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TEASER

FADE IN:

INT. THE PUB - DAY

CONVERSATIONS. LOW MUSIC. KLINKING GLASSES. SHORT BURST OF
LAUGHTER.

A half full pint of beer sits on the bar.

TABITHA (V.O.)
The age-old question: is the glass
half full or half empty. A tough
one, even for your modern day
rocket scientist.

A middle aged man picks up the pint and starts drinking.
Bartender behind the bar fills a pint from one of the many
taps.

TABITHA (V.O.) (CONT'D)
Not that we never think we have an
answer. There’s always that glass
half full feeling, waiting for the
bartender of life to fill it to the
brim. Nice clean head and all.
Others times...

Bartender set full pint on the bar. Nearby, a young,
depressed looking woman slams what's left of her pint.

TABITHA (V.O.) (CONT'D)
...half empty. Waiting for the
drunk of life to come along and
guzzle down what remains. Or just
do it ourselves.

The place is crowed. Bar and tables full. Servers move to and
fro with trays full of drinks and/or empty glasses.

TABITHA (V.O.) (CONT'D)
We have all kinds of denizens
inhabiting this little corner of
this great big world we call home.
All asking that same question.

Various types of patrons go by as Tabitha describes each.

TABITHA (V.O.) (CONT'D)
Half full. Half empty. The Pub’s a
magnet for them all.

(MORE)
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TABITHA (CONT'D)
Business persons in dress suits,
bohemians in faded jeans and knit
caps, college fraternity and
sorority types, the assorted
passerby dressed for whatever
weather we find ourselves enduring.

A woman and older man sit at a small table off to the side of
the room.

TABITHA (V.O.) (CONT'D)
Young. Old. All ages in between.

View stops on TABITHA VINCENT (early 40s). Genial. Wears
little make up. Beer drinker. The few wrinkles around her
eyes don't diminish her natural beauty.  The kind of older,
wiser sister type so many wish they had. Wears a small brim
fedora wrapped in a bandana matching the color of her
bracelets.

Across from her sits CARL (60ish), white hair hanging from
under the leather ball cap matches his equally white, nicely
trimmed beard.

She sits half turned, facing the center of the room. She
slowly rotates her pint with one hand.

TABITHA (V.O.) (CONT'D)
Suffice it to say The Pub’s a
refuge from many a soul. Officially
called regulars. And I’m one of
them.

She eyes a table near the center of the room.

Two men and a couple sit there. She can really only see the
face of one of them, a man with gold rimed glasses.

The couple get up. They shake hands then move off.

She watches them leave.

As they walk towards the front door, they pass by a young,
red headed woman wearing a light leather jacket, jeans, faded
concert tee. Two young men, sleeves of ink on each arm,
follow her.

TABITHA (V.O.) (CONT'D)
All of us asking ourselves the half
full half empty question.

Back to Tabitha's table. She stares at the man with the gold
rimed glasses.
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TABITHA (V.O.) (CONT'D)
Well, if you’re looking for an
answer, you came to the wrong
place.

She turns back towards Carl.

TABITHA
Wanna sit outside?

Stares at her pint.

TABITHA (V.O.)
Sometimes I think the better
question is do we even have a glass
at all.
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ACT 1

INT. THE PUB - CONTINUOUS

At the table from where the couple just left.

STEVEN VOORHEES (early 50s) graying hair, few extra pounds,
sit with EDWARD SIEGER (mid 30s), modest looking man in dress
and appearance. Serious looking expression. His thin, round,
gold rimmed glasses give him the look of a person always
seeking an answer.

Both sip at their drinks as they talk.

STEVEN
Think we can do business with them?

EDWARD
I’ve run all the facts and figures,
which I'll present if they choose
to listen. But yes. The business
plan is sound.

STEVEN
Should be. Even without all those
numbers you can miraculous crunch.
An old fashion mom and pop pizzeria
would add a lot to all the business
popping up round here over the last
decade.

EDWARD
They'll make a decent contribution
to the tax base. Plus it's an older
building so rent shouldn't be
prohibitive.

STEVEN
You spend a lot of time downtown,
living here and all. Bet that
couple would like you as a regular.
And catch all those with the late
night munchies wandering from bar
to bar.

He scans the bar. Eyes stop on the red head and two males
chatting it up.

STEVEN (CONT'D)
Better client than some of the
freeloaders round here.

Edward cracks a small smile but remains serious.
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EDWARD
My taste in food doesn’t include
copious amounts of processed
cheese.

STEVEN
You're right. Beer is so much
healthier. Cheers!

He lifts his glass. Edward lifts his. They tap pints. Drink.

Edward scoots his chair closer, rests his elbows on the
table, put on a serious look.

EDWARD
With this couple, with the rising
rents and more upscale clientele
filling the lofts and nearby
homes...

Steven leans towards him.

STEVEN
Go on...

EDWARD
I will suggest they--

SAMANTHA (O.S.)
Hey there Eddie!

The redhead from the bar, SAMANTHA (SAM) ERICKSON (early
20s), faded Ramones logo on her tee shirt, stands next to the
table. Not drop dead gorgeous, her subtle, hourglass curves
and tomboyish looks are very appealing. Think Christina
Hendricks' character on Mad Men with a smaller bust size.

Edward's mouth breaks into a beaming smile.

EDWARD
Well hello Sam. Nice of you to stop
by!

They exchange handshake, locking their thumbs as their palms
clasp together.

Seven looks on as if he'd never seen Edward do that.

He then gives her a quick, detached glance. Tries hiding his
annoyance.

EDWARD (CONT'D)
You remember my friend Steven,
don’t you?
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She speaks with an upper Midwest accent, but not as bad as
those people on Fargo.

SAM
Yeah. Yeah, I do. You guys doing
good tonight?

She and Steven exchange looks. She smiles and nods.

He does the same with painted enthusiasm.

He turns to Edward.

STEVEN
You were saying about the...

EDWARD
Oh. That can wait.

(to Sam)
Have a seat.

She nods and takes a seat next to Edward. He focuses on her.

EDWARD (CONT'D)
Taking it easy before practice?

SAM
Yeah. As always. Got some wickedly
awesome stuff we're working out.

EDWARD
Can’t wait to hear it.

Steven looks like he wants to leave.

EDWARD (CONT'D)
(pointing at Steven)

Been trying to get Steven here to
catch one of your shows. I've told
him all about Aces High and your
drumming skills.

Not really wanting to engage her in conversation, Steven
remains polite.

STEVEN
Do you do any Frank Sinatra covers?

SAM
Ivan, one of our guitarist, wanted
to do a rocked out version of
Lady’s a Tramp. But out a respect
for o’ blue eyes, we voted him
down.
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She and Edward laugh. Steven just smiles. He rises.

STEVEN
If you'll excuse me, gonna pay up
and head out. Edward, I'll see
tomorrow.

EDWARD
I'll be at work as usual.

Steven leans towards Sam.

STEVEN
Punctuality's a trait of his I wish
I could extract and sell.

(turns to Edward)
Never loose it.

He turns and leaves.

Now alone, Samantha and Edward grow silent. Both stare at the
table top for a few moments.

EDWARD
How's school going?

SAM
It's a going. Part time still.
Trying to pay the bills and working
have a way of doing that. Time and
coin always get in the way you
know.

EDWARD
Proud of you for trying to get a
degree and have some semblance of a
life.

SAM
Tanks.

EDWARD
And work?

SAM
Lucky for me that retro boutique is
a popular place. Got a lot of folks
whose fashion sense is several
decades out of place. It’s work.
Yeah. Fun but...

EDWARD
Playing in a band takes up time
too.
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SAM
(nodding)

But that's really fun! Bout the
only thing that gets me lit now
days.

She pats him on the arm.

EDWARD
Well... I wish nothing but the best
for you.

SAM
Tanks.

Their eyes meet and remained fixed. After a few moments, each
return their focus back at the table.

SAM (CONT'D)
A degree in music appreciation...
isn’t much.

EDWARD
It's a start. Move up to a
Bachelors. Make yourself more
valuable, especially if you want to
teach or get into the music
business.

She shrugs with a 'yeah maybe' look on her face.

SAM
Don't know if I'm a gonna go that
far. Nothing near as fancy as what
you got. A master’s in business
admin! Shit. Something I could
never dream of.

EDWARD
Nothing wrong with a degree in
music. And it’s something you like.
And you couldn't ask for a better
atmosphere than downtown here. For
most people music appreciation
means downloading their favorite
music, donning their headphones and
tuning out the world.

SAM
Been known to do that.
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EDWARD
Me too, but you and your friends
also make it. Now that’s true
appreciation.

(leaning in towards her)
I wish I had an ounce of your
musical talent.

SAM
You'd trade it for punctuality?

EDWARD
Yes. Want a swap?

Both laugh.

SAM
Sometimes I wonder why you like
hanging around people like me.

Edward first looks confused, then his mouth morphs into a
smile.

EDWARD
Well... Love of music and... We can
strike up a conversation on just
about anything.

They stare at each other with a comforting glance.

SAM
Yeah. Yeah we can.

Neither notice a young man walk up. EZEKIEL (early 20s) a
sleeve of tattoos on both arms, ring in each earlobe.

EZEKIEL
Hey Sam.

They look up at him.

SAM
Sup.

(glances at his hands)
Where's my beer?

EZEKIEL
We gotta go.

She gives him a scowl.

EZEKIEL (CONT'D)
Danny just called.

(MORE)
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EZEKIEL (CONT'D)
(looks at Edward)

What up?

Raises her hands in a display of impatience.

SAM
And?

EZEKIEL
Trevor forgot to replace that amp
we blew last week, so he and Danny
gotta run cross town to borrow one
from a dude he knows.

SAM
(angry)

What!

Her hands open wide as she stares shocked at the table.

SAM (CONT'D)
Can't even--

(to Edward)
Love Trevor to death, but think
he’d forget his own damn funeral.
And I was looking forward to a few
brews before heading out.

Edward puts on a smile to hide his disappointment.

EDWARD
Pity. Makes two of us.

Samantha puts a hand on his shoulder.

SAMANTHA
The music calls. Next time amigo.

She stands and moves off, moving her arms up and down and
going on about Trevor as she follows Ezekiel through the
crowd.

Edward watches her until she gets to the bar. He then stares
at his half full beer, then his watch.
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ACT 2

EXT. OUTSIDE THE PUD - MOMENTS LATER

Edward steps out the front door of the Pub, eyes and thoughts
buried into his cell phone. Other patrons come and go around
him.

CELL PHONE. An email: Got a few qs bout the start up cost on
attached spreadsheet...

He eyes an empty chair next to one of the tables set out on
the sidewalk.

He sits, placing the phone on the table and begins tapping
away.

Tabitha sits opposite on the bench running along the wall.
Carl sits next to her.

Eyeing Edward, her eyes widen, then relent.

He continues his email message, oblivious.

She cocks her head, begins to mouth something, then stops.

He rubs his chin, staring at the phone.

She draws a breath and puts on a smile.

TABITHA
A businessman's work is never done.

He gives her a glance, then back to the phone. Head pops back
up, wide eyed.

She's smiling.

He looks at Carl, who's staring off into the distance.

Back to Tabitha.

An embarrassed face surrounds his wide open mouth

EDWARD
Oh-- Ah... I am terribly sorry.

(gathers up the phone
scoots back the chair)

Please forgive me. I didn’t mean
to--
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TABITHA
That’s alright. No one’s using it
anyway. All are welcomed to pull up
a seat with the rest of us.

Still embarrassed, he puts on a smile.

EDWARD
Well thank you.

(looks at cell phone)
I guess modern technology often
causes us to forget old fashion
manners.

She reaches under the bench and retrieves a canvas bag as
varied in color as her ankle length skirt. Sets it in her lap
and pulls out a touch screen phone no different than his.

She holds it up.

TABITHA
No mea culpa needed. Even us
nonconformist need to check our
social networks. See what no good
our fellow travelers are up to.

She taps away on her phone.

TABITHA (CONT'D)
It’s been said we live in a small
world. And these damn things make
it even smaller! Go figure.

He nods in silent agreement. Back to his phone.

She puts hers away. Her eyes remain fixed on him. Reaches for
her pint then brings it to her mouth. Fiddles with her hair.

TABITHA (CONT'D)
Name's Tabitha.

His head pops up.

EDWARD
Oh... Forgive me again. Edward.

Gentle handshake.

TABITHA
Let me guess... Ed, or Eddie for
short?



13.

EDWARD
Eddie for the most part. And do you
go by Tabby or Tab?

TABITHA
Oh God no! Just Tabitha.
One makes me sound like a cat. The
other a diet soda. Don’t care for
either.

He nods, slightly confused.

TABITHA (CONT'D)
I mean, I like cats. Number one
animal lover here! Just... Don’t
like the truncation. Go figure.

She takes a tepid sip, eyeing his reaction.

EDWARD
And diet drinks?

TABITHA
If people want a lose the pounds,
it’s about food, not sugar.

EDWARD
Are you a personal trainer?

TABITHA
No. My current gig's working at
Beerman’s. The little co-op eatery
the street over. Why... Why would
you think I am a trainer?

He puts away his cell

EDWARD
Well... You appear to be in good
shape. And you are correct in
saying it’s about caloric intake,
not so much sugar.

Tabitha shows mild shock, then a smirk.

TABITHA
I’m flattered. Thanks for the
compliment.

CARL
Where you complimenting her body or
mind?



14.

Caught off guard, Edward scans the older man. Back at
Tabitha.

Her wide, steely eyes below raised eyebrows above an eager
smile awaited an answer.

EDWARD
I've seen people order a burger and
fries, and then a diet drink,
believing the drink would somehow
balance out their fat intake. In
regards to my compliment, well...
I would have to say her mind, of
course.

She lets out a subtle, staccato laugh.

TABITHA
Don’t worry about not complimenting
my body there Eddie. Carl here will
do that for us!

Carl laughs and pats her her leg.

CARL
You know I will, gorgeous.

Edward chuckles but uncomfortable in front of the strangers.

She notices this as the laughter dies away. As Carl caressed
her leg, she gives Edward a smile and wink.

TABITHA
So... What are your plans for
tonight? You can stay and have a
round or two with us. Regale us
with the exciting life of a
businessman.

EDWARD
Why do you think I’m a businessman?

Tabitha's mid sip. She let the beer go down, allowing time to
regained her composure.

TABITHA
Well... I guess I shouldn’t...
Ass–ume.

Sits her glass down, then reaches for a napkin to wipe her
mouth.
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TABITHA (CONT'D)
You know. The ass out of you and me
thingy.

EDWARD
Point of fact, I'm co-owner of a
small consulting firm. And thank
you for the invitation. Some other
time perhaps. Right now I must go
home and finish up some work
related items.

TABITHA
(hiding disappointment)

Oh. And... tomorrow? Friday Art
walks can be a real hoot. A group
of us gather here. Fortify
ourselves before our little
sojourn.

EDWARD
Well, thank you. But tomorrow
evening I'm otherwise engaged.

TABITHA
Oh. A big... date?

EDWARD
No. Will catch a band called Aces
High. A friend of mine, Samantha,
plays for them.

TABITHA
Red head Sam? I know her.
On occasion I venture to the
boutique she works at.

EDWARD
Then it is indeed a small world.
Even without cell phones.

TABITHA
You one of their groupies?

EDWARD
No. Enjoy the live music. Back in
grad school, a friend and I
–Clarence– took a liking to the
local music scene.

TABITHA
Oh? Do tell.
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She leans forward, elbows onto table, resting chin in hand,
hanging onto every word.

EDWARD
Clarence grew up in New Orleans.
Was exposed to the many talented
musicians playing the clubs of the
French Quarter.

TABITHA
Quite the difference from our
little corner of the world.

EDWARD
True. But back when we were in
school the downtown here began
coming alive again. When the venues
came back, so did the bands.

TABITHA
I remember. The good o'l days.

EDWARD
Just two young college students...
treating themselves to a
renaissance of live music. Hard
rock garage bands. Neo-funk acts.
Once we neared the end of graduate
school, we had less time on our
hands.

A few moments of silence. His expression moves from wonder to
somber.

TABITHA
Then?

EDWARD
Clarence moved to LA in hopes of
landing his dream job.

TABITHA
Did he find it among the mass of
humanity there?

He nods, smiling. Their eyes lock on the others.

After a few awkward moments, he relents, glancing at his
watch.

EDWARD
Well. I... need to be going. It was
a pleasure to have met you... and
your friend.
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TABITHA
Feeling’s mutual. But you know, now
that we’ve met, we have no excuse
not to say hi to each other.

EDWARD
You’re right. I’ll have none.

He rises, turns and begins a slow walk away. He passes by the
other tables full of patrons lining the sidewalk.

She eyes him the whole time.

About twenty feet away, without stopping, he turns back.

Raising her hand, Tabitha gives him a small wave, mouthing
the word “Bye.”

He give a wave back then moves on.
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ACT 2

INT. BACKDOOR & HALLWAY, NOVUM MUNDOS ART GALLERY -NIGHT

SIMONE BABCOCK (late 20s) slender, above average height,
amber skin, enters. Single mother. Business owner. Art
enthusiast. A cross between Rachel Green and Monica Geller
from Friends.

In one hand a black dress covered with a plastic dry cleaner
bag. Over one shoulder hangs a small bulging bag. Over the
other a laptop bag.

She strides through the hall.

At the other end of the hall MIRIAM (mid 20s) appears.

MIRIAM
Hey Simone! You get Marcus squared
away?

Simone raises her eyebrows in exasperation and enters an open
door off the hallway.

Miriam comes over and enters behind her.

INT. SMALL OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Simone hangs the dress on a hook in the old wall then begins
hoisting off her bags.

SIMONE
Mom was able to come over and watch
him. How's it looking out there?

MIRIAM
Had a good crowd and a bunch come
and gone...

As Miriam rattles of the names of customers who were there,
Simon glances down at her desk. She reaches for a pile of
mail. One by one she picks ups, reads then cast aside each
letter.

Local phone company: Bill enclosed.

Utility company: Statement enclosed.

Perpetual Insurance: Monthly Statement.

She pauses on the last one:

Ernst Realtors: Important Lease Information Enclosed.
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She takes a deep breath. Closes her eyes.

MIRIAM (CONT'D)
... and the Clifton's inquired
about one of Jake's work.

Simone set the letter down.

SIMONE
Jake's here?

MIRIAM
Yeah. He's...

(peeks down the hall)
Hanging around the back but been
here a while.

Simone lets out a sigh of exasperation.

 SIMONE
Okay. I'll be out in a bit.

Simone goes to the handbag on her desk. Miriam turns to
leave, stops and swings back.

MIRIAM
Oh! Love what Dominique did with
your hair. Surprised you found time
to visit her with everything else
going on.

Simone turns. Her mouth and eyes hang open, then morphs into
a painted smile and happy eyes. She reaches for her head,
patting her hair.

SIMONE
Yes. And... And thanks

INT. BACK AREA NOVUM MUNDOS - LATER

JACOB (JAKE) THIBAUT (30ish), slender but not athletic,
slight beard, plain tan blazer and baggy jeans, leans hunched
against a column looking over the crowd milling around the
rest of the gallery. He's a talented, functioning alcoholic.

In one hand he holds a half full glass of bourbon. The
other's shoved into a front pocket.

HUM OF HUMAN VOICES fill the air.

A shuffling noise behind him draws his attention. Turns and
sees Simone sitting in a plastic chair, reading herself to
don a pair of black pumps. He straightens up and looks
around.
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SMALL TABLE WITH SMALL SCULPTURE.

He puts down the rest of his drink, then sets the glass on
the table.

Turns and steps towards her.

JAKE
Hey.

Simone goes about putting on the shoes.

SIMONE
(cherry voice)

Hey you.

JAKE
Miriam said your babysitter bailed.

She glanced out into the crowded gallery, then back to him.

SIMONE
Yessss. But mother came to the
rescue. Great crowd, hu?

Jacob nods as if scolded.

JAKE
Yeah.

SIMONE
First Friday art walks aren't like
they use to be but... glad to see
there's still interest.

JAKE
(smiling)

That's good for you. I'm glad.

SIMONE
Good for us!

She stands, straightening out wrinkles in the little black
dress hugging every subtle curve on her body.

SIMONE  (CONT'D)
Well. How do I look?

He scans her from head to toe.

He smiles and draws a breath to speak.

ANDREW (O.C.)
You look wonderful!
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Jacob and Simone look towards the gallery. ANDREW DESMOND
(late 30s) neat blazer, vest and slacks, perfect row of teeth
showing through a beaming smile. The confidence he emits can
be canned and sold.

SIMONE
Why thank you, Andrew!

She and Andrew walk towards the other. Meeting halfway they
hug and give each other a peck on the cheek.

Jake cracks a smile more for show than how he feels.

Done greeting, she turns to him.

SIMONE (CONT'D)
You remember Andrew?

JAKE
Ah... Yeah. From that... Chamber of
something event... You told me
about.

He steps towards him with hand extended.

ANDREW
A pleasure. Simone's told me so
much about you. Between your talent
and her looks, you're gonna knock
em dead tonight!

SIMONE
I hope not! Then they won't be able
to buy anything!

She and Andrew let out a laugh. Jacob expels a small one.

Simone suddenly stops.

SIMONE (CONT'D)
Oh! That reminds me.

(points at each in turn)
I'll be right back.

Gone, the two men share a moment of awkward silence.

ANDREW
You look well yourself there Jake.

Jacob gives him a passing glance. Small smile.

JACOB
Thanks. Thank you.
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More awkward silence.

DARREN (early 20s) tall and burly, approaches. He speaks with
an effeminate voice.

DARREN
Ah... Jake? Got a couple asking to
see you.

Mild fear enters Jacob's eyes.

ANDREW
You knew this moment would come.

Jacob gives him a polite smirk, then turns to Darren.

JACOB
I'll... be there in a bit.

SIMONE (O.C.)
Not just yet!

The three men face her. She strides up to Jacob. Hands him a
small black case.

SIMONE
I made these for you.

Jake takes and opens it.

Cream colored business cards with his name, the name, phone
number, e-mail and various social media sites for the
gallery.

SIMONE (CONT'D)
You can give them out.

JAKE
Thanks. Thank you... very much.

ANDREW
Nothing wrong with a little self
promotion.

(taps his chest)
Got some of my own. As a contract
lawyer there's lots of business
downtown here.

Simone turns Jacob around, wrapping her arm around his. She
leads them into the gallery. Andrew and Darren follow behind.

HUM OF CONVERSATIONS gets louder. She leans in.



23.

SIMONE
(whispering)

I know you don’t like this part
Jake but... you’re a good guy...
lots of potential... but... if you
could... for me...

They stare into each other's eyes.

Hers longing.

His capitulation.

JACOB
(smiling)

 I will. For you.

They walk up to a knot of people who turn and greet them.

INT. NOVUM MUNDOS ART GALLERY - LATER

Simone finishes a conversation with a couple, then moves
through the crowd towards a table set up with various plates
of neatly arranged food.

She eyes them as she approaches: garlic infused white cheddar
cheese on wheat Melba toast; skewered grilled chicken breast;
breadcrumb encrusted mushrooms; and ensemble of fresh
vegetables and cheeses.

A SMALL SIGN indicates the meat courtesy of cage free fowl
and every item contains organic ingredients or came from
local farms.

A person appears behind the table, waist down, dressed in
black slacks, vest and white, long sleeve shirt.

SIMONE
Meant to get by sooner. Thank you
so much for the last minute job.

Tabitha's the one behind the table. She smiles.

TABITHA
Not a problem. Helping you out was
much more fruitful than wasting
time wandering from gallery to
gallery. And it’s not often I can
display my simple culinary skills
and natural offerings.

SIMONE
This looks wonderful! And I'm sure
Mama Joe's loves your business.
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Tabitha draws a breath, trying to keep her smile.

TABITHA
Ah. No. They had to... pull up
stakes. The DT here got a bit too
pricey. Got these from the other
place that opened up midtown...

Simone tries hiding her shock.

SIMONE
I ah... I didn't know.

Composes herself and changes the subject.

SIMONE (CONT'D)
But you didn’t have to dress the
part!

TABITHA
Yeah. Go figure. But anything for a
friend.

SIMONE
Didn't know you even possessed
anything close to formal wear.

TABITHA
Truth be told, had a borrow this
from a guy who works at that
upscale Mediterranean restaurant
down the street. I did, however,
draw the line at the bow tie.

She steps back, pointing at Simone with both hands.

TABITHA (CONT'D)
And you're rocking it tonight girl.

She gives a thumbs up with each hand.

SIMONE
(hand on her hips)

Thanks!

TABITHA
And you found time to visit Main
Mane. Dominique went primo on your
hair.

Simone relaxes her arms. Lets out a breath.

SIMONE
Thanks. Yes. Yes he did.
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Looks over the table again.

SIMONE (CONT'D)
On that note, you just shoot me an
invoice and I'll get it done quick.

TABITHA
Sure. But for now... just enjoy
yourself. I'll tend to your
customer's palates.

INT. NOVUM MUNDOS ART GALLERY - LATER

Jacob's bored, if not annoyed.

He stands listing to a couple going on about the art scene
downtown.

The woman couldn't decide on which color she wanted her hair
and appeared as though she made no effort to prim it upon
waking up from a nap. Her oversize, orange and black rimmed
glasses looked more appropriate on a cartoon character than a
human being.

The man dressed as though he was channeling Andy Worhol with
the hair cut to match.

WOMAN
It’s sooo wonderful to have people
like yourself here.

MAN
(pompous voice)

I'll second that! I mean... It’s
almost like purgatory. A philistine
wasteland of commercialization
passed off as new art...

As the man goes on, Jacob tries hiding his contempt, doubting
the man knows what the word philistine really means.

WOMAN
Not like New York or Parie!

MAN
Have you been to Paris?

Jacob shakes his head in short, jerking movements.

As the couple go on about their recent trip to Europe, he
catches sight of Simone through the crowd. She stand with her
back to the gallery. Her head slumps down. One hand comes up
to caress the side of her head.
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He raises a hand to cut off the babbling couple, keeping an
eye on Simone.

Andrew walk up beside her.

He lowers his hand.

WOMAN
(stepping up to him)

I can tell you sincerely. The works
of some people create here are no
better than what a monkey with a
can of paint could throw up against
a wall...

INTERCUT JACOB AND SIMONE/ANDREW

Simone rubs her temple in a corner away from the crowd. She
doesn't know Andrew's there till he speaks.

ANDREW
(whispering)

 You deserve a break too.

SIMONE
(tired smile)

Running myself into the ground is
part of the job.

The two inch closer together.

ANDREW
Then afterwards you’ll need a pick
me up.

Jacob alternates his glance between the couple,
Simone/Andrew. The couple goes on if he's actually paying
attention. Occasionally a patron or two would pass within his
line of sight, allowing only a moment or so to see them.

Their shoulders are almost touching.

SIMONE
I hate it when you're right.
Maybe... we can have a night cap at
the loft once I make sure Marcus is
okay. And sure mom would love to
meet you again.

ANDREW
 Even better.

Jacob moves enough to see their arms brushing up against each
others. He looks down.
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Through the passing crowd he catches sight of their hands
playful fondling, then finally clasping together.

Simone and Andrew lock their eyes on each others.

SIMONE
I try and not to keep you out too
late.

ANDREW
I'll leave my watch and cell in the
car.

They let out a chuckle. She half turns back to the gallery.
Catches Jacob staring at them.

Jacob turns his attention back to the couple still going on
about their globetrotting and condemnation of most modern
art.

Simone's sunny demeanor disappears. She pulls her hand away
from Andrew's and steps back.

Andrew's face goes from glee to confusion.

She's staring off into the gallery. He turns that way.

He eyes Jacob and the colorful couple.

Simone turns around with her back to the gallery.

SIMONE
Ah... better get back to selling
art.

(gives Andrew a half
smile)

I’ll... I’ll get back with you
later. Kay?

She pats him on the arm. Andrew answers as she steps away.

ANDREW
 Ah... Yes. Sure.

Simone returns working the crowd.

Jacob returns to the boorish couple.

INT. AMELIA'S - SAME NIGHT

Amelia’s occupies one of the oldest building still standing
downtown. A drinking establishment since the day it opened,
although under different names. Even during Prohibition.
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The main area is long, but narrow. There's not a bad seat in
the house.

Aces High plays on the stage. It sits about three feet above
the floor at the very end of the one room saloon.

Amplifiers, foot pedals and other devices sit scattered about
on the stage, along with the cords and wires stretched helter
skelter. Looks as though a small army of thin, black snakes
have invaded and occupied the stage.

Edward sits upon a bar stool at the end of the bar, dressed
in casual pants, gray, loose tee shirt about one size too
big. His head bobs gently with the rhythm. The unofficial
dance floor lay between him and the stage.

As they play, he looks over each performer in turn:

JOACHIM (20s) the lead singer: dressed in a flannel shirt,
grasping the mic with both hands, bulging veins visible on
his sweat soaked forehead.

GLENN (20s) with guitar in hand plays next to him. On the
chubby side, his five-four stature and light brown, curly
hair makes him look more comfortable behind a gaming console
than a guitar. His fingers move with the grace of Stevie Ray
Vaughan.

Ezekiel: he stands on the other side of Joachim playing base,
using his thumb to strum the strings.

IVAN (20s): arms covered in various tattoos stands behind
Ezekiel playing a guitar. He dons a solid black tee shirt.

TREVOR (20s): on keyboard, wearing a collared, blue, button
up shirt.

Edward zeroes in on Samantha. She's half visible behind a
complete, single base drum set. A black muscle tee cover her
chest. Her red hair flaying around as she plays. Arms move
with precision maintaining the rhythm.

Edward looks to the right. Adjacent the wall stands DANIEL
(20s) about 6 foot. Stands behind a small soundboard, head
bobbing with the rhythm.

Edward goes back to the band. Aces High's playing their
anthem song, My Life.

Band playing, Joachim singing.

My candle's burning fast,hot at
both ends.

(MORE)
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Gonna live a life before the reaper
finally wins.
Didn’t ask for this world, born
into now,
But I’m a gonna make it, be damned
some how.
It ain't easy being me. It ain't
easy being free.
But this is what I am. And what I
want a be.

The band winds down the song, each player stretching out the
final cords.

Joachim turns to the crowd.

JOACHIM
(shouting)

Thank you all! Keep living the
dream!

Samantha brings the whole set to a halt with one loud thump.

Whooping cheers erupt from the some in the crowd. Other clap
loudly.

Edward rises and applauds. Done, he approaches the stage,
weaving around others heading to and from the bar.

Joachim sees him. He speaks with quick, staccato voice,
little or no pause between words. Captain Kirk on speed.

JOACHIM (CONT'D)
Hey hey! How’d we sound? Good huh?

EDWARD
Yes. As always. Even given the
acoustics of this place.

Edward looks back at the drums. Samantha squats in front of
the base drum, back towards him, disassembling a mic.

On her lower back, right above her beltless jeans, a colorful
tattoo: cow scull and wings from the cover of the Eagle's
album One of Those Nights.

EDWARD (CONT'D)
Same goes for you too Sam.

She pivots and gives him a wink, then swings back around.

Danny walks up beside Edward. A full head taller, he holds
some cables. Speaks with a mellow voice.
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DANIEL
How'd they sound?

EDWARD
Great job. Like I told Joachim,
given the design of this place.

DANIEL
Thanks man. Hey! Why don't you come
out back. Sam and the band wanna
hang for a bit before the other
show starts.

Edward's brows shoot up. Turns to look at Sam.

EDWARD
Yes.

(back to Daniel)
Just... need to run back to the car
real quick. Put my cell on the
charger.

EXT. PARKING ACROSS THE STREET FROM AMIELA'S - MOMENTS LATER

Edward opens his car with a FOB key. Gets in.

Opens the cover of the console between the front seats. Pulls
out a small box.

Opens box and pulls out a small vial with white powder
therein.

Set box down in passenger seat. Opens vial and taps a small
amount onto the top of the other hand.

Leans over and snorts it up.

Leans back. Eyes closed. Takes a few deep breaths.

EXT. ALLEY BEHIND AMIELA'S - NIGHT

Edward slouches against an old rail near the wall. In the
alley between two buildings sits a pick up, the bed full of
amps, speakers and instrument cases. A large, ice filled
cooler sits open on the lowered tailgate. Next to this two
bottles of alcohol.

There Samantha chats it up with Danny and Joachim. All have
bottles in their hands. A few other young men and women stand
around them, conversing back and forth.

A little ways off, Glenn's flanked by two young women. They
hang onto his every word.
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Edward looks over at Ivan and Trevor sitting on a broken
curb, both buried into cell phones. A young, purple haired,
tattooed woman has her arm around Ivan, head resting on his
shoulder.

SAMANTHA (O.C.)
Sup?

Edward turns. She stands next to him. He straightens up and
smiles.

SAMANTHA
Danny told me he got you to come
out back. Glad you did.

She props herself next to him, takes a long pull on her beer.
Done, she wipes her mouth with her free forearm.

SAMANTHA (CONT'D)
Meant to say hiya sooner but got
caught up.

EDWARD
Understandable. Getting loaded up
and all. And... I saw the lead
singer of the main band chatting it
up with you. Didn’t want to
interrupt.

SAMANTHA
Yeah. Wanted to compliment us.
Plus...

(leans in whispering)
Wanted the digits. Thinks he knows
me and Danny are off again.

(straightening back up)
Comes with the territory. You know.

(another pull and wrist
wipe)

Thought bout asking you before at
other gigs.

EDWARD
Oh. Why didn’t you?

SAMANTHA
Well... part a me figured you might
say no.

EDWARD
Why would you think that?
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SAMANTHA
Didn’t know if you'd be
comfortable. You know. But looks
like Danny beat me to it.

EDWARD
Not an unreasonable assumption.
And I'll admit... being a bit
older, having no musical talent and
devoid of various body
modifications... I do feel a tinsy
winsy bit out of place.

Each look at each other and let out a chuckle. Both take a
drink.

EDWARD (CONT'D)
Honored to be asked. Soon I'll be
an official groupie.

Samantha pulls the bottle from her mouth and begins laughing,
using her free hand to prevent beer from shooting out.

Once the beer's safely down her throat, she gives Edward a
small hit on the arm.

SAMANTHA
For some reason can’t imagine you
as a groupie.

EDWARD
(putting on)

Oh. Why’s that?

Samantha scoots closer to him.

SAMANTHA
Don’t know really.

She gives him a painted smile. Her eyes look blank, as if
looking for something.

SAMANTHA (CONT'D)
I’d have to say... the way you like
music.

EDWARD
Really?

SAMANTHA
Yeah... like...

Glances at her band mates and other guest drinking and
talking.
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SAMANTHA (CONT'D)
Think some of them just like...

EDWARD
Like what?

SAMANTHA
The partying, you know. The before
and after. Not talking bout me or
the guys...the others. Don’t get me
wrong, their great people. Kick ass
dudes who would bend over backwards
for you know.

Edward sense there's something else.

EDWARD
But?

SAMANTHA
Hard to explain. Think you really
appreciate the tunes... the music.

Edward smiles. A moment of awkward silence.

EDWARD
Why do you play?

Samantha's eyes remained fixed on the ground. LOW VOICES and
LAUGHTER pass through the air.

She looks up at him with serious eyes.

SAMANTHA
It makes my heart feel good.

Neither speak. Each stare deeply into the other's eyes. Like
she doesn't really have to explain her feelings and he
understands what she feels without more words.

He cracks a smile.

She cracks a smile.

SAMANTHA (CONT'D)
Don't think I ever told you bout
why I got in to music so much.

EDWARD
No. Not that I recall. But I'm all
ears.
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SAMANTHA
My uncle. Dad’s bro. Was in to
rock. Classic shit. Had this
awesome... kick ass collection of
vinyl. One day he played me some
Sabbath. Black Sabbath. The Wizard
I remember.

EDWARD
Know of them. But I will admit I'm
not that big of a fan.

SAMANTHA
You know Eddie, some people would a
said they knew what I was talking
bout. Trying to kiss my ass. But
not you. You’re too damn honest.

EDWARD
Guilty as charged.

SAMANTHA
Bill Ward and that drum rhythm.
Still member trying to figure out
how one person could do all that.

(takes a long pull)
Don’t know why, but wanted to bang
out tunes like that. Got my uncle
to thank.

EDWARD
Sounds like a good man.

Samantha nods slowly, remains silent for a few moments.

SAMANTHA
He’s gone now.

Sadness comes over her face as she finished off the bottle.

He reels, thinking of something to say.

EDWARD
My condolences. Sounds like a man I
would have liked to meet.

She looks at him and smiles, wiping her mouth. As suddenly as
it came, the smile disappeared.

SAMANTHA
Was a junior... in high school.
Found out he had cancer. Two weeks
later... two fucking weeks... he's
gone.
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Saddened, he remains silent.

SAMANTHA (CONT'D)
Gone. Just like that.

(snaps her fingers)
Didn't even get the chance to say
goodbye. Here one sec...

(snaps her fingers)
Gone the next. You know.

Awkward silence. Edward looks on at Samantha’s blank
expression, feeling uncomfortable himself.

SAMANTHA (CONT'D)
He didn’t really have any family,
so my dad got most of his stuff,
including his records. Then gave
them to me.

She brings the bottle to her mouth and tilts it back, trying
to draw out the beer. Lowers it.

SAMANTHA (CONT'D)
I'm empty already?

EDWARD
It happens. The beer just seems to
disappear.

Samantha’s face suddenly lights up.

SAMANTHA
Yeah it does! And I think we need
ta make more of it disappear!

They laugh. Neither see Joachim approach. He's holding a
bottle in one hand, a cell phone in another.  Hands the beer
to her.

SAMANTHA (CONT'D)
Perfect timing there Joc.

She takes it and a slug.

JOACHIM
Yeah yeah and I wanted to show you
where Breakrooms' streaming.

(hands the cell to
Samantha)

It's the band from round here I
told you about.

Edward looks on as Samantha looks at the screen, drinking at
the same time. She then shows it to him.
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Edward takes phone.

SAMANTHA
They just got picked up by a big
digital label.

CELL PHONE: Edward thumbs down the screen, showing the
various songs available for listening or download.

JOACHIM (O.S.)
(as Edward scrolls)

You bet your ass they did. I know
the bassist. They’d played every
hole in the wall in the Midwest.

Reaching the bottom, the name of the digital record company
and logo stands out:

Conquer Digital

SAMANTHA
Streamed their own back in the day.

JOACHIM
Then got picked up by conk-her!

EDWARD
Conquer Digital.

Daniel approaches. A bottle of beer in each hand.

JOACHIM
Yeah yeah conk-her. A national
digital label. Mainly a lot of new
indy stuff. Get a lot of play on
all the major streaming services.

Daniel taps his shoulder with one of the bottles. Joachim
turns and takes it.

SAMANTHA
It be sooooo cool to get something
like that someday--

JOACHIM
Shit yeah and not have to sell out
to one of those corporate labels---

DANIEL
Just gotta keep living the dream.

SAMANTHA
(MORE)
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SAMANTHA (CONT'D)
(making the sign of the
horn with her free hand)

Live free and rock hard!

She all but slams her beer.

DANIEL
(cocked eyebrow)

Small world.

SAMANTHA
Whazsthat?

Daniel hands the phone back to Joachim.

EDWARD
Something I heard from a... Anyhow,

(pointing at cell)
I've heard of them. That Clarence
friend of mine I told you about.
Works for them.

SAMANTHA
(eyes grow wide)

The one you went to a... a... Grad
school with.

Edward nods.

SAMANTHA (CONT'D)
It is a small fucking world!

Joachim stares blankly and speechless at Edward. He then lets
out a little chuckle.

DANIEL
(nonchalant)

Cool man.

Joachim looks on as Samantha rests her arm upon Edward’s
shoulder. He takes long pulls on his beer. Once done...

EDWARD
Since the overhead is much lower
than the conventional CD or the
late vinyl records...

SAMANTHA
(putting on)

Don't knock the vinyl bro--
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EDWARD
They can get more out. Clarence
finds the artists and Conquer makes
deals with the popular streaming
services.

SAMANTHA
He must be living the dream. Your
friend there. Good for him!

EDWARD
He is. I remember back in grad
school him and me...

Edward goes on about two broke college students. How they'd
show up early to a club to avoid paying the cover charge to
see a particular band play. Samantha throws in the occasional
complement.

Joachim remains quiet, drinking. Daniel nods every now and
then. This goes on for a few moments. When he speaks, it's
almost normal.

JOACHIM
Hey. I need another. Be back in a
bit.

He slaps Daniel's arm, gestures him to follow.

The two meander to the tailgate.

Once at the cooler, Joachim tosses an empty bottle in the bed
of the truck, barley missing one of the amps.

He pulls another from the ice-filled chest, twisting off the
cap. Daniel steps up beside him.

JOACHIM (CONT'D)
You think he’s serious?

DANIEL
Bout?

He reaches for another beer.

JOACHIM
Knowing a guy at conk-her?

Daniel looks over his shoulder.

Samantha rests her forearm on Edward’s shoulder. Edward waves
his bottle from side to side as he talks. She hangs on his
every word, bumping her hip against his as both laughed about
something.
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DANIEL
Maybe. I don't know. He a great
dude and everything, but... just
trying to get into her pants.

JOACHIM
You two aren’t dating anymore...
again. Think he’s got a chance.

Daniel takes a drink. Grimaces, shrugging his shoulders.

DANIEL
Nah. He's a cool dude but.. she’s
kinda out of his league.

INT. SIMONE'S LOFT - LATER

Simone kisses her mother on the cheek. She then watches her
leave, gently closing the front door behind.

She walks down the darkened narrow hallway, stopping at a
closed door. Carefully opens it.

It's dark within, save for a small nightlight illuminating
the area between it and a small bed.

Once inside, she carefully closes the door. Gingerly walks
over to the bed.

A small child lays in the bed. A small bundle under a thin
blanket. She kneels next to the bed.

Gently caresses his hair, watching the blanket rise and fall
with each sleeping breath.

She puts on a comforting smile, silently watching him sleep.

HALLWAY: She cautiously emerges from the bedroom. Walks
towards the main area. A large window appears on the wall
straight ahead. City lights and nearby buildings loom
outside.

Andrew stands next to the wall. Upon the wall are various
artworks: black and white pictures of various places and
items; a mixed media piece containing oil paint, pieces of
tile, nuts and bolts.

Entering, Simone puts hands on hips and lets out an
exaggerated sigh.

SIMONE
Well, this day is finally over.

Andrew turns to her.
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ANDREW
Yes it has. How's Marcus?

She moves towards the small kitchen. A small counter
separates the kitchen from living room.

SIMONE
Peaceful asleep. I was going to
unwind with a glass of Chardonnay.
Care to indulge?

Her question hangs in the air.

ANDREW
That'll be nice. And you deserve it
a lot more than me.

She chuckles, opening the refrigerator and pulling out a
bottle then opens an unseen drawer.

ANDREW (CONT'D)
You're mothers quite the woman. I
see where see gets her tenacity.

SIMONE
(opening the bottle with
corkscrew)

Flattery will get you nowhere.

ANDREW
I can try.

She retrieves two stemless wineglasses from a cabinet above
the counter.

SIMONE
She's had to be. When pops passed
all the sudden.

Andrew moves towards the kitchen.

ANDREW
I remember you telling me that.

SIMONE
(pouring)

We made it thought. Although if it
wasn't for that scholarship don't
know if I would have gotten to
college.

Done, she hefts the glasses and comes around the counter.
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ANDREW
You would a found a way.

She hands him a glass.

SIMONE
I'm sure. Cheers.

Clink their glasses. She then moves towards a small love
seat. Andrew follows. They sit.

Andrew gets comfortable, loosening the top bottom on his
shirt.

ANDREW
How are things going... with the
gallery.

SIMONE
Great. You saw the crowd tonight.

Simone takes a sip, eyeing the floor.

ANDREW
You're one of the last galleries
around. Must be tough.

Simone draws a breath, then looks at him.

SIMONE
Well, as a friend of mine put it...

(theatrical)
With anything new and meets a
demand, the ugly, inartistic laws
of economics soon take over.

She chuckles, but her happy demeanor soon fades. Both sip
away.

 ANDREW
Growing competition with the
restaurants, bars, clubs and
boutiques also beckoning one’s
money is no help for you.

SIMONE
Nor rents. But...

She puts on a happy face, giving him a that come hither
stare.

SIMONE (CONT'D)
Enough... about that...
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I/E. CAB OF A EXTENDED CAB PICKUP - NIGHT

Daniel drives. Samantha sits in the passenger seat, staring
outward. Joachim and Trevor in the backseats. No one speaks.

Joachim reaches over the driver's seat. He taps Daniel on the
shoulder. He looks up in the rear view mirror. Joachim points
a thumb at Samantha.

Daniel nods, then draws a breath.

DANIEL
So... Sam. Eddie's got a contact at
that one those big music companies.

SAMANTHA
Guess so. Don't think he be making
that shit up. Not Eddie.

A few moments of silence.

DANIEL
So... What do you think about
asking for... You know...

SAMANTHA
(not looking at him)

What?

DANIEL
(hesitant)

Just saying.

Trevor leans forward, head between the seats.

TREVOR
What Danny's trying to say is maybe
Eddie can pass one of your demos to
his friend.

Joachim leans forward.

JOACHIM
Yeah he can hook us up!

SAMANTHA
Last I heard nothing's wrong with
your voice. He's your friend too
you know.

TREVOR
But not like you... you...

Samantha twists around, facing the back seats.



43.

SAMANTHA
(mild anger)

I what?

She glares at Joachim and Trevor in turn.

TREVOR
You hang with him more. We...

He slumps back, gesturing at Joachim and Danny.

JOACHIM
We barely know the guy. He's cool
and all but... but...

Samantha fixes her eyes on him. She says nothing.

After a few moments she swings back around.

DANIEL
Well? How bout it?

Joachim and Trevor lean forward.

SAMANTHA
(tired voice)

I'll think about it.

Joachim and Trevor fall back into their seats.

The truck slows and turns.

DANIEL
Your stop, Joc.

INT. SECOND FLOOR LOFT - LATER

A living room chair sits adjacent a matching sofa. In front
of both a glass coffee table. Half full bottle of liquor sits
thereon.

All sit in the middle of a cavernous loft. A medium sized
kitchen sits at the opposite end. Large windows on one side.
The only lighting is the one above the stove at the other end
and what the street lights outside shine in.

Jacob sits in a living room chair. Slouched. One leg draped
over one arm. It faces opposite the front door. He holds a
glass. Takes a sip.

LOCK OPENING. DOOR CREEKING OPEN. CLOSING. FOOTSTEPS ON
HARDWOOD FLOOR.

A figure in slacks walks up.
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JACOB
How was the show?

Edward moves around the chair.

EDWARD
Good. They always put on a good
show.

Eyes the bottle. Stops.

EDWARD (CONT'D)
And yours?

JACOB
The usual.

Edwards eyes the corner of the room.

An open door leading to a bedroom's surrounded by various
paintings. Some appear half complete.

In the bedroom, a large easel stands in front of the window,
the canvas thereon covered with a paint stained cloth. Part
of an unmade bed sits not far from it.

EDWARD
 Sell a masterpiece tonight?

Jacob chuckles.

JACOB
Thanks for the encouragement, but
you know most artist don’t create a
masterpiece until after their dead.

He puts down what's left in the glass.

EDWARD
Picasso did fairly well while he
was around, I may add.

JACOB
Thanks again. There are exceptions.

(gestures at the bottle)
Nightcap?

EDWARD
Actually... yes.

He goes towards the kitchen.

Jacob sits up.
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JACOB
We celebrating something?

Edward fetches a glass from dish rack next to sink.

EDWARD
No. Like you... unwinding.

Heads back to the sofa.

EDWARD (CONT'D)
Sam... I told you about her, right?

Jacob leans forward, nodding, curiosity on his face.

EDWARD (CONT'D)
Got invited out back there at
Amelia’s for their... I guess you
would call it... unwinding.

He sits in the middle of the sofa. Jacob grabs the bottle and
extends it towards him. Edward holds out his glass. Jacob
pours.

JACOB
Sounds like an interesting girl
this Sam.

Done, Jacob pours himself another. Edward sits back. Jacob
slumps back in. They talk and drink.

EDWARD
She is. Talented, hard working,
trying to better herself though
school.

JACOB
Three for three. A looker?

EDWARD
(nodding)

As a red head she gets a fair share
of attention.

JACOB
Ah. Ginger. Real or colored?

EDWARD
Real from what I can gather. And I
like to think I could tell the
difference. Given some of the
brightly colored manes I see on
others around downtown.
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JACOB
No doubt. And If she is all that, I
wish you luck.

EDWARD
Don’t think we see each other like
that.

JACOB
Life has a way of changing that.

(stares blankly into the
distance)

Life has a way of changing
everything. One minute your friends
the next...

EDWARD
How's Simone doing?

JACOB
Okay, from what I can see. She's
talented, hard working, bettered
herself though school. Can get
through about anything.

EDWARD
A noble trifecta. Must be doing
okay. Can't tell you how many other
businesses have come and gone the
past few years. A few of our
downtown clients are looking at
moving.

JACOB
Oh?

EDWARD
Rents are the biggest issue. Cost
of business. Changes in the
customer base.

JACOB
Yep. And more upscale people
joining the ranks of bougies
flocking here.

(takes a long pull)
Funny how those who challenge
convention, create a new style are
plowed over by those thinking they
can make it better. More... classy.

EDWARD
Thesis, antithesis, synthesis. A
rose by any other name.
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JACOB
What?

Edward's smiling, shaking his head, staring into his glass.

EDWARD
Nothing. Think I'll call it a day.

He finishes the small amount left, then rises.

EDWARD (CONT'D)
Thanks for the nightcap. Sleep
well.

JACOB
(lifting his glass)

Dido.

Edward heads for the kitchen.

Jacob remains in the chair. Pours another drink. FOOTSTEPS.
DOOR CLOSING echo through the loft.

Jacob takes a drink. Twists around, peering into the open
door to his bedroom.

The cloth covered canvas and easel stand silent. Beckoning.

His apologetic, glossy eyes remain fixed ahead. He takes
another drink.

He rises, bringing bottle with him.

I/E. CAB OF A EXTENDED CAB PICKUP - SAME NIGHT

Samantha and Daniel are the alone in the truck.

Daniel gives her a quick glance, then back to the road.

DANIEL
Didn't wanna say this in front of
the others, but I think you should
ask Eddie.

She just stares out the passenger window.

SAMANTHA
I don't know. Don't like asking for
favors. Then you owe them
something.

DANIEL
Meh. Maybe. But whatta you and the
band got to loose.
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SAMANTHA
Whatta you mean?

DANIEL
It ain't like we got a lot a things
goin for us here.

She turns to him. Looks puzzled and annoyed.

DANIEL (CONT'D)
What I mean is... look at us.
Trevor's got a degree in business
and busing tables at a steakhouse a
block from the Pub. Glenn's gonna
get one this spring and been
cranking out resumes with zero
takers.

Samantha's face morphs into one of sorrow. Slowly swings her
glance back out the passenger window as he goes on.

DANIEL (O.S.)
I can't even afford to go to the
university I work full-time for at
the grounds department. And since
the great crash, getting a loan on
my own with zero collateral is
zilch. And my grades from high
school ain't gonna get me any
scholarships.

Samantha eyes a homeless man pushing a shopping cart full of
discarded items.

DANIEL (O.S.) (CONT'D)
And you...

He gives her a glance. Her eyes and face are blank.

SAMANTHA
And I what?

DANIEL
How much longer you gonna be able
to afford to stay here. Then what?
Live with your folks who moved back
to Minnesota?

He lets the words sink in.

DANIEL (CONT'D)
How many of our friends are in the
same boat.
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DANIEL (CONT'D)
Things ain't the same for us. Not
like our folks. Or their folks.

SAMANTHA
Or guys like Eddie.

Daniel's about to say something, then relents. After a few
moments...

DANIEL
Yeah. Eddie's a great dude. Love
him hanging around but... Yeah. And
good for him that he got what he
got when he did. Those times...
Don't think there coming back.

SAMANTHA
Even if he did hook us up, there's
a chance we'd never make it.

DANIEL
Yeah. Yeah that's true. But...

The truck slows.

DANIEL (CONT'D)
Just think a bout it. Hu?

Samantha undoes her seat belt. She opens the door, ready to
step out.

SAMANTHA
You know, you're a lot smarter than
you think.

DANIEL
Yeah. You still love me though.

He blows her a kiss.

EXT. CITY STREET - CONTINUOUS

Daniel drives off.

Samantha puts her hands into the jacket pockets. She moves
across the street, staring at the ground.

She has a look on her face we put on when we don't know what
we're going to do next. That mix of fear and confusion.

TABITHA (V.O.)
What really sucks... and I mean
really bites the big one...

(MORE)
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TABITHA (CONT'D)
is when you stare at that guy
sitting across from you, next
months bills, unfinished magnum
opus or your future, and know
exactly how chalk full of bullshit
your life is. You have to. Some of
us put it there ourselves. Yep.
Others have it thrust upon them.
The rest's empty. Full all those
promises you made to yourself.
Barley room enough for both. Go
figure. But you can't sit still.
Nope. Gotta do something to give
you hope. Meaning. Like Bob Dylan
once sang... The times they are a
changin.


