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FADE IN:

EXT. HOLLYWOOD HILLS - CHATEAU MARMONT -- DAWN

Purple and pink hues silhouette the fabled hotel.  

INT. CHATEAU MARMONT - BEDROOM

Remnants of debauchery; whisky bottles, strewn undergarments, 
cocaine dusted mirror.  A lean, leathery kid tangled in 
covers stirs from his slumber.  Contorting his face, he eyes 
a sultry buxom and bountiful raven-haired nude SABLE MADDOX, 
forties.  She is asleep atop a ROCKSTAR, next to him.   

JEREMY KENDEL, twenties, rumpled look and cool, reckless 
detachment, takes stock.  Slipping into jeans and western 
shirt, Jeremy slides on worn cowboy boots.   

INT. JEREMY’S APARTMENT -- MORNING

The door snaps open.  Boots enter a sparse pad.  Jeremy is 
grinning at KYLE, twenties, twisted like a yoga pretzel. 

KYLE
Morning, sunshine!  Care to join? 

JEREMY
That’ll be the day.

KYLE
(re: Jeremy’s hickey)

Ouch.  That looks nasty.  

JEREMY
Thank Sable.  

KYLE
Oh, Jesus.  She’s back? 

Jeremy’s about to enter his BEDROOM.  He stops, spotting a 
banged-up sleeping GIRL in his bed.   

KYLE
She needed a place to crash. 

JEREMY
I’ll kill Tim if he did that dance 
on her face.  

Kyle’s viewpoint Jeremy in the bedroom, applying Old Spice 
deodorant, and snatching his GUITAR CASE.
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KYLE
Ronald’s been calling.  I didn’t 
answer.  Left two messages!  He’s 
gonna kick us out this time. 

JEREMY 
Eh, I’ll have my dinero Friday. 

KYLE
Some place I wrote your calls.  
Join this century.  My granddad has 
an iPhone.  Ah, Becky rang -- 

JEREMY
-- I already told her the pilot 
sucks. 

KYLE
Who cares, it gets your face out 
there.

JEREMY
I do.  I wanna do gigs I can be 
proud of.

KYLE
(sarcastically)

Like the last six months.  Sorry. 
That guy Phil from Nashville  
called again.  He really wants to 
get something.  Oh, and your mom.  
Please call her.    

JEREMY
You have a good one. 

On that, Jeremy snatches a Pop-Tart and breezes out the door, 
as CREDITS roll over him behind the wheel of a banged-up ‘68 
cabrio 280 Benz, whizzing down Silver Lake hills.   

GO TO:

INT. BENNY’S BAR -- MORNING

Dark.  Stale.  Someone’s favorite joint.  BLAIR, twenties, 
knockout blonde in a tight shirt, sets up the bar.  Jeremy 
breezes in.  BUCK, sixty, professional smoker and saloon 
manager, cuts a penetrating glance.  It’s late.  He’s late.  

BLAIR
Heard you closed the ‘clubhouse’ 
(Marmont) last night.     
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Jeremy eases past Buck.  Begins re-arranging bar glasses, 
restocking bottles.  Blair spots Jeremy’s hickey.  

BLAIR
You’ll never change, will you?  One 
would think being bound to a bed 
and left in a Motel 6 would be  
humiliation enough.  We need ice.  

Blair pushes past Jeremy.  Off his conflicted look we jump --

EXT. NEW YORK CITY -- DAY

BAM.  Bird’s-eye view of the Hudson.  Zipping over Fifth 
Avenue we descend onto... 

E/I. SHERRY-NETHERLAND - 57TH/FIFTH AVENUE -- AFTERNOON

Stunning Neo-Romanesque/Gothic high-rise.  Pushing inside to 
a lavish, grand abode.  Robots live here.  Gliding along a 
hall with polished wooden floors, Jacquard textile wallpaper, 
entering...  

INT. MARGARET’S BEDROOM

A lone light cast shadows.  We see shelves of BOOKS; ones 
authored by Margaret Waters, barricading the windows.  This 
is a sanctuary serving as a cell. 

A woman is parked at a desk studying a pristine child’s DOLL.  
MARGARET is fifties, serene and dignified; a shell of a once 
vibrant creature.  A KNOCK sounds at the door.  She cringes.  
Door slowly opens.  Margaret never looks at...   

TOM, fifties is ruggedly handsome.  His face is marked by 
guilt and agony.  He is peering inside.  The ominous silence 
that has eroded this marriage is deafening.  

TOM
I’m leaving.  As I mentioned, I 
have meetings in San Fran but, uh, 
quite keen on meeting you in LA.   

Depositing a Los Angeles airline TICKET onto the dresser.  

TOM
Call it a crazy maybe, a hopeful 
plea.  I can’t continue like this.  
Contrary to your thoughts I want us 
to survive.  I, uh reserved the 
Marmont...  

3.



4.

MARGARET
Our locale isn’t our issue.  

TOM
If I don’t hear from you by day’s 
end I’ll assume -- Margaret, we had 
something worth fighting for.  I 
don’t know how much longer I can 
hang onto the ropes.      

Tom closes the door.  On Margaret.  She looks tired, the kind 
of fatigue that can’t be cured by a good night’s sleep. 

BACK TO:

INT. BENNY’S BAR - HOLLYWOOD -- EVENING

The joint is half-full.  SINGER is on stage.  Jeremy is 
bellied at the bar.  BARTENDER pours another whisky.  Jeremy, 
inebriated, knocks it back sweeping us to SORTING MEMORIES --

INT. JEREMY’S FATHER'S HOUSE - PAST -- DAY

A turntable.  The needle is dropped onto an album. ‘Sunday 
Morning Coming Down’ croons.  Figure of a MAN (CECIL) admires 
a five-year-old Jeremy work the cords of a red Martin guitar; 
a forever fixture in his life.  Cecil repositions Jeremy’s 
fingers, as we return to -- 

INT. BENNY’S BAR - PRESENT -- EVENING

BARTENDER
Maybe he didn’t receive it.  
Anyway, your mom and Derrick 
called.  Do us a favor: get a cell. 

JEREMY
What Derrick say?  

BARTENDER
That he loves New York and played 
55 Bar --

JEREMY
-- That’s kicking out the 
footlights --  

BARTENDER
-- And that she told him she was 
moving to Paris.  
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JEREMY
She’s finally pulled the trigger.

BARTENDER
Having a bon-voyage bash Monday 
then taking off.   

Jeremy downs another shot.  Meanwhile, over his shoulder, 
Buck takes stage.  

BUCK
Thanks J.J. now let's give a... 

(spots Jeremy)
We’ll take a quick break.  

Crossing to Jeremy, staring, saddened. 

BUCK
That’s it.  I can’t do it no more. 

JEREMY
We all go through slumps.    

BUCK
I said last week was it.  

JEREMY
Christ, the dude was manhandling 
Jesse.  You think I’m gonna fuckin’ 
look the other away.   

BUCK
You were drunk and broke his jaw!  
I see the same talent your daddy 
had but don’t have the stomach to 
watch you piss it away too. 
(motions Bartender) Watchin’ a 
train wreck ain’t entertainment.  
It’s past time you grew up.

Jeremy’s eyes glaze and blink slowly.  Bartender slips a 
HUNDRED from the register, TWENTY from his pocket.   

BARTENDER
Give it up, man.  You’re looking 
for a ghost you’ll never find. 

Jeremy, empty, studies a GIRL at the bar that sweeps us to... 

INT. GIRL'S APARTMENT/BEDROOM -- NIGHT

Jeremy slips his arm from under the girl’s neck.  
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EXT. GIRL'S APARTMENT -- NIGHT

Jeremy freezes.  His 280 is gone.  His viewpoint of a sign: 
‘Cars towed at owner's expense.’  

EXT. SUNSET BOULEVARD - WHISKY-A-GO-GO -- NIGHT

Jeremy consults an ATM: ‘Insufficient funds.’    

EXT. CARLOS’ JUNK YARD/280 -- NIGHT

Jeremy ascends the fence.  He drops behind the 280’s wheel 
inserting his key -- 280 peels out...

EXT. CHATEAU MARMONT/280 -- LATE NIGHT

Making a swift turn into a secret parking spot near the
hotel.  VALET winks at Jeremy striding determinately into...  

INT. CHATEAU MARMONT - LOBBY/GARDEN

An intoxicating party in full swing.  Jeremy threads his way 
through eclectic CLIENTELE discovering Sable kissing some 
GUY.  She sees Jeremy.  She focuses completely on him; the 
answer to every man’s private fantasies, moving like a jungle 
cat right into his arms.   

SABLE
Darling!  There you are.  Look.  
Ron’s crucifix.  See?  Engraved.    

Jeremy notices the CRUCIFIX hanging beside a coke SPOON 
around Sable’s neck.  Sable snatches Jeremy’s hand sweeping 
him into a secluded GARDEN corner.  She pulls him toward her 
biting his neck, hard.   

SABLE
I want you inside me --  

EXT. NEW YORK CITY -- DAWN

A vibrant golden sunrise caresses the killer skyline.  City 
just awaking.  We sweep toward the --
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EXT. SHERRY-NETHERLAND/SEDAN - MOMENTS LATER

Prada luggage is deposited into a SEDAN’S trunk.  Margaret, 
sporting Hermes scarf, Dior shades, climbs inside with a 
vague feeling of happiness.  Withdrawing a small leather BOX, 
she caresses a pink RIBBON between her fingers.  Meanwhile -- 

EXT. JEREMY’S 280/APARTMENT -- EARLY MORNING

Making a big swing around a corner, 280 jolts to a halt.  
Jeremy’s viewpoint apartment door: EVICTION NOTICE.  He 
growls, collecting his strewn clothes and Pomona College 
Degree beside the rubbish bin.  He chunks his BAGS into the 
280, consciousness revving; recognizing the bleak realties 
before him. 

EXT. LOS ANGELES - AIRPORT -- MORNING

Margaret is disappearing into a Lincoln sedan.

EXT. CHATEAU MARMONT/SEDAN - STREET -- MORNING

Margaret’s sedan zips past Jeremy toting his guitar case.   

INT. CHATEAU MARMONT - FRONT DESK - MOMENTS LATER 

The hotel MANAGER languishes behind the desk.  Looks up to 
discover Margaret searching her purse. 

HOTEL MANAGER
Good afternoon, Mrs. Waters.  How 
lovely to have you back.  Oh.  Hum.   

MARGARET
Is there a problem? 

HOTEL MANAGER 
Actually, um, Mr. Waters this 
morning canceled your reservation.   

MARGARET
That’s Tom.  Always full of 
surprises.  

HOTEL MANAGER
Shall we give him a ring? 

MARGARET
No, that’s not necessary. 
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HOTEL MANAGER
I do, however, have open your room.  

Right then, Jeremy zips past.  Margaret steals a glance...   

EXT. CHATEAU MARMONT - POOL/GARDENER’S HUT - LATE MORNING

Jeremy tosses his guitar case atop a lounge chair.  The pool 
is deserted save a GARDENER.  Jeremy removes toiletries, and 
fresh shirt from his guitar case.  The Gardener throws him an 
it’s ‘open’ look.  We follow Jeremy into a -- 

GARDENER’S HUT where Jeremy showers.  Moments later, he 
cradles the hotel PHONE, dials his mom. 

JEREMY/PHONE
Hey.  It's me.

SUSAN (O/C)
Oh, thank God.  Where are you?  I 
phoned work, Buck said you left.  
COMING!  We’re rushing into a 
doctor’s appointment.  I know 
you’re hurt; he’s forever 
unreliable. (man in bg says 
‘hurry’) Fritz wouldn’t call unless 
something was wrong.  I have to 
run.  Let’s talk later.  Love you.

EXT. CHATEAU MARMONT - POOL -- AFTERNOON

There’s a few sunbathers.  Jeremy’s on a lounge chair in 
jeans and western shirt.  Jotting lyrics into a leather 
NOTEBOOK, he steals a swig of Jack from a bottle.   

INT. CHATEAU MARMONT - LOBBY BAR -- EVENING

A smattering of GUESTS, martini laughter.  Jeremy is parked 
at a corner table when Margaret enters.  She sits at the bar.  
Jeremy intently watches her as if she is an exotic species.   
She has about her a particular intensity in every gesture, 
like the way she dainty crosses her ankles.  Ordering from 
the WAITRESS: 

JEREMY
Oh.  Granddad rocks and glass of 
top-shelf vino for madam.  

By now, the waitress is pointing Margaret to Jeremy, who 
flashes a shy, yet vain grin.  Margaret smirks.  
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Jeremy rises.  Margaret frowns.  As Jeremy threads over, he’s 
interrupted by a WOMAN holding a book.   

WOMAN
Margaret Waters!  We met here two 
years ago.  Gale Johnson with the 
Las Vegas book club.  You mind? 
How’s the new 'Connie' story?

MARGARET
Oh.  Splendidly. 

WOMAN
That’s right!  Your anniversary. 

Margaret signs the book.  She blinks, frowns. 

WOMAN
Where is that dashing Mr. Tom?

MARGARET
Sadly, he takes longer dressing 
than I. 

WOMAN
That’s funny.  That’s the same with 
my Frank.  Are we going to see you 
tomorrow at the book fair?

Margaret gazes at Jeremy’s boots, then to his eyes, secretly 
liking his curious behavior.  Margaret returns the signed 
book to the woman. 

WOMAN
Here's a flyer.  I’ll let you enjoy 
your wine.  Bye, now.

MARGARET
Thank you for the wine.    

JEREMY
My pleasure. 

MARGARET
Are you, uh, a guest of the hotel?

JEREMY
Let’s just say local regular of the 
fabled haunt.   

MARGARET
Somehow her magnetic charisma does 
seem to outshine her distinguished 
guests.  
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JEREMY
And you? 

MARGARET
Me?  I’ve been coming here for 
years; always room 36. 

JEREMY
Ah, Liz and Montgomery’s room.  
When it comes to this joint I’m a 
walking encyclopedia.  

MARGARET
Suppose one has to be good at 
something. 

They laugh.  At the moment, AMBER, twenties, pouty lips, jet 
black hair, bounces up.    

AMBER
Hey you!  Heard you got fired. 
Jason’s at On The Rox or Tanas...  

JEREMY
Gemme one sec, yeah?  

(then; to Margaret)
By the way, I’m Jeremy. 

MARGARET
Margaret. 

JEREMY
Pleasure.  Not that it’s my biz 
but, ah, everything okay in there?

MARGARET
(laughs nervously)

Yes.  Absolutely.  Why wouldn’t it 
be?  It’s my twentieth anniversary. 

BARTENDER proffers canapés.  Jeremy notices Margaret’s bare 
ring finger.  Oh-so slightly... his face strains toward her.

JEREMY
I’ll let you get on to celebrating.   

Margaret eyes Jeremy; something about him intrigues her. 

EXT. CHATEAU MARMONT - POOL -- NIGHT

Some glasses; tequila is poured into them.  The pool has been 
taken over by Marmont's occupants and local habitué savoring 
a buxom BROAD’s vocals.  
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Jeremy and Amber are parked on a lounge chair doing shots.  

AMBER
She was at Rudy's on Santa Monica 
downing brandy and betting horses.  

JEREMY
There’s nothing wrong with horses 
and brandy. 

AMBER
At six in the morning!

JEREMY
Sable’s a free spirit. 

AMBER
Now she’s crashing in some waiter’s 
living room on a mattress.  What 
are you, who you looking at?

Jeremy with a razor-keen gaze on Margaret.  SOMEONE says, 
“Sing one for us J.”  Amber shrugs, ‘Go head.’

Jeremy snatches his guitar and begins to sing.  It is a 
magnetically haunting voice -- mix of Chris Isaak/Tom Waits.  
As Jeremy strums his red Martin, Margaret witnesses a 
transformation from cocky kid to sensational singer.

Meanwhile, Sable splashes into frame.  Effortlessly charming 
all by touching an arm here and there.  She has a half-
drained bottle of champagne in her hand.  Meanwhile...

Jeremy is returning his guitar to its case.  He catches 
Margaret’s gaze and grins.  Sable notices the object of 
Jeremy’s attention.  Suddenly, she leaps into Jeremy’s arms 
wrapping her legs around his waist.  Peeking through a thatch 
of brittle, broken black hair, she leers suspiciously at 
Margaret.  Off Margaret’s envious glare --   

INT. CHATEAU MARMONT - MARGARET’S ROOM -- NIGHT

It is dark.  Suddenly, light spills into the room.  Margaret 
enters, and deposits herself onto the bed.  There is silence, 
then a burst of emotion overcomes her.  Withdrawing a bottle 
of PILLS, Margaret pops four -- when instantly -- 

WE HEAR A GIRL'S SHRILL from the hallway followed by:

JEREMY (O/C)
Come on, I got mine off.  
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EXT. CHATEAU MARMONT - MARGARET’S ROOM - BALCONY -- NIGHT

Margaret stalks onto the balcony.  Gripping the pill bottle 
in one hand, the railing with the other, she steps onto the 
railing.  Below is the pulsating beat of Sunset.  

JEREMY (O/C)
Helluva anniversary celebration. 

Margaret wobbles a bit.  Spots Jeremy on an adjacent balcony.   

JEREMY
Don’t let the demons of this joint 
getcha. 

Every sense of Margaret is alive and straining.  

GIRL (O/C)
Hey, where’d you go? 

JEREMY 
Take ‘er easy now.  I’m looking 
forward to seeing ya tomorra.    

Jeremy grinning with genuine concern.  Then he disappears. 
Off Margaret’s startled look -- there is a deafening 
COMMOTION in the HALLWAY.  Sable is yelling, “You bitch!” 

Margaret crosses, opens the door, peeks into the hallway...

INT. CHATEAU MARMONT - HALLWAY

Sable is jerking a GIRL’s hair.  Jeremy frees her.  Girls 
runs down the hall.  For a moment, Sable stares at Jeremy, 
then she kisses him with naked lust, hard on the mouth. 

MANAGER races up: “You’re both banned!”  Margaret watches him 
hustles Jeremy and Sable out the emergency exit door --

EXT. SUNSET BLVD -- NIGHT

It’s Balmy summer evening.  Cars and PARTYGOERS litter the 
bustling boulevard.  Sable is laughing.  Jeremy is cross.  
Sable pulls Jeremy real close.  

SABLE
I need you to do something for me.

(Jeremy recoils)
Stop being a boring fuss.  If it 
weren’t drama it wouldn’t be fun, 
it wouldn’t me.  Come on.  I need 
you to take this --
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Tucking an ENVELOPE inside his coat pocket.

SABLE
-- to Vegas -- not into -- just 
outside.  Tomorrow.

JEREMY
What?  No.  

SABLE
I wrote where, when, who.  

JEREMY
What is it, what’s it for? 

SABLE
You’d only be disappointed in me 
and you know you’re the only one I 
hate to disappoint.  You’re the 
only one I truly care for. 

JEREMY
Yeah, well, you have a fucking 
weird way of showing it. 

SABLE
Com’on, baby, you know me.  I can’t 
change, not even as much as I love 
you.  Do this for me.  These guys 
aren’t playas and if they don’t get 
it or, they see me... Please, bear.  
I’ll make it up to you anyway.  

Now he’s grinning, and she likes that a lot.  A vintage Rolls 
eases up.  An posh older WOMAN opens the passenger door, 
motions Sable inside.  

SABLE
I gotta run.  You’re the best.  
(biting Jeremy’s lip)  Mwah. 

Sable removes the crucifix from her neck.  She places it in 
Jeremy’s hand, then disappears into the car’s rear seat.  As 
Jeremy watches the car fade into the stream of tail lights, 
Sable leans out the window and waves.  People walk by, 
staring at Jeremy, shaking his head like a child.   

EXT. CHATEAU MARMONT - POOL -- MORNING

It’s a glorious morning.  We discover Margaret nuzzled in her 
robe.  Her eyes settle poolside where she loses herself in a 
gaze of a young of DREAM... 
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It is hot.  Pool is packed.  Margaret's asleep when Tom pours 
droplets of water in her ear, followed by the entire bottle.  
She shoots up.  Laughing herself, she tackles him, sending 
both into the pool...

JEREMY (O/C)
Pst.  Pst.  

... SNAPPING BACK Margaret discovers Jeremy.  He is peeking 
through the shrubs.  She throws a half-smile, masking her 
humiliation.

MARGARET
What are you doing? 

JEREMY
Told you I’d see you tomorrow.  

MARGARET
I thought I’d never see you again.  

JEREMY
Why did you think that? 

MARGARET
Why?  Because that was absolutely 
crazy.  The way you left --  

JEREMY
-- That was a Wednesday night.  

Their eyes play on each other. 

MARGARET
Thank you.  For, uh --  

JEREMY
-- No need.  So, how long you here?  

MARGARET
Actually, I decided to leave today. 
There’s a book fair in -- 

JEREMY
-- Vegas. 

MARGARET
Yes.  I haven’t attended in years 
and thought perhaps it would be  
therapeutic at best.  

Jeremy is grinning foolishly. 
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JEREMY
Looks like you’re in luck.  

MARGARET
Why is that? 

JEREMY
I’m heading to Vegas, too.  

MARGARET
Oh.  Oh.  No.  Thank you, but I 
must respectfully decline.  I’ll 
take a car service.   

JEREMY
Car service?   It’s a killer day. 
Besides a road trip is the best 
remedy for clearing the mind and 
freeing the soul.  

MARGARET
That is rather kind and extremely 
sweet indeed, but no, thanks.  

He is a little stung by the rebuff. 

JEREMY
Suit yourself.  I gotta be honest.  
You’re absolutely the most 
stunning, elegant woman I’ve ever 
witnessed.  I had to tell you even 
though it risks going to jail.  

MARGARET
That’s one of the most flattering 
comments I’ve heard in years.   

JEREMY
Been an honor.  Wish it would have 
been under different circumstances.  
Adios, Margaret.   

And with that, Jeremy disappears leaving Margaret’s mind 
stabbed by a thousand daggers.   

EXT. CHATEAU MARMONT/JEREMY’S 280 -- DAY

Margaret, perfectly coiffed, exits.  She’s about to enter her 
service sedan when she sees... Jeremy.  He is leaning against 
the 280, seemingly reading her eyes.  Temptation creeps over 
Margaret like a warm wind; sure it’s crazy, but something 
about Jeremy make it seem sensical.  Jeremy swings open the 
passenger door and -- 
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EXT. DESERT HIGHWAY/JEREMY’S 280 (MOVING) -- DAY

280 ZIPS INTO FRAME.  The desert floor shimmers with stored 
heat, bathed in sunlight.  Margaret’s luggage is strapped to 
the trunk.  

JEREMY’S 280

Two-lane blacktop stretching from here to heaven.  Jeremy 
ignites a smoke.  Margaret is shotgun, struggling to keep the 
whipping wind from stealing her scarf around her head.    

MARGARET
You certain my bags are secure?  Do 
we have to smoke? 

Reluctantly, he flicks out the cigarette.

JEREMY
Here’s a bit of advice: Live in the 
moment, makes it more enjoyable.  

Margaret can’t help but smile. 

JEREMY
You know you got one of those 
smiles that makes everything feel 
it’s gonna be okay.  Thrilled you 
tagged along. 

MARGARET
As valiantly as I tried I was 
unable to find a valid reason to 
take a service car.  Although... 

JEREMY
Sometimes Lady Luck deals you the 
perfect cards. 

MARGARET
I don’t know about that, I’ve never 
been a gambler. 

JEREMY
Tell me, where’s this Tom chap?

Margaret’s eyes slant into him with hard curiosity.  

JEREMY
Not trespassing simply getting 
perspective.  Mean one minute it’s 
your anniversary and the next... 
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MARGARET
Will you mind the road?

JEREMY
You’re a damn tough game to read.  

MARGARET
Perhaps part of your perplexity is 
attributed to I’m not an enamored 
groupie desiring to be part of your 
rodeo circus.  

JEREMY
That’s a shame ‘cause we could use 
someone with your skill-sets.  

MARGARET
Speaking of, who was the --?  

JEREMY
-- Now who’s trespassing?  It’s 
fine.  I don’t mind opening up.  
Sable?  She’s the leather to your 
lace.  A spirited concoction of 
dramatic fun who musicians seek...        

MARGARET
So she’s --? 

JEREMY
-- Not at all.  Was abused by her 
father; mother left when she was 
eight.  She’s one of the most 
extraordinary/tragic gals you’ll 
ever meet.  We have a uniquely 
bizarre relationship -- But there’s 
nobody I’d ring with a problem in 
the wee hours who’d do their 
damnedest to fix it. 

Margaret flashes a humble smile, realizing Tom had the exact 
model Mercedes.  

MARGARET
Is this a ‘68?

JEREMY
That, my friend, she is. 

Margaret feels something brush against her bare leg.  It is 
Jeremy, reaching for the glove box.  Margaret doesn't flinch.  
Jeremy withdraws a flask, pouring whisky into a Dr. Pepper 
CAN under Margaret’s parental eye.  
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JEREMY
So what kind of material you pen? 

Jeremy tosses the flask atop DAILY RACING FORUM and PHOTO 
(young Jeremy/Cecil at Grand Ole Opry).

MARGARET
You’re going to drink that?

JEREMY
Hold on.  Margaret Waters.  ‘Connie 
Steele’!  "A woman of mystery who 
journeys to exotic locales..."

Stirring the auto with his knee, Jeremy proffers a photo.  

JEREMY
My girl was... Well, is a fan.  She 
left three months ago.  I'm gettin’ 
her back; that's where I'm headed.

MARGARET
I wouldn't have pegged you a  
hopeless romantic. 

JEREMY
Mainly 'hopeless.'  

MARGARET
She must be special. 

JEREMY
Sadly I didn’t realize that until 
she was up and gone.  Numero uno at 
your signings, too.  Drug me to the 
Long Beach mall at 7 A.M. 

MARGARET
Funny, I don’t recall seeing you. 

JEREMY
I was at Chili’s nursing a brandy.  

MARGARET
I’d be happy to personalize a copy.

JEREMY
That would be platinum.  At this 
juncture I need all the help just 
to persuade her to speak to me.
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MARGARET
Listen, I’ve been meaning to tell 
you I greatly enjoyed your singing.  
You are rather talented.  

JEREMY
Funny, I used to be able to hear it 
better.  Seems of late I always 
have another record playing 
distracting me from the one on the 
turntable.  Hence the sabbatical -- 
gonna try to tune into what tune my 
soul’s playing.  In other words, 
try starting anew.  

MARGARET
When did you start playing? 

JEREMY
Got ‘bout 20 years of picking under 
my belt.  

MARGARET
Nashville?

JEREMY
That’ll be the day.  I’m not ready 
for the big leagues.  Now though; I 
decided last night about 2:28 I’d 
hit the Big Apple. (off Margaret’s 
look) HA!  I knew it.  You have 
this class LA ladies struggle to 
wear.  Where do you live? 

MARGARET
57th and Fifth. 

JEREMY
Seems Lady Luck is doing more than 
smiling -- she’s pulling some 
strings.  You can roll those 
emerald eyes all you want but ya 
gotta face it: this was destined.   

MARGARET
Anyway, if you have a spare CD or a 
site to download I would love to 
hear some originals.   

JEREMY
Plan one day to get back into the 
studio lay down some tracks least 
jazz the old ones into a dance mix.  
Guy in Nashville is pestering me.   
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Jeremy is about to swig the drink when Margaret snatches the 
can and flings it out the window.  Jeremy cuts a hard glare -- 
anyone else he would have smacked.  

MARGARET
Regarding your inquisitiveness; 
Tom’s in New York and has never 
read one of my books.  

On that, Margaret props her sunglasses atop her head, pushing 
her face toward the warm sun savoring her new-found freedom. 

EXT. HIGHWAY -- LATE AFTERNOON

280 whooshes past, hauling ass into the horizon --

INT. JEREMY’S 280 (MOVING) - LATE AFTERNOON

Marty Robins plays.  Jeremy’s at the wheel.  

JEREMY
Gotta love the old radio heroes...  
Your phone is jingling.  

As Margaret fumbles in her purse for her phone, Jeremy steals 
a glimpse of her voluptuous abyss.  She catches him, returns 
a coltish grin.  Reading Tom’s text: ‘Not sure where you are.  
Hope you’re well.  Call me.’  Margaret replies: ‘I’m fine.  I 
just need some time.’ 

JEREMY
Way you work those keys I’d hire 
you as my typist any day.  

MARGARET
‘Typist?’  Where is your phone? 

JEREMY
When you’re a ‘live in the moment’ 
type of dude you don’t have time to 
swipe left and take selfies. 

MARGARET
So, you don’t use Instagram or 
TikTok or chat with your friends? 

JEREMY
I’m old school, babe.  

Off Margaret’s intrigued but disbelieved look -- 
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EXT. DESERT -- EVENING

The sun is sinking behind rugged terrain.  Dusk established.

EXT. GAS STATION/BUS STOP - FEW MILES FROM VEGAS -- EVENING

280 eases to a stop.  Parking lot is littered with dodgy 
PEOPLE drinking beer, smoking weed.  Margaret notices 
PASSENGERS debarking an idling BUS.  

MARGARET
Tell me why we are stopping here?  

JEREMY
Long story, short: I’m sorta 
unwelcome past the city limit sign. 

MARGARET
Then why did you bring me?  

JEREMY
I needed a road companion.  ‘Sides, 
you are here. 

MARGARET
Yes, ten miles out!  

JEREMY
(revealing SCAR)

See that?  Let's just say there's 
some boys in town that don't find 
me quite as charming.

On the radio is the song we heard at Cecil’s house. 

SONG
"Woke up Sunday Morning with no way 
to hold my head that didn't hurt."

We become aware this song has meaning to Jeremy.  

JEREMY
There’s a bus going into town. 

MARGARET
You must be completely mad.  

JEREMY
I’ve been accused of worse.  Maybe 
I'm off here, but ya, you seem to 
have this a, sadness about ya 
behind those eyes.
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MARGARET
What?  Me?  

JEREMY
I noticed it at the bar.  Don’t 
take me wrong it’s subtle.  Right 
underneath the surface that... 

MARGARET
Please.  

JEREMY
My dial is tuned.

MARGARET
Yes, to the incorrect channel.  

JEREMY
That look on the balcony.  I know 
it.  Desperate gut-wrenching hurt.  
That same thought has gotten me  
through many of long nights.  I’m 
not the best listener, but I do 
beat nobody.  

Margaret gazes at Jeremy wistful, pensive.

JEREMY
Where’s you book festival anyway? 

MARGARET
Oh.  Um.  Caesars.  

JEREMY
Start today? 

MARGARET
Actually, this afternoon. 

JEREMY
Until...? 

MARGARET
I think Saturday. 

JEREMY
So, Thursday, Friday, Saturday... 
three days.  Then back home? 

MARGARET
I haven’t given that much thought.  
To be honest, these last two days 
have been rather different from my 
normal daily routine.
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JEREMY
My granddaddy always told me shoot 
for the moon but settle for a 
rainbow.  Is the book gig that 
important? 

MARGARET
If you’re suggesting I drive to New 
York with you, Lord no.  

JEREMY
Come with me.

MARGARET
Out of the question. 

JEREMY
Barkeep shot of spontaneity for 
Miss Society.

MARGARET
Barkeep, this woman is perfectly 
capable of ordering for herself.  

JEREMY
When’s the last time you laughed? 

MARGARET
Last month when I cut my own hair.

JEREMY
Look.  I gotta pop inside and give 
this envelope to a couple guys.  
You think about it. 

MARGARET
No.  I mean, I’m not waiting here.  

Jeremy exits the car.  Margaret spots a MAN peeing by the 
dumpster, and grows uneasy.

JEREMY
I’ll be back in a jif. 

From Margaret’s viewpoint we watch Jeremy enter the gas 
station.  He speaks with two edgy DUDES in black t-shirts.  
Jeremy proffers one the envelope, who counts the cash inside.  
The Dude frowns.  The other grabs Jeremy’s arm.  

Jeremy jerks free.  One Dude looks at Margaret and points.   
The Dudes exit.  They are stalking toward the 280.  Jeremy’s 
trailing them, shouting: 
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JEREMY
Goddamn it that’s not her!!!

DUDE 1
Sure the hell looks like her.  

One Dude reaches into the 280.  Grabs Margaret.  Jeremy 
pushes him.  The other opens the car door, attempts to yank 
out Margaret.  Margaret is hitting him, shouting --     

Jeremy DECKS one Dude in the face.  He tumbles to the ground.  
Margaret is struggling with the other Dude.  Jeremy comes 
behind him and elbows his back, then CLOCKS him.  The Dude 
tumbles into the back seat.  Jeremy drags him to the ground.  

Sweet Jesus!  Jeremy and Margaret jump into the 280.  Jeremy 
drops it into gear, peeling out -- tires screeching --    

INT. 280 CRUISING - VEGAS HIGHWAY/DIRT ROAD -- NIGHT

Jeremy’s eyes are frantic.  He guns the 280 over a median.  
Margaret is frozen in confusion and fear.  She looks back.    

MARGARET
They’re getting into a car!  

280 barrels toward a dirt road.

MARGARET
Where are you going?

JEREMY
They’ll look for us on the highway.

280 bounces and bumps onto the dirt road, kicking up a dust 
cloud behind it.  

JEREMY
Fuck!  

Jeremy instantly kills the headlights and ignition, slipping 
the 280 into neutral.  It eases stop.  

All we hear is the sound of heavy breathing.  Jeremy and 
Margaret are watching behind them.  The Dude’s car turns onto 
the highway.  Jeremy exhales.  Margaret is quivering with 
anger and fear.  Shoots daggers at Jeremy. 

MARGARET
What the hell was that?!  My God.  
We were almost killed. 

24.



25.

JEREMY
I sure the hell didn’t plan it!  
Sable ask me to deliver the 
envelope I didn’t know they wanted 
her too. 

A slight smile begins to play on Margaret’s face.  The 
contour of Jeremy’s brows raises, he smirks.  

JEREMY
See, you wouldn’t have go that in a 
car service.  

Playfully hitting him.  

MARGARET
My heart is still pounding. 

JEREMY
Adrenaline rush does the body good. 

MARGARET
That was insane.  Makes the book 
fair seem absolutely boring.

JEREMY
Destiny doesn't make house calls.  

MARGARET
What is it you are looking for? 

JEREMY
Happiness.  

Looks at her, and for some reason, they fall a little. 

JEREMY
The handful of regrets I have are 
because I didn’t have the balls to 
go for the other option.  

MARGARET
How about this: I think about it 
over dinner.  But if I do decide, 
it’s contingent on no more dramatic 
incidences. 

JEREMY
That’s a departure for me, but for 
you, I’ll give it a whirl.   

With a whisper of a thrill, Margaret leans back in her seat. 
Jeremy eases the 280 onto the highway.  It zips into the 
velvety darkness toward New York City. 

25.



26.

INT. SHERRY-NETHERLAND/MARGARET’S BEDROOM -- NIGHT

Twinkling city lights.  Tom enters the apartment.  He looms 
in the doorway; not that Margaret ever greets him but 
something seems different.  His eyes go at once to the 
ENVELOPE.  He deposits his bags, and takes the envelope for 
the foyer table.  He reads the letter inside.  He neither 
weeps nor raves simply stalks to Margaret's bedroom...  

Tom is flooded by a rush of memories.  Turning on a lamp, he 
settles on her bed.  He seems out of place in Margaret’s 
room.  He studies  photos, prizes, books -- sees the child’s 
doll from earlier.  

Then he sees it, the glass case in the corner.  Pursued by 
phantoms, Tom crosses.  He simply stares at a mud-coated 
child’s SAILOR OUTFIT penetrated by chills. 

FADE TO:

INT. JEREMY’S 280 (MOVING) -- NIGHT

Jeremy is focused on the road.  Passing beams of traffic. 
With Margaret’s decision comes freedom.  She settles the 
radio dial to Gordon Lightfoot’s ‘Sundown.’   

JEREMY
There’s a golden one. 

MARGARET
I haven’t heard this in years.  

JEREMY
Sable and I partied with him one 
night at the marina.  After three 
bottles of vino and my badgering 
the hell outta of him he finally 
let me play this with him.  Fuckin’ 
fantastic.  Y’know he wrote it 
about his girlfriend, Cathy. 

MARGARET
(off RAVE FLYER)

"Club Cherry presents Danny B. and 
Underworld."  

JEREMY
That one was off-the-rails.  
Unfolded in the Burbank City Hall 
basement.  Still baffled how they 
pulled that off. 
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MARGARET
Rather adolescent, wouldn’t you 
say?  

JEREMY
Age is an illusion. ’Sides, 
Jacqueline reveled in it.

MARGARET
She on the pom-pom squad, too?

JEREMY
Now you’re dating yourself. 

MARGARET
Honestly, you and your girlfriend’s 
affairs are none of mine.  

JEREMY
That’s true.  But Jackie and I were 
never an item.   

MARGARET
So, this is not New York?  But it 
was..... 

Hit with a spasm of pain, she cuts a diabolical glare.  If 
she is slightly aggressive it’s only because of her past. 

MARGARET
So you’re a cheater!  Big surprise. 
Should have known.  The always 
predictable innate characteristic 
of the masculine species -- 
infidelity.  What did she do to 
deserve such disrespect?  Did she 
fall short of gratifying your 
whimsical desires?  I bet you never 
once considered her feelings while 
engaging in coitus with another 
woman, did you? 

JEREMY
What the hell you yelling about? 

MARGARET
Now driven by pure egotistic 
impulse you stalk across country to 
guilt her into taking you back --  

JEREMY
-- Hey, I never --  
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MARGARET
-- I have a thought -- let her be!  
Or what, suddenly you’re convinced 
circumstances in another city will 
be otherwise?  Are you that naive 
to believe altering your locale 
will prodigiously change the 
interplay of the psyche that you 
fucked another woman? 

JEREMY
I didn’t!  Now I don't know what  
your issues are but I’m not looking 
to brawl, lady.  For your 
information she’s the only gal I 
never did cheat on.  

Suddenly wind GUST snatches Margaret’s Hermes scarf.  Jeremy 
laughs at Margaret, swallowing her venom and pride.

JEREMY
She left for a other reasons.  Put 
it this way: I’ve pretty much 
cornered the market on problems. 

MARGARET
I once chased after someone. 

JEREMY
I can’t see that. 

MARGARET
Larry Picket.  This loner who 
fancied himself the next Minnesota 
Fats.  For three months all we did 
was play billiards and have sex. 

JEREMY
Would that be coitus? 

MARGARET
Sadly, he ended up impregnating my 
girlfriend, who, as it happened, 
was dating Tom.  

JEREMY
Least you learned to shoot stick 
and landed a husband.  

She turns to Jeremy folding one leg under her, and raking 
back her hair. 

MARGARET
You have a fabulous spirit.
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Jeremy’s eyes move over Margaret as he sings with the radio.

MARGARET
Have you sold anything? 

JEREMY
Eh, my band did to this prick in 
Nashville who was busted for money 
laundering.  They sandbagged the 
album, which is good ‘cause my 
voice sounded weak.     

MARGARET
So you have been?

JEREMY
We recorded in LA, but yeah, once 
with my old man. 

MARGARET
(re: photo)

This him?  

JEREMY
By the age of five I'd been in-and-
out of every honky-tonk on music-
city row.  He played backup for 
some prominent acts; Kristofferson 
being the most notable.  He was on 
the fringes of his own career 
launch when a higher power forced 
him to mothball the strings.  
Unfortunate, too, had a killer 
voice and loads of potential.  We’d 
planned to go back but Lady Luck 
dealt us a slighted deck.  

MARGARET
So your talent’s inherent?  

JEREMY
Let’s get one thing clear: Cecil 
and I are nothing alike.  

MARGARET
Anyway we can stop?  I’m hungry and 
do need to use the restroom. 

EXT. CIRCLE J. TRUCK STOP/RED’S DINER -- NIGHT

Ablaze with welcoming lights.  280 eases into a truck-filled 
parking lot.  Margaret and Jeremy exit the 280.  We see a 
MOTHER, FATHER, GIRL (5) padding toward our couple.  
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MARGARET
What about my bags? 

JEREMY
Ah, they’ll fine. 

MARGARET
Those are a matching set...  

JEREMY
We’ll watch ‘em from the window.  

Margaret stops.  She looks down.  The Girl has her arms 
around Margaret’s leg.  Margaret’s face lightens, as she  
extends her arms to cradle the child, but the girl’s Mother 
swoops her up.  Margaret’s demeanor darkens.  

JEREMY
You all right?

Margaret steals a last look at the Girl before striding...

INT. RED'S DINER -- NIGHT

Jukebox moans.  TRUCKERS line the counter.  WAITRESS breezes 
into frame.  Motions our couple to a booth.    

MARGARET
Reminds one of Paris’ L'Atelier 
Joël Robuchon.

Margaret and Jeremy sit across from each other.  Waitress 
deposits waters.

MARGARET
Oh, I’ll have sparkling.

WAITRESS
That's all we got.

MARGARET
Then I don't care for...

Scooping up Margaret's glass...

WAITRESS
What’ll it be, hon?

JEREMY
Chicken fry and Dr. Pepper.
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MARGARET
Oh, my.  A salad with no egg or 
tomatoes.  Bacon extra crispy.  
What is your dressing selection? 

Waitress motions to the salad bar and breezes off.  Jeremy 
and Margaret rise, threading toward the toilets.  

INT. MEN'S RESTROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Jeremy, staring into the ladies restroom through a peep HOLE.

JEREMY
"Heeeeere's Johnny!"

INT. LADIES RESTROOM

Margaret checking her reflection, casually plugs the hole.

JEREMY (O/C)
Margaret. 

MARGARET
What is it? 

JEREMY (O/C)
Means a lot you came along... 

MARGARET
Great.  Now let me pee in private. 

Covering the toilet seat, she is slips down her pants when 
her phone rings.

JEREMY (O/C)
Phone's ringing.

Margaret’s cell slips from her hand.  She scampers -- the 
cell goes sailing -- actually pauses midair -- before 
plummeting into the toilet with a -- PLOP!

MEANWHILE BACK AT THE TABLE 

Jeremy is seated at the booth.  He has prepared Margaret's 
salad.  She slides in eyeing the array of DRESSINGS. 

JEREMY
I took ‘em all.  Why, what’s the 
crooked look about? 

MARGARET
My phone dropped in the toilet. 
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JEREMY
Oh, dear.  How will you ever post 
my chicken fry on MYSPACE?  

MARGARET
It’s not funny.  My cover is 
cracked, too.  Wonder if they have 
a bag of rice.  That’s the best... 

JEREMY
So how was gay ole Paris anyhow?

MARGARET
What?  Oh.  That was years ago.  

JEREMY
Personally, I’m not a Francophile.

MARGARET
I adore France.  I spent two 
fabulous summers there. 

JEREMY
So you speak it?  That’s my weak 
spot. 

MARGARET
You just said you’re not a fan. 

JEREMY
Of France not sexy women speaking 
the language of love. 

MARGARET
Tom was no fan either when I 
mentioned we go.  However, we ended 
up having a most thrilling time.  
We normally spent our anniversaries 
at Marmont.  But for our seventh we 
opted for something crazy, the 
Ritz.  One evening we laughed so 
hard we actually fell down in the 
middle of Place Vendome.  People 
thought we were absolutely mad or 
completely soused.  We were.  We 
made love all night...   

Margaret catches herself.  Jeremy notices her soft eyes.  She 
blushes, as he grins, tucking into his meal.   
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EXT. CIRCLE J. TRUCK STOP -- NIGHT

Our couple stroll out the door with Margaret still occupied 
with her phone.  Jeremy’s chewing on a toothpick.  

MARGARET
Now what am I supposed to do?  I 
can’t use Uber or my Marriott app.  
Where are we anyway?  

JEREMY
‘Bout three hours from Arizona.  I 
say we crash at that motel.  

MARGARET
Of course you would. 

JEREMY
I’m tired and didn’t get much sleep 
last night.  Relax, you can have 
your own room.  By morning make a 
decision to hit the book fair or 
enjoy an adventure.  

She flashes a relaxed smile.  Jeremy withdraws his WATCH from 
his pocket.  

MARGARET
Why don’t you wear that? 

JEREMY
Strap’s broken. 

MARGARET
They do make replacement bands. 

JEREMY
It’s exactly how my granddad, T.J. 
gave it to me and that’s how it’s 
gonna stay.  

Back at the 280, Margaret notes a bag is missing.  

MARGARET
Where’s my overnight bag?  My bag -- 
is gone.  Someone took my bag! 

Jeremy sinks.  Childishly, shaking his head. 

MARGARET
I knew I shouldn’t have listened --

JEREMY
-- I’m sorry.  I, uh... 
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Margaret searches the parking lot.  Peeks into rubbish bins. 

MARGARET
All my good creams and perfumes.  

She throws a stern glare to Jermey; his face full of sorrow. 

FADE TO:

E/I. OVERPASS MOTEL - ROOM -- NIGHT

It’s your typical roadside motel.  Television drones in bg.  
Margaret is dressed in her sleeping gown, hair drawn back.  
She frowns at the two sagging beds, peeking out the curtains.

Margaret’s viewpoint the ‘VACANCY’ sign, under it, in a phone 
booth, Jeremy.  His face is twisted.  He hangs up.  Numb.  
Climbing inside the 280, Jeremy pulls his coat around him. 

Margaret opens the door, peers out. 

MARGARET
That’s your room?  Let’s go.  

Jeremy sulks past Margaret and into the room.  He plops onto 
the bed.   

MARGARET
I am the one out seven-hundred 
dollars in Le Perla lingerie, plus 
a Prada carryon, which was part of 
collectors edition they no longer 
produce, and you are frowning. 

JEREMY
Maybe this was a mistake.

MARGARET
You look peeked.  

JEREMY
That was my mom.  

MARGARET
What did she say? 

JEREMY
She wants me to go to North 
Carolina. 

MARGARET
Why North Carolina?  Will you stop?  
I am a good listener. 
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In her voice there is a delicacy that comes naturally to her. 

JEREMY
Eh.  It's Cecil.  

MARGARET
Your father?  What is wrong?  

JEREMY
Apparently he’s sick.  His friend 
said it’s something to do with his 
liver and... well, that the ole 
shot clock’s ticking.  

MARGARET
Oh, Jeremy.  I am terribly sorry.  
Then you must go see him.  

Margaret beings to collect her belongings.  Jeremy purses his 
lips with agitation. 

JEREMY
What, whatta ya doin’? 

MARGARET
Surely, you don’t expect me to let 
you to go alone. 

She stops.  Stares at the nakedly self-serving kid. 

MARGARET
That is what you are processing, 
whether or not to see your ailing 
father?  I don’t claim to 
understand your relationship or 
what barriers have been erected but 
now is the time to set aside all 
unresolved issues and go see him.  

JEREMY
I was wanted to be in New York 
Monday.  She’s leaving for Paris 
and having a party which may be my 
only chance to win her back.    

MARGARET
Let me get this straight: you’re 
perturbed to miss some girl's party 
as opposed to visiting your dying 
father.  What is with you?   

JEREMY
You don’t know the entire story.

35.



36.

MARGARET
The background is irrelevant.  
What’s pertinent, and something I 
am all too familiar: agony.  Which 
is precisely why I can state with 
certainty this is the one, if not 
most, consequential decision you 
will make.  By you not going, by 
you not saying ‘good-bye’ to your 
father, will be the most 
regrettable moment of your life.  
Trust me!  Some people are not 
afforded the luxury you are being 
handed; don’t waste it being a 
disdainful adolescent.  And for an 
instant don’t believe the pain 
wears off or dissipates.  You never 
bounce back. The torment evolves 
into this agonizing rue engraving 
your soul while the lack of closure 
serves as a pulsating daily 
reminder.  There is no discussion: 
You will see your father.  

Margaret throws a dutiful look.  Jeremy makes no reply.  He 
stalks to the sink, splashing his face with water. 

And that is when we HEAR THE TELEVISION NEWS REPORT: “A maid 
at the Motel 6 discovered the 43-year-old woman...”  Jeremy 
pads to the TV.  “Sources state Sable Maddox appears to have 
died from a lethal injection of cocaine and heroin...” 

On Jeremy, stunned.  He neither weeps nor raves, simply 
slides the down the wall, dropping his head into his hands.  
As Margaret digests the shock, she sits beside him cradling 
his hand in hers, as we fade to...   

EXT. OVERPASS MOTEL/280 -- DAWN

A vibrant colored sky.  Jeremy is organizing the 280 when he 
discovers something under the seat.  He leans down and fishes 
it out.  Jermey shudders.  It is Sable’s envelope.  Stripped 
to the core, he opens it to find four-thousand CASH.  

Jeremy’s face crumbles like plaster, and he sinks.  Margaret 
comes into frame. 

MARGARET 
I thought you left me.

With his world privately falling to pieces, he remains stoic 
and carefree.  Jeremy shoves the envelope inside his leather 
notebook.
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JEREMY
Morning.  Eh, ya aren’t that lucky.   

MARGARET
How are you?  

JEREMY
All right.  Really.  I am doing...   

His words trail off as Margaret embraces him in a touching a 
moment. 

MARGARET
How are you? 

JEREMY
Pissed, hurt, confused.  Missing my 
friend.  Torn. 

(a beat)
God broke the mold with her --  
Besides running with questionable 
sorts, she also hung out with some 
of the biggest names in music.  
She’d water their plants, feed 
their dogs... clean a bottle of JD 
from a suit in a car wash.  I saw 
it once.  She hung the hanger on 
this bar and turned on the high-
pressure hose.  Suit shot across 
the parking lot.  They, uh, never 
saw her for who she truly was, she 
was there to entertain ‘em, do 
stuff for them, supply blow.  I 
guarantee none of the bastards will 
attend her funeral.  Been thinking 
maybe I could have done more.

MARGARET
You and I both know you can’t save 
people from their demons. 

The truth of those words touch Jeremy in a sad way. 

JEREMY
You sure you want to do this? 

MARGARET
(dutifully)

I don’t have a choice now. 

JEREMY
Hasn’t unfolded quite like I had 
scripted. 
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Margaret climbs into the 280.  Jeremy slides behind the 
wheel.  Slipping, the diamond encrusted crucifix from his 
pocket, he hangs it on the mirror. 

JEREMY
Not one for dangly things on a 
mirror.  Ronnie Woods gave it to 
her.  

Proffering Margaret a red BANDANA.  

JEREMY
It’s not silk but maybe it’ll do. 

Margaret fastens it around her hair. 

JEREMY 
You look like a Fifth Avenue Bobby 
McGee.

Margaret smiles.  Jeremy exhales.  Dropping his wrist across 
the steering wheel, the 280 whizzes onto the highway --

EXT. JEREMY’S 280 (MOVING) VARIOUS AERIAL SHOTS -- MORNING

Jeremy drives in reverie.  Margaret is deliriously happy 
savoring the open road’s freedom. 

EXT. ARIZONA STATE LINE SIGN -- DAY

Jeremy positions Margaret beside the sign.  He snaps a photo 
with his KODAK INSTAMATIC 100.  (Note: to show time passage 
Margaret poses by state signs) 

EXT. HIGHWAY - 280 (MOVING) -- DAY

Jeremy and Margaret ride in compelling silence.  The perfect 
road companions.  Jeremy’s struggling to cope.  Margaret 
never wanting to leave this world.  

GO TO:

INT. 7-11 STORE -- DAY

We’re looking a rows of Margaret’s NOVELS commingled amongst 
steamy books.  Jeremy is styling a pair of sunglasses.  After 
several attempts to sway Margaret, she slips on a pair. 

MARGARET
I look absolutely ridicules.
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JEREMY
No, you pretty hot.

Jeremy is skimming one of Margaret’s novels. 

MARGARET
Well, in that case...

JEREMY
Com’on!  ‘A missile launcher?’

MARGARET
It sold two million copies.

JEREMY
Can I get a discount if I buy it? 

He takes the book.  Grabs a package of chips.  Margaret spots 
one of her first books.  Something about it moves her.  She 
spins around to show Jeremy, when -- 

A portly WOMAN bumps into Margaret, sending her purse 
dropping to the floor.  The contents scatter.  Jeremy can’t 
help but laugh.  The woman shuffles past, as Jeremy and 
Margaret begin collecting the items.  Crawling on the floor, 
their eyes lock, and for a moment, we believe they may kiss.  

Jeremy’s hand skims a medication bottle, as he scoops up the 
leather box we saw at the top. 

MARGARET
May I have it, please?  Now.  

Margaret takes the box from Jeremy’s hand, carefully tucking 
it into her purse.  Jeremy throws a look, jumps to his feet, 
snagging a pack of M&Ms. 

JAM TO:

INT. SHERRY-NETHERLAND/MASTER BEDROOM -- DAY

The room is in keeping with the flat.  Boxes are strewn 
about.  Tom’s wearing a sailing shirt and shorts.  There is 
much on his mind.  He pulls open a drawer of an antique 
armoire filled with photos.  He withdraws one.  We cannot see 
it, but it ignites a flood of emotions.  

He leaves the room.  A moment passes.  He returns with the 
doll, and places it into a box.  A knock on the door startles 
him.  He turns to find the Spanish maid, GLORIA, forties. 

GLORIA
I found these, Mr. Waters. 
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Tom takes the papers  They are letters from Denise.  

TOM
Where did you find these?  

GLORIA
They were under the glass case in 
Mrs. Water’s room.  

Tom and Gloria exchange looks.  

TOM
Did you read them? 

GLORIA
No. 

TOM
But you knew? 

GLORIA
I never said anything. 

TOM
I realize that.  It was probably 
good Margaret found out.  I had 
hoped it would, I don’t know, 
change our situation, make her see 
I needed someone, make her want 
that someone to be her.  Sorry. 

GLORIA
That she went to LA.  This is good.

The doorbell rings.  

TOM
That’s probably Sam for the boxes.  

GLORIA
I will get it.  

FADE TO:

INT. JEREMY’S 280 (MOVING) -- AFTERNOON

280 WHOOSHES past frame.  Jeremy and Margaret resemble rock 
stars in their new shades.  They are singing Dua Lipa...

JEREMY/MARGARET
“If you don't like the way I rock, 
then finish your glass of wine.  

(MORE)
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We fight and we argue, you'll still 
love me blind.  If we don't fuck 
this whole thing up...”

JEREMY
This song takes me of the Kentucky 
Derby.  Ended up at this soirée 
with Dua and a bunch of people high 
on Mint Juleps and victory.  One of 
those days you never want to end.  
You a fan?

MARGARET
Of what, racing?  Proud to say I 
have never set foot on a track.

JEREMY
"A bad day at the races is better 
than a good day anywhere else."

MARGARET
So: horses, women, and booze.

JEREMY
Winning tri-fecta.  But seriously, 
this particular day was truly one 
for the books.  There was this 
horse.  Thirty-one-to-one odds and 
a notorious booze-hound, doper 
jockey delivered a broken-down 
stallion to victory!   

MARGARET
Sorry.  What you were saying?   

JEREMY
I was sharing a riveting story.  

MARGARET
Sorry, my mind drifted. 

JEREMY
Not about second thoughts, I hope. 

MARGARET
If I were it’s too late now. 

JEREMY
What’s that supposed to mean? 

MARGARET
Nothing really, except --

JEREMY/MARGARET (CONT'D)
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JEREMY
-- Now that you mention it, what 
are your stakes?  What would you be 
doing if hadn’t saddled up to a 
human train wreck?

MARGARET
Is that how you see yourself?

JEREMY
Look, it’s obvious I’ve monopolized 
the conversations with crackerjack 
stories; you know all about me and 
all I’m privy is you skipped a 
convention and your hubby doesn’t 
read.

MARGARET
There’s more to it than that, and 
besides, when I’m ready to share 
more I will.  Meanwhile, I would 
kindly appreciate you not bringing 
up Tom. 

JEREMY
Hey, only tryin’ to learn more 
about the mysterious woman in my 
car no need to get your panties 
tied in a wad.

MARGARET
Don’t speak to me like that. 

JEREMY
Ah, lighten up, toots --

MARGARET
-- Watch the road! 

JEREMY
You mean like this? 

Jeremy’s eyes dart in every direction.  He throws his hands 
in the air and wiggles his fingers. 

MARGARET
Stop it and watch the road!

JEREMY
Don’t tell me how to drive.  

MARGARET
Then stop acting like a petulant 
little boy. 
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Suddenly the car shutters.  Screeches to a halt.  Passing 
CARS swerve, honking.  Terror races through Margaret staring 
at Jeremy seethed with icy rage. 

MARGARET
What?  What is the matter with you? 

JEREMY
Let’s get one thing straight, lady:  
Nobody calls me, “boy!”  Nobody! 

Frozen with shock --

MARGARET
What are you crazy? 

The gears grind as Jermey struggles for first.  Suddenly the 
280 jolts, speeds down the highway.  Whipping wind. 

MARGARET
I did not call you one I said you  
were behaving like one!  Like a 
petulant child.  

JEREMY
Beginning to see why you’re solo.

MARGARET
Stop the car.  I said stop the car!

JEREMY
Ya missed your chance --

MARGARET
-- I want out.  STOP THE CAR!  NOW! 

Brakes LOCK!  Margaret goes for the door -- Jeremy GRABS her!  
She HITS him!  They stare wordlessly a nasty beat.  Jeremy’s 
demonic eyes bore into Margaret.  For a second, we think he 
may hit her.  Instead, he guns the 280. 

A terrible tension looms.  Reality check for Jeremy, hating 
himself.  He looks at Margaret.  She is turned.  Her back 
toward him, staring out the window.  Tears stain her face. 

EXT. JEREMY’S 280 - DILAPIDATED DRIVE-IN -- DAY

We now find Jeremy alone in the car.  He is resting his head 
on the wheel, regretting his behavior.  Margaret strides up.  
She stares at him.   

MARGARET
You scared me.
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Looks up and frowns.  Exhales. 

JEREMY
I'm-sorry-for grabbing you.  I am.  
I was completely out of line.  It’s 
the ‘boy’ thing.  It’s me being 
childish and stupid and stubborn... 
that word sends me.  It’s something 
I gotta get over. 

Margaret sizes him.  He struggles for words... 

JERMEMY
Look, I,I find you more fascinating 
than any woman I’ve ever met.  From 
the moment I saw you at the front 
desk you moved me.  Sure you’re ten 
class levels above me -- at the 
bar, when you came in I knew I had 
to meet you.  Anyway, I’m just 
curious to know more about you... 
which is not the norm for this 
selfish, cocky SOB. 

MARGARET
Well.  I will take that as a 
compliment.  I am a bit of an 
introvert.  Some of that lends to 
my personality while a more 
significant part to my life as of 
late.  I need time to open up... 
much like the Andean Queen flower. 

(off NOTEBOOK)
I've been seeing this peeking out.

Margaret grabs his notebook.  Jeremy snatches it.  A tug-a-
war ensues.  Margaret is victorious.   

JEREMY
You're wasting your time.  Just a 
bunch of half-written songs and 
broken dreams.  

Note a faint HISSING sound.  

MARGARET
Let me be the judge.  You have some 
abstract material.  ‘Tragedies, 
Broken Hearts and Liars.’  This is 
good.  
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JEREMY
Started it after she left; kinda 
therapy slash tribute.  So what 
hooked you?

MARGARET
To writing?  I caught the bug at 
university.  I penned a letter to 
our school newspaper and the editor 
actually ran it.  Later he had me 
author a small column.  I always 
loved plants so I chose 
horticulture and before you know it 
developed a cult status of students 
using my column as a guide for 
growing pot.  I had planned to 
study law until the editor, Stuart, 
and I began dating.  One thing lead 
to another and I ended up in New 
York with a book deal.

JEREMY
And that's how Connie was born? 
Sorry.  Ya hear that?  

Jeremy climbs out of the 280 -- his eyes instantly roll back 
into his head.

JEREMY
Damn-it-to-hell!

We pull back to the 280 encircled by a tin fence.  The 
dilapidated movie screen is plastered with POSTERS.  The 
280’s left tire is FLAT.  Jeremy begins unloading the trunk.  

Meanwhile, a wild hair comes over Margaret.  She checks 
herself in the mirror, unfastens her top two blouse buttons, 
frees her flowing locks from the bandana.  

Margaret’s viewpoint checking Jeremy out from his boots to 
his butt.  He admiringly gives her bod a once-over, as a 
tenderness surfaces.  Margaret places her hand on Jeremy’s 
chest, kissing him lightly on the cheek.  An intimate moment 
slips past, as he remembers, and point to the flat tire -- 

JEREMY
That is the spare. 

MARGARET
Now what do we do? 

The warm lines around his eyes and mouth deepen.  He smiles.
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JEREMY
Walk. 

Margaret snatches Jeremy's notebook.  They stroll toward the 
road, past the boarded-up concession.  

JEREMY
Why did you bring that?

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - CONTINUOUS

Farm land in every direction.  Jeremy and Margaret stroll 
down the road.  A car blows past.  Jeremy throws up his arms.  
Margaret notes his boots. 

MARGARET
This could be my favorite.  Will 
you sing some, please?    

JEREMY
Absolutely not.  I can’t sing 
without ‘Trigger.’  My guitar.   

MARGARET
With the risk of sounding like a  
groupie, watching you the other 
evening made me feel more alive 
than I have in years.  A rush of 
emotions coursed through me which, 
well, have been void for...  

He looks at her.  She smiles, blushes, studying: ‘Pardon the 
Jailer.’

JEREMY
That one I started perched atop an 
oil rig outside Norman, Oklahoma.

MARGARET
So he also writes?

JEREMY
Used to.  Now he’s a drunk who 
doesn’t attend meetings.

A FARMER stops his truck, leans out.   

FARMER
Can I give you a lift? 

46.



47.

JEREMY
Mind taking her to that station? 
I'll watch the car.  You call a tow 
and ride back with him.  K?

Margaret smiles, climbs into the truck.  It drives away.  
Jeremy waves, then, his face contorts.  Turning over thoughts 
in his mind, he struggles not to weep, as we go to...  

EXT. COUNTRY STORE - MOMENTS LATER

Only structure for miles.  Margaret nods to an old black 
GENTLEMAN in a rocking chair.  She spots a pay phone.  As she 
lifts the receiver we hear a horn.  Margaret turns... 

E/I. TOW TRUCK -- DAY

DRIVER waves.  Margaret frowns.  She cradles the receiver, 
and rushes to the truck, climbing inside.  Truck rumbles off, 
as we notice -- Jeremy’s notebook resting beside the phone. 

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. DESOLATE ROAD/280 -- NIGHT

280 cruises into frame.  Brake lights illuminate the 
darkness.  280 turns into...

EXT. 280/ABANDONED GAS STATION - MOMENTS LATER

280 eases to a stop under a rusted Texaco sign.  Cicadas 
sing.  Margaret has her head back, mouth agape, sleeping.  
Jeremy watches her for a moment.  He takes a pencil, and taps 
her cheek.  

JEREMY
Hello.  Anyone in there? 

MARGARET
Wha'... Where are we?

Margaret awakens to Jeremy grinning.  He exits the 280.

JEREMY
Eh, kid’s running on empty.  Wanna 
stretch my legs, wake up some. 

MARGARET
Wow, I really crashed. 
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JEREMY
Tell me about.  You were snoring 
like a soused trucker.  

MARGARET
I don’t snore. 

JEREMY
Ok, you don’t.  

MARGARET
Do I? 

Jeremy drifts to an old Coke machine.  He eyes Margaret 
struggling to remove his guitar case.  She exits, strides 
over and deposits the case beside him. 

MARGARET
Now.  Here’s Trigger.  I have to 
pee.  When I return I want a song.  

Coltish grin plays on Jeremy’s face, sitting atop an oil 
barrel.  He begins to strum the guitar.  Margaret slips into 
Jeremy’s coat.  She locates his flask, steals a swig.     

MARGARET
This is something that’s been 
driving me mad since we met: what 
is with those clodhoppers?

JEREMY
Got 'em from my grandad.  He was 
this old school man of the world.  
Ran a sprawling ranch in Lubbock my 
mother forced me to go work on one 
summer.  When I arrived he was 
waitin' in his knee-high brown 
boots, Western shirt, gray Stetson: 
as opposed to my shorts and Polo 
shirt.  When we got to the ranch I 
found on my bed Western shirts, 
Wranglers and cowboy boots.

MARGARET
Look out Gary Cooper.

JEREMY
I stared at the stuff for an hour 
before finally finding the courage 
to slip on the jeans and shirt but 
the boots were too big... 

(MORE)
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so I stuffed 'em with socks and 
wobbled outside where I expected 
everyone to start laughin' but 
Granddad simply smiled put his hat 
on my head and went back to 
breaking stallions.  I did hard 
labor those days but the nights, 
well, the ole cowhands would invite 
me up to the bunk house, they 
called me ‘Sidekick’ and we'd sit 
around the campfire listening to 
this one guy bend his guitar 
strings.  Had this old Fender; just 
like Cecil’s, which by the way, has 
never let me touch. 

Margaret is moved by Jeremy’s vulnerability.

JEREMY
Anyway, Sundays were just for me 
and granddad.  We'd go fishin' and 
play dominoes at the VFW talking 
about life -- things Cecil I never 
did.  He even taught me to drive 
his truck when he was too drunk 
too.  Before I knew it summer was 
gone and so was T.J.  He shot 
himself the night I left.  He was, 
uh, suffering from a brain tumor 
and fed-up with pain and people 
looking after him.  He opted to 
spend his last two months with me 
something Cecil took personally, 
something he’s never forgiven.   
Still today it shocks me such a 
strong man would choose a cowardly 
curtain call.

MARGARET
You should be touched you were able 
to bring him solace in his last 
hours of his life.  

JEREMY
Don’t let me bravado fool ya,  
thought of that one-way-ticket’s 
gotten me through many a hurtin’ 
nights

With that remark, Margaret rakes back her hair and looks off.  

JEREMY/SINGS
“First time we met is a favorite 
memory of mine.”

JEREMY (CONT'D)
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Margaret blissfully digests every detail of the moment.  The 
soothing strains of the music brings a tear rolling down her 
face.  

Suddenly a streak of lightning illuminates the darkness.  
Crack of THUNDER startles Margaret.  It pours RAIN.  Our 
couple race to the 280, laughing, and struggling to raise the 
roof.  They climb into...

INT. JEREMY’S 280 - RAINING -- NIGHT

Heavy breathing.  Jeremy and Margaret laugh together.  Their 
eyes are a soft caress.  Jeremy runs his hands across  
Margaret’s face.  He leans over, and kisses gently her lips 
gently, as a crash of thunder sounds.  

Off rain against the windshield, bleeding into...

INT. CECIL'S HOUSE — KITCHEN -- MORNING

Rain pelts against the windowpanes.  The house is an 80s time 
capsule.  The Formica countertops are lined with plastic 
bottles of GIN and boxes of Grape-nuts.  The Nascar wall 
clock above a table with a lone chair is broken.

Enter a long-haired woman.  She is pretty with anxious lines 
on her face.  SUSAN, sixties, looks spent.  Placing a tray of 
uneaten food on the counter, she exhales. 

CECIL'S VOICE (O/C)
Nobody asked you to come.  

Susan plops her head against the cabinet.  She opens a 
cabinet door about to snatch a glass when she stops.  Pushing 
away bottles of gin she eyes boxes of Pop-Tarts and Frosted 
Flakes cereal.  We see her deliberately, very forcibly going 
all the way back to another world.   

FADE TO:

EXT. TOWN SQUARE/DINER/280 -- MORNING

Quaint little spot lost in time.  A majestic courthouse is 
seen.  We find Jeremy and Margaret exiting a diner.  He is 
studying her covertly downing a two pills.    

MARGARET 
What's with the eyes?

They arrive at the 280.  Jermey begins searching for his 
notebook. 
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JEREMY
Your ‘helpers’ peek my curiosity.  
I know, I get you’re a private 
person but this kid’s all too 
familiar with chasing sobriety.   

MARGARET
While I appreciate your concern may 
I remind you I am a responsible 
woman perfectly capable of making 
her own decisions and I would 
kindly appreciate you respecting, 
again, my privacy.

Church bells toll.  Jeremy’s search intensifies.   

MARGARET
I merely take them --

JEREMY
-- Where's my notebook?

On Margaret.  She sinks.  Nauseous.     

JEREMY
Th’ leather one you took?  

MARGARET
Oh, my, God.  Jeremy.

Margaret could die.  

JEREMY
What is it? 

Jeremy grits his teeth and hisses.  

MARGARET
I left it by the phone.  I, I--

Demon-eyed and wired, Jeremy grabs Margaret’s arm.  Margaret 
snarls at his grasp.  He releases.

JEREMY
Oh, fuck!

MARGARET
I’m sorry --

JEREMY
-- Sonuvabitch!  What were you 
fucking thinking?  Those were my 
entire life!  I don't have any 
copies.  There are no fucking 
backups, there is no cloud!  
Goddamnit!  
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Jeremy is hit again by an horrific impact.  The envelope.  He 
crumbles against the 280, almost in tears. 

MARGARET
Oh, my God.  I apologize.  I feel 
absolutely terrible... 

Jeremy staggers a bit, struggling to repress his desire to 
spit venom.  He stalks toward the town square... 

EXT. TG&Y STORE (ALL-PURPOSE) -- CONTUNOUS

Jeremy is pacing in front of the store window displaying: 
Mannequins dressed in ‘75 western fashions; man with a lasso 
around woman's waist.  Margaret pads up.

MARGARET
I think I deserve a minimal amount 
of respect.  My heart is aching.   

JEREMY
It’s not just the songs.  There was 
an envelope.  The one from Sable.  
It must have dropped out of that 
guys jacket...into the car when 
that, we were fighting.  It was 
four-thousand cash.  

Margaret is stunned. 

JEREMY
They didn’t get the money.  They 
didn’t get it.  You see...?  What 
if -- ? 

MARGARET
No.  No, uh... They... 

Jeremy’s face contorts.  Tears fill his eyes.

JEREMY
What if they come looking for me.   
I don’t got that kinda dough. 

MARGARET
Let’s think... Sable’s passing was 
not your fault.  Jeremy.  It 
wasn’t.  We aren’t certain all the 
details surrounding her demise.  As 
lovely a woman as she was, she, 
well, did lead a risky life -- to 
which see lived to the fullest.  

(MORE)
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But, please, you can’t blame 
yourself for her death.  Okay?  
Let’s focus now on the lost songs.  
I wish I could do something to 
bring the notebook back.  You must 
realize I would never do anything 
to intentionally hurt you.  I 
wouldn’t.  If there is something, 
anything I can do to make this up I 
will.  In fact, how about we go 
inside buy a new notebook and as 
you drive you dictate and I’ll 
copy.  As for the cash, I am more 
than happy to give you that, too.    

The ease of her words reaches Jeremy.  He stares into 
Margaret’s big pleading eyes, and then, embraces her.  Hold a 
beat... then... 

JEREMY
Let’s get a notebook. 

TG&Y STORE

Cowbell tinkles as the door closes behind Jeremy and Margaret 
enter.  SMURF costumes dangle above overstocked aisles.  The 
wooden floor creaks under-step of a big-haired saleslady with 
a permeant smile.  ROBIN FLACHER is thirty-five. 

ROBIN
Afternoon.  How y'all doin'?

Jeremy nods, smiles.  Right then, JIMMY RAE, forty, enters, 
adjusting his John Deere cap; tugging at his overalls.

ROBIN
Howdy, Jimmy Rae.

JIMMY
Heya, Robin.  We missed you at 
church service.  

ROBIN
Yes, mom wasn’t well. 

JIMMY
Sorry to hear that.  She doing 
okay?  

ROBIN
She has her days.  Thankfully, her 
last treatment's Friday.  

MARGARET (CONT'D)

(MORE)
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(to Jeremy)
Can I help you? 

MARGARET
We’re just looking. 

JIMMY
That your little car out there? 

ROBIN
Where you folks from?

JEREMY
LA.

MARGARET
New York.

JIMMY
Los Angeles!  You ever met Chris 
McDonald? -- “Shooter!”

ROBIN
I've always wanted to see Broadway!  
I sing in the church choir.  People 
say I can dance like the Rockettes!  

JIMMY
I'm Jimmy Rae Miller.

ROBIN
I'm Robin Elaine Flacher.  

JEREMY
We’re looking for her some jeans.   

Margaret shoots daggers. 

ROBIN
She's come to the right place.  Let 
me look at you.  I’d say a size...

JEREMY
I think ten.

ROBIN
I’d say six.

MARGARET
I am a four!

JIMMY
Whatta you got under th' hood out 
there?

JEREMY
Come on, I’ll give you a peek.

ROBIN (CONT'D)
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ROBIN
And you can tell me all about the 
Big Apple. 

Jeremy flashes a Cheshire grin to Margaret, who rolls her 
eyes, lead by Robin to...

CLOTHING SECTION

Overflowing racks are crammed into the room.  Robin is 
selecting garments as Margaret tenderly eyes a child's sailor 
outfit. 

ROBIN
You have kids, don’t you?  I have a 
knack for picking out moms.  

Margaret’s expression darkens.   

ROBIN
They all grown up?

Presenting Margaret a floral DRESS. 

ROBIN
This would look beautiful on you. 
Isn’t that precious?  I could see a 
little kid running around the lake 
in that.  I had a son once.  

(Margaret studies Robin)
Sadly, though I had to give him up.  
I was young and didn’t have no 
money so my folks made me.  Can’t 
say I blame ‘em -- I did at the 
time, sure.  The agency said he 
went to a really fine home which 
made it a lot easier.  Then y’know 
what?  Just when I found someone 
who I want to have a child with, 
you know what the doctors told me?  
They said my ovaries were barren 
and I can’t have no children.  
Suppose the Lord has his reasons 
for interrupting our lives, least 
that's what I like to think.  I 
still have other dreams that keep 
me going.  Like one day spending 
Christmas in New York -- I am.  I’m 
gonna do it.  I’m saving.  Will you 
look at me.  I’m supposed to 
helping you find some jeans and I’m 
rambling about my past.  Here.  

(MORE)
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You hop in the fitting room there 
and try the dress and jeans on.  
Everyone looks great in 'em.  See? 

Robin models hers. 

MARGARET
To be honest I haven't worn jeans 
in... I can't even recall.  

ROBIN
Now’s the best time to start.  Now, 
get in there; try on the dress. 

Robin corals Margaret into the DRESSING ROOM.  

ROBIN
I’m running in the back to get 
another pair. 

Margaret draws the curtain.  She is studying her reflection 
in the mirror, when -- we barely make out Jeremy.  He is 
admiring Margaret through the curtain.  Her look holds on his 
as she methodically, unbuttons her shirt.  Jeremy bites his 
lower lip.  Margaret arches her back, caressing her breast... 

ROBIN (O/C)
Have you ever seen the Christmas 
tree in Times Square?

Margaret release a soft sigh.  Catching her reflection again 
in the mirror, she sees a more confident woman, as we go --

E/I. 280 (AERIAL SHOT) -- AFTERNOON

280 keeps pace with us six-hundred feet below.  We follow it 
winding through fantastic scenery.  Pushing into the car, 
Margaret playfully hits Jeremy’s arm.    

MARGARET
The dress did not make me look fat. 

JEREMY
Okay, it didn’t...  About earlier.  
I got a bad habit of lettin’ my 
emotions get ahead of my smarts.  
It’s an issue as of late I’ve been 
trying to break -- but goddamn 
changing is a bitch.  I shouldn’t 
have grabbed you and won’t ever.  

MARGARET
Thank you.  

ROBIN (CONT'D)
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JEREMY
No, thank you.  

MARGARET
For what? 

He simply looks at her.  She blushes.  Looks away. 

JEREMY
You think one day we’ll look back 
and be grateful for this reckless 
abandonment?  

MARGARET
Now that you have forgiven me... 

JEREMY
Life is strikes and gutters.  
Anyway, most of those tunes were 
written when I didn’t comprehend 
what I was writing, ‘fore I knew to 
put my soul into a song.  Maybe 
it’ll kick my ass into gettin’ 
things on track.

Margaret rakes back her hair, places her foot on the dash. 

JEREMY
Anybody ever tell you you’re hotter 
than a two-dollar pistol?  

MARGARET
No, I don’t believe they have.  Is 
that why you hit on me?  

JEREMY
Ha!  Hit on you?  God, you have a 
way of misreading situations.  

MARGARET
Do I?  So the wine, flirty smiles, 
invitation to a road trip fling, 
starting at my breast is my 
misjudgment? 

JEREMY
And a mean why of twisting the 
facts.  You see you’re the... 

Margaret leans over and cranks the stereo.  She grins at 
Jeremy, who floors the 280 -- 
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INT. 280 (MOVING) - HIGHWAY -- NIGHT

Empty highway.  280 comes into frame.  Passing beams of 
traffic.  Jeremy is singing, playing an air guitar using his 
knee to steer. 

Anxiously, Margaret leans over and takes the wheel. 

MARGARET
Please, watch the road.

JEREMY
Whoa, whoa... Nobody drives ‘Rita’ 
except yours truly.  This isn't 
just any girl we're talkin' about.  

MARGARET
What makes her so special? 

JEREMY
She and Trigger are the only gifts 
Cecil's ever given me.  

MARGARET
For some reason I pictured Cecil 
more pickup than Benz. 

JEREMY
He won her in a poker game from 
Rita Coolidge.  Gave it to me for 
my high school grad. 

MARGARET
He doesn’t seem so horrible. 

JEREMY
It was his chicken coop.  It’s cost 
$3,000 to get it running and 
removing chicken shit. 

MARGARET
Oh.  How’d he and your mom meet? 

JEREMY
Virginia Beach concert.  She went 
to see him play, next thing she 
knew she was touring with him and 
the next sixteen and pregnant.  
Last thing Cecil wanted was a snot-
nosed brat sharing the spotlight.  
But T.J. made it clear I was 
priority uno.  Th’ stayin' home 
virtually killed him.  

(MORE)
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After a few months he swapped us 
for booze and broads.  We seldom 
saw him and when we did he was 
soused.  Finally, mom had enough.  
Oddly today they have a weird 
relationship where she believes she 
needs to still look after him even 
though she’s married to a fabulous 
doctor.  

MARGARET
Do you see her much?

JEREMY
More than him.  17th will be eleven 
years.  I wrote him a letter to 
come see me but never heard back.  

MARGARET
Why the gap?

JEREMY
Forget about it.  

MARGARET
Sorry.  

JEREMY
No need to apologize just don’t 
want to talk about it. 

MARGARET
I was simply inquiring. 

JEREMY
And I’m saying it’s not important. 

MARGARET
Your bouts of moodiness are worse 
than a woman.  Let’s find a hotel, 
something nice.  I will sponsor.    

E/I. COZY COTTAGE INN OFFICE/280 - TENNESSEE -- NIGHT

It is your basic travel motel.  Margaret enters.  Elderly 
CLERK, seventy, looks up from his television.     

CLERK
Evening, Ma'am.

MARGARET
Hello.  I need two rooms, please.

JEREMY (CONT'D)
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CLERK
That’s a tall request.  Fair's in 
town.  Do have one available? 

Off the darkening "vacancy" sign, we enter --

INT. COZY COTTAGE ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

The door swings opens to one -- double bed.  Jeremy tosses 
his bag to the floor, stalking into the bathroom.  

Meanwhile, Margaret flings herself onto the bed.  She picks 
up the receiver, dials.  Tom does not answer.  Jeremy 
startles Margaret when he breezes in, a towel around his 
waist.  He is struggling to unzip his bag.

JEREMY
This is becoming too complicated.  

MARGARET
Oh, heavens because god forbid I 
ask a question.  Now what is it? 

JEREMY
If you knew our history you’d be 
more sympathetic.

MARGARET
That’s why I was asking.  That’s 
how communication works.   

He glares at her a long beat, then;

JEREMY
I moved back with him when I ten -- 
devastated mom.  Things kicked off 
fine until one day we decided to do 
a father and son activity -- paint 
the porch swing.  Day started with 
us joking about him smoking weed 
with Eric Clapton; actually getting 
along up until I spilt the paint.  
By then, he was swimming in gin.  
He started yelling.  I said 
something and accidentally kicked 
over his gin.  He lost it.  He 
pushed me to the ground and got on 
top of me, chokin' me.  I couldn't 
get up -- couldn't breathe.  But 
that wasn't the worse part.  The 
worse part was his look, this stare 
of resentment -- almost hatred that 
bore into me.  

(MORE)
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I was beginning to lose 
consciousness so I did the only 
thing I could -- grabbed my 
pocketknife.  Now you know the rest 
of the story.

Off Margaret drawn further into his orbit.  Jeremy snatches 
his keys, bolts out the room, slamming the door in a fury.   

JAM TO:

EXT. TOWN STREET/PAWN SHOP/LIQUOR STORE -- NIGHT

HOMELESS and HOOKERS loiter.  280 eases to the curb under a 
neon sign: ‘Cletus' House of Strings AND Pawn.’  The store is 
parked between a brightly-lit liquor store and dark church.  

Jeremy breezes into the liquor store.  A moment.  He exits 
totting a paper bag.  Something in the pawn shop window grabs 
his attention. 

INT. CLETUS' HOUSE OF STRINGS AND PAWN - MOMENTS LATER

Jeremy enters.  Nostalgia oils his face, studying a Jerry 
Jeff Walker POSTER: ‘Desperadoes Waiting for a Train.’  The 
pan-faced BROKER behind the counter blinks.  Jeremy peruses 
the jewelry display.  He motions to a NECKLACE, which the 
Broker proffers.  

Jeremy races outside.  He returns, offering the crucifix.  
Broker studies it.  Brings a loop to his eye.  Nods.  
Exchanges the crucifix for the necklace plus a Benjamin.  

INT. COZY COTTAGE INN - ROOM/BATHROOM -- NIGHT

The door snaps open to Jeremy like a wind-rush.  He is 
totting box wine and whisky bottle; evident he stole a swig. 
Instantly, his smile fades at the empty room.

Jeremy stalks to the bathroom.  The door is slightly ajar.  
He opens it to Margaret on a Calgon ride.  She screams.

MARGARET
What are...?  Get out!

Dragging closed the bathroom door.

JEREMY
I grabbed us a little nightcap.

JEREMY (CONT'D)
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MARGARET (O/C)
Absolutely not. 

JEREMY
Come on, cowgirl.  It's a truce 
treaty to lettin' go of the past 
and lost possessions.

On the other side: Margaret cringes; her robe is on the bed. 

MARGARET
Speaking of, would you, uh -- could 
you please hand me my robe?

JEREMY
Only in exchange for a tipple. 

MARGARET
Jeremy.  Please.  My robe. 

Through the cracked door he dangles her robe.  She goes for 
it.  He withdraws.  

MARGARET
While I'm astonished how 
effortlessly you administer... 

JEREMY
Eh, you're spoiling my buzz.  

MARGARET
FINE!

Off Margaret snatching the robe --

EXT. COZY COTTAGE INN POOL -- NIGHT

The pool lights dance across Margaret's face.  Our couple sit 
on the edge of the pool dangling their feet into the water.  
Jeremy is nursing a bottle of whisky.  He has bleary look of 
a heavy drinker.  Margaret is in her bathrobe, nursing wine 
from a plastic cup. 

JEREMY
Alright, first boy you smooched?

MARGARET
First boy, huh?  Ah.  Chris Kruger.  
He was second grade I was third.  

JEREMY
Forever after the young ones, huh? 
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Margaret begins to speak but we cannot hear... 

TIME DRIPS

Our duo are now a little faded.  Jeremy’s shirt is 
unbuttoned.  Margaret has shedded her rope.  In her pajamas, 
she leans her shoulder on Jeremy’s.

MARGARET
We were cruising down Wilshire in a 
convertible 450SL and me with my 
head slumped over the side. 

JEREMY
Poor guy. 

MARGARET
Poor guy?!  Poor me! 

JEREMY
So what happened?

MARGARET
Only thing I recall is I crashed 
for two days and have since not  
touched raw fish. 

JEREMY
I take this was first, last date.

MARGARET
With Mr. Jack Lemmon, indeed. 

JEREMY
Who’d guessed a few days ago we’d 
be nursing libations poolside?  Now 
I’ve been meaning to ask the story 
behind this 'Connie' character.  

MARGARET
She’s ‘A woman of...’

JEREMY
No, no, no, no.  Know what I think?  
She is who you want to be when you 
grow up.

As he throws up his arms, laughing, his drink spills.

JEREMY
Whoops, I spilt some.  Come on, 
let’s hear it.  Is Connie you? 
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Margaret takes a long pull of whisky.  She looks at Jeremy 
numbly and declares:  

MARGARET
She’s my daughter.  

Jermey’s smile breaks --

MARGARET
She died three years ago.

Margaret drops the bottle into Jeremy’s hand.  Stands and 
turns her back.  Slips from her pajamas -- diving into the 
pool.  SPLASH!  

Jeremy simply stares at the naked woman.  Margaret smirks. He 
sheds his clothes standing naked as the day he was born.   

MARGARET
Oh, for Christ-sake -- jump in! 

Diving into the pool...   

JEREMY
Goddamn!  It’s cold! 

MARGARET
Feels fine to me.  The first few 
months after her passing were 
unmanageable.  The pain unbearable.  
Trying to find a way to accept the 
tragedy fate had bestowed on me I 
created this character as an outlet 
for my grief.  A solace.  Today 
‘Connie’ is such an integral part 
of my life I couldn’t imagine 
living without her.  Sadly, I know 
I need to let the series go, but 
saying good-bye is something I’m 
not ready to do.  

He makes no outward reaction, instead...

JEREMY
I know where you’re coming from.  

Margaret’s astonished.  She grimaces.   

JEREMY
Realize it's not the same... but I 
feel lost without her, too --
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MARGARET
You selfish son-of-a-bitch.  You 
have the audacity to compare the 
death of my Connie to a loss of 
some two-bit lassie!  Your 
temerity.  You talk about this girl 
as if she is the love of your life 
and you haven't even once mentioned 
her name!  Not once!  I wonder if 
you even possess the slightest 
facility of emotions or are you 
completely void of feelings?  
Driving across the country to 
torment this poor girl.  What are 
you going to do when you see her?  
Throw her over your shoulder and 
drag her back to LA.  GROW UP!  

JEREMY
I do love NICOLE!

MARGARET
FINALLY!  A name!  I hate those 
people who act as if they live in a 
vacuum and nothing they do will 
affect anyone else, especially the 
ones they supposedly love!

JEREMY
Who are you to judge?  You're the 
one with a failing marriage 
incapable of loving the man in your 
own damn bed. 

That stops Margaret cold.  Her face contorts. 

JEREMY
Only difference ‘tween us I'm 
chasing and you're running.

MARGARET
You think you are so smart when 
actually you're only a child 
wanting so badly to be loved he'll 
force himself on anyone with a 
pulse.

JEREMY
Including a destitute broad in a 
motel pool.

They have stripped each other raw.  Margaret fights back 
tears.  She exits the pool, and bolts for the room.  Jeremy 
stumbles into his jeans --
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JEREMY
Margaret!  Wait.  Hold on!

Jeremy gives pursuit.  He catches Margaret just as she’s 
entering the motel room.  Margaret is a bundle of nerves and 
exhausted.  Then barley;  

MARGARET
I can't do this anymore.  I can’t.  
I'm tired.  Just so tired...

Margaret trying to fight off a panic attack -- a poignant 
emblem of vulnerability and loss.  She enters the motel room, 
closing the door on Jeremy.  He staggers a bit, then slides 
down the door, hating himself.   

E/I. COZY COTTAGE INN/ROOM -- DAWN

The growling of garbage truck.  Rubbish bins slam.  It’s 
barely light.  Jeremy is asleep by the door.  He awaken.  
Takes stock of his surroundings.  Knocks on the door.

JEREMY
Mar.  Let me in. 

He knocks harder.  Stands and peeks through the window.  
Margaret’s bed is empty.  Jeremy has a mounting sense of 
unease.  He notices the window lock, withdraws his pocket 
knife, cuts the screen, jimmies his blade between the double 
windows.  Presto.  Through the window he climbs.

JEREMY
Margaret? 

He crosses to the BATHROOM.  The door is closed.  Actually, 
it is locked.  Jeremy knocks. 

JEREMY
Margaret.  Hey.  You in there? 

He bangs harder.  Panic now.  Instantly, Jeremy -- standing 
back -- KICKING the door, hard near the knob -- door gives a 
little.  He rears back and -- kicks again -- this time it 
SPLINTERS -- almost flies off its damn hinges --   

On Jeremy’s face.  It drains and fills with panic.  

His viewpoint Margaret coiled in the bathtub.  Her mouth is 
blue.  His eyes take in multi-hued PILLS gripped in her palm.   

He reacts.  Grabbing Margaret, paralyzed, Jeremy sweeps his 
fingers into her mouth.  Fishing out tablets.  
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He struggles to pull her from the bath.  Laying flat on the 
floor, Jeremy is now compressing her stomach.  Pumping hard.  

Finally, Margaret gags -- coughs -- Jeremy is dazed and 
staring at her.  Margaret spits out three pills.  She  
blinks.  She heaves.  She is staring at Jeremy, sitting 
there, absorbing the shock.  Hold on them. 

INT. COZY COTTAGE INN ROOM -- DAY

Margaret’s viewpoint Jeremy coming through the door.  He 
flings open the curtains; light spills into the room.  
Margaret comes full awake.  Jeremy sits on the bed with 
Saltines and 7-Up.  

Margaret is a wreck, and she knows it.  She wraps her fingers 
around Jeremy’s palm.  

MARGARET
Now who’s the 'train wreck?'  Shhh.  
Just hold me. 

Jeremy folds Margaret into him.  She wraps her arms around 
his neck, squeezing hard, as we hold on this beautiful 
moment. 

EXT. HUDSON RIVER - SAILBOAT -- DAY

Suddenly it is bright, broad daylight, so bright it hurts our 
eyes.  As our focus clears we see a 33' Beneteau 323 sailboat 
skimming the water.  The ‘Connie’ is a beaut.  Tom cranks the 
winch trimming the main sail.  He looks up at the flapping 
sails and smile.  He makes his way around the deck, getting 
his sea legs back. 

With the boat now on course, Tom takes the wheel.  Being at 
the helm takes getting used to.  He spots something that 
reveals the date last used: 2014, and then squints.  His face 
pains, staring at the name ‘Connie’ written on the boat in 
orange crayon. 

JUMP TO:

EXT. COUNTRY STORE - PAY PHONE -- DAY

A BOY is playing with a mangy DOG in tall grass.  We find 
Jeremy at a pay phone.  The receiver is pressed to his ear.  
Margaret breezes from the store.  Jeremy slams the receiver 
into the cradle.  
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MARGARET
What is it?  What did she say? 

JEREMY
That the stubborn old bastard wants 
to “die in his house.”  

MARGARET
Oh, go easy on him.  He’s scared. 

JEREMY
You scared me.  

MARGARET
How much further?

JEREMY
Not far enough.

MARGARET
I bought us some M&Ms.

EXT. 280 (MOVING)/ROADSIDE -- DAY

- On Jeremy and Margaret.  They drive in silence.  

- 280 is stopped roadside.  TROOPER is issuing Jeremy a 
citation.  Margaret throws a delicious, “I told you so” 
smile, capturing the moment with the Instamatic. 

- 280 zips past a North Carolina sign -- 

MARGARET 
I really do need to pee.

JEREMY 
What, again? 

EXT. SMALL TOWN -- DAY

280 enters, and turns at a ‘City Park’ sign.

EXT. CITY PARK/PLAYGROUND -- AFTERNOON

We hear children’s laughter.  PARENTS and KIDS frolic.  
Margaret and Jeremy cross to the swings and sit.  Jeremy 
removes a smoke.  Margaret proffers a plastic LIGHTER.

MARGARET
Wish it were nicer.
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JEREMY
Ah, it's fantastic.

MARGARET
(re: tattoo)

I’ve never noticed those. 

Jeremy reveals a TAT of dice; one with ten pips, other, 
seven.   

JEREMY
Seventeen's my lucky number.

Her eyes skim from Jeremy to the children. 

MARGARET
She would've been nine Tuesday.  
I'd miscarried twice before I had 
her.  But somehow I knew she was 
going to make it.  After thirty-six 
hours of labor I wasn't so sure I 
was.  Tom and I were over the moon, 
and God, did he spoil her.  Not to 
mention turning her into a tomboy.  
I wanted to dress her in cute 
little outfits but she wouldn't 
have it -- if she wasn't naked or 
in her sailor outfit she wasn’t 
happy.  One day we were running 
late when she rounded the corner in 
nothing but a pink ribbon.  That 
evening we made a deal: I dressed 
her during the week and weekends 
she chose.  It was a good agreement 
since Saturdays we sailed.  It was 
our haven.  I'd read, but more 
often than not, watch Tom help 
Connie steer the vessel.

JEREMY
Sounds amazing.

MARGARET
It was truly... until one Saturday 
I awoke to find a magazine page of 
a doll resting on my pillow instead 
of Tom.  I had been up late meeting 
a deadline and he thought he was 
doing me a favor taking Connie.  I 
was at Bergdoff's when the police 
called.  The speedboat was doing 
sixty at the point of impact.  When 
I arrived Tom was being rushed to 
the hospital.  

(MORE)
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They had yet to locate Connie.  I 
waited on the shore for hours 
holding that doll until finally 
they found her.  A part of me died 
seeing her pale little body in her 
sailor outfit and pink ribbon in 
her muddy hair.  All I could think 
of was what the hell to do with 
this doll? 

(a beat)
I knew it wasn't Tom’s fault but I 
couldn’t speak to him for days.  
The sight of him made me nauseous.  
Sure I wanted to forgive him but I 
was too consumed with my own pain 
and guilt which eventually pushed 
him to find solace in the arms of a 
friend who lost her husband.  Goes 
to prove when two desperate people 
are in a hopeless situations a bond 
inevitably forms.  The days rolled 
into three years and now we’ve 
evolved into resentful rotting 
monsters with me daily 
contemplating... well, unable to 
move past my daughter’s death while 
my husband has accepted her fate 
and moved on with our friend Denise 
who lost her husband.

JEREMY
But you don't, I mean you don’t 
honestly believe Tom doesn't miss 
her.  That he doesn't hurt.  He's 
only dealt with it differently, 
processed the pain faster -- buried 
it perhaps.  My guess he’s 
struggling also to survive best he 
knows how.  Mean, look, he’s lost a 
wife, not to mention, tragically a 
daughter.  If you ask me, man 
deserves a second chance.   

MARGARET
This trip’s made me wonder if he’s 
had enough.  Perhaps I’ve pushed 
him too hard and too long with my 
playing the victim  I don’t know. 

JEREMY
I can’t see a man like Tom ever 
wanting to lose a woman like you.  

MARGARET (CONT'D)
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And softly, confidently, Margaret arches her eyebrows.  
Jeremy takes her hand in his.  They swing, as we hear... 

EXT. JEREMY’S 280 (MOVING) -- DAY

Wagner.  Margaret and Jeremy cruise along a two-lane 
blacktop.  Margaret flashes a mischievous smile, climbing 
onto the back of the seat.  She is savoring the freedom, as 
the concerto fades...

EXT. UNCLE NASTY'S BAR -- NIGHT

... into muffled country music.  280 eases to a stop in a 
parking lot.  We’re at an old wooden honky-tonk in the middle 
of nowhere.   

INT. UNCLE NASTY'S - MOMENTS LATER

Jeremy swings open the door.  He looms like a gunfighter 
totting his guitar case.  Over his shoulder is Margaret 
sporting her new tight jeans and shirt.    

Joint is packed with cowboys/girls.  BAND is on stage.  
Nearby, MEN circle a topless table DANCER.  Over there, a 
heavy GIRL jumps atop a pool table.  

GARRET
Get off there! 

GARRET, fifties, creepy, gold chains.  Swats at the girl with 
his pool cue. 

MARGARET
Certainly is never dull with you.

Jeremy and Margaret cross to the bar.  Jeremy slips his case 
to the BARTENDER.  He orders two Coronas.  

JEREMY
Tons of killer acts have played 
that stage...

A COWBOY waltzes up. 

COWBOY
Howdy.  Like-to-dance?

MARGARET
Oh.  Thank you.  But no.  
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COWBOY
Come on.  

MARGARET
I’m not very good. 

JEREMY
Ace.  Lady said no. 

COWBOY
I’ll lead. 

MARGARET
Oh, well.  But just one. 

Cowboy leads Margaret to the dance floor under Jeremy’s 
jealous gaze.  He pulls her close.  After a few missed steps 
Margaret follows like a pro.  The song ends.  Cowboy returns 
Margaret to Jeremy. 

COWBOY
'Preciate it, little lady.

MARGARET
Anytime, Walt.

(to Jeremy, playfully)
Is somebody jealous? 

JEREMY
Bartender, dos mas Coronas and two 
Cuervo shots.

And when Jeremy turns -- he squints -- because 

Margaret is now at the pool tables encircled by a bevy of 
admires.  Jeremy downs both shots.  Scooping up the beers, he 
strides over.  Margaret eyes Garrett sink the eight ball.  

GARRETT
Howdy, foxy lady.

MARGARET
Mind if I have the next game?

GARRETT
Boys, ya hear that?  

On Jeremy downing a beer.  He eyes Margaret settle behind the 
cue ball.  She steadies her stick -- breaks -- balls scatter; 
two fall in.  Garret winces.  

Jeremy's notices a young cowboy, CASEY, eyeing Margret.    

TIME DRIPS
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Jeremy is now visibly faded.  Reaching for a fresh brew, he 
struggles with mounting anger.  Margaret is running the 
table.  Cowboys comment on her butt. 

MARGARET
Some room for the shooter, please. 

Craving a confrontation, Jeremy stalks forward.  Margaret 
eyes the three ball -- it drops.  Garrett throws a pained 
look.  Nearby, Casey leans in and kisses Margaret’s cheek.  

Jeremy eyes flare with sudden paranoia -- he snatches his 
guitar from the bar, and staggers onto the stage.  People 
stare.  Jeremy’s fingers fumble, legs wobble. 

JEREMY
“Memories and drinks don’t mix too 
well....”

But it’s not Jeremy from Marmont -- it’s a train wreck.  

GARRETT
Hey up there!  You suck!

Casey whispers to Margaret.  She looks at Jeremy and rolls 
her eyes --  

-- Jeremy’s guitar slams to the floor -- 

-- Jeremy DIVES off stage -- 

-- Full motion for Casey -- 

-- Margaret looks up in horror -- CRACK!  

-- Jeremy wallops Casey across the jaw --  

-- FRONT DOOR FLIES OPEN -- 

EXT. UNCLE NASTY’S - CONTINOUS 

Jeremy soars out.  He slams to the ground.  Crowd gathers.  
Casey and Jeremy exchange punches.  Margaret wades in.  BIKER 
grabs her.  Jeremy flies against the wall.  Casey pummels him 
in the mouth.  Biker restrains Casey. 

BIKER
Come on, Case.  He's done.

Jermey slides down the wall.  Margaret races to him.  He 
looks at her with utter distain, and recoils.
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MARGARET
Are you okay?   

Jeremy staggers to stand.  Wiping his bloody mouth, he tries 
to return inside.  Margaret grabs him.  He spits a mouthful 
of blood, stalking like a zombie toward the 280.   

MARGARET
Jeremy.  Jeremy.  No.  Absolutely 
not!  I will drive. 

JEREMY
NOBODY FUCKING DRIVES RITA. 

MARGARET
You’re drunk.  Now, please.    

Dropping behind the 280’s wheel, he glares at Margaret. 

JEREMY
Gettin’ in or stayin’ here with 
your lover?

Jeremy slams the door.  Margaret in tears, staring at the 
stoic drunk.  She hears: “He's still out there.”  Margaret, 
left with no choice, reluctantly climbs into...

On 280: Jeremy mashes the accelerator flat.  280 spins out in 
a cloud of dust.  Margaret screams... 

INT. JEREMY’S 280 (MOVING) - MOMENTS LATER

Blaring music.  Pitch black, lonely road.  Mounting panic.  
Margaret.  She is uneasy with Jeremy’s recklessness --

MARGARET
Jeremy!  Stop the car!  You are 
going to kill us!  

Suddenly blue LIGHTS ILLUMINATE the darkness.  

JEREMY
Fuck.  Hold on!

280 lunges.  SIREN yelps.  280 leaps off the damn road.   
POLICE car darts across the median.  Margaret clutches for 
dear life.  Jeremy kills the HEADLIGHTS --  

MARGARET
What are you doing? 
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Cold air whipping -- 280 brakes suddenly -- turns -- faster 
now -- Margaret yells.  280 makes a quick right, sharp left -- 
shutters to a stop -- Police car screaming past.  

Margaret breathing hard.  Jeremy grinning.  Margaret snatches 
the flask.  She hurls it out the window. 

MARGARET
You goddamned idiot! 

Jeremy’s manner is mean.  He stumbles from the car.  Crawling 
across a field, his LIGHTER illuminating his bloodied, 
desperate face, he searches for the flask.  

Staggering toward the 280 with his flask, Jeremy discovers 
Margaret behind the wheel.  He doesn’t protest.  Simply 
deposits himself into the passenger seat, catching his 
reflection in the mirror. Margaret leans her head back, and 
closes her eyes. 

FADE TO BLACK

E/I. JEREMY’S 280 - COUNTRY ROAD -- DAWN

Glorious sunrise.  The roar of a tractor awakens Margaret.  
It takes a beat to realize her coordinates.  She gazes over 
to Jeremy; head slummed against the door.  She swats him.  He 
shoots up; face swollen, mouth bloodied.  

Margaret is disgusted.  Jeremy feels silly, and Margaret 
knows it, and he hates that she knows it, which makes him 
feel foolish. 

Margaret exits to pee.  She returns.  Jeremy is brimming with 
things to say.

JEREMY
Knew this would morph into a bad 
deal always does when I let 
people...  

MARGARET
Save it.

JEREMY
I’ll drop you at the airport...  

MARGARET
You fucking selfish coward.  You 
think you’re getting rid of me that 
easily.  Think again.  

(MORE)
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Now you’re going to stop feeling 
sorry for yourself, stop blaming 
everyone and take charge of your 
life.  Because I see underneath the 
bravado a magnificent, loving man I 
would like to see find the 
happiness he deserves.  So unless 
you're planning on carrying me 
through the terminal -- you’re 
stuck with me.  Now where are we?

JEREMY
‘Bout two hours away.  

MARGARET
Then let’s get moving. 

Instantly, Jeremy’s smile drains...   

REVERSE TO

280’s backseat -- the empty backseat.  Shit.  His guitar.  
It’s gone.  Jeremy looks like he’s been plowed by a freight 
train.   

INT. JEREMY’S 280 (MOVIING) - HIGHWAY -- DAY

Margaret is driving.  Jeremy is shotgun.  His hand nervously 
trembles as he places a cigarette between his lips.  Then a 
nostalgic grin oils his face as we hear ‘Sunday Morning.’  

JEREMY
This song.  Every Sunday Cecil and 
I’d lay by the record player and 
play this song over and over.  
Drove mom wild.  She’d yell, “play 
something else.”    

SONG
"... On a Sunday morning sidewalk, 
wishing Lord that I was stoned..."

A heavy quiet falls on Jeremy as we MOVE HIGH ABOVE... 

EXT. WILMINGTON, NC -- AFTERNOON

The Cape Fear river.  280 winds along quaint city streets, 
making its way to Wrightsville Beach and the Atlantic Ocean.  

MARGARET (CONT'D)
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EXT. CECIL'S HOUSE/280 - MOMENTS LATER

Like a slow-moving shark, the 280 eases to a stop behind a 
Suburban and old orange Ford pickup.

The house is in a state of disrepair.  We see a rusted 
BICYCLE and (half-painted) PORCH SWING dangling by one chain.  
Jeremy’s anxiety intensifies.  He squeezes Margaret’s hand.  

A moment slips by.  Then Jermey exits.  He and Margaret stalk 
toward the porch.  Jeremy notes the tarnished brass DOOR 
KNOCKER: "THE KENDELS" the "S" scratched out.  With Herculean 
effort, Jeremy pushes open the door to...

INT. CECIL'S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM

The shabby room holds your basic out-dated furniture.  
Jeremy’s eyes take in: PHONOGRAPH, Fender guitar, 
‘Valentinos’ neon sign, and ‘Desperadoes Waiting for a Train’ 
poster.  He’s flooded by an onslaught of memories.  

Right then a delighted Susan enters.  Her eyes go at once to 
Margaret.

SUSAN
There you are!  I was beginning to 
get worried.

JEREMY
Hey.

SUSAN
My God.  Your face!  What happened?

Jeremy and Susan embrace.  Margaret sizes up Susan.

JEREMY
Minor disagreement.

SUSAN
It looks awful.  And you're so 
skinny.  Oh, pumpkin, look at you.  
You are a complete mess.  

JEREMY
Mom, this is Margaret.  Margaret, 
this is my mom Susan.

Ladies shake hands noting their similar ages.

MARGARET
Pardon me, but I really need... 
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JEREMY
Down the hall to the left.  

Assuring Margaret is gone, Susan throws a questioning gaze. 

JEREMY
I told ya I was bringing a girl. 

SUSAN
A ‘girl’ is not someone my age.

JEREMY
Stop.  She's fantastic.  Just like 
you.   Now, how’s Jim? 

SUSAN
He's in Colorado and said to let 
him know if you need anything.  
God, I’m so glad you’re here.  I’ve 
been going crazy. 

JEREMY
I can’t believe you came.  

SUSAN
Jim thinks I’m a nut-case. 

JEREMY
He’s always been preceptive. 

SUSAN
Cute. 

JEREMY
I can’t believe you are either. 

SUSAN
Chalk it up to knowing someone 
since you were sixteen...   

JUMP TO THE HALLWAY 

Where Margaret stops.  She tilts her head hearing the moan of 
a HARMONICA.  Bitten with curiosity, she peeks through a 
cracked door where barely visible rests a bed-ridden MAN.  He 
spots her and hurls a BOOK.  It SLAMS against the door -- 

MEANWHILE BACK TO LIVING ROOM 

Jeremy and Susan are chatting when Margaret enters.

JEREMY
... Ended up being just a fan belt.  
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SUSAN
Jeremy's been telling me wonderful 
things about you. 

MARGARET
He is keen to exaggeration.

SUSAN
Care for something to drink?

MARGARET
Coffee, if you have any.

SUSAN
Not made, but easy to fix. 

JEREMY
Is he, uh...?

SUSAN
First let’s have some coffee and 
then I’ll start your laundry. 

JEREMY
I wanna get this over with.

SUSAN
Jeremy, please.  You’ve come --

JEREMY
Mom, stop.  

(to Margaret)
You be all right?

Margaret with an assured smile.   

SUSAN
He's been asking about you. 

(Jeremy rolls his eyes)
He has.  Prepare yourself, pumpkin. 
It has been sometime since you saw 
him.  He doesn't... may not look as 
you remember.  He is happy you 
came.

Jeremy exits the room leaving the ladies in awkward silence.

HALLWAY 

The haunting moan of a harmonica.  Dread reshapes Jeremy's 
face.  He glances to a Mickey Mouse doorknob.  He turns the 
knob, and enters...
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JEREMY'S BEDROOM

Afternoon sun caresses a single bed.  The room is bare.    
Jeremy runs his hand over the cartoon wallpaper, crushed by a 
wave of distant memories.  He stares out the window at a 
dilapidated SWING SET.  Meanwhile...

KITCHEN 

Margaret is seated at the table.  Susan proffers coffee.

SUSAN
Milk? 

MARGARET
No, thank you.

Susan deposits herself across from Margaret.  She leans in, 
carefully, as if inserting a needle into a vein, and asks: 

SUSAN
What are your intentions with my 
son?  

Margaret recoils.  She blinks, frowns. 

SUSAN
I mean you met in some motel --

MARGARET
-- It was hardly a ‘motel’ and...

SUSAN
Perhaps I'm mistaken and if so I 
apologize, however, it seems to me 
out of character for a woman of 
your apparent stature to jaunt 
across the country with my son... 
or perhaps its habitual.  Anyway, 
Jeremy may appear like a man but 
inside he's an extremely fragile 
soul.  And the last thing he needs 
is...

Margaret rises, and crosses to the window.   

MARGARET 
I realize how it appears.  An older 
married woman keeping company with 
a charming young man.  But the fact 
is: I am happily married.
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SUSAN
I apologize if I was out of line.  
It’s just that Jeremy and I have 
worked incredibly hard for the 
relationship we have.  It was hell 
being a single mom.  It was he and 
I against the world, therein-lies 
the root of my overprotectiveness.  

MARGARET
I completely understand.

SUSAN
For the longest I blamed Cecil for 
everything.  It somehow made me 
feel better.  However, I soon 
noticed I not only was 
incriminating him, but also, my own 
son.  It wasn't until I lost -- 
until he moved in with him, I 
realized how it was affecting our 
lives.  I learned not only did I 
have to forgive myself and Cecil, 
but also, Jeremy.  I wasted many 
years being a bitter young woman 
only to discover it's impossible to 
nourish a protected heart.

Margaret reflects on the swing set.  

HALLWAY

The harmonica’s moan grows louder.  Jeremy is at Cecil’s 
door.  A ripple of chills course through him, as he 
hesitantly pushes open the door...

CECIL’S BEDROOM 

Light filters through the Venetian blinds.  Jeremy scans 
stacks of Louis L'Amour BOOKS and walls plastered with ‘80 
music MEMORABILIA.  One photo reads: ‘Good jamming with you, 
Kris.’  Jeremy eyes the Resistol hat and "Carolina Power and 
Light" shirt draped from a nail.

THEN TO

CECIL.  He is propped at the window in his khaki ‘uniform.’  
His slouched frame quickly grows erect.  Harmonica stops.  
Cecil turns to reveal a man in his sixties.  His once 
handsome face is jaundiced and pained.  Brown tobacco stains 
mark his chin.  He wears a bleary look of a heavy drinker.
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His lifeless eyes momentarily sparkle with joy then quickly 
fade into an ice cold stare.  

On Jeremy struggling to digests Cecil’s anemic appearance. 

CECIL
(re: Jeremy’s bruises)

Hope the other guy’s in a box.

JEREMY
Hey.  I, I was expecting you to be 
in bed.

CECIL
I'll get enough reclining soon 
enough.

JEREMY
Good to see you.

CECIL
Turned out to be taller than I’d 
thought, boy.

JEREMY
Good jeans I suppose.  How ya 
feelin'?

CECIL
As good as dying can feel.

JEREMY
Mom said you want go to the 
hospital.  Don’t you think you 
should. 

CECIL
Why?  There’s nothing those quacks 
can do except take my hard-earned 
cash.  

JEREMY
With today’s medicine comes 
miracles --

CECIL
-- Only miracle is you standing in 
that doorway there.  

JEREMY
I wanted to come. 

CECIL
Chasing after another chick I see.
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Cecil eyes Jeremy’s boots.  Rolls his eyes. 

JEREMY
I didn't come here to pick up where 
we left off.  I came because I 
wanted to spend some time with you. 

CECIL
That’ll be the day. 

Cecil motions for a glass on the dresses.  Jeremy notices a 
red guitar PICK beside a holstered .357 magnum PISTOL.   

JEREMY
‘Member Merle...?

CECIL
Boy, it's my liver -- not 
Alzheimer's.  Hand me that gin.

Glancing at a plastic bottle of gin atop a Bible, Jeremy 
takes the glass.  He reaches out, keeping distance, 
proffering the glass.  

Cecil tries to steady his shaking hand, as his brings the 
glass to his mouth.  It’s a pathetic sight. 

JEREMY
There's the ole charm.  Y’know I 
can chat with any stranger on the 
street but something about you 
always balls me up.  What about my 
letter?  I was looking forward to 
your visit, showing you around, 
catching up... 

CECIL
‘Bout what? 

JEREMY
Gosh, I don’t know... Maybe how it 
seems somewhere along the way we 
lost something and how it would be 
nice if we could get it back. 

CECIL
Life is strikes and gutters, boy -- 

JEREMY
-- Jesus!  Will you at least try 
and work with me?   

CECIL
Whatta you want me to say?
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JEREMY
What I want you to say?  I don’t 
know.  All right.  How about how 
are you?  I missed you.  I wish we 
spoke more.  I wish I hadn't 
checked out on my --

CECIL
-- I knew there had to be a motive 
you came.  More of that psycho-
babble bullshit.  Just like your 
mother.  Awhhh -- fuck it!  Let's 
get something straight, boy: I 
didn't go no place and I didn't 
leave anybody -- I haven't left my 
Goddamn house in 20 years.  

JEREMY
Oh, God.  You are serious?  

CECIL
You’re damn right I am!  

JEREMY
You’re a real piece of work, you 
know that?

CECIL
If anyone left it was you!

JEREMY
I was five years old! 

CECIL
And ya chose your momma.

JEREMY
Grow up!  It was you who mentally 
checked out.  Or what, did you 
expect me to join you and the 
Mexican waitress you were screwing? 

Cecil attempts to stand but he stumbles.  Jeremy leans in 
only to be motioned back.

CECIL
Woman never could shut her mouth.  

JEREMY
What?  Oh, wait.  You don’t... You 
don’t remember, do ya?  Suppose you 
were too fucking sauced that night 
I told ya.  

(MORE)
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Mom didn’t say anything.  It was 
me.  I opened the door that night.  

Cecil is hit by a damning revelation.

JEREMY
All these years... Puts things in a 
little different perspective 
knowing it was your five-year-old 
son who caught ya in the act.    

CECIL
Eh.  Ya don't know what it's like 
to be a father.  To have this 
responsibility.  To give up your 
life and your fucking dreams.  To 
have people dependin’ on you and 
expectin’ things from ya when you 
can't even deliver things for 
yourself.  I mean look at you 
living the kinda life most men 
dream about.  Picking and playing -- 
kickin’ out the footlights.  I'd 
give anything to have it.

JEREMY
An old drunk like you couldn’t make 
one day in these boots.

CECIL
Ah, the hell with ya.  I tried to 
do what was best for ya.

JEREMY
After we left I never heard from 
ya.  If it wasn’t for Granddad --

CECIL
-- Screw that old son-of-a-bitch!

JEREMY
Shut up!  He’s the reason I made it 
this far.  Y’know the first five 
years of my life I couldn’t have 
asked for a better father.  I 
worshiped you.  God, I loved you -- 
there's few days go by I don't 
think of cruising the beach in your 
old truck listening to cassettes.  
Those songs... th’ music... they’re 
my blood, my soul, and for that 
I’ll always be grateful. 

JEREMY (CONT'D)
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Cecil is touched, but something about his makeup makes him 
retreat further into himself.

JEREMY
But that’s where it stops.  

CECIL
Boy, you don't know shit.

JEREMY
Then tell me what I'm missing.  
What made you so cold?  Why did you 
start hating everybody?

CECIL
Goddamn it I lost my son!  You'll 
never know what it's like to lose a 
child.  Walk into an empty house 
strewn with toys and nothing but 
fucking silence.  Knowing it’s your 
fucking fault you’ll never hear the 
sound of your boy’s laughter down 
the hall and knowing you don’t have 
the strength to fucking change.  
When you have a gap in your heart 
it never heals it just fills with 
nastiness people don’t like to hear 
about and thoughts you constantly 
struggle to  end --

JEREMY
You didn't even want me!  

This is a blow to Cecil. 

JEREMY
I saw your eyes that day.  You 
blame me for your fall and your 
misery.  You have any idea how it 
feels to carry the burden that your 
own father holds you accountable 
for his failed success?  Or worse --  
wishes you hadn’t been born?  

CECIL
You should learn you don’t get too 
close to people you won’t get hurt.  

JEREMY
Bullshit.  Those gutter days are 
what make you strong -- 
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CECIL
-- Sorry you came all the way to be 
let down.  That your old man's been 
such a disappointment... not how I 
intended but how the cards fell.  
I'm not feeling good. 

An awkward moment slips by.  Jeremy forces his hand upon his 
father’s shoulder.  Cecil tenses, and if we look closely, we 
catch a glimpse of tenderness in his eyes.  Then he recoils.  
Jeremy stalks out... 

INT. KITCHEN - SECONDS LATER

Margaret is at the table.  Susan is drying dishes when Jeremy 
strides into frame, and out the front door.  Margaret rises.  
Susan stops her.  Margaret watches Jeremy peel out of the 
drive, gunning the 280.   

EXT. QUICK STOP CONVENIENCE STORE -- DAY

Beach in bg.  280 jolts to the curb.  Visibly shaken, Jeremy 
exits the 280.  He stalks to a PAY PHONE.  He unloads his 
pockets: Chapstick, coins, the pocketknife.  Drops a few 
quarters in, dialing Nicole’s cell.  Someone answers. 

TODD O/C) 
Hello.

JEREMY
Nic? 

TODD (O/C)
Who is this? 

JEREMY
Who the fuck is this?

TODD (O/C)
Her fiancé.  

Jeremy slams down the receiver.  Cogitates.  Times like these 
call for a stiff cocktail.  He saunters across the street, 
and into...

INT. COLDWATER COUNTRY BAR -- AFTERNOON

A gloomy joint.  Jukebox moans.  The bartender, DANNY is 
fifty.  He is arranging glasses.  He looks up.  Jeremy 
settles at the bar.  Beside him is FRITZ BARNES, sixties, 
friendly.  He sports a "Carolina Power and Light" shirt.  
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Down the bar is: JACK BROWN, elderly black gentleman.  Mousey 
WOMAN of forty, and STACY, cute twenty-year old.

FRITZ
... Harold was so plastered he told 
the cop to screw off.

JACK
You talkin’ ‘bout the tall one? 

HEADSHOTS of local celbs line the wall.

FRITZ
No, no, no.  That girl cop.  She 
laid Harold flat on his ass. (to 
Jeremy) Whatcha drinkin'?

JEREMY
Wild Turkey neat.

FRITZ
Jeremy?  Hey.  Fritz Barnes.

DANNY
I thought that was you.

JEREMY
Hey, Jack.

FRITZ
(re: shots)

Danny...!

DANNY
Way ahead of you, Barnes.

FRITZ
Jesus, I haven't seen you since you 
was a teenager.

DANNY
You wore out that jukebox playing 
Haggard. 

STACY
You're Cecil's son?

DANNY
She loves your picture.

Jeremy is shocked to see his headshot on the wall. 

STACY
I remember your dad bringing it in. 
So cool meeting you. 
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ALL
To Cecil's boy!  Welcome home!

Glasses clink.  Note Jeremy is sipping his shot.

STACY
How long you here for?

JEREMY
A day or so. 

JACK
Know your pop is pleased ya here.

TIME DRIPS 

Neon lights flicker and glow.  More PEOPLE line the bar.  
Everyone is a little faded.  However, not Jeremy.  He pushes 
aside a plate of fries and looks at Fritz.  Stacy is standing 
beside Jeremy’s barstool with her arm around his shoulder. 

FRITZ
I heard you're kickin’ ass in LA 
with a pilot offer. 

JACK
What of that album you made? 

STACY
I love the Jack Nicholson story. 

FRITZ
Know you’re disappointed about him 
not making LA.  He wanted to.  No 
way though he could have made it in 
his condition.  

JACK
Your pop’s in bad shape.  Other day 
we were at the VFW and he looked 
me, he leaned over said, “Jack know 
that ole sonuvabitch is coming.”  

DANNY
He was so thrilled you were coming. 

FRITZ
I know he has difficultly saying 
it, or showing it -- he's damn 
proud of you, kid.  

JACK
He don’t need us tellin’ him that.
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And Fritz with a concealed paternal interest says:

FRITZ
I think he does. 

JEREMY
Listen.  I need to be, uh going.

JACK
Them drinks on us now ya hear?   

STACY
Or you stay.  We could light joint 
and listen to Haggard all night. 

JACK
I’d like that.  But, I should go.  
Good seeing you, and thank you for 
the drinks. 

GUY AT BAR
Your pop's a hellauva good man.  
Tell him he's in our prayers.  

At the door, Jeremy catches his reflection in the mirror -- 

INT. CECIL'S HOUSE -- NIGHT

A faint light illuminates Cecil lumbering down the hall.  He 
is clearly in pain and drunk.  He plops a record on the 
turntable... ‘Sunday Morning’ crackles. 

SONG
"... And it took me back to 
something that I lost somewhere, 
somehow along the way..."

Struggling down the hall, Cecil cradles his Fender as we --

EXT. COLDWATER COUNTRY/280 -- NIGHT

The moon reflects off the ocean.  Waves crash. 

SONG
"On a Sunday Morning sidewalk..."

Jeremy plops behind the 280’s wheel, cogitating.  
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EXT. CECIL'S HOUSE/280 -- NIGHT

It is eerily still.  Cecil’s bedroom light goes dark just as 
the 280 eases into frame.  On Jeremy.  He considers going 
inside but reconsiders, and instead drives away. 

SONG
"... Sunday Morning Coming Down."

THAT’S WHEN WE SEE A FLASH FROM CECIL’S WINDOW 

FOLLOWED BY A GUNSHOT 

AND EVERYTHING GOES PITCH BLACK 

E/I. BEACH MOTEL PARKING LOT/280 -- NIGHT

280 is parked under a lone light.  Margaret is standing at 
the window.  Jeremy’s head is slouched against the wheel.  
She climbs inside.  He looks at her.  Her truthful face says 
it all.  Jeremy sinks into a state of shock, as we push 
into...  

INT. BEACH MOTEL ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

A faint glow filters into the room.  Jeremy is in a fetal 
position on the bed.  Margaret lies next to him.  Jeremy 
rolls over and looks at her with tear-stained eyes.  Margaret 
caresses his face.  Jeremy kisses her lightly.  Margaret 
pulls him closer.  Jeremy kisses her hungrily and  
passionately.  Margaret rolls on top of him, removing her 
shirt.  Our couple melt into each other.  It’s a tender and 
therapeutic, moment of two people making beautiful love.    

FADE TO:

EXT. PIER - TWO DAYS LATER -- DAY

Jeremy is flanked by Margaret and Susan.  He cradles an URN, 
pouring Cecil’s ashes into the ocean.  Jermey watches them 
mix with water, fading into...

INT. CECIL'S HOUSE/BEDROOM -- DAY

Jeremy enters to Susan organizing the room.  He gazes past 
her to the small bullet hole in the wall.

JEREMY
I thought you were going to wait 
for me?
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SUSAN
You startled me.  Chalk it up to 
compulsiveness.  Where's Margaret?

JEREMY
She thought we needed alone time.

SUSAN
It was a nice turn out.

JEREMY
I couldn’t believe it.  

SUSAN
How are you holding up?

JEREMY
I'm numb.  Struggling to put the 
pieces together -- part of me is 
mad at the selfish old bastard 
while another part is not 
surprised, sorta expected it.  

SUSAN
I remember when granddad passed 
life was a fog for months.  

JEREMY
What's gonna happen to this place?

SUSAN
It’s up to you.  You’re executor. 

JEREMY
Me?  I thought you or Fritz would 
be.  This place holds too many 
memories and most not good. 

SUSAN
Fritz will look after it until you 
make a decision.   

JEREMY
Here’s the original Fender receipt.

SUSAN
I remember the day he bought it he 
played every Kris and Merle song -- 
twice.  

Jeremy notices tiny droplets of BLOOD on the bed.    
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SUSAN
He was in intense pain.  I 
suspected, too he might do this, 
which why I pushed for you to come.  
It’s why I came.  He wanted to see 
you so badly.  I realize your 
conversation didn’t go as you had 
hoped, but at least you had a 
chance to be together... some 
closure.  He loved you.  He just 
didn’t have the strength, like 
some, to change, nor the courage.  

Jeremy’s eyes fall on the Fender.  An ENVELOPE marked ‘For 
Jeremy’ is taped to its neck.  Jeremy opens the envelope.  
Inside is a red guitar PICK and NOTE: ‘You’d be an idiot boy 
if you didn’t take this guitar and play your songs.  Cecil.’   

Off Jeremy’s somber reflection, we go to... 

EXT. BEACH MOTEL PARKING LOT -- DAY

Susan is at Suburban door hugging Jeremy.

SUSAN
And use some of the money to buy a 
cell phone.  Please.  I’m begging 
you.  Call me when you hit New 
York.   

JEREMY
Love you.   

SUSAN
I love you, too, pumpkin. 

Susan gets into her car and drives off, just as Margaret 
eases to a stop in the 280.  

MARGARET
Going my way, cowboy? 

Jeremy climbs behind the wheel.  Margaret is shotgun. 
Glancing at her tight t-shirt: ‘A Cowgirl Does It Better!’

JEREMY
Like your shirt. 

MARGARET
Knew you would. 

JEREMY
I got you something
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Jeremy proffers a small jewel BOX.  

MARGARET
What’s this?  

JEREMY
Open it. 

Margaret’s eyes go misty at the sight of the antique 
necklace.  Jeremy fastens it around her neck.  She reads the 
CARD: ‘A young woman delights me but an older woman enthralls 
me.  One has the beauty of her body the other experience and 
richness of her mind -- you’re blessed with both.’  

JEREMY
Y’know somewhere along the way I 
may have fallen a little.  
Honestly, I couldn’t have made this 
without you.  You’ve given meaning 
to my life; sorta made me grow up. 

MARGARET
You’re giving me too much credit.  

JEREMY
Sure you have to go back? 

MARGARET
If Lady Luck had made it a 
different time I would say 
absolutely, but, sadly, I believe 
we both need to check back in with 
reality. 

JEREMY
Then let’s do it! 

E/I. HIGHWAY - 280 (MOVING) -- DAY

Gorgeous day.  Sun high in the sky.  Margaret and Jeremy are 
eating sandwiches. 

MARGARET
Why were you at the Beverly Hilton? 

JEREMY
Some party for Warren Beaty. 

MARGARET
Why wouldn’t one follow Jack 
Nicholson into the bathroom?  
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JEREMY
Anyway -- he was lighting a smoke 
when I said, "Hey buddy you got an 
extra one?"  He gave me one.  We 
chatted.  Then he disappeared into 
the stall as I said, "I love The 
Shining."  Right then it’s Jack 
Torrance yelling over the stall -- 

(mimicking Jack Nicholson)
“Wendy, I don't want a Goddamn 
sandwich.  Whenever you come in 
here and interrupt me -- you're 
breaking my concentration."  Next 
to smoking Cuban cigars with Bob 
Towne and cocktails at the Polo 
Lounge with Bob Evans one of my 
many LA highlights.   

(eyeing line of TRUCKS)
Hey, we got us a convoy.  When we 
pass these guys move your arm up 
and down like this.

Approaching the first TRUCK.  Margaret hesitates.  The next 
truck she performs the maneuver.  Horn blares.  Margaret 
caught in the moment flashes her breast to a symphony of 
truck horns. 

She falls back into her seat, laughing.  Jeremy can’t help 
smile.  Off their intimate look, we fade... 

EXT. NEW YORK CITY SKYLINE -- DAY

EXT. SHERRY-NETHERLAND - MARGARET’S APARTMENT -- DAY

Fifth Avenue.  A hansom CAB strolls past the 280 parked.  
Margaret’s luggage is on the curb.  Jeremy can’t unfasten his 
eyes from Margaret’s.  People, cars... life going by.

JEREMY
I don't want to let you go.

MARGARET
I know.  Good luck with Nicole. 

JEREMY
And you with Tom.  O-kay.  Been a 
damn good ride, cowgirl.  

MARGARET
I’ll miss you, my dear friend. 
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JEREMY
And I you. 

One last embrace, then Jeremy watches Margaret cross to the  
revolving doors, and disappear inside.  Jeremy simply stands 
in quiet reverie on the busy, bustling sidewalk.  

INT. SHERRY-NETHERLAND - MOMENTS LATER

The elevator doors open to Margaret.  She enters the foyer, 
instantly noticing Tom’s changes to the flat, but most 
significantly, his belongings are gone.   

MARGARET
Tom?

Margaret stands for a moment.  She exhales.  Crosses to her 
bedroom door and opens it. 

MARGARET’S BEDROOM

Her bronze face is suddenly awash with sunlight spilling 
through the open windows.  Here eyes go at once to the corner 
noticing the missing sailor outfit and doll.  She frowns.  

Collecting a CARD from the bed, Margaret reads it.  She 
begins to cry.  Drifting to the window, she is disappointed 
not to see Jeremy below.  

As Margaret stares over Central Park the sky turns grey, 
trees shed their leaves, below, people in COATS hurry past --  

EXT. NEW YORK CITY HOTEL LOBBY - THREE MONTHS LATER -- DAY

We find Jeremy parked on a plush velvet sofa.  He look fresh 
and fit, and sporting new boots.  Speaking on a CELL phone, 
he is sorting through PHOTOS of he and Margaret’s trip.   

JEREMY
Terrific, Phil.  I’ll be there in 
two days.  And thank you. 

Jeremy grips Cecil’s guitar case and pads toward the door, 
entering a stream of faces hustling along the sidewalk.
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E/I. BOOK STORE - FIFTH AVE. -- EVENING

Package-totting SHOPPERS scurry past SANTA.  Jeremy observes 
POSTERS announcing: ‘Margaret Waters in her final Connie 
Steele book.’  He pads inside, and instantly spots Margaret 
behind a table signing book copies.

Margaret.  Her eyes grow soft at the sight of Jeremy.  He 
withdraws Margaret’s BOOK from his guitar case.  He’s about 
to say something when Tom approaches.  He places down a stack 
of books.  

Margaret opens Jeremy’s book to the pink ribbon bookmark, 
signing: "To living in the moment."  

JAM TO:

EXT. JEREMY’S 280 (MOVING) - TENNESSEE HIGHWAY -- DAWN

Cold mist hangs over an open pasture dotted with horses.  Sun 
starting to rise.  Perfect. 

The 280 races past a highway sign: ‘Nashville, 62 miles.’  
Jeremy, at the wheel, releases a loud cowboy yell as...

OVER CREDITS

Jeremy on stage jamming with a five piece band.  Audience 
erupts to him bending Cecil's Fender guitar, and we --

FADE OUT:

THE END
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