets zipped 
up. They walk shoulder to shoulder. 

JEN
I totally want to buy that dress 
for you. You would look so hot in 
it.

SOPHIA
You think so?

JEN
With your perky little breasts? Are 
you kidding me? 

SOPHIA
I don't know it seems kind of 
flashy or something

JEN
With a body like yours, I would so 
show it off.

SOPHIA
Stop it you're gonna make me blush.

Jen pinches Sophia's butt. Sophia giggles and squirms.

SOPHIA
Stop it!

Jen smiles a devilish grin.

SOPHIA
I'm serious.  

JEN
Yeah right. You know you like it. 

Sophia finishes her coffee and tosses it in a nearby trash 

 



bin.

JEN
So when are you going to tell him?

Sophia is quiet. She shrugs. 

JEN
You have to tell him.  You know 
that right?

SOPHIA
I know. 

Jen slows her pace and looks intently at Sophia.

JEN
I know you love him, but...

SOPHIA
I should have never gotten mixed up 
with a musician.

JEN
... and a drunk. I mean honestly.. 
It puts your sobriety at risk. 

SOPHIA
I'm not sure how I feel about all 
this. Are you telling me to leave 
him?

JEN
No. I don't want to tell you what 
to do, but I care about you. I only 
want what is best for you. 

SOPHIA
That's what makes this so hard. 
It's like I am being forced to 
choose between you and him.

They reach the end of the block. Willy appears from between 
two parked cars on the adjacent street. He is carrying his 
guitar case. He spots the ladies, makes a friendly wave, and 
approaches.

WILLY
Hey... there you are.  I was 
wondering what you were up to.

SOPHIA
Just having coffee with Jen.

 



Willy smiles and nods at Jen.

WILLY
How are you Jen?

JEN
I'm doing well. How was your tour?

WILLY
Good. Real good.

JEN
Making the rounds with your 
groupies?

WILLY
Yeah. Groupies... real funny. Say I 
gotta run.  Supposed to meet Larry 
at the guitar shop and see about 
getting my old job back. 

SOPHIA
Call me later?

WILLY
Sure thing babe.

Willy pecks Sophia on the cheek which she gladly accepts.

WILLY
See ya later.  Oh by the way Jen... 

JEN
Yeah?

WILLY
Thanks for being such a good friend 
to Sophia while I was out of town.

JEN
Of course. No problem. 

Willy continues on down the sidewalk, the two women watch 
him for a moment and then continue their walk. 

JEN
You think he suspects?

SOPHIA
Nah. He's oblivious. 

INT. MUSIC STORE COUNTER - AFTERNOON

 



Several customers mill about a well stocked music store, 
pulling guitars off the wall and strumming them. A grey 
haired man in a Fender t-shirt LARRY (55) stands behind the 
counter shaking hands with Willy. 

 LARRY
So how'd it go out there this time?

Willy shuffles his feet and jams his hands in his pockets. 

WILLY
Sold a few records, but nothing 
that's gonna pay the light bill. 

LARRY
Live music is a tough sell anymore.  
It's getting so nobody wants to 
leave their homes. 

WILLY
That's why I was reluctant to ask 
for my old job back. I doubt you 
have the business you used to.

LARRY
You said it buddy. I don't know how 
much longer we can stay open if it 
continues like this. 

Willy shrugs.

WILLY
I wished there was something I 
could do. I don't suppose there is 
much anybody can do,'cept watch it 
go to pot.

LARRY
Now there is a business model... 
One part music store, one part 
dispensary.

WILLY
S'only a matter of time.

The phone behind the counter rings.

LARRY
Excuse me for minute. I gotta 
answer this.

WILLY
Sure.

 



LARRY
(on phone)

Mid-town music. This is Larry. How 
can I help you?

(quizzically)
Do I carry Moose Knuckle pedals?

(pause)
Sorry can't say I've heard of em. 
Maybe try the shop over in Auburn. 

Larry hangs up the phone, shakes his head and rolls his eyes 
at Willy.

LARRY
So as I was saying...

WILLY
Probably not a good time for me. 

Willy hoists his guitar case on to the counter.

WILLY

Anyway... I was hoping your guy 
could do a full cleaning and setup 
on this for me. It got kind of beat 
up last month.

LARRY

Sure thing Willy. 

Willy hands the case across the counter and walks off with a 
small nod and wave. Larry returns the gesture.

EXT. ROADSIDE- MORNING

Willy sweats profusely as he pulls and strains trying to 
remove the remnants of the snapped mailbox post.  He pushes 
and pulls rocking the post back and forth. He attempts to 
lift it out. It doesn't budge. Willy kicks the post.

WILLY
Come on you son of a bitch.

Willy is winded from the effort.  He stands with hands on 
knees trying catch his breath. 

He sees the trail of dust announcing the arrival of a 
visitor.  A newer Range Rover slows as it approaches.  
Behind the wheel is a white haired man DAVID (65) wearing a 

 



button up Oxford shirt and fishing vest.  The vehicle stops 
along side Willy. The window rolls down.

DAVID
You look winded son. You should 
take a break.

WILLY
Hey pops! I wasn't expecting you, 
but it's nice to see you.

Willy stands up and walks closer to the car inspecting new 
fishing rods in the back seat with the stickers still on 
them.

DAVID
I was enjoying my retirement, but I 
think your mom is already sick of 
me. She told me I needed to get a 
hobby. Get out of the house for a 
while.

WILLY
So you went and bought new fishing 
rods?

DAVID
Yeah. I figured it would be a good 
excuse to get over here and see 
you.  

WILLY
It's been years since we went 
fishing.  

EXT. RIVER - AFTERNOON

Willy and his father whip the poles back and forth, standing 
knee deep with waders on, in a quickly moving stream.  Willy 
thrashes about, unable to master the rhythm.  David 
struggles with the first few casts, but relaxes into a 
steady smooth motion that puts his fly right where he wants 
it.  It floats downstream. 

DAVID
See that son. That is how it's 
done. 

Willy thrashes his pole about, unsuccessfully moving the 
lure.

DAVID
It's all in the wrist.

 



Willy makes a couple more feeble attempts before he gives 
up.  He trudges to the shore where he opens a cooler, cracks 
a beer and sits on a large rock. 

WILLY
So what has mom been up to?

DAVID
She gets off to church once in a 
while, but that's about it.   

WILLY
You two still fighting all the 
time?

A large splash of water tells David he's had a strike. He 
yanks the tip of the pole upwards. His timing is off however 
and he misses the fish. 

DAVID
Of course. She'd bitch if her ice 
cream were cold. 

WILLY
So why have you put up with it all 
these years?

DAVID
That's what you do when you marry 
somebody.  You stick it out... no 
matter what.

WILLY
Even if it means being miserable 
your whole life?

Willy finishes his beer and reaches for another.

WILLY
You want a beer?

DAVID
Sure. I think I spooked the fish 
for a bit.

David reels in his fishing line and heads for the shore.  He 
sits down next to his son and opens a beer.

DAVID
You having second thoughts about 
asking Sophia to marry you? Is that 
what this is all about?

 



WILLY
I guess you could say that. I just 
don't know what sort of 
relationship to model after.

DAVID
That's the beauty.  You two are 
free to define it however you like.

WILLY
I suppose.

DAVID
Don't mess around and blow it, son.  
This girl is good for you.  I've 
seen it.

Willy sips from his beer.

DAVID
I'm telling you if you don't do 
something...

WILLY
(interrupting)

I'm broke dad.  I couldn't take her 
to McDonalds if I wanted. 

DAVID
Alright. Well, that's easy enough 
to fix. 

David slaps a hand on Willy's knee.

FADE OUT.

INT. RESTAURANT - EVENING

A crackling fire glows in the hearth of a warm romantic 
restaurant. Soft white lights, and candles further 
illuminate the room.

Sophia and Willy sport fine looking evening wear as they are 
led to table with white a table cloth and cloth napkins.  
Willy pulls out a chair for Sophia. She sits.

Willy seats himself and they are brought water glasses.

SOPHIA
Wow. Willy how can we afford this?  

WILLY
My dad gave me a little something 
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for a special occasion. 
WILLY (CONT'D)

SOPHIA
What's the occasion?

WILLY
You remember when I first brought 
you here?

SOPHIA
Yeah that was like our first or 
second date.

WILLY
Five years ago to the day.

The wait staff drops off a basket of warm bread.  Sophia 
reaches in and tears off a piece. 

SOPHIA
Wow. That long ago.

WILLY
Yup and I can't imagine life 
without you.

Sophia perks up. She is at full attention now. Willy pauses.

SOPHIA
Go on.

WILLY
Well...

Willy takes a sip from his water and swallows hard. Sophia 
fidgets in her seat. 

SOPHIA
Willy I think I know where this is 
going, but there is something...

The waiter interrupts.

WAITER
Would you like to hear about our 
specials? Or are you ready to 
order?

WILLY
I think we are going to need a 
minute.

 



WAITER
Take your time.

The waiter leaves.

WILLY
What were you saying?

SOPHIA
Nothing. 

WILLY
I was going to say... You mean the 
world ...

Willy's phone vibrates in his pocket. He ignores it. 

WILLY
I know I'm not perfect. Pretty far 
from it, but I...

Willy's phone vibrates again. He pulls it from his pocket, 
swipes to release the lock, and reads the screen. It 
reads...

WILLY, CALL ME. IT'S URGENT. IT'S 
ABOUT DAD, NINA.

Willy sets the phone down and looks at Sophia with a worried 
look.

WILLY
It's my dad. Something is wrong.

Willy stands, leaves the table and walks outside.  Sophia 
waits patiently, a concerned look apparent on her face. 

Willy returns moments later, his face full of shock and 
disbelief. He finds his way to the chair.

WILLY
I can't believe it. I just saw him 
two days ago.

SOPHIA
Oh my god Willy, what happened?

WILLY
He's gone. 
(beat)
I have to go.

 



FADE OUT

END OF ACT #1

START OF ACT #2

INT. CASINO/HOTEL LOBBY - NONDESCRIPT TIME OF DAY

A whir of mindless activity hums and buzzes as weekending 
tourists mill about.  The multicolored neon casts a hideous,  
sickly glow.

Willy stands in line for the desk, jacket slung over his 
shoulder, head down staring at the crazy patterns in the 
carpet, now worn and dirty.  His guitar case is parked by 
his side. 

Willy sees the feet in front of him shuffle off.  He lifts 
his head to see a jovial looking male HOTEL CLERK (30) 
dressed in a grey uniform emblazoned with a clover logo, 
smiling and waving him over. Willy grabs his case and steps 
to the desk, looking blank and expressionless.

HOTEL CLERK
Hello, and welcome to the 
Fitzgerald. Are you checking in?

WILLY
Yes.

HOTEL CLERK
Do you have a reservation with us?

WILLY
No, I wasn't exactly planning on my 
dad dying. 

HOTEL CLERK
I'm sorry to hear that sir. If 
there is anything we can do ...to 
...ease your loss, please let us 
know.

The hotel clerk types a few strokes on the keyboard in front 
of him.

HOTEL CLERK
Do you know how long you'll be 
staying with us?

WILLY
I have no idea. Let's just say a 
week.

 



HOTEL CLERK
Certainly, and if you need to stay 
longer just let us know, OK?

Willy exhales a heavy sigh.

WILLY
I reckon.

CUT TO:

INT. HOTEL HALLWAY/ROOM - NONDESCRIPT T.O.D.

Dim lighting barely illuminates a narrow hotel hallway. 
Willy, looking  weary, slides his key into the door. He 
hoists a case of cheap beer onto the sink, carefully places 
his guitar case into an armchair, throws a backpack on the 
floor and then falls backward onto the bed. He closes his 
eyes.

MATCH CUT TO:.

INT. FUNERAL HOME - EVENING

The pale closed eyelids of David appear cold, powdered and 
lifeless.  His cheeks falsely warmed with blush and lips 
stained of artificial life, give a ghostly appearance.  He 
is dressed in a pale grey suit and royal blue tie.

A pile of yellow roses adorn the white silk lined oak 
coffin. Many additional floral sprays and wreaths are placed 
tastefully around around the casket. 

Willy stands with his hands clasped, looking down at his 
deceased father. Willy's suit is almost a copy of his 
fathers except that Willy's suit is badly wrinkled and he 
wears a black tie.  

Willy bats his eyes as they become heavy with tears. From 
behind he feels a hand grasping around his forearm. Pulling 
herself to her feet from a wheelchair is IRIS (68). Iris 
wears a black dress, tight curly white hair, and a small 
strand of pearls. 

Willy quickly notices, and assists to her feet. He puts an 
arm around her shoulder. 

WILLY
Hi, Mom.

He gives her a hug and a quick peck on the cheek.

 



IRIS
(sobbing)

Oh Willy, I'm not ready to be a 
widow. 

WILLY
I know.

They stand side by side, motionless for a long moment. 

Iris begins to dab her eyes with a tissue that is already 
soaked and shredded. Willy offers a tissue from his pocket.

WILLY
I wished they didn't have to use so 
much makeup.  It just doesn't look 
like him. 

IRIS
He was just talking about our 
vacation trip the other day and 
now...

Iris becomes too emotional to speak.  Willy holds her even 
tighter. He feels another arm around Iris from the other 
side. There stands his sister, NINA (36) wearing a dark navy 
dress and simple shoes. Her face is red. Her eyes puffy. 

NINA
None of us are guaranteed another 
day. We have to make the best of it 
while we can. Take nothing for 
granted. 

Iris dabs her eyes again and takes a deep breath.

IRIS
I know. It just hurts so much.  
We've been together for so long.

(motioning back to her 
wheel chair)

Who is gonna take care of me now?

Willy looks at her, but can't hold the gaze. He casts his 
eyes downward

WILLY
We'll figure something out mom. I 
promise you're going to be taken 
care of. 

Nina casts a suspicious glance at Willy, but says nothing. 
The three of them pull together and stand motionless, 

 



holding each other and looking at David's lifeless body. 

 FADE OUT

INT. FUNERAL HOME LOBBY - EVENING

Iris, Nina and Willy stand in a processional line near the 
front door of the funeral home.  Friends and family pass 
before them offering handshakes and hugs.  The redundant 
phrases of "If there is anything we can do" and "Sorry for 
you loss" resound continually.

Willy nudges his sister.  She looks over to see Willy 
pulling a flask from his jacket pocket and giving her a nod.

NINA
(under her breath)

Jesus, can't you wait.

Willy shrugs.

NINA
Five minutes. We're almost done 
here. 

Willy returns the flash and reluctantly greets the last few 
attendees.

CUT TO:

INT. BAR - NIGHT

A typical watering hole full of promotional beer signs and 
sports games on wall mounted televisions is adorned by a 
half-full bar of regular townsfolk.

The back of the room finds Willy, his sister and a hand full 
of family gathered around several booths.  

Willy pours beer from a pitcher into a glass and attempts to 
pour a glass for a bald, portly man, JOHN (67).

 JOHN
No thanks.  Had to give it up a few 
years back.

Willy looks at John quizzically.

JOHN
The doctor said I was pre-diabetic.

 



WILLY
That sucks.  You doing ok 
otherwise?

JOHN
Oh you know... Not as froggy as I 
once was, but still ready to jump. 

Willy smiles and attempts to pour a beer for Nina. She pulls 
her glass back and covers it with the other hand.

NINA
No thanks, I'm not really feeling 
it tonight.

WILLY
You guys are going to make me drink 
alone?

Nina shifts her attention to John, putting her arm around 
his shoulder.

NINA
Uncle Johnnie, how are you?

JOHN
Doing good. And how bout you Nina?

NINA
I've got the IRS sending me nasty 
letters, but I'm not going down 
without a fight. 

JOHN
Uh oh, that doesn't sound good. 

NINA
Fuck 'em if they can't take a joke, 
huh?

JOHN
That's right.

John sucks the straw from an empty drink.

JOHN
I think I'm gonna get me another 
Coke.

Joah walks off and Nina shifts her attention to Willy. 

NINA
So where is Sophia?

 



WILLY
She should be here tomorrow.  She 
didn't have anyone to look after 
the horses on such short notice.

NINA
Ah, I see. So how long you planning 
on sticking around?

WILLY
'til I'm sick of this place.  Can I 
leave now?

NINA
Very funny smart ass. I'm the one 
who got stuck here being the good 
child, while you were  out 
galavanting around the country. 
Don't you think it's about time you 
took a little responsibility?

Willy shrugs, looks away and downs his beer.  

WILLY
I gotta take a piss. I'll be back.  
Grab another pitcher would ya?

Willy hands her a twenty and walks off while she stands 
there looking nonplussed.

INT. BAR RESTROOM - CONTINUOUS

Willy stands at the urinal staring straight ahead at 
miscellaneous graffiti and band stickers.   The door behind 
him opens. A tall man with thinning hair and wearing a fancy 
suit JT(65) enters.  From the reflection in the mirror Willy 
catches sight. Willy instantly looks down.  JT notices.

JT
Hey! Good to see you little Willy. 
How are you?

WILLY
I'm taking a piss if you don't 
mind.

JT
Sorry.  I'll catch up with you at 
the bar.

WILLY
Yeah.

 



Willy finishes, zips up and steps to the sink.  Willy looks 
over his shoulder contemptuously, washes his hands and exits 
the restroom.

INT. BAR - CONTINUOUS

Willy bustles through the crowd to join Nina and John at the 
back of the room. John is getting misty eyed.

JOHN
I'm sure gonna miss him.  He was 
the best brother a guy could ask 
for.

NINA
I know Johnnie. Me too.

John regains his composure a little bit. Willy grabs his 
glass from the table and fills it from the pitcher.

JOHN
I remember this one time he was 
gonna buy this '58 Chrysler from a 
used car joint.  We get in to test 
drive it and Dave asks the dealer 
if it burned any oil.  "Nope. Not a 
drop"  says the dealer.  When we 
looked out the rear view mirror the 
cloud of smoke was so thick the guy 
riding a bicycle on the sidewalk 
fell over. I'm not even kidding.

They all smile and chuckle. 

JOHN
That was our inside joke. "Burn any 
oil." "Huh uh, not a drop."

WILLY
Did you guys see JT walk in here?

Nina and John shake their heads.

NINA
Is he here?

WILLY
Yeah. The fucking nerve on that 
guy. Showing his face around here.

 



JOHN
Well, your dad did work for him for 
20 years.

WILLY
More like slave for him. 
(beat)
I think I'm gonna give that son of 
a bitch a piece of my mind. 

Willy storms off as JT is seen exiting the restroom. JT 
emerges shaking the water off his hands. Before Willy can 
say anything JT reaches out to offer a handshake, takes firm 
control of Willy's reluctant hand and slaps Willy on the 
back with the other hand. 

JT
I'm real sorry about your dad, kid. 
He was a good man.

Willy pulls his hand away. 

WILLY
Yeah, he was, but I can't for the 
life of me figure out why he put up 
with your shit for all those years.

JT
He needed to making a living just 
like anybody else.

WILLY
But he deserved better.  You worked 
him like a dog and made him beg for 
a measly little raise, while the 
rest of you assholes sat around 
enjoying your 2nd homes and exotic 
vacations.

JT
I can see you are upset.  Maybe you 
should just sit back down.

Willy looks over his shoulder back at Nina and John who are 
reluctantly looking on. Willy balls his hand into a fist and 
squints his watery eyes.  

In one quick motion Willy turns back to JT swinging with a 
wild haymaker that lands squarely on his jaw.  JT is sent 
sprawling, stumbling onto his back. Chairs and drinks are 
sent flying.  JT is shocked...stunned... 

 



WILLY
Fuck you, you greedy cocksucker. I 
hope you fuckin slide under a gas 
truck on the way home and end up 
choking to death on your own blood. 

CUT TO:

EXT. POLICE SQUAD CAR - NIGHT

A stoic, yet angry Willy sits motionless behind the glass 
and metal braces of a squad car.  He stares straight ahead, 
motionless.

On the sidewalk swaths of blue and red light wash over a 
PATROLMAN (38) who is taking a statement from JT, while JT 
holds an ice-pack on his jaw.  

PATROLMAN
And that's when he punched you?

JT
Yeah.  He sucker punched me.

PATROLMAN
Do you want to press charges?

JT 
You're damn right I do.  

PATROLMAN
OK. We'll finish taking your 
statement here and then you can 
head off to the emergency room to 
get checked out.

CUT TO:

INT. POLICE SQUAD CAR - NIGHT

Willy remains in the back seat. The driver's door opens. The 
patrolman sits, throws his clipboard on the seat, and 
removes his cap.  He puts his arm over the edge of the seat 
and turns to Willy.

PATROLMAN
You haven't changed much have you 
Willy?

WILLY
Do I know you?

 



PATROLMAN
(smiling)

Yeah, Don Jeffries.... Hug High?

WILLY
Oh yeah, now I remember. Damn that 
was a long time ago.

PATROLMAN
I heard you were a musician touring 
the world or something.

WILLY
Yeah, something like that.

PATROLMAN
Listen, I can see you've had a bit 
to drink. Your father just died and 
you needed to blow off some steam. 
I get it.

Willy hangs his head and nods.

PATROLMAN
But, you can't just go around 
socking people in the jaw.

WILLY
I know.

PATROLMAN
How 'bout I just drive you home and 
uh...
(picking up the clipboard)
somehow lose this report.

WILLY
I'd really appreciate it.

CUT TO:

INT. CHURCH CHAPEL - NOON

Bright sunlight through the stained glass window casts 
colored smears onto Willy's already sickly face.  His mother 
and sister stand next to him, wearing fresh formal dresses, 
while Willy is still dressed in the same wrinkled suit. They 
hold hymnals in front of them.

The strains of an organ resound along with all the attendees 
voices singing "How Great Thou Art." The song draws to a 
close and silence lingers in the air.  

 



A large, balding PASTOR in flowing robes steps to the altar.  
He motions for the crowd to be seated.  They do so with a 
slight rustle.

PASTOR
Friends. Family. and dear 
acquaintances, we are here today to 
honor the memory and say goodbye to 
David DeLaine.

Sniffles, shuffling, and the occasional cough echo 
throughout the cavernous chamber.

PASTOR
David was a good man. He was a 
patient, thoughtful son. He was a 
caring, concerned brother. He was a 
kind, loving husband. 

The pastor continues his eulogy.

PASTOR
A caring, nurturing father. He gave 
freely of himself and his time for 
the betterment of others. He lived 
as an example of love.

The pastor's voice echoes. Willy closes his eyes, shutting 
it all out. 

INT. CHURCH NARTHEX - NOON

Nina pushes  her mother's wheelchair  behind the procession 
of pallbearers. Her tear smudged makeup can't hide the green 
look on her face. She calls out to Willy who is the bearing 
the right, rear corner of the casket.

NINA
Pssshhht.  Willy.

Willy looks over his shoulder back at Nina. She looks 
sweaty; waves him back.  He taps the man next to him and 
passes of the rear of the casket to him. Before Willy can 
say a word...

NINA
Take Mom. I'm not feeling so good. 

Nina bolts with a hand covering her mouth. Willy and Iris 
both shake their head in concerned puzzlement, but trudge 

 



on.

EXT. CHURCH PARKING LOT - AFTERNOON

The parking lot has mostly cleared out. Willy and Nina 
linger behind a rusty Toyota. Willy lights a smoke and hands 
the pack to Nina.

NINA
No thanks.

WILLY
When did you become Mother Teresa 
all of the sudden?

NINA
I've got other things on my mind.

(beat)
And you should probably knock that 
shit off too, before you end up 
like Dad.  

WILLY
Yeah, I suppose. Sixty-five is way 
too young.

Willy takes a contemplative drag on his cigarette.

WILLY
Do you remember how he used to eat 
a whole package of bacon and call 
it dinner? 

Nina raises her eyebrows and rolls her eyes.

NINA
Yes, and he was still doing that as 
of last week. It's no wonder he had 
a massive heart attack. 

Willy shuffles and looks down at his feet and then back up 
at Nina?

WILLY
So what happened in there? I'm mean 
you've always been one to wear your 
feelings on your sleeve, but the 
way you ran out...

NINA
Uhh...well.... Uhhmm

Nina wrinkles her face into grimmace.

 



NINA
You know how I didn't drink last 
night...

The light of recognition goes off for Willy.

WILLY
Oh shit. You're pregnant. 

NINA
Yup.

WILLY
You don't exactly seem pleased. How 
long have you known?

NINA
A couple weeks. I'd been seeing 
this guy Dave for a while... great 
guy and all... We usually use 
protection, but one of those 
drunken nights, ya know?

WILLY
Wow! What are you gonna do?

NINA
I suppose I'll do what any single, 
woman in her thirties dating an 
irresponsible, afraid of 
commitment, middle-aged man would 
do... I'll just suck it up and 
figure it out.

WILLY
Damn.

NINA
Damn is right, and I'm really gonna 
need you to help with mom.  You 
know dad did everything for her. 

WILLY
Yeah.

NINA
Yeah, you'll help? Or are you just 
placating me?

WILLY
Placate... That's a big word for a 
comic book store owner.

 



NINA
Fuck off, now you're just being an 
asshole.

Nina jams her hands into her coat pockets.

NINA
You know it always amazed me... how 
you used to write these great songs 
about being the hero and standing 
up for what is right and now all 
your songs are just about being 
some sad sack loser. It's like life 
imitating art.

WILLY
(sighing)

I reckon you're right.  We about 
done here? I've got drinking to do.

Nina just shakes her head. 

WILLY
I'll call you later this week, huh?

NINA
I'll be waiting with baited breath.

Willy walks off,  loosens his tie, pulls it off over his 
head and stuffs it in his pocket.

E/I. PARKING RAMP - LATE AFTERNOON

A tall, leggy redhead PATTY(37) hurriedly stomps up to the 
elevator in the corner of a casino parking ramp, wearing 
high heels that would trip up most mortals.  She carries a 
handful of clothes slung over her purse. She pokes at the 
call button repeatedly.

PATTY
Come on!

Willy staggers down the dirty, grungy sidewalk that adjoins 
the parking ramp.  He drunkenly mumbles to himself.

WILLY
Didn't even get to... fuhhgin enjoy 
bein retired.

A cell phone rings from the recesses of Patty's purse. She 
switches the clothes to her other arm and digs into her 

 



purse. She fumbles trying to find it. Eventually she pulls 
it out, but as she does so a tube of lipstick falls to the 
ground and rolls out on to the sidewalk. Just as she steps 
forward to retrieve the lipstick, the elevator doors open. 
She stops in her tracks not sure which way to go.

PATTY
Hello... Yeah I know I'm late... 

Willy wanders up to the lipstick, picks it up and stands 
dumbfounded.  He watches on.

PATTY
I'll be right in... as soon as... 
Oh fer chrissakes ... 2 fuckin 
minutes. 

Patty scowls and tosses the phone back in her purse. She 
turns her attention to Willy.

Willy outstretches his hand holding the tube.

WILLY
Boss man giving you the business?

PATTY
You could say that.

WILLY
Why don't you tell 'em to get bent?

PATTY
Easier said than done. I've got 
these things called bills.. you 
ever heard of 'em?

Willy slurs.

WILLY
Try not to. It's easier being 
oblivious.

PATTY
Apparently. 

Patty grabs the lipstick from his outstretched hand.

PATTY
Thanks.  

WILLY
Welcome.

 



PATTY
I gotta run.

WILLY
OK. Nice meeting you.

PATTY
Uh-huh.

Patty buries the lipstick away and ducks into the elevator. 
Willy stands on looking blankly. He eventually shrugs and 
walks off.

INT. CASINO BAR - MOMENTS LATER

A smoky, mostly-empty casino floor murmurs with a the 
occasional buzz, beep and ding of the slot machines. The 
patrons wander and smoke like dead eyed zombies. 

Willy wanders in and heads for the restroom.  He returns 
moments later and grabs a seat at the end of the bar.  He 
hunches over and reaches into his pocket, pulling out a well 
worn leather wallet.

The nonplussed bartender who had been dialing in the sports 
game on the TV for the lone patron notices Willy.

BARTENDER
Be right there, champ.

WILLY
No hurry. 

Willy fumbles with a pack of cigarettes and lights one.

BARTENDER
What can I get ya?

WILLY
PBR and a shot.

BARTENDER
Of what?

WILLY
Whatever is cheap.

BARTENDER
OK, bud.

The bartender turns his back to Willy and grabs a bottle of 
cheap whiskey off the shelf.

 



Willy reaches across the waitress station for an ashtray, as 
he does he bumps into a beverage tray being set down by 
Patty, now in full cocktail waitress attire.

PATTY
Hey.

WILLY
Oh.. sorry.

Willy looks up to see Patty doing her best friendly customer 
service smile, heavily tinged with sarcasm. 

PATTY
Well. If it isn't Mr. Carefree. 
What brings you in today?

WILLY
Thirsty.

Willy knocks back his shot, washes it down with the beer and 
winks at her.  

PATTY
I see that.

Patty turns her attention to the bartender.

PATTY
Hey Mack, I need to two Jack and 
Cokes, a Mich golden and a vodka 
Red-Bull.

BARTENDER
You got it.

Willy looks her up and down noticing the high cut spandex 
body suit that showcases her curves.

WILLY
Wow. That's some get up. 

Patty flips the lapel on his now tie-less suit.

PATTY
You too.  Did you have a court date 
or something?

Willy takes a pull on his beer.

WILLY
No.... funeral...  My dad's.

 



PATTY
Shit. Sorry. 

WILLY
S'aright.  We all gotta go 
sometime, huh?

PATTY
I suppose, but I'm really sorry. I 
had no idea. 

WILLY
Really it's OK.

The bartender places the last drink on the tray. 

BARTENDER
There you go Patty.

PATTY
(to Willy)

I gotta run these out, but I'll 
stop back and check on you in a 
bit. OK?... maybe I can buy you a 
shot or something.

WILLY
Yeah. Sure, that'd be great.

Patty hoists the drink tray and saunters out on to the 
casino floor. Willy watches on vaguely interested, before 
turning back to staring aimlessly at the flat screen TV 
behind the bar. 

INT. CASINO BAR - LATER

Patty's walk has slowed. She returns once again with an 
empty tray.  Several empty shot glasses and beer bottles are 
lined up in front of Willy, who is now face down on the bar. 

Patty sets her tray down.

PATTY
Jesus Mack, don't you know enough 
to clear away the empties?

BARTENDER
He was ordering two at a time and 
knocking 'em back faster than I 
could clear 'em off.

Patty shakes her head and nudges Willy's shoulder. He 

 



grumbles incoherently.

PATTY
Alright, let's get him out of here. 

Patty hooks a hand under his arm and attempts to stand him 
up. He barely moves.

BARTENDER
He said something about staying 
over at the Fitz.  Should we call a 
cab?

Willy sits upright, wobbling a bit but suddenly cognizant. 

WILLY
Fuhhhgg no. I dohn neeeed uh cab.

Willy slides off the bar stool and on to his feet. One 
unsure step after the other, he weaves his way through the 
casino floor and out the front door.

 

INT. HOTEL ROOM - AFTERNOON

A dark hotel room with an unmade bed. The sound of a shower 
running and someone being sick in the bathroom

Willy emerges wearing a t-shirt and jeans, his hair still 
damp. His eyes are bloodshot and his face unshaven.  He 
grabs a beer from the sink and cracks it open.

WILLY
Ugh. Warm.

Chokes it back regardless. 

Willy spies the guitar case laying on the floor and grabs 
it. He sets his beer on the nightstand and pops the latches. 
He pulls the instrument from it's case and it falls 
familiarly onto his lap. 

He strums a few familiar chords, adding a few intricate 
finger picking bits for flavor.  Begins humming along.

WILLY
I'm all alone. I can't go home.
This dirty road is all I've known.
Burnin all the bridges.
Face down in a ditch. 

Willy repeats the section several times, always getting hung 
up on the last line. A knock is heard at the door. Willy 

 



stops strumming and looks at the door angrily.

WILLY
Go away! I don't need anything. 

Another, louder knock. Willy sets the guitar on the bed and 
heads for the door.

WILLY
(mumbling)

Jesus Christ!

He opens the door to find a slightly annoyed Patty standing 
there, wearing street clothes, holding a wallet. 

PATTY
You left this behind.

WILLY
Oh. Sorry. Thanks.

Willy reaches out for the wallet. She hands it to him. 

PATTY
Who were you talking to in there?

WILLY
Oh... Uh... I.. I'm a songwriter.

Patty peeks her head around his shoulder to see the guitar 
on the bed.

PATTY
No shit. Me too. 

WILLY
Well I'm not really getting 
anywhere with it today. 

PATTY
Maybe you should try it when you're 
sober. 

WILLY
Nope. Do my best work when I'm a 
little fucked up.

PATTY
Well you were plenty fucked up last 
night. How'd that work out for you?

WILLY
It didn't.  Passed right out.

 



PATTY
OK, well I'm gonna let you get to 
it. I have errands to run, but feel 
free to stop by and I'll buy you 
that drink I promised.

WILLY
Will do.

Willy indicates with the wallet.

WILLY
Thanks again.

Patty smiles and leaves. He watches for a moment and then 
lets the door close. He wanders back. Finishes the remaining 
beer.  Grabs a fresh one from the sink and cracks it. 

On the way back to his guitar he catches sight of himself in 
the mirror, grimaces.

He sits beside the guitar, eventually picking it up.

He strums the same chords, now even more disjointed. He 
tries adding in a new one... slowing down... speeding up... 
playing harder... playing softer...  Finally he tosses the 
guitar aside in frustration.  

WILLY
Fuck it.

He lays back on the bed, closes his eyes and pulls the can 
to his lips.

EXT. CITY SIDEWALK - AFTERNOON

Willy wears a beat up flannel shirt and work boots. With 
hands jammed in his pockets he wanders down the sidewalk, 
ducking into every little local dive bar he can find.  From 
each one he emerges moments later, squinting at the sun 
getting lower in the sky each time.

E/I. CASINO SPORTS BOOK- EARLY EVENING

Willy staggers, sloppy drunk.  He meanders to back of the 
casino and makes it as far as the sports book.  He spots an 
open chair. Plops down.

A grizzled old man, HARRY (85), chews on a cigar butt in the 

 



next desk/chair, a pair of wire rim glasses pushed up on the 
crown of his head.  Harry momentarily glares over his 
shoulder at Willy, before returning to his folded newspaper. 
He circles several listings on the sports page. 

Willy leans his head on the back of his hand, wiping his 
mouth, all the while swaying like a sailor. 

Harry notices the unsteady behavior.

HARRY
You look like you could use this.

Harry hands him a glass of clear liquid. Willy grabs it and 
takes a swallow. He stops mid-sip.  

WILLY
What is this?

HARRY
Water.

Willy raises an eyebrow lazily. 

WILLY
Water? You're in the land of twenty 
four hour bars and you're drinking 
water?

HARRY
Yup. Gotta stay sharp. That's how 
they get ya, you know. 

WILLY
Who?

HARRY
The casinos... You get drunk, you 
make rash decisions and the next 
thing you know you don't have a 
dime to your name. 

WILLY
Well I guess I fooled 'em.

Harry sets the cigar stub down in the ashtray.

HARRY
How's that?

WILLY
Already drank up all my money.

 



HARRY
Well, that's just fantastic. Now 
what?

WILLY
I go up to my room and drink some 
more. 

HARRY
What about when you wake up 
tomorrow?

WILLY
With any luck I won't.

HARRY
Jesus, son.  I don't know if you're 
joking, but that ain't funny. 

(beat)
I can't tell you how many folks 
I've lost over the years that would 
give anything for one more day.

Harry looks down and shakes his head, while Willy gazes 
blankly at him.

HARRY
And here you are..  just pissing it 
away.

Willy becomes self-conscious for a second and quickly 
changes the subject, pointing to Harry's betting tickets 
piled up on the desk. 

WILLY
So you winning?

HARRY
I'm barely losing... which is more 
than I can say for you. I've seen 
types like you before and unless 
you do something to turn it 
around... A good woman or some 
sense of purpose.. well... It 
usually doesn't turn out so well.

WILLY
I've got a woman, but she doesn't 
seem to notice when I'm around. 

 



HARRY
Maybe she thinks the same of you. 

(beat)
Speaking of which.. I better get 
going.  The wife was supposed to be 
cooking pot roast.

Harry chews his cigar butt for a moment stopping to consider 
things for a moment.

HARRY
You want to come along? You look 
like you could use a good home 
cooked meal.

Willy knocks back the remainder of his beer.

WILLY
That's awfully nice of you mister.

HARRY
Harry.... Harry Denton. You can 
just call me Harry.

Harry extends his hand. Willy reaches in with a firm, if 
somewhat wobbly handshake.

WILLY
The name's Willy DeLaine.

HARRY
Nice meeting you, Willy... Well,  I 
gotta go and you should go sleep it 
off.

WILLY
Maybe. 

HARRY
And call your woman huh?

WILLY
Yeah. 

Harry scoops up his newspaper and tickets, placing them in 
the pocket of the Member's only jacket he is wearing.  He 
saunters off, on old unsteady legs.   Willy watches 
speechless for a moment. before standing.

Willy pushes the chair in and heads straight for the bar. 
When he reaches the nearest stool he crams his hands in his 
pockets one by one, all coming up empty except for a room 
key.   

 



The bartender looks curiously at him. Willy shrugs before 
turning to leave.

INT. HOTEL ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

The darkness of the room is only lit be the glow of a tiny, 
flashing red LED on the back of the telephone.  The sound of 
a keycard sliding into a keyslot is heard, followed by the 
beep of granted access. 

Willy staggers in and throws the keycard down. He spots the 
light on the telephone, but first ducks into the bathroom to 
relieve himself. 

Moments later he emerges zipping up. He grabs a seat at the 
desk and pulls the phone receiver to his ear. Several 
moments pass as he reads the instructions. Eventually he 
figures it out and presses several buttons to replay the 
message. He sits motionless, expressionless as the message 
plays.

SOPHIA
(V.O.)

Hey Willy, It's Soph.  I'm really 
sorry I couldn't be there for the 
funeral. I couldn't just leave the 
horses on such short notice and 
Curly has been sick. The vet came 
out and gave him some antibiotics 
yesterday. He's doing better. 

(beat)
I really miss you.  You've been on 
the road forever and then this. 

(beat)
I feel like I should be there for 
you. I want to come visit you but -  

The message is terminated before it can finish as Willy sets 
the receiver back in it's cradle. He hangs his head for a 
moment and then crawls onto the bed, curling into a half 
fetal position on his side.  An unopened ring box remains on 
the nightstand. 

INT. HOTEL ROOM - AFTERNOON

Willy grumbles to life as the sound of the ice machine 
clanks from down the hall. A small sliver of sunlight pushes 
through a crack in the drapes. 

Willy slowly makes his way to the sink and digs through a 

 



pile of empties.  He comes up empty handed. He grabs the 
cardboard beer box and overturns. Nothing. He wanders back 
to the bed, reaching for the drawyer on the nightstand. He 
pulls out a half empty pint bottle of whiskey.

WILLY
That'll have to do. 

He knocks back a slug with a grimace and reaches for his 
guitar. He strums the familiar chords and attempts to find 
the words again...

WILLY
I'm all alone. I can't go home.
This dirty road is all I've known.
Burnin all the bridges.
God damn it I'm sick. 

He chokes and starts coughing on the last line, setting the 
guitar back down.

He stands and slides on a pair of dirty jeans. Rifling 
through the pockets he comes up empty.  Shaking his head he 
tosses the guitar in it's case and heads out the door with 
it under his arm. 

INT. PAWN SHOP. - AFTERNOON

A shaggy headed employee NICK (30), cradles a phone up to 
his ear.  He scratches notes on a piece of paper, resting on 
a glass case full of jewelry, tools and  electronics. 

NICK
Yes, we can take a partial 
payment... No, we don't take credit 
cards.. cash only. 

(beat)
Alright, we're open 'til 8.

Nick hangs up the phone to see a bleary eyed Willy standing 
in front the case, guitar in hand. 

NICK
Hey what can we do for you today?

WILLY
I'm a little strapped on cash. I 
was hoping to pawn this.

Willy hands the case to Nick, who sets it on the counter and 
begins popping the latches.

 



NICK
What do we have here?

Nick lifts it gently from it's case, looking at the 
headstock.

NICK
A Martin. Nice guitar.

WILLY
Thanks. I've had it... A long time.

Nick flips the guitar over to look at the serial number on 
the back of the headstock. He notices the remnants of a set 
list taped to the back of the body.  It reads...

No Place I'd Rather Be
Another Lonely Night
Blacked Out

The remainder of the note is completely wore off. 

Nick looks at quizzically for a moment before peering over 
the guitar at Willy. 

NICK
Wait a minute... Aren't you?...

Willy seems half amazed that anyone would know him and half 
dumbfounded. 

WILLY
That one guy who's trying to drink 
himself to death? Yeah, that's me.  

NICK
No.. .Willy...uh Willy..

WILLY
DeLaine. Do I know you?

NICK
I don't think so, but I saw you 
play, years ago at the Fifth Street 
Bar.  You were incredible.

Willy is mildly pleased with the recognition. Nick sets the 
guitar back in the case. 

WILLY
Yeah?

 



NICK
Yeah. I thought you were amazing. 
I've bought a couple of your albums 
and still listen to 'em from time 
to time. 

WILLY
No shit. Well you are among a 
select FEW. Anyway, I need some 
dough so can we just do this.

Willy motions toward the guitar. Nick looks mildly 
disgusted.

NICK
I can't let you do that.

WILLY
What?

NICK
Pawn your guitar... Listen I don't 
say this very often cause it's my 
job and all, but this pawn shop 
business is ... well ...Predatory. 
It's ugly man.

WILLY
I know, but I need some dough, ya 
dig?

Nick reaches into his back pocket and pulls out several 
bills. He pushes them forward towards Willy.

NICK
Here, take this. It's forty bucks. 
I know it's not a lot, but consider 
it a token of appreciation for your 
art.

Willy reluctantly goes to accept the bills, but stops.

WILLY
Come on. I can't take your money.

NICK
No. Take it. Please. 

Nick forces the bills into Willy's hand and begins buttoning 
the guitar case back up.  Willy shakes his head exasperated, 
not knowing what to say. 

Nick reaches into his shirt pocket and produces a business 

 



card. He extends it to Willy.

NICK
If you want you could probably make 
some money tomorrow night. My buddy 
Rick has a weekly open mic over at 
Schmidts Tavern. For someone of 
your talents I'm sure we could pass 
around a collection if you were 
willing to play a set.

Willy takes the business card and inspects it.

WILLY
I guess I could think about doing 
that.

Willy puts the card in his pocket. 

NICK
You should. I'll be there and if 
you think you can make it I'll 
spread the word. 

WILLY
Thanks kid. I'll see what I can do. 

Willy picks up the guitar case and heads for the door.  Nick 
stands looking a bit star-struck as the doorbell dings.

EXT. SIDEWALK - MOMENTS LATER

Willy leaves the pawn shop, strolling casually down the 
sidewalk, crumpled bills in one hand and guitar case in the 
other. He reaches the middle of the block before hearing 
heavy footsteps approaching from behind.

He turns over his shoulder to see two dirty, toothless bums 
closing their distance. They are uncomfortably close. 

Before he has a chance to say or do anything, a blinding 
white hot punch to the back of the head sends him sprawling 
to the pavement. His guitar flies out of his hand, 
skittering to a stop several feet in front of him.

One of the bums leaps over Willy, snags the guitar and runs 
off, disappearing down a nearby alley.  

A boot stomps down on Willy's forearm. His fingers are pried 
open and the money ripped from his hand.  Willy looks up to 
see a hideous face grinning at him.

 



WILLY
Hey. What the fuh--

Before he can finish, the boot lifts from his arm, quickly 
cocks back and bashes into his eye socket.

SMASH CUT TO WHITE:

INT. DINING ROOM - AFTERNOON

A golden telephone hanging on a wood panelled wall rings out 
several times before Brad emerges from a back room wearing 
paint splattered overalls.

He nabs a roll of paper towels off the table, spins off a 
few sheets, wipes his hands and grabs the phone.

BRAD
Hello.

(beat)
Who is this?

INT. SUPERMARKET - CONTINUOUS

Willy sits slumped down with his back against a wall, the 
cord of a payphone stretched down to his ear.  His face is 
purple and swolen. He speaks lowly and in pain.

WILLY
It's Willy you boob. 

BRAD(O.C.)
What's goin on? Everything OK?

WILLY
(coughing)
Not exactly. 

BRAD(O.C.)
I heard your dad passed. I'm real 
sorry, Willy. He was a good man and 
I know how much me meant to you.

WILLY
Thanks bud, but I'm in bad shape 
right now and I need your help.

BRAD(O.C.)
Uh. Okay. You know I'm always gonna 
be there for you. You're like a 
brother to me, but what's goin on?

 



WILLY
I got mugged. They took my guitar 
too. 

BRAD(O.C.)
Jesus. Are you OK?

WILLY
I think so. My head hurts like a 
son of a bitch, but I'll be OK.

BRAD(O.C.)
What can I do for you?

WILLY
I need some money. I'm broke.

INT. DINING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

An equally paint splattered Dawn sneaks up behind Brad. She 
wraps her arm up and around him, pulling him down and 
kissing his neck.

DAWN
Who is it?

BRAD
(turning and whispering)

It's Willy. I think he's in 
trouble.

BRAD
(turning back to the 
phone)

I don't know how much we can afford 
right now Willy. We're trying to 
get a nursery set up, but I'll do 
what I can.

WILLY (O.C.)
Thanks. I appreciate it.  I'm 
sitting here at a Western Union.

BRAD
Alright, I'll have something to you 
soon.

Brad hangs up the phone and turns to pull Dawn into a full 
embrace. He kisses her gently.

 



DAWN
Is he OK?

BRAD
I don't know. I'm worried. 

DAWN
You're a good man and a good 
friend, but sometimes he brings 
this on himself.

BRAD
I can't walk away from him now. His 
dad just died.

They smile smile graciously at one another. 

INT. CASINO BAR - NON DESCRIPT T.O.D.

Sophia hunches over a cup of steaming coffee, talking into a 
cell phone, luggage at her feet.

SOPHIA
I'm worried about him. I know he 
called Brad and asked for money.

(beat)
He's not in his room and he's not 
answering his phone.

Patty in her usual cocktail waitress attire approaches from 
behind, setting her drink tray on the bar waits patiently 
for the bartender. 

SOPHIA
What's that? 

(beat)
I think we're breaking up. We must 
have a bad connection. 

(beat)
Hello?

Sophia pulls the phone away from her ear and looks at the 
screen.

SOPHIA
Shit.

Sophia tosses the phone in her purse.

PATTY
You sound like you could use a 

(MORE)

 



drink. Let me buy you one?
PATTY (CONT'D)

Sophia turns to look over her shoulder at this cocktail 
waitress whom she has never seen before.

SOPHIA
No thanks. I don't drink.

Sophia gestures with her coffee cup, smiles a sarcastic 
smile, and turns away.

Patty looks around to make sure no one is within earshot.

PATTY
Well if you need some Xanax...  I 
might be able to help you out. 

Sophia slides off the chair and on to her feet. She shakes 
her head as she walks past Patty.

SOPHIA
I think I'll be just fine.

(under her breath as she 
walks away)

Jesus. Where the hell am I?

Patty hears this.

PATTY
You're in the land of the lost 
honey.  You just better hope he's 
not fucking anyone else. 

Sophia just keeps on walking, heading for the exterior 
doors.

Patty returns her attention to the empty drink tray and the 
bartender.

PATTY
Double jack and coke, please.

Moments later the drink appears on her tray and she saunters 
away, making her way through the barrage of retirees and 
zombified patrons on the casino floor.  Eventually she comes 
to the edge of the casino floor, where Willy is planted in 
front of a lone slot machine.  He downs the remainder of a 
drink in his hand, just as Patty arrives.

PATTY
Here you go. 

They exchange glasses. Willy pulls a small wad of bills out 

 



of his shirt pocket. He rifles through the pile and hands 
her a fiver. 

PATTY
Thanks.

WILLY
You're welcome. 

PATTY
You winning today?

WILLY
Barely losing. 

PATTY
Well that's not so bad I guess. 

Willy unfolds one of the bills in his hand and slides it 
into the machine. Patty gestures toward his purple, swollen 
face.

PATTY
I really think you ought to get 
checked out by a doctor.

WILLY
Meh. I'm fine.

Willy hits the Max Bet button and the reels spin their 
dance. Willy gestures with his drink.

WILLY
Couple more of these and I won't 
feel anything.

PATTY
Say the word and I'll get you a 
couple Oxy's.

Before Willy can react, the fifth reel on the slot machine 
drops into place and a whole row of jackpot symbols has 
lined up straight across the screen. A "BIG WIN" logo 
flashes and the credit meter begins rolling up wildly. 

They both stare at the screen transfixed.

WILLY
Holy shit!

Patty grasps his shoulder.

 



PATTY
You lucky dog.

The bells and whistles are going off. Willy looks around to 
see how much attention is being drawn.  A few curious 
onlookers gaze his way, but soon get bored and move on. 

The bells finally quit. The total win shows $1199.

PATTY
You really got lucky.

Willy looks up at her.

PATTY
Anything over twelve hundred bucks 
and they have to take taxes out.

WILLY
No shit?

PATTY
Yeah. They still have to come over 
and do a hand pay, but no taxes.

WILLY
That's cool.

PATTY
They'll send you out with a bundle 
of cash. So make sure you don't get 
rolled, huh?

WILLY
You want to run security detail for 
me?

PATTY
What?

WILLY
I could use a friend to help me 
spend some of this dough and you 
seem to know your way around pretty 
well.

PATTY
I do get off in about forty five 
minutes.

WILLY
Swell. Meet you at the bar?

 



PATTY
Cool. I better get going and let 
you collect your money.

Patty wanders off as a casino floor manager with a clipboard 
in hand wanders over their way. 

INT. CASINO BAR - MOMENTS LATER

Willy sits at the bar with a big grin on his face and a 
drink in hand. Patty approaches from behind, now in street 
clothes and carrying her uniform.

She drapes an arm around him.

PATTY
You ready to take me out and show 
me a good time?

Willy almost jumps to his feet.

WILLY
Hell yeah. Let's get out of here.

They walk out together, an odd couple as she is almost a 
head taller without heels.

INT. HOTEL ROOM - MORNING

A pile of empties litter the room, as do the clothes of 
Willy and Patty. He snores softly. She has her arm draped 
across his naked torso. 

He stirs, wakes and makes his way to the bathroom. Upon 
returning he sits on the edge of the bed, rubbing his eyes.

Patty wakes, looks at him and smiles. She yawns and 
stretches. Upon looking at the bedside digital clock her 
expression changes to shock.

PATTY
Oh shit. 

She springs from the bed and starts gathering her clothing, 
while Willy looks on puzzled.

PATTY
My shift starts in a half hour. 

 



He remains unfazed. She slides on a her pants and slips a 
blouse over her head. She heads for the door and stops 
momentarily before leaving.

PATTY
I guess you know where to find me 
if you want to hang out again. 

WILLY
I do and I will.

The door closes behind her. Willy crawls back into bed and 
pulls the sheet up under his chin.

INT. HOTEL ROOM - AFTENOON.

The stripe of light from the crack in the drapes now extends 
across the other side of the room. Willy lays sprawled 
across the bed.

A pounding knock comes from the door. Willy sits up, rubs 
the sleep from his eyes and staggers to the door. 

He releases the catch mechanism and opens the door to find a 
very relieved Sophia waiting with a small suitcase by her 
side. She chokes up on on seeing his face.

SOPHIA
Oh, Willy. What the hell happened 
to your face?

Willy pulls her in to a willing embrace.

WILLY
Ahh, I got robbed. It's no big 
deal. I'm fine really. 

SOPHIA
Oh my god. Willy.

She lays her head on his chest. He holds her tight for a 
minute before reaching out for her bag and wheels it into 
the room. He gestures back at her.

WILLY
Come on in. 

She enters and the door closes behind them. 

He parks the bag next to the dresser and tosses half a dozen 
empty cans into the trash bin.

 



WILLY
Sorry bout the mess. 

SOPHIA
You sure you're OK? 

WILLY
I'll be fine.

Willy guides her by the shoulder and sits her down on the 
bed, sitting beside her. 

SOPHIA
I've been so worried about you.  I 
should have been here for you, but 
I couldn't leave the horses, with 
Curly being sick.

WILLY
(interrupting)

I know. I got your message.
(beat)

I don't know what to tell you. I 
should have called you back. I 
guess I've been wrapped up in my 
own head... Or trying to stay out 
of it.

Sophia looks around at all the proof of a drunkards rampage.

SOPHIA
Apparently.

WILLY
I know you're not proud of me and 
being sober like you are, it's not 
easy to be with someone like me.

SOPHIA
I love you Willy and I know what 
you are going through.

WILLY
Really? Both your parents are still 
around and functioning.

SOPHIA
You don't think I know what it's 
like to lose someone? You may not 
have known me then, but when my 
brother died I went on a three week 
bender that nearly killed me. 
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WILLY
I guess some of us handle our booze 
better than others.

Sophia slides herself several feet away from him.

SOPHIA
You fucking asshole. 

Willy instantly regrets his words.

WILLY
Sorry. I guess this isn't the right 
time for humor. 

SOPHIA
No, it's not. I came here because I 
care about you and I won't allow 
you to pull this avoidance and 
deflection crap.

WILLY
So what do you recommend?

Before Sophia can answer the hotel phone blares its 
obnoxious tone. It rings twice before Willy can slide over 
and pick it up.

WILLY
Hello?

(beat)
Yeah. I can be there.

SOPHIA
(whispering)

Who is it?

Willy covers the receiver with his hand.

WILLY
It's my sister.

SOPHIA
I'm gonna pee. 

Sophia disappears into the bathroom, while Willy continues 
the conversation. 

WILLY
Mmmm Hmmm. 

(beat)
Yeah that's fine. I'm sure it's 
lovely. 
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Sophia returns holding a pair of red women's panties 
dangling from one outstretched finger.

SOPHIA
What the fuck?

WILLY
Can I call you back? 

Willy hangs up the phone. 

EXT. LIQUOR STORE - EVENING

Sophia wanders up to the store front in a daze, her luggage 
in tow. She gazes through the glass store front window at 
all the glistening bottles lined up on the back wall and 
licks her lips.

She turns away with her head down and plops down on a nearby 
bus stop bench. She pulls out a phone and dials. Waits. 
Hangs up and dials again.

SOPHIA
Jen? I really wished you would 
answer your phone.  I need you. I 
don't know what I'm doing here. 
Willy cheated on me.

(beat)
...so I told him. I told him 
everything. 

She sniffles and wipes her nose on her sleeve. 

SOPHIA
I don't know what to do now. I want 
to drink so bad. Please call me 
back.

She hangs up and tosses the phone in her bag. She looks 
around at an empty sidewalk, devoid of all life and tears 
up. 

She wipes her nose one more time before standing up and 
charging into the liquor store, leaving her luggage next to 
the bench.

She returns moments later, brown paper bag in hand. From her 
coat pocket she produces an iPod and inserts the earbuds. 
She queues up Elliot Smith's King's Crossing and pulls her 
knees up to her chest. She spins the cap off the bottle in 
the paper bag and begins chugging, downing nearly half the 

 



bottle.

EXT. SIDEWALK - MOMENTS LATER

Sophia staggers down semi-busy downtown casino sidewalks, 
dodging straggling tourists, late night revellers, and 
buskers. She drags the luggage in one hand while drinking 
with the other, making no attempt to hide her public 
consumption. 

A jacked up Jeep full of riotous rednecks rolls by. The 
young men whistle, hoot, and holler at her. She downs the 
remainder of the bottle and tosses it at the vehicle.

The bottle crashes in the street.

She continues on. A blur of neon, flashing marquee lights, 
hideous faces, and revving motorcycles. All the while the 
song continues to play.

EXT. ALLEYWAY - MOMENTS LATER

Sophia ditches into a dark alley. She leans an outstretched 
arm against a dumpster to steady herself. She makes her way 
to the back of the dumpster, unbuckles her pants and squats. 

The splash and splatter of a heavy urine stream trickles 
across the alley.  She wobbles back and forth, losing her 
balance and falls backward into her own piss. 

She manages to get her pants pulled halfway up, before 
curling up on a bag of garbage and passing out. 

INT. COUNTY JAIL - MORNING

In an orange jumpsuit looking haggard, Sophia leans against 
a mortar brick wall painted white. She has the receiver of a 
pay phone against her ear. She sighs and closes her eyes. 

INT. HOTEL ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Willy lays face down on the bed, still in yesterday's 
clothes.  The phone beside the the rings incessantly. Willy 
lifts his head, reaches over and unplugs the cord from the 
back of the phone. 

INT. COUNTY JAIL - CONTINUOUS

Sophia hangs up the phone and retrieves the change from the 
slot.

SOPHIA
Damn it Willy. 
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She sticks the coins back in slot, one at a time and puts 
the receiver back to her ear. 

INT. HOTEL ROOM - CONTINUOUS

A cell phones buzzes in Willy's back pocket. He groggily 
reaches for and silences it. He tosses it on the nightstand.

INT. COUNTY JAIL - CONTINUOUS

Sophia stands there looking frustrated and dejected.  

WILLY(V.O.)
Leave your message at the beep.

Tone and momentary silence. Sophia turns away from the noise 
and commotion in the room, facing the wall. 

SOPHIA
Willy. I really wished you would 
pick up. This isn't how things were 
supposed to go.

A guard walks past the row of phones. The cell bars separate 
Sophia from the other prisoners.

MATCH CUT TO:

INT. BUS - AFTERNOON

The window bars hold a row of tinted glass. Sophia sits 
three rows back from the front, staring blankly ahead. 

SOPHIA (CONT'D  V.O.)

I'm so sorry for how things went 
down. I never meant to hurt you and 
I don't think you meant to hurt me 
either.

A wide expanse of Alpine mountains scroll by outside the 
window. Sophia stares blankly out the window.

SOPHIA(CONT'D V.O.)
I've just spent the night in jail. 

(beat)
I fell off the wagon. Hard.  I'm 
heading back to treatment. I'll 
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call you in a few.
SOPHIA(CONT'D V.O.) (CONT'D)

(beat)
I think we still have something...

JAIL GUARD (V.O.)
Time's up. Let's go. 

SOPHIA (V.O.)
I have to go. Please call me.

Sophia pulls her hood up over her head and leans against the 
window, closing her eyes. 

EXT. GRAVEYARD - MORNING

Birds chirp and a light breeze whispers through the tall 
pines of a quiet cemetery. Willy stands with hands jammed in 
his pockets, his collar turned up in front of a mound of 
fresh dirt.

He looks down at the yet to be marked grave.

WILLY
Hey there old man, wished you were 
still around.

He kicks at the dirt. A crow lands on a nearby tree branch 
and caws loudly. 

WILLY(CONT'D)
Sixty-five just doesn't seem like 
long enough. I'm not far behind and 
honestly...

The sun disappears behind a dark, heavy cloud. The crow 
continues cawing.

WILLY(CONT'D)
I've done nothing with my life. At 
least nothing you'd be proud of. 

Willy is interrupted by the sound of a closing car door. He 
turns around to see Nina exiting her rusty blue Buick, with 
a bundle of blue irises and yellow daisies in hand. 

She approaches Willy who just stays put, running his hand 
through his hair.

WILLY
Hi.

 



NINA
Good to see you. Thanks for showing 
up. 

WILLY
Of course. Just having a chat with 
the old man... catching up. 

NINA
Oh?

She lays the flowers at the head of the grave. 

WILLY
Yeah. He's not real talkative 
today. 

NINA
I have a feeling it's going to be a 
one-sided conversation for the 
foreseeable future. 

WILLY
But this crow over here won't shut 
up.

Willy points up to the tree. The bird is gone.

WILLY
I swear he was here a second ago.

NINA
Are you OK?

WILLY
I don't know. I took some pills. I 
don't know for sure what they were. 
I thought they were Xanax, but I'm 
feeling pretty fucked up. 

NINA
Jesus, Willy.

WILLY
They might have been Molly. 

NINA
Oh for fuckssakes. We got shit to 
do today. 

Willy looks back down at the ground.

 



WILLY
I know. I just can't forget.

Nina raises an eybrow.

NINA
Forget what?

WILLY
I can't forget all those 
memories...growing up. I can't 
forget sitting on his lap driving 
his old pickup... long before I 
could reach the pedals.  I can't 
forget the console stereo that used 
to adorn the end of the living 
room. Saturdays when he used to 
come home and he'd play all those 
old records... Willie, Merle, 
Patsy.

Nina puts an arm around his shoulder.

WILLY(CONT'D)
Remember when we used to go on our 
family vacations? Mom and dad 
fighting over the radio.

NINA
I remember.

WILLY
Now he's gone, it's like those 
memories have to die with him. 

NINA
No...those are the things we hang 
on to.

WILLY
They're all going to fade in time 
like some old photo jammed in a 
shoe box in a closet... and soon 
enough we'll all be dead and gone, 
so what does it matter?

NINA
Why the hell are you always such a 
downer?

WILLY
I can't tell anymore if those 
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things really happened? Or if 
WILLY (CONT'D)

they're just some invented version 
of events we created to fill in the 
holes of our past.

NINA
You've got plenty of holes in your 
brain, and if you keep drinking the 
way you have been it's only going 
to get worse. 

WILLY
What do I have worth preserving? I 
mean hell, even the pastor couldn't 
get my name right during the 
eulogy. It's Will-yum, not 
Will-uhm, you dumb son of a bitch.

NINA
We should really get going. 

Nina starts off and pulls him along by the shoulder. 

NINA
Come on. Mom's waiting.

INT. NURSING HOME - MOMENTS LATER

Willy briskly walks down a light filled hallway where 
several old folks shuffle past dragging their slippers. 

He catches up to Nina, pushing their mother in her wheel 
chair.  The pack is led by a nursing home administrator 
dressed in khakis and a polo.

ADMINISTRATOR
... And here we have the activity 
room. 

They turn left into a large dining room. Tables are covered 
with half finished puzzles, piles of paperback novels, and 
various board games.

Sitting by the window is an older, heavy-set man RESIDENT 
1(70) wearing a beard and a bathrobe. Across from him sits a 
frail looking white haired woman RESIDENT 2(75) who looks 
utterly confused at the cards in her hand and the cribbage 
board in front of them. Resident 1 looks up at them and 
smiles.

 



RESIDENT 1
Hi, you must be Rose.

IRIS
No, I'm afraid you are mistaken.

ADMINISTRATOR
Everybody this is Iris.

RESIDENT 1
Still a beautiful flower.

Resident 2 gazes at the interlopers with a scowl.

RESIDENT 2
I don't like the looks of her. 

ADMINISTRATOR
Now Flo, be nice you were once new 
here too.

RESIDENT 2
Like hell. She looks like an evil 
witch.

Everybody is stunned. The admin begins walking out, body 
language suggesting they all follow, which they do.

ADMINISTRATOR
I'm sorry about that. Flo gets a 
little confused sometimes.

IRIS
I don't like it here. I just want 
to go home.

NINA
Mom, this is going to be your home.

Iris just shakes her head and looks at the floor as they 
wheel her down the hallway. Willy is sweating profusely. He 
wipes his brow and follows the procession.

They reach an open doorway to which the admin gestures with 
an open arm.

ADMINISTRATOR
... and here we have a sample of a 
typical residence room.

Nina rolls Iris into a bright, but sterile white room. Iris 
begrudgingly looks around.

 



IRIS
One window huh? Bet you don't get 
much airflow through here.

ADMINISTRATOR
It's not too bad. We do get a 
little breeze. Let me show you.

The admin walks over and attempts to open the window. It 
refuses to budge. He grunts and strains.

ADMINISTRATOR
I know this opens. We just had it 
open yesterday.

Willy is still sweating, he is now tugging at the collar of 
his shirt.

WILLY
I'm gonna step out for a second. 
I'll be right back.

They all look at Willy quizzically. He spins on his heels 
and ducks out into the hallway. He dashes down the hall 
until he comes to the water fountain.

He dives toward it.

WILLY
Thank Christ.

He gulps thirstily. After a long drink, Willy stands swaying 
unsteadily. He wipes his face on his sleeve. He turns back 
the way he came, but a janitor's closet door has been left 
slightly ajar. Willy mistakenly enters the closet and pulls 
the door shut behind him.

INT. JANITOR'S CLOSET - CONTINUOUS

The small confines of the closet transform into the white 
satin tufts of a casket interior. 

In slow motion the door closes, but it appears through 
Willy's eyes as a casket lid that is being shut upon him.

Willy is paralyzed with fear.

Overwhelming darkness envelopes him and his heartbeat 
pounds. 

The sounds of creaking ropes permeate the casket. It stops. 
The distinct sound of dirt being thrown on casket come next.

 



Willy wills his vocal chords into action, just barely a 
squeak at first.

WILLY
Stop. I'm not dead.

His voice grows louder.

WILLY
Stop. I'm not dead.

He is now able to muster a shout and pounds on the door.

WILLY
STOP! I don't want to die.  PLEASE 
STOP!

The closet door opens.

INT. NURSING HOME - CONTINUOUS

Willy falls out into the bright light of the hallway. He 
falls to his knees.  The perplexed janitor stands before 
him, speechless.

The commotion has drawn Nina, Iris and the Administrator out 
into the hallway. 

Willy looks up to see them all staring at him. He pulls 
himself to his feet and bolts for the door.

EXT. NURSING HOME - MOMENTS LATER

Willy sits cross legged on the curb, arms folded across his 
knees, with his head down. 

Nina sits beside him, with her arm wrapped around his 
shoulders.

NINA
Are you sure you're alright?

WILLY
Yeah. I'll be fine. 

NINA
You don't look fine. You scared the 
living shit out of us in there.

WILLY
I just got a little freaked out for 
second. 

 



NINA
Uh.... yeah. 

WILLY
I'm fine.... really. 

NINA
Alright, well I called you a cab.  
You need to go back to your room 
and sleep it off. 

WILLY
I'll try.

A dirty and busted up yellow cab pulls up in front of them. 
Willy pulls himself to his feet and opens the rear door.

NINA
Call me and let me know you're 
going to be OK, alright?

WILLY
Yes, boss. 

NINA
I'm serious. You're really starting 
to scare me.

WILLY
(exasperated)

Okay!

Willy enters the cab and pulls the door shut.  The cab 
drives away.

E./I. CASINO - CONTINUOUS

The cab comes to a screeching halt in front of the casino. 
The door pops open and out pops Willy. He tosses a twenty at 
the cab driver bounds into the casino.

He makes his way through the floor and finds a familiar spot 
at the end of the bar, pulling up a stool. The long tall 
Patty comes up behind him wearing a low cut red dress. She 
ducks behind the bar, grabbing her stashed purse.

Willy sees her and lights up.

WILLY
Oh Hey! What are you doing?

 



PATTY
Just grabbing my things.

She tries to duck past him, but he reaches out and strokes 
her arm in a long caress.  She doesn't quite recoil, but 
pulls back a little bit and wrinkles her mouth. 

WILLY
You getting off shift?

PATTY
Yup. 

WILLY

You wanna have a drink with me?

Patty grimaces.

PATTY
I'm sorry, I kind of have other 
plans.

Willy turns around to see a hugely built guy wearing a 
sleeveless shirt and spikey blond hair standing just behind 
him.   The muscle bound guy smiles knowingly at Willy. 

WILLY
Oh. I see.

PATTY
Yeah, Well you have yourself a good 
night OK?

WILLY
I will do my very best.

Patty gives Willy a little pat on the shoulder, walks past 
and hooks arms with Mr. Muscles. They stroll off. 

Willy giggles to himself.

WILLY
Pffffft, Whatever.

No one really seems to notice or pay any attention to Willy, 
until finally the bartender comes his way and produces a 
beer.

Willy sits nursing the beer in bemused enjoyment, bopping 
along to whatever music comes on the house PA. 

Four chairs down he notices an attractive middle aged women 

 



wearing a red top with a fuzzy collar. Willy gets up and 
goes over to her.

WILLY
You look so pretty.

MIDDLE AGED WOMAN
Do I know you?

WILLY
Not yet, but I hope to get to know 
you.

The middle aged woman makes eye contact with the bartender 
and then shifts back to Willy. The bartender gives a knowing 
nod.

WILLY
It's just that I can't stop looking 
at you and .... this shirt...

Willy reaches out and begins caressing the fuzzy collar at 
the back of her neck.

The bartender notices and leans across the bar grabbing 
Willy by the shoulder.  

BARTENDER
Hey bud. I don't think the lady is 
enjoying your company.

Willy looks slightly hurt.

WILLY
Is that so ma,am?

MIDDLE AGED WOMAN
Yeah. You're coming on a little 
strong.

BARTENDER
Maybe just cool it for tonight, 
huh?

Willy pulls his hands back and waves them above his 
shoulders.

WILLY
No worries. I can take a hint. 

Willy grabs his beer and politely walks away.

 



INT. CASINO FLOOR - MOMENTS LATER

Willy wanders amongst the smoke and commotion of the table 
games. He gazes on, amused at all the activity. 

He stops when he reaches the roulette wheel. Overheard on 
the house PA is Eric Clapton's The Lady in Red. Willy's face 
lights up.

WILLY
(to himself)

Twice tonight ladies in red have 
shrugged me off. Lady luck can't be 
so cruel.

Willy bellies up to the table and digs through his pants 
pockets. Willy catches the eye of the dealer.

WILLY
I'll take five - one hundred dollar 
chips.

Willy lays a pile of bills on the table.  The dealer obliges 
and replaces the bills for chips.  Willy grabs the stack and 
places three of them on red.

DEALER
OK. No more bets. Here we go.

The wheel spins. The ball drops down the chute. It bounces 
around and comes to finally rest on 4 black. 

WILLY
Shit. 

No one wins. The dealer clears the bets. 

WILLY
Alright. One more.

Willy drops a single $100 chip on red.  The routine repeats. 
The wheel spins. The ball drops.  

It lands on 31 black.

WILLY
Son of a bitch. You have got to be 
kidding. 

DEALER
Sorry. Better luck next time.

The other bets come trickling in. Willy spins the chip 

 



between his fingers for a moment before once again dropping 
it on red.

WILLY
Alright. This is it. Come on lady 
luck, you fickle bitch. 

DEALER
No more bets. Here we go.

The wheel spins. The ball drops. 22 black.

WILLY
Come on. This is bullshit.

DEALER
Did you rub the blarney stone on 
the way in?

WILLY
No.

DEALER
Well there is your problem. Go rub 
it. It's on the front of the 
building.

WILLY
Fuck you. Gimmee 2 more.

Willy digs deep and produces 2 benjamins and a jackson.

DEALER
You sure? I'm telling you, you 
gotta rub the blarney stone.

WILLY
You can shove that thing up your 
ass. Just gimme the chips.

DEALER
Yes sir.

The dealer replaces the benjamins for chips. Willy snatches 
'em up and tosses em on red. 

DEALER
Going for it huh?

WILLY
Yup. I mean come on, black four 
times in a row? What are the odds? 
It's gotta hit red right? 

 



DEALER
One spin does not determine the 
outcome of the next. They are all 
independent events.

WILLY
I suppose, but there is no way this 
one will be black. I just know it.

DEALER
OK. Gotta go with your gut 
sometimes.

WILLY
Yup. Do it.

DEALER
OK. Anybody else?

The bets stop.

DEALER
OK. No more bets. Here we go.

The wheel spins. The ball drops. It bounces around, pops 
into red 9 for a sec and immediately pops out and into black 
11 where it stays.

Willy stands mouth agape for a second before, jamming his 
hands in his pocket and wandering off with his head down.

INT. CASINO SPORTS BOOK - MOMENTS LATER

Willy aimlessly wanders over to an empty chair and sits 
down, dejected. He stares blankly at the floor. 

Returning from the restroom, Harry notices Willy and sits 
down next to him. Willy takes no notice until Harry puts his 
hand on Willy's shoulder.

HARRY
You alright bud?

WILLY
Oh, hey. It's you.

(beat)
I...  I'm  not really sure.

HARRY
What do you mean?

 



WILLY
I honestly don't think I've ever 
been worse, but I might still be a 
bit too high to care.

HARRY
Jesus, son. What the hell happened 
since I saw you in here last?

WILLY
I lost all my money.

Willy fumbles to turn his pockets inside out.  In doing so a 
crumpled twenty dollar bill falls to the floor.  They both 
look downward at it.

WILLY

That's the first bit of luck I've 
had in weeks. I swear.

HARRY
I believe you.

Harry reaches out to flag a cocktail waitress passing by. 

HARRY
Could you bring us a couple of 
waters?

COCKTAIL WAITRESS
Sure thing. Soon as I get a sec.

HARRY
Thanks.

Willy snags the bill from the floor and extends it out 
toward the waitress.

WILLY
Actually, you can bring me one of 
those buckets with the cute little 
beers.

The waitress snags the bill from his hand.

COCKTAIL WAITRESS
You got it.

Harry returns his attention to Willy.

HARRY
So you've had some bad luck. 

(MORE)

 



Welcome to Reno, my friend.
HARRY (CONT'D)

WILLY
I'm afraid I may be completely 
undone this time. I'm just a mess.

HARRY
How so?

WILLY
It really fell apart a couple weeks 
ago. You see, I'm a musician and 
I've been out on the road, off and 
on for a number of years. Been 
playing music with by best friend 
Brad as long as I can remember.  He 
tells me he's hanging it up. 
Quitting to start a family.

HARRY
That happens.

WILLY
Yeah, well then I kind of got the 
feeling that my long time 
girlfriend Sophia was falling out 
of love with me.  I mean, I was 
always gone and just kind of took 
her for granted you know?

Harry raises an eyebrow.

HARRY
Doesn't sound good.

WILLY
I was ready to make it right and 
finally propose to her, but then... 

Harry hangs on in anticipation.

WILLY
My dad died and I came here for the 
funeral.

HARRY
I'm sorry kid. I really am.

WILLY
I've been a mess ever since I got 
here. I got in a fight at the wake,  
and nearly got arrested. I've been 
avoiding any responsibility when it 
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comes to helping out with mom. I've 
WILLY (CONT'D)

been drinking non-stop. I was 
mugged and had my guitar stolen. I 
had to call Brad and beg for money. 
I slept with someone. Sophia found 
out and lost her own sobriety. And 
to top it all off I got high and 
made an ass out of myself today.

HARRY
Maybe you should slow down for a 
bit, huh?

The cocktail waitress returns with the waters and the bucket 
of beers. Harry tips her with a couple ones.

HARRY
Thanks.

COCKTAIL WAITRESS
You're welcome. 

Harry takes a sip and sets his glass down while Willy twists 
off a bottle top and gulps heartily.

HARRY
So all this just happened to you? 
You had no part in it?

WILLY
Hardly. I realize I'm to blame. I 
just can't seem to get out of my 
own way. 

HARRY
This all seems pretty surface 
level. 

WILLY
I can guarantee you it's all 
internalized. I long for connection 
and yet I push people away and stay 
guarded. 

HARRY
What are you afraid of?

WILLY
I'm afraid that deep down inside 
I'm not worthy of being loved.  I'm 
afraid that I have nothing of 
substance to offer anyone. 

 



HARRY
Oh come on now.

WILLY
... And I'm really afraid of is my 
own mortality. When I'm dead and 
gone it will only be a few short 
years before I'm forgotten totally, 
as if I never existed.

Willy begins to slur  his words.

WILLY
The thought is both terrifying and 
freeing. In the grand scheme of 
things I don't matter at all, and I 
suppose that should be freeing.  I 
can do whatever I want.

HARRY
What do you want?

WILLY
I want to make a pleasant life for 
myself and the only thing that I 
know is playing music. 

HARRY
Then do that.

WILLY
That's what I've been trying to do.

Willy trails off, slumps in his chair, unfinished beer in 
hand. Harry removes the beer from his hand. 

INT. HOTEL BATHTUB - NIGHT 

Willy awakes fully clothed, the shower nozzle spraying in 
his face.

WILLY
Sphh. Phfff. 

(cough)
What the?

Patty turns the water spigots off.

PATTY
You passed out.

 



WILLY
So?

PATTY
Sitting at the sports book.

WILLY
Yeah?

PATTY
Yeah and they don't allow sleeping 
down there.

WILLY
Why didn't you just wake me up?

PATTY
I tried. You were really out of it. 
Security helped me haul you back up 
here. You're lucky they didn't take 
you off to the hospital.

Patty hands Willy a towel.

PATTY
They thought you had alcohol 
poisoning.

Willy towels his head off and attempts to stand. He wobbles 
and slips. Patty grabs him under the arm.

PATTY
You really gotta get your shit 
together man.

WILLY
I know.

Together they manage to get Willy to his feet.

WILLY
I had the most fucked up dream.

PATTY
I'm sure.

They make their way out into the bedroom where Patty lays 
him down on the bed.

WILLY
I'm just so tired.

 



PATTY
Are you going to be OK?

WILLY
I don't know. 

PATTY
OK then, I guess I'm spending the 
night. 

Patty reaches over and turns of the lamp.

END OF ACT #2

START OF ACT #3

INT. HOTEL ROOM - MORNING

Willy lays silent and still clothed on the bed.  He hears 
the door to his room click shut. His eyes open. He scans the 
room. Patty has left. He notices a beat up, sticker covered 
guitar sitting in the chair and a note on the desk.  He 
makes his way to the desk and picks up the note. It reads:

Found this in the dumpster the 
other night. Thought you might be 
able to make use of it. Hope you're 
feeling better today. Take care of 
yourself and see you 'round,   
Patty

He picks up the guitar and attempts to strum it. The 3 
strings that remain buzz inharmoniously. He sets the guitar 
down and exits the room. 

 

INT. HOTEL ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Willy emerges from the bathroom showered, shaven and wearing 
a towel. He carries a garbage bag around the room picking up 
empty cans and all manner of litter.   In a matter of 
minutes the room is fairly tidy. He notices a white board 
that had been on the wall the whole time. He grabs a marker 
and begins writing...

TO DO:
Clean (room and myself)
Order room service
Sober up?
See a shrink/ psychic
Eat better/ Chinese herbal medicine
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New clothes(money)?
Yoga classes
Contact Sophia

He places a check mark in front of the first item, circles 
the last item and lays the marker in the tray. 

WILLY
Alright. Let's do this.

He rubs his hands together vigorously and picks up the 
phone.  A singular button press and he is on the line.

WILLY
Yeah? Hello room service?

(pause)
Could I get two eggs over easy, 
wheat toast, a glass of OJ and... 

(pause)
I was going to say bacon, but 
scratch that.

(pause)
Yes charge it to the room.  See you 
in 15. 

Willy hangs up the phone and grabs a suitcase from under the 
bed. He pulls out a pack of strings and begins re-stringing 
the sad, lonely, neglected guitar. He has it strung and 
tuned up in no time. 

He begins strumming and picking.  Very quickly a tune 
emerges and Willy begins singing.

WILLY

I just survived the darkest night
Woke huddled in a fright
Looked to find you were not there
Where could I turn in my despair

He grabs a notepad off the desk and begins jotting down the 
words. The phone rings.

WILLY
Shit.

Willy sets the guitar down and grabs the phone.

WILLY
Hello

(pause)
What?

 



(pause)
What do you mean my card is maxxed 
out?

(pause)
So I can't get breakfast?

(pause)
... And I have to leave? Tomorrow?

(under his breath)
Fuck! 

(pause)
No. I'm sorry. It's not your fault. 
I'll figure something out and be 
down to the front desk later today. 

Willy hangs up the phone and rubs his forehead pensively. 

WILLY
(to himself)

Looks like it's time to hit the 
road.

INT. HOTEL LOBBY RESTROOM - NOON

Willy's bag sits leaning against the bathroom wall, with the 
beat up guitar leaning against it.   Willy stands in front 
of  the urinal. 

The hotel desk clerk enters and approached the urinal next 
to Willy. He unzips. 

WILLY
You know, I'm gonna miss this 
place.

HOTEL CLERK
It is a pretty special hotel. Last 
of it's kind. 

WILLY
It'd really be sad if they ever 
closed it down.

HOTEL CLERK
Hopefully that never happens. 

Willy finishes his business, shakes, and zips up. He steps 
toward the sink and begins washing his hands.

HOTEL CLERK
I'm really sorry about having to 
call and refuse you room service. 
You've been a pretty good guest, 
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despite it all.
HOTEL CLERK (CONT'D)

WILLY
Yeah, well shit... we can't all be 
made of money.

HOTEL CLERK
The least we could do is send you 
off with breakfast.

WILLY
Don't worry about it.

The hotel clerk steps to the sink. Willy wipes his hands 
with a towel. He grabs his bag and guitar and heads for the 
exit. As he is leaving he notices a flyer taped to the back 
of the door. It reads:

Weekly open mic. Schmidt's tavern. 
Sign ups start at 7pm. 

Willy smiles to himself.

EXT. CITY SIDEWALK - MOMENTS LATER

The city shuffles in slow hangover mode. Harry ambles down 
the sidewalk holding his back. Willy exits the casino, 
guitar in one hand and bag in the other. He turns the corner 
and almost runs into Harry.

WILLY
Sorry

Looking up he realizes he knows the man.

WILLY
Oh hey, it's you.

HARRY
Sure is.

Harry notices the items in Willy's hands.

HARRY
Going somewhere?

WILLY
Checking out. My time here is done, 
or at least my credit is. 

HARRY
Thankfully you didn't check out... 
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permanently.
HARRY (CONT'D)

WILLY
No shit.

(beat)
But I'm curious. Why do you care?

The words don't register with Harry.

WILLY
I mean, I'm just some half-assed 
song writer you'll probably never 
see again. 

HARRY
You remind me of my son.

Harry looks down at his shoes and sighs.

WILLY
Is that a bad thing?

HARRY
No.

(beat)
I don't like to talk about it much. 
He's been gone... a long time. 

Willy looks on puzzled.

HARRY
L.A. 1986.  He moved down there are 
started running with a bad crowd. 
Died in a liquor store hold up.

WILLY
I'm sorry to hear that. 

HARRY
Ain't nothing anybody can do about 
it now. 

WILLY
I 'spose not.

HARRY
I guess it just feels like my duty 
to pass on what little wisdom I've 
acquired in this life, and without 
him around I don't know who to 
share it with.

Willy leans his things against the wall and takes a deep 

 



breath. 

WILLY
You couldn't possibly know how much 
your words have meant to me. 

(beat)
I know it must seem like I'm the 
most ungrateful piece of trash 
you've ever met, but you happened 
to be there to listen when I needed 
it most.

Willy steps up to the old man and gives him a hug. Harry is 
reluctant at first, but eventually pats Willy on the back 
slowly earnestly.

WILLY
Now if you'll excuse me, I have a  
woman to chase after.

HARRY
And I have a bet to place.

They take one last look at each other before Willy scoops up 
his things and heads off down the sidewalk.

Five paces away, Harry stops and turns.

HARRY
Hey.

WILLY
Yeah?

HARRY
Kiss her like you mean it huh?

WILLY
Will do. 
 

EXT. SUBURBAN HOME - AFTERNOON

Willy stands on the steps of a small, brick bungalow home 
guitar and bag in hand. He pounds on the door.  Small dogs 
bark from inside. 

A grumpy looking Nina opens the door.

NINA
What are you doing here?

 



WILLY
I have to go get Sophia, but I need 
a couple days to scrape together 
some dough. Is it cool if I crash 
here?

NINA
Yeah sure. Come on in.

Nina opens the screen door and Willy enters.

INT. DINING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Willy sits at a brightly lit table. Nina pours him a coffee.

WILLY
You usually sleep this late? Must 
run in the family.

NINA
It's Sunday you moron, and no I 
wasn't out partying all night, I 
was up puking my guts out. I'm 
still pregnant in case you forgot.

WILLY
Oh yeah. How's that going?

NINA
Sucks ass.

WILLY
Sorry to hear.

NINA
Yeah well... What are ya gonna do?

(beat)
So what are your plans?

WILLY
I'm headed home to be with Soph, 
but I can't show up broke and full 
of my own  bullshit. She has enough 
going on.

NICK
Like what?

WILLY
Oh shit, you didn't hear. She fell 
of the wagon...hard. She went back 
to treatment.

 



NINA
Is she gonna be OK?

WILLY
Yeah. She's a tough girl, but I 
suppose I'm not doing her any 
favors with my behavior.

Nina reaches into the pantry.

NINA
I kinda noticed your hands were 
shaking.

She produces a bottle of cheap whiskey and hands it to him.

NINA
This ought to help take the edge 
off. 

WILLY
That obvious huh?

He spins the cap off and pours some in his coffee. She nods.

WILLY
One of these days I'll pull it 
together.

NINA
Sure.

(beat)
Listen, I've got to get moving, but 
you're welcome to stay as long as 
you need. There's a spare bed in 
the basement. 

She lays a key on the table in front of him and gestures 
toward the Pomeranian dancing around Willy's feet.

NINA
Here's a key. Just be careful not 
to let Nixon loose. He's a real 
escape artist. 

WILLY
Where are you going?

NINA
Mexico.

WILLY
What? Really?

 



NINA
No, you dingus.  It's Sunday.

WILLY
And?

NINA
Dinner? At the home?

Willy stares at her blankly.

NINA
With mom?  You don't remember any 
of this do you? We talked about 
this when we checked mom in.

WILLY
I guess I don't

NINA
She is going to be disappointed.

WILLY
Tell her I'll be by sometime this 
week. 

NINA
Yeah sure. I gotta shower.

Nina spins and exits, while Willy sits idly sipping his 
coffee.

INT. BASEMENT - AFTERNOON.

An storage area piled full of boxes and miscellaneous 
brick-a-brack finds one solitary single bed placed directly 
under a single naked light bulb. It flashes on.The stairs 
squeak. 

Willy bounces down and tosses his things on the bed. He 
pulls a notebook and pen from the bag.  He taps pen along 
side the notepad.

WILLY
Hmmmm.

He begins scribbling. With an intensity he continues until 
the page is full. He flips the page and begins on the next.

INT. BASEMENT - LATER

The bed is littered with pile upon pile of full pages all 
filled out with  verse after verse.

 



Willy rips the last page out of the notebook and tosses it 
in one of the many piles. He reaches to the end of the bed 
and grabs his guitar. He strums a few chords.

WILLY
Haunted walls to me they call 
Fortnight alone and it's home 
echoing chamber of lost vacations 
residual energy is my vocation

The voices carry on and on
Still singing their songs
Love lost faster than fortune
And it's all gone
It's all gone.

Willy sets the guitar down. He pulls out his cell phone and 
fumbles around with it for a moment. He eventually finds the 
audio record function and presses record.

WILLY
This is too good. I don't want to 
forget it. 

He sets the phone down and picks the guitar back up. He 
begins the song again.

WILLY
Haunted walls to me they call...

INT. SCHMIDT'S TAVERN - NIGHT

A small crowd of drinkers sit at tall tables nursing drinks. 
A petite woman with a huge voice sings into a microphone at 
the front of the room, accompanied by slender nerdy looking 
fellow on keyboards.  They finish their song and the patrons 
respond with polite applause.  

Willy strolls in to the back of the crowd, beat up guitar in 
hand. He scans the room and finds an empty seat in a booth. 

A older woman, HOST(60) with a western shirt and cowboy hat 
decorated with flowers, ala Minnie Pearl, approaches the 
mic. 

HOST
Let's hear it for Wendy and Seth... 

(polite applause)
Weren't they great? We still have a 
couple open slots, so come see me 
and I'll get you signed up.

 



Willy slides his guitar into the booth seat, begins rolling 
his sleeves up and makes several steps toward the front of 
the room when he is stopped in his tracks.

HOST(CONT'D)
Next up, we have a local favorite 
here at Schmidt's Tavern... put 
your hands together for Patty 
Spencer.

Willy stands awestruck as Patty takes the stage, a gorgeous 
Gibson Hummingbird acoustic guitar slung across her 
shoulder.  She pulls a stool to the mic, takes a seat and 
hooks one foot on the rungs. She loosens the lock on the mic 
stand and adjusts it to her height. 

PATTY
Hey, how's everyone doing tonight? 
Good to see you all. I'm Patty this 
song's called Buzz Off.

Patty begins her song with elegant soft, finger-picking that 
builds slowly but powerfully. She begins singing in a sweet, 
soulful voice...

PATTY
Limped into town like a lost dog. 
No one to claim you. No collar on. 
A sad look in your eye. 
Shaking like a leaf, you're no 
tough guy. 

Willy listens intently as he wanders to the bar. He orders a 
beer and returns to his seat.

Patty carries on in glorious power.

PATTY
Waiting round to get your buzz on. 
Can't say you're a real Don Juan. 
More like a flaming molotov. 
Before I get burnt I'm gonna buzz 
off.

The song continues on in similar fashion, Willy watches 
stunned.

INT. SCHMIDT'S TAVERN - MOMENTS LATER

Patty finishes another song, takes a polite bow. 

PATTY
Thanks guys.  Lots of great 

(MORE)

 



performers tonight. Stick around.
PATTY (CONT'D)

Patty ducks off stage and out to the side. She's barely off 
before Willy is is front of her, shaking her hand.

WILLY
That was incredible. I had no idea 
you had such a great voice. 

PATTY
Thanks... I guess?.

WILLY
You wanna grab a drink and come sit 
with me?

PATTY
Sure. See you over there.

Willy retreats back to his booth. 

INT. TAVERN BOOTH - MOMENTS LATER

Patty joins Willy at his booth, while another performer 
takes the stage. 

WILLY
So... Wow!   You were really good. 

PATTY
You were expecting what? 

WILLY
I don't know, but damn!

(beat)
So was that song about me?

Patty sighs, slightly exasperated.

PATTY
Don't flatter yourself. I've seen 
and been with my share of derelicts 
in this town. You're not THAT 
unique.

Willy takes a pull from his beer.

WILLY
So I've been writing some songs.

PATTY
Good for you.

 



WILLY
I was really stuck there for a bit, 
but it's coming back to me. 

(beat)
I think I want to record some of 
it. 

PATTY
Cool.

WILLY
What do you think about coming in 
and singing some back ups for me? 

Patty takes a long sip from her drink before setting it 
down.

PATTY
I don't know. My instincts are 
telling me to run...and they're 
usually right.

WILLY
You haven't even heard my songs 
yet.

PATTY
Well, get up there. Show 'em off.

Willy cranes his head to see the host sitting a table by 
herself near the front.

WILLY
Alright then. I'll do it.

He stands. Takes a step. Stops.

WILLY
The song was about me, wasn't it?

Patty just shakes her head.

Willy reaches the front table. He drops to one knee to 
address the host at eye level, speaking quietly.

WILLY
Hi. I'd like to sign up for a slot.

The host slides a clip board in front of him, slides her 
finger down the page.

HOST
I'm sorry. We're full up tonight.

 



WILLY
Damn it.

HOST
Maybe next week. Try and get here 
earlier.

WILLY
OK. Sorry to curse at you.

HOST
It's OK. 

Willy stands and begins the trek back to his booth. Half way 
there he realizes that Patty is no where to be found. He 
sits down, drinks his beer alone and dejected.

INT. NURSING HOME - AFTERNOON

Several framed family photos line the top of a dresser. A 
bottle of perfume and a small purse rest near the edge. Iris 
dozes quietly in her wheelchair by the window. 

Willy sneaks in with a small bouquet of flowers. He walks 
over to her, places an arm around her shoulder, and kisses 
her on the forehead.

She awakes. Looks up at Willy with a big smile. 

WILLY
Hey mom. I brought you some 
flowers.

He hands her the bouquet.

IRIS
Willy, you've come to take me home.

WILLY
Mom, this is your home now.

Iris lays the flowers on her dresser and looks away 
dejected. An awkward silence hangs in the air. 

WILLY
Come on, mom. It can't be that bad.

Iris begins to weep. 

WILLY(CONT'D)
Jesus, you're making me feel 
horrible.  I came here to tell you 

(MORE)

 



I might be leaving town.
WILLY(CONT'D)

Iris sobs even harder.

WILLY(CONT'D)
You're not making this any easier. 
It's not like I'm any benefit to 
you here. I'm a god damned mess.  I 
can't seem to get my shit together.  
I tried going to therapy today.

Iris is shaken from her despair.

IRIS
Your dad and I tried going to 
counseling. 

(beat)
It didn't really work. 

WILLY
Why not?

IRIS
I don't know. We just never seemed 
to get anywhere. It got too 
personal and I didn't feel like 
sharing that stuff with a stranger, 
so I walked out.

Willy shakes his head.

WILLY
Jesus, mom. If I wasn't so much 
like you, I would strangle you.

Iris dabs away her tears with a tissue.

WILLY(CONT'D)
The same thing happened to me 
today.  I got so far and I just 
froze up.

IRIS
You're perfect just the way you 
are.

WILLY
That's nice of you to say mom, but 
I'm kind of a fuck up. 

IRIS
No, you're not.

 



WILLY
Yeah... I am, but I have to try and 
fix at least one thing. The best 
thing I ever had in my life was 
Sophia and I totally let her down. 

IRIS
What happened?

WILLY
It's a long story, but needless to 
say, it's my fault.

IRIS
 I can't say I understand, but I 
would like some grandkids.

WILLY
I think we're a long way from that, 
but I'll see what we can do.

Willy put his arm around his mother and gives her an earnest 
hug.

WILLY
I love you mom. I'm sorry dad died. 
We're going to miss him. 

Iris hugs him tight and begins weeping again. 

IRIS
I love you too. Don't leave me here 
to rot.

WILLY
Mom... We won't. Nina will be in to 
see you and I'll be back when I 
can. 

Iris blows her nose into a tissue. Willy turns and walks 
away, stopping at the doorway.

WILLY
I'll be back soon. I promise.

INT. BASEMENT - AFTERNOON.

Willy hastily tosses a pile of dirty clothes into the bag he 
first arrived in town with. He finishes and slings it over 

 



his shoulder.

He grabs the beat up guitar leaning against a pile of boxes, 
grimaces and sets it back down. He stack the pile of 
handwritten pages lying next to the guitar and tosses them 
into his backpack.  He turns and trudges off up the stairs.

INT. DINING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Willy  heads directly for the exterior door. He stops to 
take one last look around the room and notices a note left 
on the table. He picks it up and reads it aloud.

Willy,  
Dad's life insurance came through.  
Most of it will go to Mom's nursing 
home bill, but I thought you could 
use this....

Willy picks up an envelope from beneath the note and slides 
out a check made out in his name. He inspects it in 
disbelief. The amount reads ten thousand dollars. His jaw 
hangs open. 

He flips the note over. The back side reads...

P.S. Get your shit together, win 
Sophia back and return to us.
Love,
Nina

He looks around the room, walks over to a kitchen drawer and 
produces a pen. He signs the back of the check and lays it 
on the kitchen counter.

He scrawls on Nina's note below her P.S....

I have a feeling you would make 
more responsible use of this than I 
would. 
See you, 
Willy

He tosses the pen back in the drawer and walks out. The door 
closes behind him.

FADE OUT

END OF FILM
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Another interruption  - becoming improbable.  Either let the 
exchange play all the way out or find another way to get out of this 
scene. We know  
Travis Calvert  Sept 7, 2017  10:26 AM

What next? Follow the whole conversation? Or cut to the fall out? We 
may need write out the conversation so we know what was exchanged... 
And also decide the next starting point so we know where it will 
pickup and what the consequences will be.
Travis Calvert  Apr 20, 2016  4:41 PM

This would be the perfect point to bring Jen back into the script
Travis Calvert  Sept 7, 2017  10:31 AM

I think Willy needs to realize at this point that he fucked up - 
tremenously - and is trying to reach her, but can't 
Travis Calvert  Sept 7, 2017  10:32 AM

 


