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FADE | N:

| NT. Pl ANO BAR -- NI GHT

An upscale bistro in a five-star hotel. A distinguished

| ooking gentleman - in his early 60s - sits at the keyboard.
He wears a tuxedo.

A smal|l group of beautiful night ows sits around the piano
sipping their |ibations.

The piano player has just concluded a spirited version of
Honeysuckl e Rose. Enthusiastic appl ause.

PATRON #1
When did we stop listening to nusic
i ke that?

The piano player continues to "noodle" at the keyboard.

PATRON #2
Wiy did we stop listening to nusic
1 ke that?

PATRON #1

Boogi e-woogi e' s the nusic that nmade
Anerica great!

PATRON #3
| couldn't agree nore. Except it's
not call ed "boogi e-woogie."

PATRON #1
Sure it is!
PATRON #2
My father had a stack of those old
records. | wonder whatever happened
to them.
PATRON #3
Boogi e-woogie is totally different.
PATRON #2
Then it's ... you know ... bee bop!
PATRON #3
No. Bee bop cane |ater.
PATRON #1
VWll - | nean - no matter what they
call it ... it's all just the blues.
Everything started wth the bl ues.
Jazz ... bee-bop ... rock and rol
PATRON #2

VWhat's the nane of that guy ...
( CONTI NUED)



PATRON # 3
Here we go agai n!

PATRON #1
t hat guy who invented jazz ..

PATRON # 3
Louis Arnmstrong invented jazz.

PATRON #2
He was a trunpet player. W're
tal ki ng about the piano. Good ol d-
fashi oned boogi e-woogi e pi ano nusi c.

PATRON #3
Oh CGod. ..

The pi ano player has begun playing - very softly - Jelly
Roll Morton's Deep Creek.

PATRON #1
(jabs his finger toward
t he pi ano player)
That's it! That's the ticket! That's
exactly what we're tal ki ng about!

PATRON #2

Yessir! The great American songbook!
PATRON # 3

That's where it all started. Right

t her el

The piano player smles to hinself. The piano bar patrons
are hypnotized by this nusic's gentle, insistent rhythm
The music's fervor pours over us for a nonent.
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ANGLE ON PI ANO PLAYER

Pl ANO PLAYER (V. Q)

It's called stride. That's the nanme
they were trying to conme up with
New Ol eans barrel-rollers were
pounding it out before Anmerica knew
It had a songbook.

(pause)
| " ve been playing stride nost of ny
life. A friend taught nme a |ong
ti me ago.

(pause)
Stride's the kind of nusic that can
really get its hooks into you. Left
hand's the heartbeat. But the right
hand's where the fervor is. Like ny

friend used to say ... "Got to hang

onto the fervor Frankie ... and never

let it get boresone.”
DI SSOLVE
TO

EXT. MAIN STREET -- DAY
"FAIRCHI LD, ILLINOS - 1954"

A bustling little avenue of commerce. W are in The
Heartland. Tidy storefronts line either side of the street
in the |ate afternoon sun.

VE LI NGER AS WE PASS t he El mwod novie theater. A banner of
cut-out icicles and scarf-wearing penguins rins the nmarquee,
announcing "We're REAL COOL insidel"

CONTI NUI NG TO MOVE down the street. W pass The Pal ace of
Sweets, a quaint soda shop where youngsters congregate to
nmoon over ice cream concoctions and al so one anot her.

BEG N CREDI TS

We next pass Trunmbull's Hardware ... one of those old
fashioned institutions that used to anchor every Anerican
small town fromthe late 19th century onward.

A group of nen are outside talking. An elderly black man
named GEORGE cones wal king out of the store. He has a
newspaper tucked under his arm

GEORCGE
(to one of the nen
outside the store)
Good- ni ght now, M. Trunbull

JACK
Did you finish stacking those paint
cans, George?
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GEORGE
Al'l done, M. Trunbull.
JACK
The job's all done or you're al

done?

The ot hers chuckl e at CGeorge's expense.

GEORCGE
(itgnoring the insult)
Job's all done, M. Trunbull -- done
i ke a dinner!
(pause)
See you gentlenen tonorrow t hen
JACK
Bright and early Ceorge!
GEORCGE

Yessi r!

Jack wat ches as George crosses the street and heads for the
bus stop. He joins a group of younger black nmen. They greet
CGeorge enthusiastically. GCeorge says sonmething. The nen
roar with laughter. Two or three of them | ook over toward
Jack.

ANGLE ON JACK

He reacts, suspecting perhaps that he is the butt of their
| oke.

Jack turns - catching the eye of one of the other nen - a
police officer - who has also witness this little scene.

ANGLE ON BUS STOP

Several buses are already parked at the curb, taking on
passengers. George and the others ignore these buses.

After a nonment WE HEAR t he wheezi ng gasp of an over-worked
bus engine on its last legs. The bus - markedly ol der and
nore dil api dated than the other buses - rounds the corner.
Its destination sign reads "SHORT CREEK."

George and the other nen get on the Short Creek bus.

The bus pulls out. WE FOLLOWIT for several blocks. Soon,

a boy on a bicycle pulls onto the street and pedal s al ongsi de
t he bus.

The bicyclist, chubby JERRY BROVELL, is only fourteen but he
has the sober demeanor of an adult.

WE WATCH as Jerry's anple derriere rocks back and forth on
the bicycle seat.
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The bus pulls off onto a side street. W keep foll ow ng
Jerry, soon finding ourselves on a quiet, picturesque
boul evard, lined wwth tidy brick or clapboard hones.

EXT. TRUMBULL HOUSE -- CONTI NUOUS

Jerry pedals up the driveway of a small two-storey bungal ow.
He di smounts awkwardly, letting his bicycle roll and topple.

THE SOUND OF A PI ANO cones drifting out of one of the house's
open ground-floor windows. |It's a kid' s version of the
"boogi e- woogi e. "

Jerry crosses to the wi ndow and shouts inside.

JERRY
Hey Frankie! Let's go! W're gonna
be | at e!

I NT. TRUMBULL FRONT PARLOR -- CONTI NUOUS

FRANKI E TRUMBULL, also fourteen, sits at an old upright. He
is a handsonme boy, in a slightly brooding way.

Frankie's playing style is studied and a bit halting, but
shows sone prom se.

Franki e hunches over the keyboard, ignoring Jerry. A shock
of dark hair falls over his face.

JERRY
Hey Li berace!

Franki e stops playing. He turns and sees Jerry.
JERRY ( CONT' D)

(si ngi ng)
"Take me out to the ball gane ..."

Suddenly remenbering, Frankie quickly slanms the keyboard
cover shut and | eaps off the bench.

CUT TO
EXT. TRUMBULL HOUSE -- MOMENTS LATER

Franki e and Jerry, both on bicycles, make their way down the
dri veway.

JERRY
If we step on it we'll still catch
Fairchild' s first ups.

FRANKI E
What was that you just called ne?
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JERRY
Li berace. He's on the television.
| think ny nother's in love with
hi m

They pedal down the street.
END CREDI TS
EXT. H GH SCHOOL ATHLETI C FI ELD -- DAY

A baseball ganme is in progress. Young nubile coeds, in front
rows of the bleachers, junp and shout with wild abandon,
cheering the Fairchild Fal cons on.

CAMERA FAVORS a | uscious blonde girl in this cromd. She's
the kind of creature who smles and raises the tenperature
of the Universe several degrees.

CAMERA FI NDS Franki e and Jerry higher up in the bl eachers.
Jerry catches Frankie watching the bl onde.

JERRY
In your dreams, Trunmbull. Grls
i ke her don't even know guys I|ike
us exist.
FRANKI E
A cat can | ook at a queen, can't he?
JERRY
Sure ... just as long as he doesn't

try to lap up sone of the mlKk.
Jerry continues to watch Frankie carefully.

FRANKI E
(feeling Jerry's eyes
on him
Just watch the gane, will you, Jerry!

JERRY
(continuing to study
Fr anki e)
You' re destined for greatness,
Frankie. And |I'm gonna wite your
life story. That'll be ny neal
ticket.

FRANKI E

It better be a best-seller 'cause
you' re gonna need quite a lunch
bucket!

(Jerry |l aughs - Frankie

is the only one from

whom he' Il tolerate

fat jokes)
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7.

CLOSE ON: The scoreboard: "Springfield 5 - Fairchild 4." One
out in the bottomof the ninth inning.

The Fairchild Fal cons are having their last at-bat. The
Springfield pitcher burns one across the plate.

UVPI RE
Steee-ri ke three! You're out!

The batter stages a mld protest before retiring. Two outs.
CAL TRUMBULL, Frankie's older brother, steps up to the plate.

At eighteen, Cal is a handsone, athletic young man. W can
see in an instant, by the way Cal handl es hinself, that he
is a natural -born hero - wildly popular with the girls and
wel | respected by his peers - everything, in fact, that
Frankie is not.

JERRY (O S.)
Don't worry, Frankie. Your big
brother will show 'em who's boss.

Spitting on his hands, Cal bends down to scoop up sone dirt,
rubbing the spit-and-dirt mxture into the bat handle..

A CHEER rises up fromthe bl eachers. The group of girls,
|l ed by the blonde, go wild, exhorting Cal to heroic feats.

CLOSE ON a Fairchild base-runner parked on first.

BASE- RUNNER
C nmon Cal baby! C non kid! Let's
go kid!

Cal positions hinself at hone plate, adjusting his footing,
digging in ... laying the bat out over the plate in intense
concentration ...

ANGLE ON FRANKI E AND JERRY

Both of them are suddenly swept up in the gane's drana.

JERRY
Relax. It's in the bag.

ANGLE BACK ON CAL
The picture of concentration.

FRANKIE (O. S.)
How do you nean?

The pitcher reaches back and hurls an "Aspirin tablet" across
the pl ate.

UVPI RE
Stri ke onel
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JERRY (0. S.)
It's so obvious.

Cal does sone nore adjusting at the plate.

JERRY (0. S.) (CONT' D)

The Fates ... or God ... or The Tooth
Fairy - whoever runs the show up
there ... they don't set up guys

i ke your brother to |ose.

The pitcher again delivers heat. Cal takes a nonster cut -
and m sses.

UVPI RE
Stee-ri ke two!!

Cal, just a bit flustered, steps away fromthe plate to
coll ect his conposure. Mre spit, nore dirt, etc.

FRANKIE (O. S.)
You sure about that?

JERRY (O S.)
Positive. It's Jerry Bronell's Third
Rul e of the Universe. Wnners wn.
The rest of us slobs | ose.

Cal steps back up to the plate, his face tight with resol ve.
A SERI ES OF SHOTS:

The cheering girls, silent at last, watch in great
antici pati on.

Cal's teammates watch, transfixed, fromthe dugout.

Frankie and Jerry, afraid to nove a nuscle, their w de-eyed
stares bearing wtness to the drama unfol ding before them

The Springfield pitcher reaches back for all he's worth.

The ball | eaves his hand. Everything stops as the tiny white
orb makes its journey to the plate. Cal tenses his jaw
muscle. A tiny bead of sweat drops fromhis brow.

CLACK! The bat connects. The ball soars over the infield

. over the outfield ... over the neighboring houses. |It's
gone! The Fal cons pour out onto the field as Cal makes his
way around the bases. As he reaches hone plate, he is nobbed
by his teammt es.

ANGLE ON FRANKI E AND JERRY

Watching all this fromthe stands. Jerry turns and gives
Frankie an 'l told you so' grin.



EXT. SUBURBAN FAlI RCH LD STREET -- DAY

Franki e and Jerry, wal king their bikes, anble along, on their
way hone from school after the gane.

JERRY
The perfect ending! Honer coul d ve
witten it. Shakespeare even.

FRANKI E
That's always the way it's been with
Cal .

JERRY
Must be tough being his brother.

FRANKI E
Tough?

JERRY
Conpetition-wi se. There's Cal the
Amazing ... and then ... there's
you.

FRANKI E

CGee Jerry, | never thought of it
quite like that.

JERRY
| don't nean it like that. You know
" m expecting big things fromyou,
Frankie. |'mjust curious about
junk like that.

The two wal k along in silence for a nonent. Jerry bends
over to pick up a stone. He tosses it down the street.

JERRY (CONT' D)
Any big plans this summer?

FRANKI E
Li ke always ... now sone |awns ..
shag sone golf balls. | need
sonet hi ng that pays better.
(pause)
What about you? Summer school agai n?

JERRY
(nods)
My old man won't be satisfied "til |
have an el ement naned after ne.

FRANKI E
Jerrium | like it!

Cal conmes running up frombehind. He puts his hands on both
their shoul ders and vaults between them

( CONTI NUED)



10.

CAL
Hey wor ns!

JERRY
Vell well well ... if it isn't our
Gol den Boy!

Cal tussles Frankie's hair. There is affection in the
gesture.

CAL
What are you two clowns up to?

JERRY
Just basking in the gl ow of your
super - human achi evenent s!

CAL
(nodest | y)
No bi g deal.
JERRY

Maybe not to you guys on Mbunt

A ynpus. But to us slobs here on
pl anet Earth ... a very big deal

I ndeed!

A car passes - a souped-up Ford roadster full of teenagers.
Its horn blows. Then it stops. A girl sticks her head out
the wwndow. It's the blonde fromthe cheering section.

ANGLE ON CAR

BLONDE
Hey Cal! Cnon! W'IIl give you a
[ift!
BACK ON Cal, Jerry and Frankie.

JERRY
Go to them Cal! Dazzle themw th
your aura!

Cal takes off for the car.

CAL
X' ... wait up!
FRANKI E
Hey Cal!
Cal stops ... turns ...
FRANKI E ( CONT' D)
Ni ce goin'.

CAR HORN SOUNDS
( CONTI NUED)



11.

CAL
(a mllion-dollar
smle)
Thanks Frankie. See you at supper.

Cal tears off to join his adoring fans. As he reaches the
car, a door flies open and he is drawn into the warm vortex
of his admring fans.

ANGLE BACK ON FRANKI E AND JERRY

JERRY
Yessir! Pure gol d!

CLOSE ON Franki e as he watches Cal being swept down the street
in the triunphal chariot.

CUT TO
| NT. TRUMBULL FRONT PARLOR -- LATE AFTERNOON

Frankie is seated at the piano. He plays a chord with his
left hand. Then with his right hand he plunks out a
rudi mentary version of St. Louis Bl ues.

After the initial three bars he goes back and repeats the
phrase. Then he plays it a third tine. Wth each repetition
Franki e adds a few fl ouri shes.

He then plays the next three bars. The piece is definitely
progressing. Frankie smles.

As a kind of celebration, he launches into his boogi e-woogi e.

HELEN (O S.)
Franki e!  Supper!

CUT TO
I NT. TRUMBULL DI NI NG ROOM -- EVEN NG

The Trunmbulls are seated at the dining roomtable, consum ng
the evening neal. Cal and Frankie are flanked by their father
JACK TRUMBULL (one of the nen fromthe hardware store), a
physically fit, spare man in formal shirt and tie and wre-
rimed eye gl asses; and their nother HELEN TRUMBULL, an
attractive, subdued wonman with a generous face and a touch

of sadness around the eyes.

JACK
| understand we had sone heroi cs on
t he baseball dianond this afternoon.

FRANKI E
Cal really tagged that ball! You
shoul d have seen it!
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12.

JACK
Tell us about it, Cal! Frankie ..
pass the butter, please?

Franki e passes the butter.

CAL
ina bidto play
t hi ngs down)
lucky with a fast ball.

(
| got

FRANKI E
Everyone went nuts!

JACK
Great players nmake their own | uck!
Isn't that right Frankie?

FRANKI E
Yessir.
CAL
Dad ... | need you to call Uncle

Billy for me. Ask himwhen he needs
me to start.

HELEN
He's busy planting now. You could
probably start in a couple of weeks...

CAL
Could you call himfor me?

Jack nods.

HELEN
(to Frankie)
What was your day |ike, dear?

Franki e shrugs - a bit enbarrassed at the sudden attention.

FRANKI E
K | guess.

HELEN
| heard you practicing. That piece
is comng along nicely.

JACK
(to Cal)
You were born with a gift, son. A
God-given athletic gift. Nowit's
up to you to nmake it pay off
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13.

CAL
(wvith a glance at
Frankie - he's heard
this before)
Yessir.

JACK
Wth your natural athletic abilities
... I f you keep your grades up you'l
be able to wite your own ticket to
just about any school in the country.
Yessir! Any school!

They continue to eat in silence.

CUT TO
| NT. TRUMBULL KI TCHEN -- EVEN NG
Helen is at the sink doing the dishes. Frankie is drying.

HELEN
|'"'m K here if you have sone
practicing you want to do, Frankie.

Franki e shakes his head. They work in silence for a nonent.

FRANKI E
Do you think Dad woul d ask Uncl e
Billy if I could have a job this
summer too?

HELEN
You nean on the farn®
(Franki e nods)
What about your yard work? And your
job at the country cl ub?

FRANKI E
| want a real job

HELEN
Aren't those real jobs?

FRANKI E
No! They're '"kid" | obs!

HELEN
Oh.

FRANKI E
Cal was about ny age when he started
at Uncle Billy's ...

HELEN
It's farmwork, Frankie. Back-
breaking work ... and | ong hours.
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14.

FRANKI E
So?
The front door bell rings.
FRANKI E ( CONT' D)
| never seemto be able to save up
enough nmoney from those crummy j obs
of m ne.
HELEN
Go see who's at the door, dear.
| NT. TRUMBULL FRONT HALLWAY -- CONTI NUOUS
The door bell rings once nore. Frankie crosses in and opens

t he door.

SHERI FF GRAHAM BI GELOW i s standing on the front step. He is
anmnin his md- to |late-40s. He has the creased, flushed
face of a drinker.

Bl GELOW
Eveni ng Frankie. Your dad hone?

FRANKI E
Sure, Sheriff. C non in.

Sheriff Bigelow steps in to the front hall. Frankie turns
and shouts in no particular direction.

FRANKI E ( CONT' D)
Dad?!'!'! Soneone to see you!

JACK (O S.)
l'min the den.

FRANKI E
(to the Sheriff)
He's in the den.

JACK (O S.)
Show hi min, Franki e!

Bl GELOW
(wi nks at Frankie)
Sorry for the trouble, son

FRANKI E
Ch ... no trouble. Fol | ow ne. ..

Frankie starts off toward the den, followed by the Sheriff.

I NT. TRUMBULL KI TCHEN -- CONTI NUOUS

Helen is still at the sink. Franki e re-enters.
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15.

HELEN
Wio was it, dear?
FRANKI E
Sheriff Bigelow For Dad.
HELEN
(a slight | ook of
concern)

D d he say what he wanted?
Franki e shakes hi s head.
FRANKI E

So will you talk to Dad? About ny
working for Uncle Billy?

HELEN
Oh Frankie ... | don't know. | don't
know how nmuch help Uncle Billy really
needs ...

FRANKI E

(frustrated)
| can see nme when I'mforty! Stil
nmowi ng | awns and shaggi ng golf ball s!

HELEN
But you're different than Cal
sweeti e.

FRANKI E

(def ensi ve)
What's that supposed to nean?

HELEN
It means God didn't make two things
the sane on this whole earth! You
have your piano. That's your gift.
That's the one thing that nmakes you
different from everyone el se.

FRANKI E
That -- and those | ousy nickl e-and-
di me j obs!

CLOSE ON Hel en as she wwestles with this conundrum  She
recogni zes Frankie's need to grow up, but he is her youngest
and she has al ways indul ged herself in babying himjust a
little bit.

| NT. TRUMBULL DEN -- CONTI NUOUS

Jack and Sheriff Bigel ow

( CONTI NUED)



16.

Bl GELOW
(conspiratorial)
Fairchild' s a beautiful little town,

Jack. A town that works, by Cod.
(Jack nods)
A town |ike ours doesn't just happen.
It takes a | ot of work -- and co-
operation .
(pause)
A denocracy only works when everyone
co- oper at es.

JACK
What's this got to do with nme?

Bl GELOW

You ever wonder what woul d happen if
our friends down in Short Creek all
of a sudden deci de they don't want
to co-operate anynore?

(pause)
Things are changing in this country.
Sonetinmes there's no good reason for
change. There are sone nen in this
town who |ike things the way they
are. They think too nuch change can
be a dangerous thing ...

CLOSE ON JACK -as it sinks in what Sheriff Bigel ow has cone
to tal k about.

CUT TGO
| NT. FRANKI E'S BEDROOM -- NI GHT
Frankie is in bed listening to the radio.

FM ANNOUNCER

one of the technically dazzling
pi ano soloists of the late ragtine
era, Honeybear Powell was reportedly
a massi ve man whose hand coul d span
an incredible fourteen keys! Sadly,
he recorded only sporadically before
droppi ng out of sight sonetine in
the md-1930s. We'll never know for
sure. Al we have are the few
recordings this largely unheral ded
giant of the stride piano |left behind.
Here's Powel | now - recorded in
Chicago in 1933 - with Junk Man Rag.

VWE HEAR a very scratchy recordi ng of Honeybear Powel| poundi ng
out Junk Man Rag. Frankie's eyes are wide with wonder as he
|istens.



17.
I NT. FRANKI E' S BEDROOM - - DAY

CLOSE ON Franki e's hands as he places an old 78-rpmrecord
on his portable player. Then he swi ngs the arm over and
drops the needle into the groove.

WE HEAR Meade "Lux" Lewis's rendition of Honky Tonk Train
Blues. The boys listen for a nonent.

JERRY
(uni npressed)
Sounds |ike he |lost the nel ody.

FRANKI E
He hasn't lost it. He just doesn't
care too nuch about it.

JERRY
Pretty strange .

CLOSE ON Fr anki e

FRANKI E
This guy on the radio | ast night -
he had an fourteen-note span!

JERRY
VWhat's that?

Franki e indicates a distance with both hands.

FRANKI E
That's how nuch keyboard that guy
could cover with one hand!

JERRY
What guy?

FRANKI E
This guy on the radio | ast night.
Honeybear sonebody ...

Jerry listens to the nusic for a nonent.
JERRY

Anyone ever tell you you've got weird
taste when it cones to nusic?

FRANKI E
| got a whol e bunch of these records.
JERRY
Sane weird stuff?
FRANKI E
Ad-tinme stuff. | sort of collect
them A d nman Burgess saves 'emfor

ne.
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Frankie gets a small stack of 78s fromthe bureau' s bottom
dr awer .

FRANKI E ( CONT' D)
... he doesn't put them out on
display. You got to ask for them
speci al .

Jerry takes the top record ... examnes it.
FRANKI E ( CONT' D)
They call them "race records." Most
white people don't even know about
t hem

They listen for a nonent.

JERRY
So what's the big deal ?
FRANKI E
Vell ... how does it nake you feel ?
JERRY
Hungry. How about you?
FRANKI E
(t hought ful)
It's hard to explain. It sort of
t akes you outside yourself.
JERRY
Never been there.
FRANKI E
Like it's saying ... no matter what
happens ... no matter how bad you
feel ... it's k. 'Cause everything's

gonna be all right in the end.

JERRY
You hearing all that?

Jerry shrugs. Frankie stops the record and takes it from
the turntable. Then he takes the record Jerry is hol ding
and carefully puts it on the turntable.

FRANKI E
That's just for starters
listen ...

A chord is blasted out by a trunpet and a punp organ. Then
Bessie Smth | aunches into her 1925 version of St. Louis
Bl ues.

JERRY
VWho' s that?
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FRANKI E

Bessie Smth. She recorded that in
1925.

(they listen)
She was in a car crash. They woul dn't
let he into the white hospital.
Wil e they were driving around | ooking
for the colored one ... she bled to
deat h.

CLOSE ON Frankie and Jerry as Bessie's haunting sounds
continue. Frankie smles at the potency of his secret.

CUT TO
| NT. TRUMBULL DI NI NG ROOM -- EVEN NG
The fam |y consunes the evening neal in silence for a nonment.
ANGLE ON

Jack, as he stops eating and | ooks around the table. He
seens to be | ooking for an opportunity to speak. Finally...

JACK _
| ... | need everyone's attention
for a nmonent?

HELEN
(a |l ook of concern)
VWhat is it, Jack?

Cal and Frankie |look up fromtheir plates.

JACK
Somet hi ng has conme up

HELEN

|s there trouble at the store?
JACK

No ... It's what G aham Bi gel ow

canme to see ne about the other night.

Hel en, Cal and Franki e have put down their forks. Jack has
their full attention.

JACK ( CONT' D)
Seens |ike there's this commttee.
Ed Scovill's on it ... and Jim
Glbert...

CAL
(a touch of sarcasn
Ww  Fairchild s novers and
shakers ...
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JACK
They' re just good hard-working nen
Cal

'(pause)
This commttee's | ooking for someone
t hey can support for mayor
The ot hers react.

JACK (CONT' D)
Graham asked if | mght be interested.

HELEN
Ch Jack ... that's wonderful!

CAL
Way to go, Dad!

FRANKI E
Republ i can or Denocrat ?

JACK
Vell ... neither really. It's just
that this commttee -- they see sone
di sturbing signs in Fairchild ... in

the whole country, really. Signs
that we're getting away fromthe
principles that nade us great.

FRANKI E
What ki nd of signs, Dad?

CLOSE ON CAL as he listens to his father.

JACK (O S.)
Just ... change for the sake of
change. "Progress” that's really
not progress at al

CAL
VWho else is on this committee?

JACK
Ken Sherman ... Tate Washburn ..
Vern Sellers ... why?

CAL
| thought so.

JACK
Somet hing wong with these nen, Cal?

CAL
Vell ... Vern Sellers won't |et
Negroes eat at The Sweets. |s that
t he kind of change they're talking
about ?

( CONTI NUED)
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JACK
| don't think you've got your facts
straight, son.

CAL
Bernice Wllnore told me she and her
little sister sat there once for
al nost an hour. Nobody woul d wait
on them She finally got up and
| eft.

JACK
(a flash of anger)
You' d better be damm sure Bernice
Wllnmore isn't making up stories
bef ore you go spreadi ng t hem ar ound!

FRANKI E
Wiy woul d she lie, dad?

JACK
| don't know ... you tell ne.

CAL
| just think you should find out
what ki nd of changes these guys are
t al ki ng about before you agree to be
t heir candi date.

JACK
And | think you should understand
that this country was built on certain

standards ... certain traditions ..
FRANKI E
Li ke not letting Negroes eat ice
crean?
HELEN
Frankie ...
JACK
(trying to contro
hi s anger)

These nmen worked their fingers to
the bone making this town what it is
today. And | won't have their
integrity questioned while I'mthe
head of this househol d!

An uneasy silence settles. Everyone resunes eating.

| NT. TRUMBULL'S HARDWARE -- DAY

Frankie enters carrying his piano books. There are no
custoners at the nmonent. CEORCGE is sweeping the floor.
Jack Trunbul | approaches and interrupts his work.

( CONTI NUED)
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JACK
| hope you put sonething down for
t he dust, Ceorge.

GEORGE
Yessir.

JACK
When are you gonna get to the seed
roon? The place is a disgrace.

GEORGE
Soon as | finish up here.
JACK
What's gotten into you lately, George?
GEORGE
Sir?
JACK

Don't give ne that "sir" crap. |
haven't got a decent day's work out
of you in nonths. |Is there sone
sort of problen?

GEORGE
No M. Trunbull. No problens.

JACK
"1l give you five mnutes to finish
up here and then I want you to get
back to that seed room Do you
under st and?

GEORGE
Yessir.
Jack turns -- sees Frankie.
JACK

Be with you in a mnute, Frankie.

Jack crosses the length of the store and clinbs the stairs
to his office. An awkward pause.

GEORCGE
Hello there Frankie. How are you
keepi ng yoursel f?

Franki e takes a candy fromthe big jar on the counter.

FRANKI E
Hi ya Ceorge.
GEORCGE
Still partial to butterscotch?

( CONTI NUED)



Franki e | ooks at the candy wapper. He smles at Ceorge.

GEORGE ( CONT' D)
Anything | can help you with, son?

FRANKI E
| just canme for sonme noney ... for
my piano | esson.

GEORGE
Oh yes ... and how is that playing
comn' al ong?

FRANKI E
K ... | guess.

GEORGE
Well son ... you just keep at it.

It's a wonderful thing to be able to
sit down at a party or a dance and
play a few tunes.

(he w nks)
The young ladies just love it.

FRANKI E
| don't knowif I'll ever be that
good, Ceorge.

GEORGE

Just keep practicing. Keep poundi ng
t hose keys, Frankie. Before |ong
you'll be playing |ike the Honeybear
hi msel f.

FRANKI E
(a flash of recognition)
Who?

GEORGE
M ster Honeybear Powell! | tell you
Franki e, he's one of the greatest
pi ano nmen ever!

FRANKI E
You' ve heard him play!?

GEORGE
He's down at Fool's right now. He
darn near tore the roof off that
pl ace | ast night!

FRANKI E
Fool ' s?

( CONTI NUED)
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GEORCGE

Fool's Paradise. That's a nightspot
we got down in Short Creek

(he resunmes sweepi ng)
Yessir, Frankie ... you got to get
yoursel f down to Fool's one of these
nights. Let M. Honeybear |ay sone
serious keyboard on you! That man
is one big bunch of sonething comn
along, | can tell ya ...!

I NT. GRACE HI GA NS' FRONT PARLOR -- DAY

Frankie sits at G ace's ornate old upright, his hands on the
keyboard, | arge silver dollars bal anced on the backs of his
hands.

GRACE HI GA NS, Frankie's Victorianesque piano teacher, paces
behi nd Frankie as he executes a series of increasingly
difficult scales. Gace's patter is sung as vocal
acconpani nent to the scal es.

GRACE
Keep your hands perfectly poised
over the keyboard ..._back straight

and feet planted firmy on the floor
..._eyes straight ahead Frankie ..
even notes and don't forget to breath
three four - and now we cone back
down. . .

CLOSE ON Frankie ... his eyes slightly gl azed over as he
executes the scales. He's a thousand mles away as G ace
Hi ggi ns drones on..

CUT TO
EXT. A STREET IN FAIRCH LD -- ABOUT AN HOUR LATER

Frankie slowy anbles along the street. H's piano nusic is
tucked under his arm He stops in the mddle of a small
bridge. The bridge is slightly elevated, giving Frankie a
vant age point fromwhich to glinpse a section of town bel ow
him- Short Creek.

FRANKIE' S P. O V.:

Across a clearing, tiny houses line an intersecting network
of nostly gravel roads. Snoke clinbs fromthe houses' stove-
pi pe chimeys. A train whistle sounds its nmournful cry as a
freight crawls slowy along Short Creek's raggedy outskirts.
Franki e's gaze sweeps the area, finally com ng upon a squat,
slightly dilapidated building with a tarpaper roof. A hand-
lettered sign nailed over the front entrance announces t hat
this is "Fool's Paradise."

( CONTI NUED)
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ANGLE ON FRANKI E

As he stares at this foreign (and to him slightly exotic)

| andscape. He's wondering if, at this very noment, Honeybear
Powel I may be guarding his treasure trove of nusical secrets
down inside this inconsequential little shack.

JACK (O S.)
Fr anki e! !

ANOTHER ANGLE. Frankie is snapped out of his reverie. He
turns and sees his father parked on the side of the road in
his Trunbul |l Hardware delivery van.

JACK ( CONT' D)
What in God's nane are you doi ng
over on this side of town, son?

FRANKI E
Ch ... just ... | was just taking a
wal k ...

JACK
Way over here?
(Franki e shrugs)
Get in. 1'll drive you hone.

Frankie slowly crosses to his father's van and gets in. He
cl oses the door. The van drives off.

| NT. TRUVBULL HARDWARE VAN -- CONTI NUOUS
Jack driving. Frankie watching the scenery pass.

JACK
That's a pretty rough part of town.
No place to be caught on your own.

FRANKI E
You ever hear of Fool's Paradise?
It's a nightclub or sonething.

JACK
It's no nightclub. It's a two-bit
ginmll.

FRANKI E

George was telling ne about it.

JACK
You nmean ny George?

FRANKI E
He said they've got this really great
pi ano pl ayer down there.

JACK
Ch yeah ...?

( CONTI NUED)
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FRANKI E
| was wondering ... could we maybe
go down there sonetinme?
JACK
(di stracted)
Hm?
FRANKI E

Down to Short Creek. To listen to
this guy. They call him

Honeybear
JACK
Down to niggertown? W' Il have to
work on our tans first.
FRANKI E
| mean if we went there just to
Listen ...?
JACK
You can't be serious, Frankie!
FRANKI E
Wy not ?
JACK

Because it's a different world down
there. There's a thousand things

going on down there -- and they're
al | bad.

FRANKI E
But

JACK

You stay in your own part of town.
Do you hear ne?

(pause)
Fr anki e?!

FRANKI E
Yessir.

EXT. TRUMBULL HOUSE -- MORNI NG

Uncle Billy's truck pulls up in front of the house. HE SOUNDS
THE HORN. Cal cones running out of the house, a piece of

t oast stuck between his teeth, dressed for farm work.

I N LONG SHOT we see Cal approach the truck. He is about to
get in. Billy says sonmething to Cal.

After a nonent, Cal turns and charges back in the house.
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| NT. TRUMBULL FRONT HALLWAY -- CONTI NUQUS

Cal cones running in the front door. He crosses to the bottom
of the staircase.

CAL
(shouting upstairs)
Fr anki e! Ri se and shi nel!

Hel en enters fromthe kitchen.

HELEN
What's the matter?
CAL
Uncle Billy says he could use anot her

weeder .

(agai n shouting)
Let's go Frankie! You're a farm boy
now

EXT. TRUMBULL HOUSE -- CONTI NUOUS

Once nore, Cal cones charging out of the house. He gets
into Uncle Billy's truck. Pause. Uncle Billy SOUNDS THE
HORN several tines.

Finally, Frankie comes stunbling out of the house. Helen
hands hima |lunch bag of hurriedly nmade sandw ches as he
departs. He clearly is still half asleep. H's shirttail is
out. He's in his stocking feet, carrying his shoes ... a
term nal case of bed-head.

Franki e sonehow navi gates his way to the truck. Cal notions
toward the rear and Frankie clinbs into the truck bed and
col l apses just as Uncle Billy drives away.

CUT TGO
EXT. FARM FlI ELD -- DAY
Rows upon rows of sprouting corn stretch to the horizon

CLOSE ON Cal and a wlting Frankie, hoes in hand, as they
slowy weed their way down a row.

CAL
How re you com ng?

FRANKI E
(every nuscl e aches)
G eat !

CAL
You mght be alittle sore tonorrow.

( CONTI NUED)
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FRANKI E
| won't feel a thing -- 'cause |'l
be dead!
Cal smles.
CAL

It's gonna feel a whole | ot worse
before it starts to feel better.

FRANKI E
That's OK ... |I've been wanting to
get into shape.

CAL
Real | y?

FRANKI E
Sure. That way nmaybe | could be a
t wo- schol arshi p man t oo!

CAL
(sml es)
Ch yeah ... Big Jack gets a little
carried away sonetines, doesn't he?

FRANKI E
(imtating his father)
"Great players nmake their own |uck
isn't that right, Frankie?"

Cal shakes his head - just a little enbarrassed.

CAL
Hi zzoner the mayor!
FRANKI E
You t hi nk?
CAL
| don't know.
FRANKI E
He's got sone pretty big wheels behind
hi m
CAL
Yeah ... sone of those wheels may be

alittle wobbly.

FRANKI E
Li ke who?

( CONTI NUED)
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CAL
Well - Sheriff Bigelow s a real storm
trooper. 1've seen himin action.

First sign of trouble - he's got his
billy club out | ooking for a head to
smash.

(Franki e reacts)
And | don't care what Dad says ..
Vern Sellers won't serve Negroes at
the Sweets. Like Bernice WIlInore
said -- he just lets themsit there
"til they get tired of waiting.

Pause. The boys conti nue hoei ng.

FRANKI E
Dad goes ape whenever | tal k about
Short Creek. You'd think it was Red
Chi na or sonet hi ng.

CAL
All I"'msaying is if he's gonna run
for mayor he shouldn't let a | ot of
creeps try to tell himhow to think

CUT TO
EXT. TRUMBULL HOUSE -- EVEN NG

Uncle Billy's truck pulls up in front. The door opens. Ca
hops out and starts up the sidewalk. He stops ... turns to
| ook back over his shoulder. He crosses back to the truck,
| eans over the back and rustles what | ooks like a pile of
rags. Suddenly, the "rags" junp to life. [It's Frankie ..
every |l ast ounce of energy having been spent.

Wth supreme effort, Frankie rolls out of the truck and starts
the long trek up the sidewal k and into the house.

As Uncle Billy pulls away ...

UNCLE BI LLY
See you tonorrow, boys!

| NT. TRUMBULL FRONT HALLWAY -- CONTI NUQUS

Cal appears, followed by Frankie. Wthout stopping, Frankie
heads up the stairs. Helen enters, having heard thementer.

HELEN
|"ve kept supper warm You boys can
wash up in the kitchen if you'd Iike.

Franki e just keeps walking ... up the stairs, down the hall.
VE HEAR t he bedroom door sl am shut.

( CONTI NUED)
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CAL
He's kinda beat. W may not see him
for a week or two ...

EXT. A STREET IN FAIRCH LD -- N GHT

A sonewhat recovered Frankie walks with Jerry on one of their
evening prows - forays into the night where they wander and
reflect on the unspeakable nysteries of life.

JERRY
Far m wor k t ough?

FRANKI E
It's a killer!

JERRY
You gonna becone one of those button-
eared no-neck farm geeks?
FRANKI E
You bet! Then |I'm gonna cone | ookin
for you, lard ass!
They wal k on in silence for a nonent.
EXT. SHORT CREEK BRI DGE -- CONTI NUCUS
FROM A DI STANCE

Frankie and Jerry stop in the mddle of the bridge.

FRANKI E
You ever wonder if you'll make it
out of Fairchild alive?
JERRY
|"ve been out plenty of tines.
FRANKI E
| nmean out - |ike permanently.
Different faces ... different air to

breat he ...
Franki e gazes out over Short Creek.

FRANKI E ( CONT' D)
Li ke over there for instance.

JERRY
Short Creek?

FRANKI E
You ever been there?

JERRY
Sure. Lots of tines. [It's on the
way to ny grandma's house.

( CONTI NUED)
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FRANKI E
You ever wal k around over there?
(Jerry smles and
shakes i s head)
My father caught nme standing on this
bri dge a couple of days ago. He
just about had a kitten!

JERRY
Love thy nei ghbor, Frankie ... as
|l ong as he's the sanme col or as thou

is.
FRANKI E AND JERRY'S P. Q. V.

The dil api dated structure known as Fool's Paradi se cones
into focus. But at this hour, it seens to be the center of
a great deal of activity. Crowds of black people dressed in
their finest clothes make their way toward the front door.

JERRY (V.Q ) (CONT' D)
Looks li ke there's gonna be a party!

FRANKI E (V. Q)
They're com ng to hear the nusic.
That guy's supposed to be over there.

JERRY
What guy?

FRANKI E
You renenber - that guy | told you
about

(hol ds up his hand)
fourteen notes?

JERRY
Ch yeah ... what's he doing playing
in that dunp?

WE HEAR FOOTSTEPS

ANOTHER ANGLE

Tracki ng a man wal ki ng along the bridge. The angle is such

that we only see the man fromthe wai st down. He is bigger

than life, with a checkered sports jacket, dark trousers and
white spats. He walks jauntily with a cane.

As he crosses the bridge, his great black hand swings into
view. He wears a flashy dianond ring on his little finger.

TRACKI NG THE WALKI NG MAN

We see Frankie and Jerry cone into view | N THE BACKGROUND.
They wat ch, somewhat stym ed, as the WALKI NG MAN passes.

( CONTI NUED)
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WALKI NG MAN
(a deep baritone)
CGentlenen ... effervescent evenin',

ain't it?

TI GHT ON Frankie and Jerry, nesnerized, as they watch the
WALKI NG MAN pass by. ..

JERRY
Who do you suppose that was?
FRANKI E
(whi speri ng)

"1l bet you all the noney in the
worl d that was M ster Honeybear
Powel | .

CUT TO
EXT. FARM FI ELD -- DAY

Cal is driving an old tractor, pulling a disk cultivator
behind him Frankie strings along behind, picking up any
stray rocks that happen to be kicked up.

Cal carefully navigates the tractor along the rows.
VE HEAR a |loud CLUNK. Cal stops the tractor and | ooks around
CAL'S P.O. V. :

The disk blades. There is a |large rock wedged between the
met al pl ates.

Cal whistles to Frankie - pointing to the | odged boul der.
Frankie hurries over. He tries kicking the boul der free,
Wi th no success.

CAL
(shouting over the
tractor notor)
Try lifting the disk!

FRANKI E
Huh?

CAL
(making a lifting
not i on)
The disk - lift it up
Frankie tries. The disk won't budge.

FRANKI E
It's jamed!

Cal puts the tractor in neutral and hops off. He kicks at
the jamred rock. Not hing.

( CONTI NUED)
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Cal scans the imedi ate area for another rock to perhaps
smash the first one free. Frankie soon |oses interest in
the task at hand. He clinbs up onto the tractor seat for a
rest.

Frankie is now | eaning back in the tractor seat, his |egs
propped up on the steering wheel, trying to nmake hinself as
confortabl e as possi bl e.

Cal is junmping up and down on the | odged rock. It seens to
be | oosening. A fewnore junps ... finally the rock is freed.
Cal slips as the rock he is standi ng on becones unl odged.

He scrapes his shin against one of the disks.

CAL
oM CGoddamm t!!!

Cal's shout startles Frankie. He bolts upright. One of his
| egs brushes agai nst the gear shift, engaging the gears with
a ferocious grinding. The tractor lurches forward violently,
then stalls.

ANGLE ON :

Cal, as he falls forward - the giant disk cultivator rolling
over top of him grinding his face and body into the ground.

ANGLE ON

Frankie - in slow notion - turning. He sees Cal falling
under the disk blades. He tries desperately to slamon the
brakes ... disengage the gear shift ... throwit into reverse.

Anyt hi ng! But even though everything is noving very slowy,
Frankie is paral yzed.

CAL SCREAMS. Frankie's nmouth opens but what WE HEAR is Cal's
distorted cry, mxed with a terrible gnashing of the tractor's
gears.

The screen goes bl ack.
| NT. FAI RCH LD HOSPI TAL EMERGENCY ROOM - - DAY

This normally quiet, small-town hospital is now a mael strom
of activity. Medical staff bustle here and there with bags
of bl ood and nedi ci ne and energency gear. Uncle Billy, stil
in his farmoveralls, stands talking to two police officers.

Franki e, covered in nmud and bl ood and tears, sits alone in
the waiting area, his eyes blank ... head | owered.

Suddenly Hel en and Jack cone rushing into the energency room
They are nmonentarily lost in this sea of horror. Then Helen
sees Frankie. She rushes to his side. Jack foll ows.

HELEN
Fr anki e! Thank God!

( CONTI NUED)
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JACK
VWhere's Cal ?!!

Franki e's i n shock.

JACK ( CONT' D)
(shouting to anyone
who will |isten)
Were's ny Cal 211!

A doctor still in his surgical scrubs approaches. He slowy
reaches out and puts his hand on Jack's shoul der.
DOCTOR

|"msorry Jack ...
Hel en coll apses in a chair, overcone with tears.

Jack puts his hands on the doctor's chest.

JACK
No! ... nmy God! No ...!!
DI SSOLVE
TO
EXT. FAI RCH LD CEMETERY -- DAY
Cal's funeral. The coffin rests on the supporting structure

just prior to its being lowered into the grave. The nound

of dirt beside the grave is covered by a section of artificial
turf. A group of nourners stands notionl ess under a canopy,
ready for the internment. A mnister drones on but no one is
really |istening.

CLOSE ON: The front line of nourners.

Jack stares at Cal's coffin. Helen's eyes are closed.
Frankie's face - a blank stare into sone unknown middle
di st ance.

CUT TO
I NT. FRANKI E'S BEDROOM -- N GHT

The house is tonb-like inits silence. Frankie, still wearing
the dark suit he wore at his brother's funeral, sits on the
edge of the bed, staring at nothing nore than the blank wall
opposite him

| NT. TRUMBULL UPSTAI RS HALL -- NI GHT
Franki e pads gently down the hall. He stops before his

not her's cl osed bedroom door. He hears silent sobbing com ng
fromw thin. He noves on ..
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| NT. TRUMBULL DOWNSTAI RS HALL -- NI GHT

Frankie slowy reaches the bottomof the stairs. He crosses
into the den. A clock ticks. The silence is pal pable.

| NT. TRUMBULL DEN -- CONTI NUCUS

Franki e stops at the door. Jack is sitting notionless on
t he couch.

FRANKI E
Dad?

Jack | ooks up. Then he rises and takes a few steps toward
Fr anki e.

JACK
(flat)
Make sure the lights are out when
you' re through down here.

Jack passes Frankie on his way out of the room
JACK (CONT' D)

Just can't seemto get enough sleep
|ately. Maybe I'm com ng down with

sonething ...
He i s gone.
| NT. TRUMBULL FRONT HALLWAY -- CONTI NUOUS
Franki e crosses to the coat hooks that are |ocated beside
the front door. Cal's high school varsity baseball jacket
i s hangi ng on one of the hooks. He reaches out and touches
the jacket ... a kind of terrible talisman to a life that is
no nore ...
CUT TO

EXT. STREETS OF FAIRCH LD -- A FEW EVEN NGS LATER

Franki e and Jerry anbl e al ong.

JERRY
| hear they're gonna renane the
stadium... Cal Trunbull Field.

That' d be cool
Franki e nods. The boys wal k on.

JERRY ( CONT' D)
How re your parents doi ng?

FRANKI E
They don't say nuch.

( CONTI NUED)
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JERRY
| guess that's natural

FRANKI E
(he shrugs)
| guess...

JERRY
They say it takes tine.

FRANKI E
Bef ore what ?

Jerry | ooks at Frankie. He starts to say sonething, but he
can think of no answer. They nove on.

| NT. FAI RCH LD METHODI ST CHURCH -- MORNI NG
"Two nonths later"”
Sunday service. The mnister drones on.

M NI STER
There will be a neeting of the
Fel l owshi p C ub next Thursday eveni ng
in the church basenent. And
i medi ately foll owm ng the service
this norning, the Altar Guild wll
neet

WE SLOALY TRACK down a row of sonmber faces ... finally com ng
to Jack, Helen and Frankie.

EXT. FAI RCH LD METHCODI ST CHURCH -- MOMENTS LATER

A suddenly enlivened congregation exits the church, shaking
hands with the preacher as they pass. Jack, Helen and finally
Frankie slowly descend the church steps.

FRANKI E
| think I'll wal k hone.

HELEN
Are you sure. W were thinking of
st oppi ng sonewhere for breakfast.

FRANKI E
(rmovi ng away)
l"mnot all that hungry.

HELEN
WI1l you be warm enough?

Fr anki e nods.

JACK
Don't be too | ong.

( CONTI NUED)
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Franki e noves off. A worried Hel en watches hi m go.
EXT. FAI RCH LD STREET -- MORN NG

The bridge overl ooking Short Creek. Frankie again is staring
out over the neighborhood -- concentrating on Fool's Paradise.
H's reverie is interrupted ..

CEORGE (O . S.)
Fr anki e?

Franki e snaps to. He turns and sees George approaching.

GECRCE ( CONT' D)
Beautiful norning, isn't it son?
(Franki e nods)
You out for a little stroll?
(agai n Franki e nods)
How you been doin'" son?

FRANKI E
(automati c)
Just fine thank you.

_ - GEORGE
| mss seeing you around the store.

FRANKI E
|'ve been ... kind of busy.
GEORCGE
Ch yes -- | can understand that.
Busy.
(pause)
Vell ... | best be on ny way. You
take care of yourself now, Frankie.
Franki e nods. George takes a few steps ... stops.
GEORGE ( CONT' D)
Say Frankie ... you headed in any
particul ar direction?
FRANKI E
| was j ust
GEORCGE
Reason is -- if you got sone free
time -- I'd like to take you sone
pl ace.
FRANKI E
Wher e?

( CONTI NUED)
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GEORGE
(smling)
Pl ace where they can shoot you into
heaven wi t hout you even | eavin' your
seat!
EXT. SHORT CREEK STREET -- MOMENTS LATER
George and Franki e wal ki ng al ong.
ANOTHER ANGLE - a police car is patrolling the nei ghborhood.
| NT. PATROL CAR -- CONTI NUOUS
Sheriff Bigelow is behind the wheel
Bl GELON S P. O V.
CGeorge and Franki e approaching A.ME. Hebron Baptist Church
CLOSE ON Bigel ow. He stops the car and wat ches
EXT. A.ME. HEBRON BAPTI ST CHURCH -- CONTI NUOUS
A tidy white clapboard structure in the mddle of Short Creek.
George and Frankie enter the church. Bigelow pulls up in
front and parks.
I NT. A-ME. HEBRON BAPTI ST CHURCH -- CONTI NUOUS

Reverend Mason approaches George and Frankie

REV. MASON
Good norning gentlenen ...

GEORGE
Good norning Reverend. | brought a
guest with me this norning. This
here's Frankie Trunbull -- Jack

Trunbul | ' s boy.
A hearty handshake

REV. NMASON
Ch yes ... good norning to you,
Frankie Trunmbull! Wl cone to God's

house!
Rev. Mason escorts George and Frankie down the church's
center aisle. People in the front row scoot over to make
room
The choir is in full swing -- My Lord What A Morni ng!
EXT. A ME. HEBRON BAPTI ST CHURCH -- CONTI NUOUS

Bigel ow still parked in front of the church



INT. A-ME. HEBRON BAPTI ST CHURCH -- MOMENTS LATER

Rev. Mason, now in his pulpit, |ooks down at CGeorge and
Frankie in the front row.

REV. MASON
(a deep baritone)
This is indeed a norning for
celebration! For the Lord has led a
guest to us. Please join ne in
wel comi ng M. Frankie Trunbul |

CONGREGATI ON
Wl cone Frankie ... etc.
REV. MASON

And when God sees fit to send us a
guest, what can we do but share our
joy? Are you lonely, oh ny brother?
Then share thy little with another!

CONGREGATI ON
Amen, Reverend! Share ..

REV. MASON
Every so often ... and this norning
is one of those "oftens,"” we have

to change our plans a little and
speak of sonmething that's just flown
into our hearts.

ANGLE ON the faces in the congregation

REV. MASON (O S.) (CONT' D)
W all knowthat life is often hard
.. harder for sonme than for others.
And the ways of the Lord are sonetines
puzzling.

CONGREGATI ON
Yes, brother

REV. MASON

And the Lord only tests those he
knows can bear the |oad! The pure
inspirit! It's all part of the
plan. His Divine Plan! And so we
got to remenber ... that sonetines
: when things turn bad ... it's
just not our fault!

CONGREGATI ON
No nol! Prai se God

( CONTI NUED)
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REV. MASON
And yet - why is it - we want to
take credit for all the world's
heartache? W are not that powerful,
children. W're just one of the

fl ock.

(pause)
Join me in prayer, brothers and
sisters ... O heavenly Father

Where there is sadness, let us find
joy! Were there is despair

hope! Let us learn to console
ourselves with love ... let us learn
to forgive ourselves, O Lord ... for
it isin that sweet forgiveness that
we shall find everlasting peace,
anmen.

CONGREGATI ON
Anen.

The choir begins to humsoftly.
EXT. A.ME. HEBRON BAPTI ST CHURCH -- CONTI NUOUS

MUSI C CONTI NUES, but heard from a distance, emanating from
i nside the church

Sheriff Bigelowis still parked on the road in front of the
chur ch.

I NT. A M E. HEBRON BAPTI ST CHURCH -- CONTI NUOUS

The soloist is leading the choir in Gh Dory ...

SCLA ST
(singing)
and there is room enough in

Par adi se

To have a hone in Jory

Jesus, ny all to Heaven is gone
To have a hone in Jory

He whom | fix ny hopes upon

To have a hone in glory ..

The spiritual continues

CLOSE ON Frankie -- he is consol ed.

| NT. CAL'S BEDROOM -- NI GHT

It is being kept |like a shrine ... bed nmade, school books and
papers still neatly arranged on the desk - as if Cal had

j ust stepped out of the roomfor a nonent.

Franki e enters. He wears pajanas and a robe. He stops,
slowy absorbing the strong sense of his brother which this
roomstill exudes.

( CONTI NUED)
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Franki e crosses to the bookcase above the desk. He runs his
fingers along the spine of some of Cal's school books.

He conmes to a framed picture, fromsone years before. It
coul d have been taken on a Sunday norning after church. Cal
and Franki e stand side-by-side, smling out at the camera.
Cal, around el even, wears a short-sleeved white shirt and
bowtie. Frankie, around seven, is dressed in a shirt and a
sweater vest. Cal has his armprotectively draped around
Franki e' s shoul der.

Frankie drinks in the picture' s heartbreak.
| NT. TRUMBULL KI TCHEN -- MOMENTS LATER

Helen is sitting at the small kitchen table drinking a cup
of tea. Frankie enters. He sits at the table.

FRANKI E
Sonetinmes ... at night ... | can
sort of feel him... like he can't
bear to | eave ...

HELEN

(smling)
He was never a quiet child. Al ways
on the phone ... he had to keep in
t ouch. ..

(Frankie smles)
You were the solitary one. Wth
your nose in a book or spending hours
at the piano.

FRANKI E
Jerry said he heard they were thinking
of nam ng the baseball field after
hi m

HELEN
That woul d be ni ce.

EXT. SHORT CREEK BRI DGE -- EVEN NG
Franki e stands overl ooki ng the nei ghbor hood.
FRANKIE'S P. Q. V.:
Once again Fool's Paradise is a blazing hub of activity, as
groups of people are seen stream ng along the streets on the
way to the club.

CUT TGO
EXT. FOOL'S PARADI SE -- CONTI NUOUS
Frankie stealthily makes his way around to the back, WE HEAR
frominside the club wild shouts of joy, the tinkle of a
t housand gl asses and, nost promnently, the wild, joyous

( CONTI NUED)
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articulation of a stride piano playing Janes P. Johnson's
Car ol i na Shout.

Frankie is close up to the building now, just under the
wi ndow. He pulls an old wooden crate over to the w ndow,
stands up on it and peers inside Fool's Paradise.

FRANKIE' S P. Q. V.
The steany, sweaty throng crowds the tiny dance fl oor.

And sitting at the upright is the man hinself - Janes
"Honeybear" Powell. Honeybear, a derby hat perched jauntily
atop his head, is a massive presence. He doesn't so much
play the piano as pound it into subm ssion. Honeybear is
probably somewhere in his early 60s. His girth has settled
sonme. The tenples are graying a bit. But he still is a
force to be reckoned wth.

Hi s great round, brown face sml|es down on the adoring crowd.
He rocks the roomwith his rhythm... his elenental life
force ... and one of the greatest |eft hands

in all piano-dom

ANGLE ON FRANKI E

Close to the window now, peering in ... his face illum nated
by the anbient, rosy glow stream ng out of Fool's Paradi se.
Frankie is quite transfixed as he watches this human vol cano
of energy weave his spell over those gathered.

DI SSOLVE
TO

I NT. FRANKI E'S BEDROOM -- N GHT

Frankie is seated at his desk. He is |

just finishing up a
letter. He folds the letter and puts it

in the envel ope.
CLOSE ON the envel ope as Franki e addresses it:
"M . Honeybear Powel |
Fool ' s Paradi se
(I'n Short Creek)
Fairchild, Illinois"
CUT TO
| NT. FAIRCH LD H GH SCHOOL CAFETERI A -- THE NEXT DAY

Lunch. The walls of the crowled cafeteria echo with the
energy of several hundred teenagers.

Frankie sits at a table by hinself, trying to work up sone
ent husi asm for the ham sandwich in front of him

Three girls are seated at an adjacent table. Cal's bl onde
friend is one of them

( CONTI NUED)
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As they talk, they occasionally | ook over to Frankie, as if
he m ght be the topic of their conversation.

CLOSE ON Frankie, feeling very alone in this teem ng sea of
energy and ent husi asm

| NT. FRANKI E'S BEDROOM -- MORNI NG

CLOSE ON Frankie. He is asleep. There is a knock at the
door. Frankie's eyes snap open. Another knock ... softer.

HELEN (O S.)
Frankie...?

FRANKI E
Y 00117

The bedroom door opens. Helen sticks her head in.

HELEN
Good norni ng. . .

FRANKI E
(rubbing his face -
enbar r assed)
Mor ni ng.

HELEN

Better get a nove on, Frankie. Church
is in half an hour.

Franki e noans ever so feebly. Helen crosses into the room

HELEN ( CONT' D)
VWat's the matter?

FRANKI E

| don't feel that good.
HELEN

Fr anki e. ..
FRANKI E

No honest!

Hel en feels her son's forehead.

HELEN
You |l ook fine to ne.
FRANKI E
Well | don't feel fine.

CLOSE ON Hel en, as she ponders Frankie's condition.
CUT TO
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I NT. FRANKI E'S BEDROOM -- A FEW M NUTES LATER
FRANKIE' S P. O V.

Through the bedroom w ndow, Frankie watches as Hel en and
Jack get in the car and drive away to church

Franki e crosses fromthe wi ndow and hurriedly pulls on his
pant s.

CUT TGO
EXT. A STREET I N SHORT CREEK -- MORN NG
Franki e approaches a seem ngly deserted Fool's Paradi se.
| NT. FOCOL'S PARADI SE -- MOMENTS LATER
Franki e enters cautiously, carrying the letter he wote.
A harsh norning light cuts through the room Chairs are
stacked on top of tables. A blue haze hangs in the stale
air.

A man in a white shirt and apron is behind the bar nopping
the floor. He sees Frankie.

BARTENDER
What you want, boy?
FRANKI E
ls ... Mster Powel|l here? Mster

James Powel | ?

BARTENDER
What you want w th Honeybear?

FRANKI E
|'"d like to talk to him pl ease.

BARTENDER
He ain't here.

FRANKI E
| ... I'"ve got a letter for him...

The Bartender shakes his head and resunes nopping. After a
monment he stops, |ooks up - sees Frankie still standing there.

BARTENDER
He'll be here tonight. But he'll be
busy playin'. You best not bother
hi m t hen

Franki e hol ds his ground.

BARTENDER ( CONT' D)
You go on hone boy.

( CONTI NUED)
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Beat. Frankie crosses to the piano. He props the letter on
t he keyboard and then exits.

After a noment, Honeybear enters the bar froma back room
BARTENDER ( CONT' D)
White boy says that letter's for
you.

Honeybear crosses to the piano. He picks up the envel ope
and studies it.

EXT. SHORT CREEK STREET -- MOMENTS LATER

Franki e makes his way down this nmean street, away from Fool's
Paradise. His head is lowered. He's not paying attention

to where he is going.

FRANKIE' S P. O V.

COM NG UP on a pair of legs, blocking his path.

SLOWPAN up the legs, finally revealing the inposing presence
of DOUBLE T, a young bl ack street thug.

DOUBLE T
You | ost, Charlie?
FRANKI E
(conf used)
Huh?
DOUBLE T

| asked you a question. Want to
know i f you're | ost!

FRANKI E
No ..

DOUBLE T
Then where you think you goin' if
you ain't lost?

FRANKI E
Home ... | guess.

Double T widens his stance and crosses his arns belligerently

DOUBLE T
This here road's closed. You got to
find yourself a detour.

Franki e | ooks at Double T for a nonment, trying to conprehend
what he is saying. Finally he turns and begins wal king in

t he opposite direction.

FRANKIE' S P. O V.

( CONTI NUED)
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TRACKI NG THE GROUND - after a few steps, WE DI SCOVER TWO
MORE PAI RS OF LEGS bl ocki ng the way.

ANOTHER ANGLE

Di scovering BI G TRUCK and SPI DER, two nore bl ack street
t oughs, al so bl ocki ng Frankie's way.

Bl G TRUCK
Luck's just run out, Jack. This
here road's cl osed too.

ANGLE ON FRANKI E

He turns to | ook at Double T. then turns back again to the
other two thugs. The three young nen slowy close in on
Fr anki e.

DOUBLE T
Matter of fact ... this whole
nei ghbor hood' s cl osed!

Bl G TRUCK
That's right. Cosed tighter than a
duck's ass! That's water-tight!

SPI DER
VWhat you think of these white boys,
Truck?! Think so damm nuch of
thenselves ... they think they can
wal k down any damm street they've a
m nd to!

Bl G TRUCK
(closing in)
My, ny, ny ...

DOUBLE T
(toe-to-toe with
Franki e, who is now
conpl etely surrounded)
Looks |Ii ke we gonna have to teach
this little cracker a | esson.

SPI DER
School of hard knocks is nowin
session, Charli e.

The three thugs slowly nove toward an adjacent alley, forcing
Frankie to nove with them

DOUBLE T
You been found guilty of bein' white
in a "No Witey Zone!"
Laughter.

( CONTI NUED)
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SPI DER
That's right!

Suddenly ...

HONEYBEAR (O S.)
Boy cone to see ne.

The thugs turn - see Honeybear standing at the entrance to
the all ey.

DOUBLE T
Say what brother?

HONEYBEAR
| say the boy cone to see ne.

DOUBLE T
Don't matter if he came to see Santa
Cl aus! He's seein' us now.

Bl G TRUCK
W in the mddl e of obedi ence school,
Jack.
HONEYBEAR
(to Double T)
Don't want no trouble. |'mjust
fixin' to tell the boy to go on hone
and that'l|l be the end of it.
DOUBLE T
That ain't gonna be the end of
not hin'!
SPI DER

Hey Truck! This here's the piano
man from Fool ' s!

DOUBLE T
(recogni zi ng Honeybear)
You best stay out of our business,
pi ano man.

HONEYBEAR
That a fact?

DOUBLE T
Oh that's a fact all right. Now get
your fat ass back to Fool's before |
get tired of nmessin' with y'all.

SPI DER
(novi ng on Honeybear)
El se you want a taste your own damm
sel f?

Honeybear doesn't nove.

( CONTI NUED)
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HONEYBEAR
"Il take a taste, boy. If you think
you' re man enough to feed it to ne.

Sonet hi ng about the way Honeybear stands his ground that
freezes Spider.

SPI DER

You reckon he's bluffing, T?
DOUBLE T

Yeah ... | reckon he's bluffin'.
HONEYBEAR

Whi ch one of you boys gonna be the
first sorry fool to find out?

A brief stand-off. The thugs stare at Honeybear, weighing a
confrontation. Finally ...

DOUBLE T
(starting to nove
away)
Shit Jack ... old fat nan and sone

jive-ass white boy ain't worth no
skin off my ass ..

Big Truck and Spider slowy retreat with their |eader.

Bl G TRUCK
Adi os chunps.

Honeybear feints a nove toward the thugs. They are
monmentarily startled ... but quickly regain their conposure.

HONEYBEAR
(smling)
Pretty fast for a fat man, woul dn't
you say boys?

The thugs di sappear down the street, |eaving Frankie and
Honeybear al one. Beat. Then Honeybear turns and begins to
wal k away.

ANGLE ON FRANKI E

He waits for a nonent. Then he turns and begi ns his journey
horne.

HONEYBEAR (O. S.) (CONT' D)
Hey boy.

Frankie stops ... turns.

( CONTI NUED)
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ANGLE ON HONEYBEAR
HONEYBEAR ( CONT' D)

Don't you cone back. An't nothin

here for you.
EXT. FAI RCH LD CEMETERY -- LATE AFTERNOON
Franki e and Jerry wal k al ong a row of gravestones.
They stop at a grave.
CLOSE ON THE MARKER
"Cal vin John Trunbul | "
- Cal -
Sept. 26, 1937 - June 17, 1954"

JERRY
It's a real nice spot, Frankie.
FRANKI E
Not rmuch of a viewif you're a
resi dent.
(pause)

| keep waiting for the one tine that
day turns out different

JERRY
Only thing that's gonna do is nmake
you go crazy.

FRANKI E
You'd think out of all those tines
... you'd think just once |I could
find the damm brakes on that

tractor. ..
JERRY

C nmon Frankie ... cut it out!
FRANKI E

Just once ... you'd think I could

have sl ammed that freakin' gear shift
into reverse ...

JERRY
You didn't have tine. It all happened
so fast!
FRANKI E
Amllion tines ...over and over
(pause)

It should have been so easy. |
nmust've done it a mllion tinmes in
my dreans.
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JERRY
So OK ... you killed your brother on
pur pose!

FRANKI E

(haunt ed eyes)
| don't know anynore...

EXT. A STREET IN FAIRCH LD -- EARLY EVEN NG
Franki e and Jerry anbl e al ong.

JERRY
You're feeling guilty 'cause you
survived. You see it in all those
war novi es.

FRANKI E
VWhat are you ... an expert?

JERRY
They say it's pretty common, actually.

They are passing The Pal ace of Sweets ice cream shop.

JERRY (CONT' D)
You hungry?

FRANKI E
Not particularly.

JERRY
Good. Me too!

Jerry veers off toward the ice creamparlor. Frankie follows.
| NT. PALACE OF SWEETS -- MOMENTS LATER
Frankie and Jerry sit at a booth. VERN SELLERS, The Sweets'

proprietor, is placing a huge ice creamconcoction in front
of Jerry. Frankie is sipping a glass of water.

SELLERS
There you go young nan.
JERRY
Thanks.
SELLERS
You're sure | can't get you anyt hing,
Fr anki e?
FRANKI E

No t hank you, M. Sellers.

Sellers | eaves. Frankie takes a long |ook around the
restaurant, which is now quite crowled.
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FRANKI E ( CONT' D)
Hey Jerry ... you ever see any Negroes
in here?

JERRY
(he thinks)
Can't renmenber. \Wy?

FRANKI E
Just wonderi ng.

JERRY
(eyei ng his sundae)
The fat man's curse ... in tines of
enotional crisis we try to eat our
pai n awnay.

FRANKI E
What's your enotional crisis?

JERRY

(taking a huge spoonful)
"1l think of something ...

(pause)
This thing | was reading ... it said
a lot of the soldiers fromthe war
went nuts tryin' to figure out how
gonﬁ t hey were the ones who cane

ack.

FRANKI E
They were wasting their tinme ...
'cause all they're ever gonna end up
wthis the wish it had been them
t hat croaked.

Jerry stops eating - gives Frankie a worried | ook.
CUT TGO
EXT. TRUMBULL FRONT YARD -- DAY

Jack comes wal king up the street. He turns in at the sidewal k
and heads for the front steps.

WE HEAR a rhythm c thunping of a ball being tossed up onto a
roof ... and then slowy bouncing back down. Then silence
until we hear the ball being caught in a glove. Thuck!

This cadence is repeated several tines.

A weary, beaten-down Jack is about to clinb the steps to his
house. The noise of the ball stops him Slowy, cautiously,
he follows the noise around to the side of the house.

JACK'S P.O V. :
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Cal, wearing his high school varsity baseball jacket, his
back to Jack, is tossing a ball onto the side roof, waiting
for it to bounce back down ... and then catching it.
CLOSE ON JACK

As he reacts to this sight. H's expression is a m xture of
di sbelief and unbridled joy.

Jack slowy begins noving toward Cal
JACK'S P.O. V.:

Cal draws closer and closer. Jack is upon himnow He
reaches out ... touches Cal's shoul der.

The young boy is startled. He turns. It's Frankie, wearing
Cal' jacket. He looks at his father in a panic.

CLOSE ON JACK

He has been brutally snapped back to reality. He blinks.
Looks hard at Frankie. D sbelieving at first. Then with a
resignation. He |ooks away. Hi s hand falls off Frankie's
shoul der. He slowy wal ks back toward the house.

Franki e watches his father go.

DI SSOLVE
TO

I NT. FRANKI E'S BEDROOM -- N GHT

The roomis dark. Frankie is asleep. WE HEAR a viol ent
gasp. Frankie sits bolt upright. A nightmare.

I NT. TRUMBULL STAI RAAY -- MOMENTS LATER

Franki e, wearing a bathrobe, pads down the stairs. He crosses
to the kitchen.

I NT. TRUMBULL KI TCHEN -- CONTI NUOUS

Franki e pours hinmself a glass of mlk. He turns to exit -
sees a light on in the den.

| NT. TRUVBULL DEN -- CONTI NUOUS

Frankie enters. Jack is sitting on the couch. He holds a
gl ass of whisky. The bottle sits on the floor beside him
He is drunk.

FRANKI E
Hi .

Jack | ooks up, taking a nonent to focus on Frankie.
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FRANKI E ( CONT' D)
VWhat tinme is it?

JACK
Time for a drink.

Jack | eans down, grabs the bottle and refills his gl ass.

FRANKI E
Mom asl eep?
(silence)
Can | fix you sonething to eat?

Jack is burning Frankie with a | ook.

JACK
Uncle Billy said Cal was supposed to
be driving that tractor.

FRANKI E
He was driving ..

JACK
VWhat the hell happened out there?
VWhat the hell happened?! How did
you end up driving?

FRANKI E
| wasn't. There was ... this rock
a big rock see ...
JACK
Goddanmit ... it should have been
Cal driving ...
FRANKI E

He had to get off for a mnute ..

JACK
He woul d have stopped that tractor.
Cal woul d have known how to stop

FRANKI E
It was an accident! It was ...
JACK
How did it happen ...? | just can't
figure out how the hell it
happened ...
FRANKI E
| don't know ... ny foot slipped.

couldn't nove fast enough ...

( CONTI NUED)
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JACK
It should have been Cal driving ..
it should have been Cal ... Cal would
have stopped ... he would have noved

fast enough ...
(through tears)
It should have been you on the ground!

Jack | ooks at Frankie. Even in his stupor, he realizes he
has gone too far. Frankie drops the glass of mlk. He turns
and runs out of the room

JACK ( CONT' D)
Fr anki e!

I NT. FRANKI E'S BEDROOM -- MOMENTS LATER

Franki e has changed into a pair of jeans and a T-shirt. He
crashes frantically about the room Sonething he thought
was | ocked safely i1 nside has broken | oose ..

He nutters to hinmself, trying to choke back the thoughts ..
the tears ..

FRANKI E
It was an accident ... | couldn't
| tried but | couldn't

Finally Frankie rushes to the bureau, pulls open the bottom
drawer and grabs a stack of his beloved records. He stuffs
the records in a pillow case, grabs a sweatshirt fromthe
hook in the closet and quickly exits.

| NT. TRUMBULL STAI RWAY -- CONTI NUOQUS
Franki e charges down the stairs and exits out the front door.

JACK (O S.)
Fr anki e!

EXT. TRUMBULL FRONT YARD -- CONTI NUOUS

Hol ding onto the pillowase as one would a life preserver,
Frankie hurries down the sidewal k and onto the street. The
wi nd is picking up.

EXT. A STREET IN FAIRCH LD -- LATER

CLOSE ON Frankie. Wnd has picked up even nore. Frankie
continues down the street. Small drops of rain have started
to fall.

EXT. ANOTHER STREET -- LATER

Franki e pushes hinself against the wind and rain. He is
sobbi ng.
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EXT. SHORT CREEK BRI DGE -- LATER
Franki e stops on the bridge.
FRANKIE' S P. O. V.

Fool's Paradise, a bright and inviting warnth in this
i nhospi tably dark and rainy night.

EXT. FOOL'S PARADI SE -- CONTI NUOUS

We hear, frominside, Honeybear holding forth and a crowd of
revel ers voicing their appreciation.

Franki e quickly crosses to the rear of the building.
ANOTHER ANGLE
Franki e ducks under the eave at the back to get out of the

rain. He hunkers down, cradling his records and pulling his
sweatshirt up over his head to keep dry.

Honeybear's nusic and Fool's fervor cone spilling out a nearby
w ndow. Frankie closes his eyes and |istens.
DI SSOLVE
TO
EXT. FOOL'S PARADI SE -- MORNI NG
Frankie - in roughly the sane position. Frominside Fool's

now cones the big, enbracing sound of gospel piano.

Franki e's eyes snap open. He | ooks around, surprised that
he has weat hered the storm

He gets up. He's wet and there's a norning chill in the

air. Still clutching his sackful of records, Frankie crosses
around to the front of the building and enters.

| NT. FOCOL'S PARADI SE -- CONTI NUOUS

The place is deserted except for Honeybear, who is at the
pi ano. Frankie waits. Honeybear finishes the gospel tune.

The final chord is still reverberating ..
FRANKI E
Excuse ne ...
HONEYBEAR
Shh!

(the final tones slowy
f ade)
Ain't over 'til the echo' s gone.

Honeybear takes a sip of whisky froma glass resting on top
of the piano. Pause ..
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HONEYBEAR ( CONT' D)
Say "Amen" boy.

FRANKI E
Anen.

HONEYBEAR
Sonep' n about a gospel tune gets the
bl ood to boiling on a Sunday norning.
(pause)
You the boy they hired to clean up
in here?

FRANKI E
No sir. | ''m Franki e Trunbul | .
left you a letter

turns and | ooks at him

HONEYBEAR
You the one wants to steal all ny
secrets?

FRANKI E
Ghno ... I ... 1 just want sone
| essons.

HONEYBEAR

(the idea is
pr epost er ous)
Sonme what ?

FRANKI E
Pi ano | essons.

HONEYBEAR (V. Q.)
(turning back to the
pi ano)
Pi ano teachers're a dinme a dozen.
What you nessin' with nme for?

FRANKI E
| want to learn stride.

HONEYBEAR
Where' d you hear about stride?

FRANKI E

Lots of places. On the radio ..
sonetinmes they even play your old
records.

(Honeybear reacts)
And outside that w ndow. Coupl e of
nights | just stood out there and
listened.
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HONEYBEAR

Eavesdr opper, huh? Thief in the
ni ght ?

(he rises and crosses

to Frankie)
What you got in the bag? You runnin’
away from honme? You maybe got sone
ni ce hot biscuits tucked away in

t hat bag?

FRANKI E
No sir ... just sone records. Fats
Waller ... Janes P. Johnson ...

grabs the pillowase and pulls out a handful of
records. He exam nes them

HONEYBEAR
You keepin' sone powerful conpany,
boy. Wiere'd you get these?

FRANKI E
This place in town. Burgess Misic.
You got to ask for them special.
They keep them hi dden under the
count er.

HONEYBEAR
"Course they do. This here's
danger ous stuff!
(pause)
You ever see any of ny trash down
t here?

Fr anki e shakes hi s head.

Honeybear
whi sky.

FRANKI E
but M. Burgess gets new ones in
j ust about every week.

crosses back to the piano -- takes another sip of

FRANKI E ( CONT' D)
About those lessons ...?

HONEYBEAR
VWhat about thenf

FRANKI E
| already play a little ..

HONEYBEAR
But you want to sound |ike they do
on them records?
(Franki e nods)
And you want ne to just hand it right
over? No nmuss ... no fuss?
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FRANKI E
Just the basics.

HONEYBEAR
On! Way didn't you say that in the
first place?! You're |lookin' for
just the basics!
(he sm | es w ckedly)
Why don't you "just the basics" your
ass on outa here?!!

Honeybear noves toward the door behind the bar. He begins
to laugh -- deep, raucous gales of |aughter ring out in the
ot herwi se silent barroom

HONEYBEAR ( CONT' D)
Boy wants just the basics from
Honeybear. Boy thinks he can | earn
what | got!

He is gone -- but we still hear his laughter echoing in the
roons behind the bar.

EXT. FOOL'S PARADI SE -- MOMENTS LATER

Frankie stands in front of the nightclub. He |ooks as if he
has been sl apped in the face. Beat

Sheriff Bigelow drives past. He stops when he sees Frankie.

Bl GELOW
Hey Franki e!
(pause)
What' re you doi ng down here, son?

FRANKI E
| had to see soneone ...

Bl GELOW
In Short Creek?

Fr anki e nods.

Bl GELOW ( CONT' D)
Your father know you're here?

Frankie starts to wal k away.
FRANKI E
|"d better get going Sheriff -- |I'm
in kind of a hurry ...

Bl GELOW
You want a ride home?
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FRANKI E
(still wal king)
That's OK -- | know a shortcut.

CUT TO
EXT. MAIN STREET OF FAI RCH LD -- DAY

Honeybear strolls down the street, |ooking up now and again
to check the storefronts.

As he passes Burgess Music, he stops, peers through the front
w ndow and t hen enters.

| NT. BURGESS MJS| C -- CONTI NUOUS

A typical nmusic store of the period - sheet nusic along one
wal I, several bins of records at center and nusical
instrunments in display cases.

Honeybear approaches M. Burgess, who is standing behind the
count er.

HONEYBEAR
Good afternoon.
(Bur gess nods)
| understand you have an excel | ent

selection of certain ... specialty
| abel s.
BURGESS
Such as?
HONEYBEAR
Bl ack Swan ... Brunsw ck ..
Ckeh ...7?

Burgess bends over and lifts up a box of records and drops
it onto the counter. Honeybear quickly pores over the box's
cont ents.

HONEYBEAR ( CONT' D)
You woul dn't happen to have any
recordings by M. Janmes Powel |
Honeybear to his fans?

BURGESS
Who?
HONEYBEAR
M . Honeybear Powell. Boy plays

sone serious piano. Didn't record
many tunes but those he did were all
hits.

BURGESS
Never heard of him
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60.

HONEYBEAR
Any chance of you putting sone on
speci al order?

BURGESS
VWhat was the nane agai n?

HONEYBEAR
Janes ' Honeybear' Powel | .
(Burgess shakes his

head)
Thank you so nmuch for your trouble.

Honeybear turns and exits.
EXT. FAI RCH LD STREET -- MOMENTS LATER

Honeybear wal ki ng al ong. He passes the Pal ace of Sweets.
He | ooks in the w ndow.

HONEYBEAR S P. O V.
A patron devouring a giant ice cream sundae.
ANGLE ON HONEYBEAR

The man loves to eat! He bounds up the steps and enters the
i ce cream shop

| NT. PALACE OF SWVEETS -- LATER

Honeybear is seated at a booth. He is being scrupul ously
ignored by the staff. Dirty dishes from previ ous custoners

still litter his table. A waitress passes ..
HONEYBEAR
Excuse ne ... | wonder if you'd be

so kind as to ...
She keeps on going. Another waitress approaches.

HONEYBEAR ( CONT' D)

Mss ... | wonder if | could have a
VWAl TRESS
Sorry ... this section is closed.
HONEYBEAR
(to hinself)
Cl osed, huh? Well let's see if we

can open it

He very slowy sweeps his armacross the table. The dirty
di shes go crashing to the floor. A TERRI BLE RACKET.
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WAI TRESS
(appr oachi ng)
Hey | saw that! Wsat's the idea
co !

HONEYBEAR
Hal I el ujah! | has just risen from
t he dead!

Vern Sel | ers appears.

SELLERS
VWhat's the trouble?

HONEYBEAR
No trouble ... now Just bring ne
sone ice creamand we'll call it
even.

WAl TRESS
This guy trashed those di shes on
pur pose!

HONEYBEAR

Hush yo' nouth! A draft conme up and
knocked "emoff. Y all oughta do

sonep' n about the chill in here!
SELLERS
K pal ... you're outa here. And |

don't want to see you cone back

HONEYBEAR
Just one little ol' mnute ..

SELLERS
You heard ne ...
(Honeybear doesn't
nove)
" m war ni ng you pa

HONEYBEAR

(leaning in close to

Sel |l ers)
Way | see it ... we got two choices.
We can either handle this snooth
with sonme ice cream... or rough --
with somep'n else. Wich way you
want to go ... pal?

CUT TO
INT. FAIRCH LD G TY JAIL -- DAY

Two burly deputies are tossing a dishevel ed and roughed-up
Honeybear into a jail cell.

Sheriff Bigel ow crosses in.
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Bl GELOW
Maybe this'l| cool you down sone,
am go.

HONEYBEAR
You sure got a friendly little town
here, sheriff ... with "pal" this
and "am go" that.

Bl GELOW
That's right -- and quiet too! And
it's gonna stay that way.

HONEYBEAR
Didn't seem so quiet about ten m nutes
ago.

Bl GELOW
Vll ... you keep your bl ack ass

back down in Short Creek and things'|
settle down in one hell of a hurry.

Bi gel ow wal ks away.

CLOSE ON HONEYBEAR as he wat ches hi m go.
| NT. TRUMBULL LI VI NG ROOM -- EVEN NG
Jack paces. Helen sits.

JACK
| won't have that boy sneaki ng around
behi nd ny back!

HELEN
| doubt if he was "sneaking," Jack.

JACK
G aham Bi gel ow saw himwith his own
eyes! Down in niggertown!

HELEN
Pl ease don't use that word.
(pause)
Have you asked Franki e what he was
doi ng down there?

JACK

No - but | sure as hell plan to!
HELEN

Don't be too hard on him Jack
JACK

| f the boy's | ooking for

trouble ...!
( CONTI NUED)
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HELEN
This isn't trouble. Not real trouble.

JACK
Di sobedi ence was real trouble when
was grow ng up

HELEN
He's just trying to find a way to
t he ot her side.

JACK
What the hell is that supposed to
nmean?

HELEN
It neans ... he's had a lot to deal
w th these past few nonths.

JACK
W all have!

HELEN

He's just trying to keep his head
above water.

CUT TO
| NT. TRUMBULL'S HARDWARE -- DAY
Ceorge is quietly stocking a shelf with cans of paint.
WE HEAR the front door bell ring. Frankie enters.

FRANKI E
H George.

GEORGE
(chast ened)
| best not talk to you now, Frankie.
| got work to do.

FRANKI E
| s sonmething the matter, Ceorge?

CGeor ge shakes his head.

JACK (O S.)
Fr anki e!

Franki e turns.
FRANKIE' S P. O V.
Jack standing at the back of the store.
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JACK ( CONT' D)
You | eave CGeorge be. He's got work
to do.

Jack clinbs the stairs to his office. George turns away to
concentrate on his work.

CUT TO
EXT. TRUMBULL'S HARDWARE -- MOMENTS LATER

Frankie exits the hardware store and begi ns wal ki ng down t he
street.

CEORGE (O S.)
Frankie ...

Fr anki e turns.
FRANKIE'S P.O V.

Ceorge standing in the alley beside the hardware store
buil ding. George notions Frankie to conme cl oser.

ANGLE ON FRANKI E
He approaches CGeorge, who stays well out of sight.

GEORGE ( CONT' D)
Your daddy's nmad. @Quess he doesn't
want you goin' down to Short Creek

Fr anki e reacts.
CEORGE ( CONT' D)

|'"'msure he only wants what's best
for you , son

(pause)
l"msorry if | got you into any
troubl e.
FRANKI E

That's OK George -- Looks like I'm
the one who got you into trouble ..

GEORGE
| was just wondering ... if you heard
anyt hi ng about M. Honeybear ... the

piano man | was telling you about?
(Franki e shakes his
head)
Reason is ... he got tossed in jail
t he ot her day.

FRANKI E
Jail ?
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GEORGE
Seens |i ke the fool raised sone Cain
dowmntown. Man's got a nean tenper
when he feels he's bein' nessed wth.
(pause)
| was just wondering if maybe you
knew what happened.

Pause.

FRANKI E
Yeah ... | think | probably know
what happened ...

CUT TO
EXT. FOOL'S PARADI SE -- MORNI NG

Franki e enters the deserted nightclub. He slowy crosses to
Honeybear's piano. He touches the keyboard -- a talisnman.

Franki e noti ces sonething propped up above the keyboard.

| NSERT: A faded, dog-eared photograph of two people. One of
themis a young bl ack woman and the other is what could be a
younger Honeybear Powel | .

The two are enbracing. Witten across the bottom of the
photo is : "Chicago - 1935. Happy days!"

VE HEAR soneone enter fromthe door behind the bar. Fr anki e
turns to | ook.

FRANKIE' S P. O V.

Honeybear is standi ng behind the bar pouring hinself a glass
of water.

HONEYBEAR
What you want now?

FRANKI E
They ... | heard you were in jail.

HONEYBEAR
Good news travels fast.

FRANKI E
What did you do?

HONEYBEAR
Sane thing you did a while back.
Got caught crossing the line. ' Cept
| didn't have ol d Honeybear to save
my bacon

Fr anki e nods. Pause.
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FRANKI E
This picture ...

HONEYBEAR
Don't you go nessin' wth ny things!

FRANKI E
| didn't even touch it for crying
out | oud!
(pause)
s that you?

HONEYBEAR
Look |i ke me?

FRANKI E
Sort of

HONEYBEAR
That's anot her ne. I n anot her worl d!
Don't have nothin' to do with the
here and now

Very gently, Frankie plays one note on the piano.

FRANKI E
Ni ce tone.

HONEYBEAR
| played better.

Franki e begi ns playi ng his boogi e-woogi e.

HONEYBEAR ( CONT' D)
Hey boy!
(Franki e stops pl ayi ng)
W don't allow no "boojie-woojie"
playin' in here ..."

FRANKI E
How come?

HONEYBEAR
(dripping wth disdain)
| f you want to beat your brains out
for five mnutes -- use a basebal
bat. It's a lot quieter.

FRANKI E
| tried to copy sone of the stuff |
heard on those records ... but |
can't ever seemto get it right.

HONEYBEAR
Can't you now?
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FRANKI E
That's why ... if you could maybe
show ne ...
HONEYBEAR
| al ready gave you ny answer.
FRANKI E
But | |ove that nusic.
HONEYBEAR
Why ?
FRANKI E
(he thinks)
| don't know. Maybe ... it seens to

cone so natural

HONEYBEAR
'Cept to sonme white boys |ookin' for
an easy way out. Maybe then it don't
conme so natural

FRANKI E
What do you nean?

HONEYBEAR

(a touch of anger)
Not hin" comes natural in this world
but trouble. Reason you can't |ift
any of that nusic off themrecords
i's because you ain't earned the right
to play what them boys is playin'!

(Frankie is stung by

t hese words)
You got to feel the need before you
can play that trash

(he crosses to the

pi ano)
Here ... you want ne to show you a
l[ittl e sonething?

FRANKI E
Sure. | mean ... that'd be great!

Honeybear pushes Frankie away fromthe piano. He then sits
and qui ckly launches into Rachmani noff's Prelude in C# m nor.

Franki e reacts. Honeybear stops for a nonent and turns to
Fr anki e.
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HONEYBEAR

Sur prised? Conservatory woul dn't
even | ook at you 'til you could play
this stuff backwards and forwards!

(pause)
| was gonna becone rich and fanous
playin' this music. Stupid ne! How
was | s'pose to know col ored peopl e
wasn't supposed to play this trash

(pause)
Now you want to play like ne! Ain't
that funny?! | wanted to be you and

now you want to be ne! But | think
the only reason you want to play ny
trash is 'cause you think it don't
cost nothin'! You think you'll sit
down and the notes will just cone
out the tips of your fingers |ike
crap out of a goose!

FRANKI E
No! That's not

HONEYBEAR
Hel | boy! Wy ain't you hone
practicing? Wen | was your age |
did three things -- ate, slept and
pl ayed pi ano! Conme back and see
Honey when you can lay sonme of this
trash down!

Honeybear resunes playing the Rachmani noff.

HONEYBEAR ( CONT' D)
(shouting over his
pl ayi ng)
VWhat you waitin' for boy?!' You wait
for this stuff to conme natural --
you'll be an old man still playin
t hat "boojie-woojie" crap!

Franki e suddenly turns and runs out the door. Honeybear
continues playing with an al nost deranged ferocity.

EXT. FOOL'S PARADI SE -- CONTI NUQUS

Franki e comes chargi ng out the door

FRANKIE' S P. O. V.

Parked a few bl ocks away is Sheriff Bigelow s patrol car.
SHERI FF Bl GELOW S P. O V.

Franki e stops and stares at Bigelow for a nonent. Then he
di sappears around the corner.
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| NT. FRANKI E'S BEDROOM - - EVEN NG
Frankie sits on the edge of his bed.
A NO SE QUTSI DE
Franki e crosses to the wi ndow and | ooks out.
FRANKIE' S P. O. V.

Sheriff Bigelow s patrol car is just pulling into the
dri veway.

BACK ON FRANKI E as he noves away fromthe w ndow, then he
sneaks a peek through the curtains.

FRANKIE' S P. O V.:

Sheriff Bigelow car is parked in the driveway. Frankie just
catches a glinpse of the Sheriff in the noonlight as he nakes
his way up the sidewal k.

FRONT DOOR BELL RI NGS.
CUT TO
I NT. TRUMBULL STAI RMAY -- A FEW MOMENTS LATER

Frankie is quietly comng down the stairs. WE HEAR nuffled
voi ces comng fromthe den

FOLLOW NG FRANKI E as he quietly noves to just outside the
entrance to the den

Bl GELOW (O. S.)
O course he saw ne. He | ooked right
at nme and didn't bat an eye!

JACK (O S.)
It's clear |'"ve lost control of the
boy ...

| NT. TRUMBULL DEN -- CONTI NUCUS

Bl GELOW
Have you considered ... what we tal ked
about ?

JACK
| don't want to do anything illegal.
Anyt hi ng that coul d be perceived
as. ..

Bl GELOW

| " ve got enough on those jungle
bunnies to close the place down
anytinme | want.
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CLOSE ON FRANKI E as he reacts to the hatching of this plot.
Bl GELOWV (O S.) (CONT' D)

And what | don't have - | can al ways
make up.

JACK (O S.)
How soon?

Bl GELOW (O. S.)
It's your call, Jack. Just say the
word and Fool's Paradise is out of
busi ness.

Franki e reacts.
BACK ON Jack and Sheriff Bigel ow

JACK
| suppose the sooner the better.

Bl GELOW
(he nods)
Especially wth Franki e snoopi ng
around down there. That could kill
your chances qui cker than ..

Bigelow turns to see Frankie standing in the doorway.

FRANKI E
(qui et outrage)
You don't have any right to do this!

Bl GELOW
This is none of your business,
Fr anki e.

FRANKI E
It is too ny business!

JACK
You wouldn't listen to ne! | asked
you to stay away fromthat place ..
away from those peopl e.

FRANKI E
You talk Iike they're ... like they're
a whole different breed! Like they
have nothing to do with us.

JACK
They don't! And they never will!
And the sooner you understand that
the better off you'll be!

FRANKI E
Wiy do you hate them so nuch?
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JACK
| don't hate them

FRANKI E
Just because they're not white their
whole life is just ... nothing!
Just a big joke!

JACK
You don't hate a fox for killing
chickens. It's just their nature.

You just have to nmake sure you protect
yoursel f.

Bl GELOW
These are things you don't understand
about yet Frankie ...

FRANKI E
| hope | never do! Because then I'd
be just like you!

JACK
That's just about enough out of youl!

FRANKI E
Just |like you and M. Sellers and
all the others!

JACK
| said that's enough!

FRANKI E
Cal was right!

JACK
(rising and crossing
to Frankie)
Don't you dare nmention your brother's
name in the mddle of all this!

FRANKI E

He knew what you were up to!
JACK

Cal understood how t hi ngs were!
FRANKI E

He sure did!
JACK

You don't know the first thing about
what Cal under st ood.
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FRANKI E
He was ny brother.

JACK
Not the first thing! Cal was |ike
me. He saw the world just |ike ne!

FRANKI E
Cal knew you were getting m xed up
in stuff ... and he was ashaned you

were letting a bunch of creeps tel
you what to think

JACK
(a threat)
You watch yoursel f!

FRANKI E
Either that ... or maybe you fee
the sane way they do. And that would
make you as stupid as them

Jack sl aps Frankie. Frankie doesn't nove. Jack goes to
sl ap hi m agai n.

Bl GELOW
Jack!

Franki e turns and runs out of the room

Bl GELOW ( CONT' D)
We'd better go after him Jack.

FRONT DOCR SLAMS.

CUT TO
EXT. A STREET IN FAIRCH LD -- N GHT
Frankie running fast - on his way to Short Creek.

CUT TO
EXT. TRUMBULL HOUSE -- CONTI NUOUS
Sheriff Bigel ow rushes out of the front door and down the
steps. He crosses to his patrol car, gets in and speeds
away .
EXT. FOOL'S PARADI SE -- N GHT

A boi sterous crowd CAN BE HEARD i nsi de, wi th Honeybear's
pi ano playing rising above the din.

Franki e comes running up. He rushes toward the club's front
entrance.
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I NT. FOCOL'S PARADI SE -- CONTI NUOUS

Franki e struggles his way through the crowded nightclub. He
makes his way toward Honeybear.

Honeybear turns -- sees Frankie. He reacts.
CUT TO
EXT. FOOL'S PARADI SE -- CONTI NUOUS

Police cars conme to a screeching halt outside the nightclub
Their doors fly open and Sheriff Bigelow and his deputies
rush the building, spreading out in order to enter the club
fromall directions.

| NT. FOCOL'S PARADI SE -- CONTI NUOUS
Frankie is up by the bandstand now.

FRANKI E
(shouti ng)
Listen to nme! You' ve got to get out
of here!

Honeybear puzzles over Frankie's urgency.
A WOVAN SCREAMS. This immedi ately gets Honeybear's attention.
HONEYBEAR S P. Q. V. :

At the back of the club, pandenonium People are scurrying
every which way. Several uniforned policenen are wadi ng
through the crowd in an attenpt to get a handle on things.

Honeybear sees them He stops playing, calmy closes the
lid on the keyboard. He takes the dog-eared photo fromthe
piano and puts it in his breast pocket. Then he puts his
derby hat on top of his head and readies for flight.

HONEYBEAR
"Das all there is folks. There ain't
no no'!

Honeybear junps off the bandstand. And quickly heads for
the back of the hall. Frankie follows.

ANOTHER PART OF THE NI GHTCLUB

Honeybear makes his way across the dance floor. Frankie is
right behind him

CoP (0. S.)
HEY YOU!

Honeybear stops. A burly police officer approaches.
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COP ( CONT' D)
VWhat's the big hurry?

HONEYBEAR
(the old Steppin'
Fetchit act)
Way past ny bedtine, officer.
See...last night | overslept
somewheres and now | got to find ny
way back there ...

CcoP
You the guy they call Honeybear?

HONEYBEAR
(now quasi - Janai can)
Me?!  Whay goodness no! | ain't him!

CoP
(exam ni ng Honeybear)
You sure about that? He's the piano
player ... big fat guy ...

HONEYBEAR
(1 ndi gnant)
How dare you refer to ny velocity?!

coP
Let's see sone |.D.

Honeybear nmakes a sl ow nove for his wallet, obviously stalling
for tine.

HONEYBEAR
That's funny! It really is! See
... Honeybear's bigger ... nuch bigger
t han ne.
coP
That a fact?
HONEYBEAR
Oh ny yes! I'mnot fat. Just big-

boned. Like my Mama. Roly-ploy...

The cop stares at Honeybear for a nonment. Then Frankie points
off in the opposite direction.

FRANKI E
(shouti ng)
There he goes!!

The cop | ooks. Honeybear rushes off in the opposite
direction. Frankie follows.
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I NT. FOCL'S PARADI SE STAI RCASE -- CONTI NUOUS
Honeybear and Franki e cone barreling down the stairs. They

reach the basenent - a dark, dank place with cases of enpty
beer and |iquor bottles stacked al ong one wall .

Honeybear crosses to the opposite wall, gently tapping it as
if feeling for sonething.
FRANKI E
What are you doi ng?
HONEYBEAR
Supposed to be a secret door here
sonepl ace.
Frankie joins himin the search. Honeybear's fingers discover
the secret panel. He slides open a small section of the
wal |

HONEYBEAR ( CONT' D)
Al a- Ka- Zan

Honeybear and Franki e both nake a nove for the open passage
at the sane tine. Log jan

HONEYBEAR ( CONT' D)
Where you think you're goin'?

FRANKI E
They're after me too, you know

HONEYBEAR
Not for the same reason they're
after ne!

FRANKI E
VWhat difference does it make?

ANGLE ON THE TOP OF THE STAI RS

The burly cop, now joined by several of his colleagues, cones
crashing down the staircase in hot pursuit.

BACK ON HONEYBEAR

He gives a quick | ook toward his pursuers and he is gone.
Franki e foll ows.

CUT TO
EXT. A FIELD BESI DE FOOL' S PARADI SE -- CONTI NUOUS

Honeybear and Frankie are running across the field away from
Fool ' s Par adi se.

After reaching the other side of the field, they stop and
| ook back.
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HONEYBEAR S AND FRANKI E' S P. O V.

In the distance,
sky. Sounds echo across the field.

the police ...
red lights pul sating,

nore sirens.

Three or four
surround the pl ace.

HONEYBEAR

Al hell's breakin

FRANKI E
What happens now?

HONEYBEAR

police cars,

| oose over therel

When Charlie shows up with the papers,

it's tine to nove on

FRANKI E
Where are you going to go?
HONEYBEAR
Just nove on. It's the thing | do
best .
FRANKI E
VWhat about ne?
HONEYBEAR
(puzzl ed)
What about you?
FRANKI E
VWere will | go?
HONEYBEAR
Hell boy ... just go honme. Al nost
past your bedtine!.
FRANKI E
(anot her | ook at Fool's)
| can't go hone. Not now ...
HONEYBEAR
Wy not ?
FRANKI E
| just can't
HONEYBEAR
Well you sure as hell can't tag al ong

Il
with nel!

FRANKI E
Don't worry ... |
mysel f!

can take care of

( CONTI NUED)

76.

the brightly lit club glows in the night

Screans ... shouts from

their



HONEYBEAR
Happy to hear it 'cause this is where
you and ne part conpany!

FRANKI E
| just thought

HONEYBEAR
What you t hi nk?

FRANKI E
You m ght need ny hel p.

HONEYBEAR
That' Il be the day!

7.

WE HEAR MEN'S VO CES shouting at the far edge of the field.

Honeybear takes off.
MORE VO CES. Cetting close.
Franki e takes off.

I NT. FOCOL'S PARADI SE -- NI GHT

The nightclub is now nostly evacuated. A handful of police
of ficers question a nunber of detainees. The burly cop who
had been chasi ng Honeybear and Frankie is being grilled by

Sheriff Bigel ow
EXT. DENSE SCRUB BY THE RAI LROAD TRACKS -- CONTI NUOUS

Honeybear cones running along -- then slips and falls.

hunkers down in the undergrowh, holding his ankle.

After a nonent Frankie crashes down beside him

FRANKI E
| don't think they saw us!
(pause)
You OK?

Honeybear rubs his ankle.

HONEYBEAR
|'"'mfine. Just working on a powerful
hunger is all.

FRANKI E
Those freights -- right down there
where the tracks curve -- that's

where they have to sl ow down.
FRANKIE' S P. Q. V.
The curved section of track.
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HONEYBEAR (O. S.)
How often they conme al ong?

FRANKIE (O S.)
Pretty often.

HONEYBEAR (O S.)
Where they goin'?

FRANKIE (O. S.)
Most of '"em go to Chicago.

ANGLE ON HONEYBEAR

He reacts.
FRANKI E ( CONT' D)
That woman in the picture ... she
still in Chicago?
(pause)
If we could make it that far ... she
coul d maybe hel p us.
HONEYBEAR
She ain't helpin' us 'cause WE ain't
goin' nowhere! 1'mgoin'" and you're
stayin'!
FRANKI E

It's a free country you know.
Honeybear grabs Franki e.

HONEYBEAR
Not if you're plannin' to ride ny
coattails it ain't!
(Franki e reacts)
Now how many tines do | have to tel
you, boy ... get yourself gone!

Franki e stares at Honeybear a nonent.

FRANKI E
VWi ch direction?

HONEYBEAR
Any one but m ne!

FRANKI E
| don't have any other direction to
go.

HONEYBEAR
You better find one fast.

FRANKI E
But
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Honeybear pulls Frankie in close. This is a real threat.

HONEYBEAR
Let me explain sonmep'n you . Tine
to quit all this jivel 1've got to

scarce nyself fromthis place, see?
Done it plenty of tines before.
Sone railroad bull will probably
catch up with ne ... maybe give ne a
crack up side the head and toss ne
injail for a couple of days. That's
K. I'"'mused to that.

(pause)
But | got a white boy with nme and
it's a whole different story. Gonna
ask me a whol e bunch of questions |
ain't got answers for. Then maybe
he cracks me a whole |l ot and throws
me in jail and forgets where the key
is.

(Frankie starts to

say somet hi ng but

Honeybear cuts him

of f)
Ski n changes everything. That's the
only thing you and ne have to know
ri ght now.

(pushi ng Franki e away)

DI SSOLVE
TO

EXT. SCRUB BY THE RAI LROAD TRACKS -- A HALF- HOUR LATER
Al one now, Honeybear is still crouched down in the bushes.
ANGLE ON THE TRAI' N TRACKS

A sl ownovi ng freight approaches the curve. Honeybear junps
up and begins running toward the train.

ANOTHER ANGLE

About twenty yards away, Frankie pops up fromhis hiding
pl ace. He wat ches Honeybear.

FRANKIE' S P. O V.

Honeybear is running al ongsi de one of the boxcars. He still
moves well for a fat nman.

He pulls up close to one of the open doors. He grabs onto
wooden sl at and | eaps.
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| NT. FREI GHT CAR -- CONTI NUOUS

Half in and half out of the car, Honeybear struggles to keep
fromrolling back out of the gaping door.

Suddenly, a pair of big, powerful hands grabs Honeybear by
the jacket and hauls himthe rest of the way into the car.

Honeybear turns and | ooks up. A trenendous, bearded hobo
stands over him

HOBO
Were ya headed?

HONEYBEAR
Suppose you tell ne.

HOBO
(a toothless smle)
Next stop ... Shee-Caw Go!
(tugs an imaginary
whi st e)
Whoo- woo!

Honeybear reacts.
EXT. RAI LROAD TRACKS -- CONTI NUQUS

CLOSE ON FRANKI E as he watches the freight train slowy pul
away.

WE HEAR THE SUDDEN SQUEAL OF METAL AGAI NST METAL
FRANKIE' S P. O V.

The train stops. Dead silence for a nonment. Then the engines
junp forward, causing a chain reaction of |urching cars.

CLOSE ON FRANKI E

He watches as the train once again begins to nove forward.
ANOTHER ANGLE

Franki e breaks for the train. As he reaches it, his hand
goes out. He grabs a netal bar -- part of an exterior
superstructure on the car.

He runs al ongside the train for a nonent before | eaping up
and onto the train as it picks up speed.

WE SEE Frankie slowy clinbing up the boxcar's exterior as
the train rounds the corner.

LONG SHOT

The Illinois Central freight train -- with Honeybear and
Franki e on board -- speeds toward the Wndy City.



EXT. TRUMBULL HOUSE -- EARLY MORNI NG

Sheriff Bi

81.

gelow is comng down the front steps. He gets in
his car and drives off.

| NT. TRUMBULL DEN -- CONTI NUCUS

Jack sits,

contenpl ating the occurrences of the last few

hours. After a nonent, Helen enters.

HELEN
Any news?

JACK
(distractedly)
About what ?

HELEN
About our son?! Has anyone seen
Fr anki e?

JACK
One of the deputies thinks he saw
himw th the piano player.

HELEN
What piano pl ayer?
JACK
There's this piano player ... at one

of the joints down in Short Creek
Frankie wanted ne to take him
down there to listen to the guy.

HELEN
Ch God ...

JACK
We shoul d have cl osed that place
down a long tine ago.

HELEN
You think that woul d have nade any
di fference?

JACK

Well it would have been sonet hi ng!
HELEN

Ch yes Jack ... it would have been

sonething all right!

JACK
What's that supposed to nean?
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HELEN
W' ve already had one son taken away
fromus. Do we have to drive the
ot her one away as well?

JACK
It seens to nme Frankie went running
out of here of his own free wll.

HELEN
For God's sake Jack ... can't you
see Frankie's trying to find sonething --
sonet hing to nmake the pain go away!?

JACK
VWhat ? Sone broken-down jig piano
pl ayer in a Short Creek dunp?!!

HELEN

Yes!

(pause)
And it made hi mthink he m ght have
found sonething that was worth al
t he pai n!

(pause)
And your only thought was to nmake it
seem ... wong!

JACK
| did what | thought was best.

HELEN
He's fourteen-years-old, Jack! His
only brother was killed and he feels
he was responsi bl e.

JACK
No one made himfeel that way! No
one ever blanmed him

HELEN
He bl amed hinself. And he was just
| ooki ng for sonething that took that
feeling awnay!

JACK
Well | hope he's found it. And |
hope he realizes what he's done to
this famly.

HELEN
VWhat has he done, Jack? What has
Franki e done except try to find a
way to hang on?

Jack considers a response. But in the end he says nothing.
He rises and exits.
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| NT. RAI LWAY BOXCAR -- NI GHT

Train is noving at quite a clip. Frankie is sitting on one
side of the car. (Qpposite himsits an older man. A | arge
napkin is unfolded on his lap wth about a hal f-dozen pieces
of fried chicken. The old man is gnawi ng on a pi ece of

chi cken.

FRANKI E
Where'd you get the chicken?

OLD HOBO
Found it.
(a toothless grin)
Bet that's the last time the m sses
will put it out on the w ndow sill
to cool off! Want sone?

CUT TO
| NT. ANOTHER BOXCAR -- MOMENTS LATER

Franki e, hol di ng several pieces of chicken, wal ks down the
| ength of the boxcar.

ANGLE ON HONEYBEAR

He cocks his head -- sonmething snells good! He |ooks up --
sees Franki e standing before him
HONEYBEAR
You don't listen too good, do you
boy?
FRANKI E
Still working on a powerful hunger?

CUT TGO
| NT. BOXCAR -- MOMENTS LATER
Honeybear is inhaling his piece of chicken.
HONEYBEAR
You best keep feedin' ne chicken
'cause soon as | finish here |I'm
gonna toss yo' ass of this train!

Franki e of fers himanot her piece. Honeybear takes it. Then
i ke lightning he grabs Frankie's wi st.

HONEYBEAR ( CONT' D)

You fixin" to be a piano man -- that
hand of yours has some growin' up to
do.
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FRANKI E
Is it true you can really cover
fourteen notes with yours?

HONEYBEAR
(proud)
Where'd you hear that?

FRANKI E
That guy on the radio said so.

Honeybear spreads his gigantic hand.

HONEYBEAR
That's just flash. Don't nean a
thing if it ain't got that sw ng!

Honeybear chonps down on anot her piece of chicken. Frankie
spreads his hand out and studies it.

DI SSOLVE
TO

| NT. BOXCAR -- A HALF- HOUR LATER

Honeybear, his hunger pangs quieted, drowsily listens to the
rhythmc clack of the train wheels on the track. Frankie
sits close by.

HONEYBEAR
Ain't your mama gonna be worried?
(Franki e shrugs)
Whol e fam ly's probably out |ookin
for you right now.

FRANKI E

| doubt it.
HONEYBEAR

You got sone brothers and sisters?
FRANKI E

Had a brother. But he ... died.

(pause)
Got killed on ny uncle's farm

Honeybear reacts. Frankie rises and crosses to the boxcar's
open door. He looks out as the lights froman occasional
house go flashing by.

FRANKI E ( CONT' D)
Shoul d be com n' up to Chicago pretty
soon.

HONEYBEAR

(si ngi ng)
Bet your bottom dol | ar
You | ose your blues in Chicago ..
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FRANKI E
| know t hat song.

HONEYBEAR
What you think about when you hear
t he nmusic, Frankie?

FRANKI E

Thi nk about ?
HONEYBEAR

What goes through your m nd?
FRANKI E

(t hi nki ng)

| don't know ... it's a feeling nore

t han anyt hi ng el se.
HONEYBEAR

Ain't it though.
FRANKI E

What do you think about?
HONEYBEAR

A wonman.
FRANKI E

Wi ch one?
HONEYBEAR

You nean there's nore than one?

FRANKI E
That woman in the picture?
(Honeybear sm | es)
What was her nane?

Honeybear takes the picture out of his pocket.
He studies it.

HONEYBEAR
Est her Mae Pidgeon. | used to cal
her "Pidgie."
FRANKI E
Were you ... in love with her?
HONEYBEAR
Back in those days, son ... | was in

| ove with everybody! Had ne sone

girlfriends who just wouldn't wait!
(Frankie sm | es)

But | had real feelings for Pidgie.

Feel i ngs that Buster Jackson didn't

appreci at e.
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FRANKI E
VWho?

HONEYBEAR
White nmob cracker who ran the
junpin'est juke joint in Chicago.

FRANKI E
That's where you net Pidgie?
HONEYBEAR
That's where | net Pidgie. Happy
days, Frankie ... happy days!
VWE BEG N TO HEAR THE STRAINS OF a bouncy 1930s-era version
of Moten Swing -- a piano backed up by a red-hot house band.
DI SSOLVE
TO

" SOUTHSI DE CHI CAGO - 1934"

EXT. BUSTER S JAM JO NT -- N GHT

A rollicking night spot, its bright, f
t

a hole in the urban night, signaling
inside. The music continues.

| ashing |ights burning
he intense revelry
I NT. BUSTER S JAM JO NT -- NI GHT

The place is junping! There's nusic, recently legalized
I'iquor and high spirits. Most of the faces are bl ack.

On the bandstand, Honeybear Powell - twenty years younger -
is fronting the band.

CLOSE ON Honeybear ... his hands pound the keyboard.
ANOTHER ANGLE

A table of patrons. Seated at the head of the table is BUSTER
JACKSON - the white proprietor of Buster's Jam Joint - and

his girlfriend, ESTHER MAE PI DGCEON, called "Pidgie." Pidgie
is a beautiful young bl ack woman whose eyes sparkle as she
|istens to Honeybear's nusi c.

Buster notices Pidgie' s enthusiasm They exchange "Il ooks."
ANGLE BACK ON BANDSTAND:
The song is over -- wild applause. Honeybear nops his face.

HONEYBEAR
Thank you boys and girls! W're
gonna take a breather right now So
enpty your tanks and get your refills
and we' ||l see ya'll back here in
about fifteen!
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ANGLE ON Honeybear as he crosses the tiny dance floor to get
a drink.

HONEYBEAR ( CONT' D)
(knocks on the bar)
| f you please, Jackson

M TCH
Yessir, M ster Honeybear.

Pi dgi e crosses the roomto join Honeybear at the bar.

Pl DA E
(flirting)
Hey Honey. ..
HONEYBEAR
Evenin', Mss Pidgie. Electrifyin
as ever, | see ..
Pl DA E
You doin' sone fine playin' tonight,
sugar .
HONEYBEAR

We're gettin' into it.

Pidgie sidles up to the bar, with a furtive glance back at
Buster, who is still at the table.

PI DA E
(under her breath)
|'"d swear you were tickling all that
ivory just for little ol'" nme ...

HONEYBEAR
(suddenly serious)
Where'd you get to last night?
waited '"til near sun-up

Pl DG E
| couldn't shake Buster. He was
watchin' nme |like a hawk!

HONEYBEAR
| wanted you so bad ...!

PI DA E
(novi ng cl oser)
Qoh baby ...

HONEYBEAR
(with a nervous gl ance
toward Buster)
Careful Pidge. Your gangster
boyfriend s watchin'.
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PI DA E
Buster ain't ny boyfriend. You're
my boyfriend.

HONEYBEAR
Who' s gonna break the news to that

cracker?

Pi dgi e noves in even closer. Honeybear closes his eyes. He
breat hes in her essence.

PI DA E
You know how | feel about you, baby.

HONEYBEAR
Mm ... what're we gonna do about
t hi ngs?
Pl DA E
W go slow ... and we have patience.

(slightly w cked)
And we try again tonight. Got ne
sone sl eeping powder I'mfixin' to
put into Buster's sauce.

HONEYBEAR
(1 aughi ng)
Pidgie ... you are so nasty!
Buster is still watching. Honeybear and Pidgie are quite

cl ose now, giggling over their plot. Honeybear, no | onger
able to help hinself, |eans over and whispers into Pidgie's
ear. She smles and gives hima gentle - al nost caressing -
sl ap across the face.

Buster turns just in tinme to see this. He reacts. He turns
and gives his no-neck henchnmen a w thering | ook.

CUT TO
I NT. BUSTER S JAM JO NT -- LATER THAT NI GHT

The club is nostly deserted. A few stragglers cross the
dance floor as they nmake their way toward the door.

Honeybear stands at the bar, nursing a nightcap.

SUDDENLY, the front doors fly open and Buster Jackson marches
in, followed by nuscle. He confronts Honeybear at the bar.

BUSTER
well well well - lover boy's stil
her e.

HONEYBEAR
(uni npressed)
Hey Buster. \Wat's shakin'?
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BUSTER
You shoul d be, Honey.

Pause. Honeybear finally faces Buster.

HONEYBEAR
| ' m beat, Buster.

BUSTER
Hear that, fellas? Loverman's beat!

HONEYBEAR
(turning to face Buster)
Speak your mnd. O let ne be.

Buster noves in. H's face is very close to Honeybear's now.

BUSTER
You bet your nappy little head 1"l
speak ny m nd, boy.

CUT TO
EXT. ALLEY BEH ND BUSTER S -- MOMENTS LATER

Buster | ooks on as a couple of his colleagues - also white -
gi ve Honeybear a rather rough goi ng-over.

BUSTER
Easy, gentlenmen. No use bustin' up
a perfectly good piano man. Just a
little warning to keep his paws off
ot her people's property.

Honeybear, his arnms pinned back, rolls away from a punch,
breaking free of the grip. He falls. On the ground now,
Honeybear sees a di scarded bottle of bourbon. He furtively
draws the bottle in close to his body.

BUSTER ( CONT' D)
Plenty of trash in this town Honey
wi t hout you havin' to ness with ny
hi gh-yel | ow dol | s.

Honeybear slowy gets to his feet. He breaks the bottle
agai nst the side of the building. He brandishes the bottle
shard. Buster's thugs start to rush him

HONEYBEAR
Hold it right there! No use you
boys gettin' sliced up. Let your
boss wade in ... if he's a mnd to.

The goons stop in their tracks.
BUSTER
If there's one thing | can't stand
it's a thick-headed nigger
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Buster pulls out a knife. The two nen thrust and parry for
a nonent. Buster lunges, slashing Honeybear on the right
forearm Bl ood begins to seep through the coat. Buster
moves in for the kill. Honeybear slashes in a defensive
nmove, giving Buster a superficial slash on the cheek.

Buster rubs his face ... sees the bl ood.
BUSTER ( CONT' D)
You cut me! You son of a ...! [''m
bl eedi n' ! ' m bl eedin'!

Buster and his thugs slowy nove in on Honeybear. Honeybear
throws down the bottle shard, turns and runs back into the
cl ub.

I NT. BUSTER S JAM JO NT -- CONTI NUOUS

Honeybear cones charging in, alnmost running down Mtch, who
has been wat ching by the door.

M TCH
What the hell happened out there?!

HONEYBEAR
Buster's out of his m nd!

MTCH S P.O V.

Through the open door, Mtch sees Buster's henchnen gat hered
around him... trying to cal mhi mdown.

MTCH (O S.)
You cut hinf!!

ANGLE BACK ON Honeybear and Mt ch.

HONEYBEAR
| didn't touch him dd G anddad
did all the dirty work. Ch hell
Here he cones!

M TCH
(1 ooki ng around)
Quick! Qut the front!

Honeybear beats a hasty retreat toward the front door,
foll oned cl ose behind by Mtch.

Buster, holding his cheek, cones charging in fromthe all ey,
in hot pursuit. He is followed closely by his bodyguards.

EXT. BUSTER S JAM JO NT -- N GHT

Honeybear, a napkin w apped around his wounded arm cones
stormng out the front door, followed by Mtch.
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HONEYBEAR
| hate | ong good-byes, Mtch. So
"1l just say au revoir!

Honeybear takes off down the street at a break-neck clip.
Mtch watches himfor a nonment.

M TCH
Hey Honey!

Al ready hal f-way down the bl ock, Honeybear turns around,
still running ...

M TCH ( CONT' D)
You sure can nove out for a fat man!

HONEYBEAR
(1 aughi ng)
Fast and | oose and full of juice!

Honeybear turns and continues his flight down the street.
Beat .

Buster and his henchnen cone charging up behind Mtch. Buster
spots Honeybear beating his retreat.

M TCH
He's | ong gone, M. Jackson.

Buster makes a nove to go after Honeybear ... he falters.
Mtch puts a hand on his shoulder to help him Buster watches
as Honeybear di sappears around the corner.

BUSTER
(shouting after
Honeybear)
You better run, Honey! You better
keep on runnin'! "Cause if | ever

catch up with your fat ass you're
gonna be pig neat! You hear ne?!
Pig neat!!!

FRANKI E (V. Q)
Did you get away?

HONEYBEAR (V. Q)
| got away all right...got way away!

FRANKI E (V. Q)
So what happened?

| NT. RAILVWAY BOXCAR -- NI GHT
Back to 1954 -- the past recedes.
( CONTI NUED)
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HONEYBEAR
What happened? This happened. Every
juke joint and flophouse this side
of the M ssissippi happened. The
mean and | ean tines happened ..

FRANKI E
What about Pi dgi e?

Pause. Honeybear shakes his head.

HONEYBEAR
Lots of things you can do about
sonep'n Frankie. Wrse one is to
run away.

A silence descends, broken only by the whir of train wheels.

DI SSOLVE
TO

EXT. CH CAGO RAIL YARD -- DAY

Honeybear and Frankie cross the seem ngly endless |ines of
railroad tracks that stretch into infinity.

EXT. CH CAGO STREET -- DAY

They anbl e al ong a Sout hsi de street, where the blight of
post-war decay is just beginning to manifest itself.

Storefronts are boarded up. There seens to be a threadbare
quality to everything. The people they pass huddl e agai nst
the chill norning air.

Honeybear stops and | ooks up at a street sign.

HONEYBEAR

South Calunet! The street! Misic
comn' out of every door and w ndow - -
all up and down this block. Bright
lights and flash chicks twenty-four
hours a day.

(Franki e exam nes the

| andscape)
"Course it's early yet! You just
wait '"til sundown. That's when
things'Il get cranked up!

DI SSOLVE
TO

EXT. CH CAGO STREET -- MOVENTS LATER
Honeybear and Franki e approach a buil di ng.

HONEYBEAR
You see a nunber anywhere?
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Franki e | ooks above the door.
FRANKIE' S P. O. V.
Faded, weat her-beaten nunbers.

FRANKIE (O S.)
Looks like ... ten forty-four.

ANGLE ON HONEYBEAR
HONEYBEAR
(di sbelieving)
Must be sonme m st ake.
Honeybear studies the building' s facade.
HONEYBEAR S P. O V.
Peeling paint and letters faded by the ravages of tine.
"B.ST_ 'S AMJ__NT"
CUT TO
| NT. BUSTER S JAM JO NT -- CONTI NUOUS
Honeybear and Frankie enter. The room s physical dinensions
are famliar but "the fervor" has definitely gone out of the
pl ace.

A few | ost souls are scattered about -- nursing their beers
and faded dreans with equal anbival ence.

Honeybear crosses slowy to the dil api dated band stand --
now used to store broken chairs and enpty beer bottles.

He clinbs up. Pushed over to one side is the old upright

with which - in happier tines - he ruled this room
He crosses to the piano -- tries lifting the keyboard.
Locked!

WOVAN S VO CE (O S.)
We done |l ost the |ey.

ANGLE ON THE WOVAN

She is standing behind the bar. In her late 40s - still
attractive but nowwth a brittle veneer. Honeybear studies
the woman's face.

HONEYBEAR
That ain't all you |ost.
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PI DA E
(for that's who this
woman i s)

Shows you what twenty years of hard
tinmes can do to a pl ace.

Honeybear smles. He slowy begins walking toward the wonman.

HONEYBEAR
But it sho' nuff was sonmething in
its prinel!
PI DA E
Just |ike sone people | know.
(pause)
But that was a long tine ago.
HONEYBEAR
Just wait "til | start flashin' ny

trash again!
(now st andi ng cl ose
to Pidgie)

Hel | o Pi dgie.

Now it's a kind of ganme between these two.
Pl DA E

Who's that callin' by that
| ong-ti nme-ago nane?

HONEYBEAR
You bust open that piano. 1'Il show
you who's callin'!

Pl DG E
Man sounds |i ke soneone.

HONEYBEAR
| don't sound |ike no one, womnman.
There's ne ... and that's where it
ends.

Pl DG E

That sonmeone you sound like ... |
bet he's sure enough dead and gone
by now

HONEYBEAR
Don't you go puttin' down any serious
nmoney on that bet!

Pl DA E

(a sudden smle)
Hell o Sugar. How you been keepin'?
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HONEYBEAR
Had ne sone rough tines, Pidge.
Been up and down every hard-scrabble
road between hell and breakfast.
But 1'm honme now.

Pi dgi e | ooks at Franki e.

Pl DA E
Who' s your sidekick?

HONEYBEAR
Don't know. But | can't seemto
shake hi m

Pl DA E

You boys | ook |ike you could use
sonme breakf ast.

HONEYBEAR

You fixin" to cook for ne, baby?
PI DA E

Vel
HONEYBEAR

Don't play ne, Pidge! |'mgettin

weak in the knees just thinkin' about
the things you can do for a hungry

man!
PI DA E

You a hungry man, Honeybear?
HONEYBEAR

Well ... now that you nention it

a cup of joe sure would hit the sbbt
ri ght about now.

CUT TO
I NT. FRANKI E' S BEDROOM -- DAY

Hel en enters. She crosses to the desk ... absent m ndedly
wi pes a bit of dust away wth her hand. She picks up a book
that's been left on the desk. She starts to put it back in
t he bookshel f above when a picture falls out.

CLOCSE ON PHOTO

It's the sane photo - mnus the frane - that Frankie cane
across in Cal's room Cal and Frankie as very young boys,
posing for the canmera in their Sunday best.
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ANGLE ON HELEN

As she studies the photo. She smles as the inage brings
back a flood of nenories.

CUT TO
I NT. BUSTER S JAM JO NT -- LATE MORNI NG

Honeybear and Frankie are still seated at the bar. There is
a vast array of enpty platters sitting before them- the
sol e remai ni ng evi dence of the sunptuous breakfast which

Pi dgi e has provi ded.

Honeybear drains the |ast dregs of his coffee cup then
daintily dabs at the corner of his nmouth with his napkin.

HONEYBEAR
Mm mml  You al ways did push a nean
crunb, Pidgie!

PI DA E
See your appetite's still OK

HONEYBEAR
What's ol d Buster up to now

Pl DA E
Buster's a long tine dead, Honey.
(Honeybear reacts)
Got hinself killed in the war?

HONEYBEAR
Buster's a war hero?

Pl DA E
(shakes her head)
St abbed in a crap gane at Fort D x.
They did send sone nedals honme with
hi m though. ..

HONEYBEAR
VWho owns the Joint now?

Pl DA E
You're | ookin' at her. Coul da dropped
me with a feather when | found out
he left the place to ne.
(pause)
Guess | haven't exactly been a fl ash
runnin' things. But like | said ..
ti mes have changed

HONEYBEAR
AwWful quiet in here, Pidge. Wo you
got for a piano man these days?
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Ain't had a piano man in here since
before the war.

HONEYBEAR
You got to be foolin'!

PI Dd E
Ti mes have changed, Honey.

HONEYBEAR
There's your trouble, Pidgiel If
you got that busted up old piano
churning again ... things m ght
brighten up sonme. Right Frankie?

Pl DA E
(suddenly suspi ci ous)
You boys | ookin' for a permanent

gi g7
HONEYBEAR

Well | amat |iberty at the nonment.
Pl DA E

You don't say.

HONEYBEAR
Wbul dn't cost you nore than seven or
eight neals a day and a place where
| could rest ny weary little head.

Pl DA E
(a l ook to Frankie)
What about hi n?

HONEYBEAR
Let himfind his own gig!

Pi dgi e crosses to Frankie.

PI DA E
You got sone place to go, baby?

HONEYBEAR
He's got honme to go to!

ANGLE ON FRANKI E
He shakes his head.

Pl DG E
So this is a roomand board deal ?

( CONTI NUED)
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HONEYBEAR
(smling)
Room and board and Onh-ny-Lord!
(pause)
What say, Pidgie ... we got a deal?
Pl DA E

Pi ano' s been | ocked up tighter than
a wdow s heart for a long tinme now

HONEYBEAR
VWll it's tine to unlock that heart
and let in some |love! The |ove of a
good man!

Pl DG E

You know any?
(Honeybear | aughs)

How do | know you still got it?
HONEYBEAR
Oh | still got it! | got nore than

| know what to do wth! And dam if
| ain't spreadin' it around!

Honeybear roars with |laughter. Pidgie can't help smling as
wel |

ANGLE ON FRANKI E
HE enj oys the nonent i mensely.

SLOW
DI SSOLVE
TO

I NT. BUSTER S JAM JO NT -- LATER

Sonme of the debris on the bandstand has been cl eared away.
The piano has been noved down front and center.

Honeybear kneels in front of the piano, trying to coax the
keyboard Iid open. Frankie sits at the bar. Pidgie is
standi ng behind the bar, tending to the club's few regul ars,
who all are curious and seem oddly energized.

Pl DA E
You' re gonna have to bust it open.

HONEYBEAR
(pi cking gingerly at
t he | ock)

Uh-uh. Piano's like a huffy woman.
Can't force her to do nothin' she
don't have a mnd to do.
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Pl DA E
Si nce when do you know the first
t hi ng about a huffy woman ... or any

woman, far as that goes?

Honeybear has his pocket knife out. He is picking carefully
at the lock on the keyboard. After a few delicate
enbel I i shments, he opens the Iid with a triunphant flourish.

HONEYBEAR
(a big smle)
Sugar ... | was born know n'!

Honeybear makes a big thing of dusting off the keyboard stool.
He sits down at the piano. He starts noodling ..

HONEYBEAR ( CONT' D)
We had us sone good tinmes in here.
Renenber them good ol' days, Pidgie?
(Pi dgi e nods)

OLDER PATRON
| renmenber them days, Honeybear!

HONEYBEAR
Sone high old tinmes! So crowded in
here sone nights ... if you fainted,

you had to go outside to fall down.

OLDER PATRON
Man ain't lyin'.

PI DA E
Play us a tune, Honey.

HONEYBEAR
What woul d you folks like to hear?

OLDER PATRON
Sonet hi ng happy! Been a long tinme
since | heard nmusic nade me want to
tap ny toes.

Honeybear | aunches into a |ight and bouncy vanp.
PI DA E
That's right! | renenber that one!
Yes, yes ...

Honeybear nodul ates with great flourish to a singable key.
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HONEYBEAR
(si ngi ng)
it's tinme to dream
t housand dreans of you
It's been so grand...together.
(spoken)
Yes...together again, Pidgie. You
and nme sugar!
(si nging again)
You thrilled me fromthe start
You brought the sweet spring rain
Your fingers touched the strings of
nmy heart
And made it sing again..

Oh
A

Pidgie smles at the happy tines this song elicits. The
club's few custoners turn their chairs toward Honeybear and
smle as they quietly listen to the man's nusic.

ANOTHER ANGLE

Three nen enter the bar. They bring a slight nenace with
them They split up - two of the nen cross to certain tables,
lingering for several mnutes. The third man - the | eader -
crosses to the bar.

POOCH
Evenin' Esther. Since when did you
add a fl oor show?

Pl DA E
(on her guard)
Thought the place needed a
pi ck- me-up

POCCH
The boy's good. Mist be costin' us
SOme serious noney.

Pl DG E
Not costin' us a cent, Pooch. Sone
peopl e do what they do for | ove.

POOCH
Wsh there was nore o' themfools in
t he worl d.

Pooch |istens to Honeybear's nmusic for a nonment. He shakes
hi s head.

POOCH ( CONT' D)
That kinda nusic's not right for
this place. Way too bouncy. Tell
the boy to go find hinself another
pi ano.

The other two nen have conpleted their drug sales. They
slowy cross over to Pooch at the bar.

( CONTI NUED)



101.

POOCH ( CONT' D)
See you next tinme, Esther.

They slowy exit. As they depart, a pal pable forebodi ng
lifts. Honeybear stops playing.

HONEYBEAR
VWat's with thenf

Pl DA E
(with bitterness)
Maggots can't stand to be in the
light too long. They nmuch prefer
pl aces that are dark and dead..

| NT. BUSTER S JAM JO NT -- FIRST LI GHT

Franki e enters the deserted barroom He crosses to the piano
and sits. Beat. He |ooks around the room-- perhaps

i magi ning for a nonent what it nust be like to play when

this roomis full of people.

He rises -- opens the |id of the piano bench.
FRANKIE' S P. O V.

I nside the bench are stacks of nmusic -- popular sheet nusic,
exerci se books, classical conpositions ..

ANGLE ON FRANKI E

He takes a piece of nusic, places it on the piano and again
sits. He very tentatively begins playing the first few bars.
It's the Rachmani noff Prelude -- the piece that we heard
Honeybear play earlier

SLOW
DI SSOLVE
TO

I NT. BUSTER S JAM JO NT -- A HALF- HOUR LATER

Frankie is still working on the piece. He has by no neans
mast ered the prelude, but progress is being nade.

SLOW
DI SSOLVE
TO

EXT. BUSTER S JAM JO NT -- LATER STILL

Strains of Rachmani noff cone floating out into the cold
Chi cago norning ...

CUT TO
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I NT. BUSTER S JAM JO NT -- CONTI NUOUS

Frankie finishes the piece. The final chord lingers in the
air. He |ooks up.

FRANKIE' S P. O. V.
Honeybear is standing before him

HONEYBEAR
Let's play sone stride.

I NT. TRUMBULL LI VI NG ROOM -- EVEN NG

Hel en sits notionless, deep in thought. The mantel clock's
ticking is relentless.

Jack enters, carrying a suitcase. He puts it down. They
| ook at each other. Finally ...

JACK
"Il call when | get settled
sonmewher e
(pause)
| just can't stand this house right
now.
HELEN
VWhat should | tell people if they
call ?
Jack shrugs.
JACK
What ever you want.

(pause)
Franki e was al ways your baby. You
under st ood each other. But Ca
was m ne.

HELEN
They were both ours.

JACK
W were like two peas in a pod. |
never got that feeling with Frankie.

HELEN
Did you try?

JACK
(a flash of anger)
Yes | tried! For Chrissake Hel en
... disn't it alittle late in the
day?
HELEN
Alittle late for what Jack?

( CONTI NUED)
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JACK
For judgnents!

HELEN
No one's judgi ng you.

JACK
Then what the hell are you getting
at? Wiat is it you want?

HELEN
(a crying out)
| want ny boys back! | want Frankie
to come wal ki ng through that door
w t hout those haunted eyes ... w thout
t he wei ght of a thousand years on
hi s soul

JACK
And | suppose | put that weight there?

CLOSE ON HELEN

It's clear she does. But this conversation is over, |eaving
them staring at each other fromtheir isolated nountains of
recrimnation.

| NT. BUSTER S JAM JO NT -- DAY

Franki e and Honeybear seated at the piano.

HONEYBEAR
Pl ay sonep'n for ne.
FRANKI E
Li ke what ?
HONEYBEAR
Anyt hi ng but that boojie-woojie!
Franki e prepares to play -- hesitates.
FRANKI E

|"'mnot really very good.

HONEYBEAR
You want to be a piano player or a
music critic?

FRANKI E
Pi ano pl ayer.

HONEYBEAR
Then shut up and play sonep'n.

Franki e bravely launches into the first few bars of St. Louis
Bl ues. But nerves take over and his playing breaks down.

( CONTI NUED)
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HONEYBEAR ( CONT' D)
Once nore. But this tinme put sone
nmoan in the tone.
Franki e just stares.

HONEYBEAR ( CONT' D)

Look sugar ... what's the nanme of

t hat thing?
FRANKI E

The St. Louis Bl ues.
HONEYBEAR

Bl ues?! You know about the blues?!!
FRANKI E

think so ...

HONEYBEAR

Don't you be wastin' nmy tine with
"you think so"!

(Franki e nods)
Blues is about feelin' somep'n and
then lettin' it out!

Honeybear suddenly | aunches into a nournful blues refrain.

HONEYBEAR ( CONT' D)

(si ngi ng)
When you | ose yo' noney ...
Pl ease don't | ose yo' mnd
When you | ose yo' noney, child ..
Pl ease don't | ose yo' mnd
And when you | ose your woman ..
Pl ease don't ness with m ne!

(speaki ng)
That's the blues, Frankie. Nothin
but trouble in m nd!

(He stops playing)
But what's that you say? My baby's
back? And ny horse just cane in?!
And M ster Roosevelt just conme back
fromthe dead?!

(he launches into a

raucous version of

Jelly Roll Morton's

The Naked Dance)
Hal | el uj ah! Happy days! Say
"Hal | el uj ah" Franki e!

FRANKI E
Hal | el uj ah!

( CONTI NUED)
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HONEYBEAR
See ... just like people ... nusic
can change its mnd too! Trick is
... to get what's inside here ..
(he points to his
chest)
so it cones out your finger tips!

FRANKI E
Just like crap out of a goose?
HONEYBEAR
Now you under stand, boy!
FRANKI E
HALLELUJAH!
HONEYBEAR

That's how you find the fervor,
Frankie! You don't play nothin

"til you can't stand not to! 'Til
you can feel the hunger right down
to your toenails! Then rush on over
and pour your soul all over the keys.
That's the fervor

FRANKI E
The fervor!

HONEYBEAR
Got to hang onto the fervor, Frankie!
And never let it get boresone!

finishes playing.

HONEYBEAR ( CONT' D)
That's enough for the first |esson.

FRANKI E
I'd ... I'd like to pay you.
HONEYBEAR
Say what ?
FRANKI E
|"ve got a little nmoney. |If it's K
with you ... I'"d like to pay you for
t hese | essons.
HONEYBEAR
Vll then let's see ... fifty cents
is too nuch ... and a mllion dollars

ain't enough!

( CONTI NUED)
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Honeybear roars.
CUT TO
EXT. CGEORGE' S HOUSE -- DAY

A tidy, nodest little hone in one of the nicer sections of
Short Creek.

Hel en stands on the front steps and knocks. After a nonent,
CGeor ge opens the door.

GEORCGE
Hello Ms. Trunbull
HELEN
| hope I'm not disturbing you George.
GEORCGE
Not at all!
HELEN

| was wondering if you m ght be able
to help ne ...

(pause)
It's Frankie ... he hasn't cone hone.
Sonebody said they saw himw th the
pi ano pl ayer

GEORGE
Wth Honeybear?
(Hel en nods)
Far as | know ... Honeybear's |eft
t own.

HELEN
Do you have any idea where he may
have gone?

Pause. GCeorge is clearly unconfortable talking to Hel en
about her son.

HELEN ( CONT' D)
Don't worry CGeorge. M. Trunbull
doesn't know |I've cone here.

GEORGE
Vell ... there are sone people |
could call. Maybe you best conme on

in, Ms. Trunbull.
Hel en enters.
| NT. BUSTER S JAM JO NT -- DAY
CLOSE ON t he chi pped, well-worn keyboard of the house piano.
Honeybear's huge hand cones crashi ng down and strikes | ust
one note with his extended index finger.

( CONTI NUED)
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As they sit side by side at the keyboard.

IS in progress.

107.

The next | esson

HONEYBEAR
That's just one lonely little ol

not e.
Just al one.

conpani onship ...

Honeybear

is our original

Got no mama . .

pl ays a group of notes -
| onely note ...

no papa.

Doesn't even know how
it feels about things yet.
give himsone friends ..

But you
sone

a blues lick - anong which

HONEYBEAR ( CONT' D)

and al l
attitude. And this
t hrough the air and
ear and sonehow

you riled up about things.
You understand what |’

nmusi c!
sayi n', Frankie?

FRANKI E
| guess ...

of a sudden he's got an

attitude travels
gets inside your
it starts to get
And that's
m

HONEYBEAR

Don't guess boy!
wor k!
you been wor ki ng on.

Very reluctantly, Frankie takes another stab at St.
proficiency has perhaps inproved,
wooden and devoi d of

Bl ues. Franki e's techni cal
but his playing is still
After about five or six bars,

FRANKI E
Sorry ...

This ain't guess
Let's hear sone of the stuff

Loui s

real feeling.
he runs out of energy and st ops.

that wasn't very good.

HONEYBEAR
M. Critic's here again too ..

sittin'
him Franki e!
FRANKI E

(hopeful ly)
You nean ...

on your shoul der
you to do sonep' n good.

darin’
For get about

t hat was good?
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HONEYBEAR

VWll ... sonetines that critic's
dead right 'bout things. But that
doesn't nean we have to pay himno
never - m nd.

(pause)
What you doin' here, Frankie? Wat
you wastin' nmy time for?

FRANKI E
| want ... | want to learn to play
i ke you.

HONEYBEAR

(a preposterous idea)
Play like me?! Hell, boy...

FRANKI E
Well ... as close as | can cone.
HONEYBEAR
Lenme tell you sonething Frankie.
In your whole life ... you ain't

never gonna play piano |ike ne.
(Frankie is defl ated)

And | ain't ever gonna play like

you.

Honeybear leans in close to Frankie and puts his gigantic
hand on his shoul der.

HONEYBEAR ( CONT' D)

See ... nusic has to be your own
l[ife. Your own thing. If you haven't
lived it ... breathed it ... cried
your eyes out over it ... it ain't
ever gonna come out your fingertips.
FRANKI E
(conf used)
Then ... what should | do.
HONEYBEAR

You got to learn to play
who you are.
(Frankie gives hima
puzzl ed | ook)
If I was you, |'d figure out real
qui ck how to get happy.

FRANKI E
You can't just do that, you know
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HONEYBEAR
My mama had five kids. Each one
wth a different daddy. She used to
tell me that out of all her nen ...

my daddy was the rottenest ... the
meanest ... the nost m serable son
of a... She said | was just like
hi m

(pause)
But | had a surprise for her. Voice
inside ne said "I'm gonna fool you
woman! |''m gonna be happy!"

(pause)

You got to find that voice, Frankie.
Voi ce deep down that says "Keep goin
brother! Keep clinbin" up ... up
where the music is!”

EXT. BUSTER S JAM JO NT -- DAY

ANGLE ON FRONT W NDOW

Pidgie is propping a handmade sign in the w ndow.
CLCSE ON SI GN

" HOVECOM NG

Join us in welcomng back
M . Honeybear Powel |
Buster's original Piano Man
Thurs. Eve. 9 p.m

- drinks half-price -"

I NT. BUSTER S JAM JO NT -- CONTI NUOUS

Pi dgie turns away fromthe w ndow and crosses to Honeybear,
who is sitting at the bar.

HONEYBEAR
S pose no one shows up?

Pl DA E
Wul d you hush?! Peopl e are al ready
showin' up. |If they don't renmenber
you, then they renenber their folks
tal kin' about you. | just thought
this would nake it official!

HONEYBEAR
(clearly apprehensive)
Not hin" in ny contract about
adverti sing.

Pl DA E
VWhat contract?
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That's another thing | been neaning
to talk to you about.

Pi dgi e studies himfor a nonent.

They both

Pl DA E
| do believe you're gettin' cold
feet.

HONEYBEAR

Ha! That'l|l be the day!
PI DA E

Never thought |1'd see the day ...
HONEYBEAR

Well hell girl ... playin" nickel-

and-dinme dives is one thing. But I
don't knowif | got it in ne to be a
headl i ner no nore.

Pl DA E
"No one else like me! There's just
me and that's where it ends!"”
(pause)
What happened to all that brass, old
man?

HONEYBEAR
Vel |

Pl DA E
You ain't got nothin'" to worry about,
Honey.

HONEYBEAR
You reckon | can still cut it?

Pl DA E
(suggestive)
Mmm M And t hen sone!

| augh at the doubl e-ent endre.

| NT. FAIRCH LD BUS STATI ON -- DAY

A bustling little term nal.

wi ndow.

The agent
the grate.

HELEN
One round trip to Chicago, please.

prepares her ticket - then slides it to her

( CONTI NUED)
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AGENT
That' Il be seven doll ars even.

Hel en opens her purse and takes out the noney.
| NT. BUSTER S JAM JO NT -- DAY

A few of the regulars are scattered throughout the room plus
a handful of newconmers. There seens to be just a slight
glint of optimsmin the stale air.

Frankie is noodling a nediumslow "wal king blues."” H s playing
has progressed consi derably. Honeybear and Pidgie sit nearby,
listening.

Pl DA E
Boy's got a nice touch. He's
beginning to sound a little |ike
you, Honey.

HONEYBEAR
Hush yo' nout h!

Pl DA E
It's a fact.

They |isten sone nore.

HONEYBEAR
You ever have any kids, Pidgie?

PI DA E
How could I? | was waitin' for you
to cone back, |over

HONEYBEAR
Waitin' nmy foot! Never knew you to
wait for nothin'!

Pi dgi e | aughs.

Pl DA E
What about you? Any fat little
Honeybears out there raisin' Cain?
(Honeybear shakes his
head)
Who' s gonna keep you in sippin' whisky
when you're too old to play piano?

HONEYBEAR
Don't you worry about nme! | got it
cover ed!

Pl DA E

| just bet you do!
( CONTI NUED)
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he's got nme to

he reali zes

HONEYBEAR
(nods his head toward
Fr anki e)

But this here boy --

t hi nki n’
Pl DA E

| can see that.
HONEYBEAR

Man gets to be ny age ..

it's all a big waste of tinme unless

he can pass it on.

he's | earned about things ..

Pass on what

make

it easier for the next man comn

along ...

Two nmen enter.
They are al one now.
the Joint's patrons,

Honeybear watches them carefully.
at the piano.

The same two nmen who earlier were with Pooch
As they did before, _
conducting cl andestine transacti ons.

they circul ate anong

Then he crosses to Frankie

HONEYBEAR ( CONT' D)

Do ne a favor, Frankie ..
your legs for five m nutes.
(Franki e | ooks at the

go stretch

men - then back at
Honeybear)
It's K. | just need to talk to

t hese gentl enen.
Frankie exits.
Honeybear crosses to Pidgie.

HONEYBEAR

They watch the nen for a nonent.

Looks like that's nasty stuff them

boys are selling.

PI DA E
| tried roustin' themouta here a
whil e back. Had three fires in two
days and a brick cane crashin' through
the front wi ndow damm near killed
sonebody ...
The men have finished their business. They approach Honeybear
and Pi dgi e.
DEALER #1
| thought Pooch told you to | ose the
pi ano man, Esther?
PI DA E

It's just nusic.
to do with you boys'

What ' s nusi c got
busi ness?
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Honeybear

Honeybear
to-face w

Deal er #1
ducks the

113.

DEALER #2
Pooch says that junp-up turn-around
stuff is bad for business. Says
it's nothin' but toe-tappin' jive..

gets off the bar stool to confront these nen.

HONEYBEAR
What you sayin' 'bout ny nusic, boy?

Pl DA E
Lenrme handl e thi s.

DEALER #1
Your nusic don't belong in a place
like this. Belong in a circus ..
wi th nonkeys and big fat el ephants.

HONEYBEAR
My nmusic was born in a place like
this. Born in a whisky barrel and
rai sed up on weed ...

DEALER #1
Vell we're servin' up sonething el se
now. And that nmeans you gonna have
to take your old-tinmey nigger nusic
sonepl ace el se!

takes a step toward him

PI DA E

You just keep outa this Honey.
DEALER #1

Yeah Honey ... you keep way outa

this or you be ticklin' the ivories
on that piano way up there in Fat
Boy heaven.

smles a deadly smle. He noves in so he is face-
th Deal er #1.

HONEYBEAR
You |isten here, Jackson. | was
crackin' chunps |ike you between ny
teeth when you was nothin' but a

glint in yo pappy's eye!

goes to slug Honeybear. 1In a flash, Honeybear
punch and cones in wth an uppercut, hitting the

man square in the solar plexus. Dealer #1 slowy sinks to

hi s knees,

gasping for breath
HONEYBEAR ( CONT' D)

Don't want to be seein' you boys
around here no nore ...
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Pl DG E
| said I'd handl e this!

HONEYBEAR
(1 gnoring Pidgie)
New policy in force as of right now
You go back and tell your M. Pooch
to go find hinself another place to
do hi s business.

Pl DA E
WI!1l you shut your damm nout h!

HONEYBEAR
' Cause the JamJoint is nowoff limts
you understand what |'m sayin'?

Deal er #2 contenpl ates naklng a nove toward Honeybear.
Honeybear reacts. Honeybear's size and surprising agility
cause Dealer #2 to think better of it. He stops in his

t racks.

Deal er #1 gets up. The two nmen back up warily toward the
door .

DEALER #1
You ain't seen the |l ast of us.

HONEYBEAR
Maybe not. But you fools are gonna
w sh you seen the | ast of ne!

The thugs exit. Honeybear turns toward Pidgie. She returns
a | ook of deep concern, for she knows what these nen a capable
of doi ng.

I NT. BUSTER S JAM JO NT -- LATE NI GHT

Pidgie is behind the bar, just finishing cleaning up. She
deposits the last bit of trash in a | arge garbage can.
Frankie is sitting at the bar sipping a soda.

Pl DA E
You nust be tired, Frankie. You're
doin' nore playing these days than

Honey i s.
FRANKI E
|"ve still got a lot to |learn.
PI DA E
You gonna be a real flash sone day,
son. | guarantee it.

(Frankie smles - a
bit pleased with
hi msel f)

How about sone breakfast?
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FRANKI E
s it norning already?

PI DA E
| tell you what ... you haul this
gar bage can out back for Pidgie and
"Il fix you one of ny special sunrise
supper s!

EXT. ALLEY BEHI ND BUSTER S -- MOMENTS LATER

Frankie westles the garbage can out the door. He turns and
starts to head back inside.

VE HEAR A LOW MOAN. Frankie stops and turns. He |
for the sound to be repeated. After a nmonent, it i

FRANKI E
Sonebody out here?

Franki e searches around for the source of the sound. Once
again, we hear the LOW GUTTURAL SI GH

Franki e quickly hones in - rushing quickly down the alley
toward the source of the sound.

He stops at a pile of boxes and old discarded furniture. He
tears into the pile, throwing off the boxes and broken chairs
soon revealing a badly beaten Honeybear.

FRANKI E ( CONT' D)
(a terrible cry)
Pi dgi e!!

CUT TO
EXT. ALLEY BEH ND BUSTER S -- MOMENTS LATER

Pi dgi e rushes down the alley, joining Frankie beside
Honeybear .

Pl DA E
Oh Lord! Honey ... you K sugar?

HONEYBEAR
Sonme fools ... they junped ne. Had
to be ... three or four of them
Maybe nore

Pl DG E
You hurt bad? Should |I call an
anbul ance?

HONEYBEAR
Boys weren't that good.

PI DA E
It was Pooch's boys, wasn't it?

( CONTI NUED)
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HONEYBEAR
Couldn't tell. It was too dark

Pl DA E
(to Frankie)
Run out front, Frankie ... find
soneone to hel p us get Honey back
i nsi de.

Frankie runs off. Pidgie cradles Honeybear's head. She
unbuttons his top shirt button, |loosens his tie and tries to
make hima little nore confortable.

PI DA E ( CONT' D)
You hurtin' bad?
(Honeybear wi nces)
Got a good mnd to call the cops on
t hat Pooch.

HONEYBEAR

There'd just be three nore goons to
take his place.

(pause - Honeybear

| ooks around)
You know Pidgie ... | been on ny
fanny in this spot once before.
Long tinme ago ..

Pl DA E
Time you took the hint, old man.
Pi dgi e neans bad news.

HONEYBEAR
(shaki ng his head)
You're the best news that's happened
to this old man in a long tine.
(he 1 ooks around)
We're gettin' too old for this kinda
stuff, baby.

Pl DA E
Maybe it's time to nove on. Sel
this old place and nove to Florida
you reckon you'd |li ke Florida?

HONEYBEAR
| reckon I'd like any place as |ong
as you were there, Pidgie.

Pl DA E
You gettin' soft on me in your old
age, Honey?

HONEYBEAR

Soft as a baby's behind ..
( CONTI NUED)
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Pidgie smles. She |leans in and ki sses Honeybear on the
forehead. Honeybear gently caresses Pidgie's cheek.

Dl SSOLVE
TO

EXT. BUSTER S JAM JO NT -- EVEN NG

The ni ght of Honeybear's "honecoming." The signis still in

the wi ndow. A steady streamof patrons are entering the
cl ub.

A cab pulls up front.
I NT. TAXI CAB -- CONTI NUOUS

CAB DRI VER
This is it, |ady.

HELEN
Are you sure?

CAB DRI VER
Yes ma'm Ten forty-four.

Hel en pays the driver and warily gets out of the car. She
starts to walk toward the Jam Joint's front door.

CAB DRI VER (0. S.) (CONT' D)
Hey | ady?

ANGLE ON CABBI E

CAB DRI VER ( CONT' D)
You want | should wait?

BACK ON HELEN She shakes her head. The cab pulls away.
| NT. BUSTER S JAM JO NT -- CONTI NUOUS

Pidgie is standing behind the bar. She is slightly panicked
over the unaccustoned surge in patrons who now i nhabit the
pl ace. Frankie is helping her stock the bar. Helen has
ent er ed.

Pl DA E
W' re gonna need anot her case of
gi nger ale, sugar. And sone nore
ice ...

Franki e turns, sees Hel en. Beat .

HELEN
Hel | o Fr anki e.

CUT TO
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| NT. BUSTER S JAM JO NT -- A FEW MOVENTS LATER
Franki e and Hel en seated at a table.

HELEN
| should be very angry with you.
But | just can't find the heart for
it.
(pause)
| m ssed you, Frankie.

FRANKI E
|"msorry nom... | was gonna call,
but

Hel en nods. She | ooks around.

HELEN
VWhat is this place, Frankie? A club
or sonet hi ng?

FRANKI E
It used to be a jamjoint.
(Hel en gives hima
puzzl ed | ook)
A pl ace where people conme to listen

to music.
HELEN
And this is where you've been staying?
FRANKI E
(he nods)
Pidgie ... she's the woman at the
bar ... she fixed ne up a roomin
back. It's really very confortable.
HELEN
And the piano player ... from Short
Creek ... he's here too?
FRANKI E
He's giving ne | essons.
(pause)
That's all | ever wanted, you know.

That's why | went down to Short Creek
in the first place. There was never
any reason to worry.

HELEN
| wasn't worried, Frankie. Not about
t hat .

FRANKI E

Does dad know you're here?

( CONTI NUED)
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HELEN

Your father has noved out. | haven't
seen himin a while.

(Franki e reacts)
And there's sonething else -- the
reason |'mhere really ..

(pause)
There's sonme noney. Cal's noney
that he was saving for coll ege.
think he'd want you to have it.

(Franki e reacts)
It would nmake a nice start toward a
musi ¢ school. Cal would have |iked
t hat

| NT. BUSTER S JAM JO NT -- A WH LE LATER
A fair crowmd has assenbled. A jolt of excitenent energizes

the roomas the man of the hour appears. Honeybear slowy
makes his way to the bandstand. He walks with a cane. His

face is still marked fromthe attack. H's right armis in a
sling. He stands by the piano -- a smattering of appl ause.
HONEYBEAR
Thank you boys and girls. Thank you
very much ...
PATRON

What happened to your arm Honey?

HONEYBEAR

What happened was | tripped over a
coupl a cockroaches. You sure do
grow 'em bi g down here on
Sout h Cal unet!

(laughter)
Tenporarily put nme out of conmm ssion.

(crowd reacts)

But 1'll be back! Sure as there's a
God in heaven, 1'll be back!
(appl ause)

But in the neantine, ny protege --
M. Frankie Trunbull's gonna fl ash
sonme of his trash for y'all!

ANGLE ON FRANKI E

Sitting with Helen and Pidgie -- he reacts ... obviously not
expecting this turn of events.

HONEYBEAR ( CONT' D)
C nmon up, Frankie. It's showtine!

The crowd begins to clap in unison. Frankie is nmonentarily
unabl e to nove.
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Pl DA E
Go ahead, baby! You worked hard for
t hi s!
FRANKI E
| don't think ...
Pl DA E

Be a shanme for your mama to cone al
this way and not get to hear you

pl ay!

HONEYBEAR
VWhat you waitin' for boy!?

Frankie starts for the bandstand. The appl ause grows.

HONEYBEAR ( CONT' D)

And | just want you folks to know -
if you love the boy ... and | know
you will - I taught himeverything
he knows!

Laughter. Frankie clinbs up on the bandstand.

HONEYBEAR ( CONT' D)

M ster Frankie Trunbull, |adies and
gent | enen!

(appl ause)
VWhat you gonna play for us tonight,
Fr anki e?

(Franki e shrugs his

shoul der s)
What's the matter? Cat got your
tongue? How about |ayin' sone of
Mam e's Bl ues on us?

FRANKI E
Sur e.

HONEYBEAR
Go ahead son. Show no nercy!

Frankie sits down at the piano.

HONEYBEAR ( CONT' D)
You want anything to drink?

Frankie smles, shakes his head. He adjusts his stool to
his liking ... rubs his hands together and flexes his fingers.

HONEYBEAR ( CONT' D)
Pri ma donna, Huh?

Frankie is ready to play. He |ooks at Honeybear one | ast
time. Honeybear nods.
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A mllisecond before Frankie's fingers come in contact with
t he keyboard, the front door sw ngs open. Pooch and his two
henchnmen enter.

The nmen nake a show of swaggering over to the bar. Pooch
sits. The others gather around him The crowd grows quiet.

POCCH
See now ... | done told you to get
rid of the piano man, Esther.
And here you' ve gone and got
A second one!

Pl DA E
You best be quiet and just let the
boy play, Pooch.

POOCH
| s'pose if | conme back here tonorrow
ni ght, they be four piano nen sittin'
up there ... multiplyin |ike rabbits!
(he shouts to Frankie)
Hey boy! You get down fromthere!

Franki e | ooks at Pooch. He doesn't know what to do. Then
he | ooks over at Honeybear.

HONEYBEAR
(quietly)
You go ahead, Frankie. Don't pay
those fools no mnd. dd Honey's
here. You just play your nusic.

After a nmoment, Frankie very tentatively launches into Jelly
Roll Mrton's arrangenent of Mame's Blues - a leisurely

bl ues "wal k" that slowy builds in intensity and depth of
feeling.

Per haps unconfortabl e because of Pooch and his thugs, Frankie
falters. One of the patrons shouts out

PATRON
C non son ... don't save
any for |ater!

HONEYBEAR
G ve us sone of the Naked Dance
Fr anki e! Let it snoke!

Honeybear w nks. Frankie smles. He launches into Jelly
Roll Morton's The Naked Dance with a burst of energy.

Wth growng intensity, he proceeds to weave a spell over
the roomw th his playing, which grows stronger and nore
confident with every passing note.
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ANGLE ON THE CROWD

They close their eyes and drink in Frankie's song. Pooch
reacts with a scow. He realizes that Frankie's hold over
the roomis absolute. He turns and wal ks out. Hi's thugs
fol | ow.

HONEYBEAR ( CONT' D)
(over Frankie's playing)

Vell | ookee here ... watch out now
watch out! My ny ... where did
a white boy ever learn to play piano
i ke that?!!
DI SSOLVE
TO

I NT. BUSTER S JAM JO NT -- SEVERAL HOURS LATER

The wee hours. The |ast stragglers have just depart ed.
Helen is seated at the bar. Pidgie is pouring her a cup of
tea. Frankie and Honeybear are seated at a table.

HONEYBEAR
You got into it tonight, son
FRANKI E
It's alot |ike you said.
HONEYBEAR
How s that?
FRANKI E
About hanging onto the fervor. It
was |like | could feel it!
(pause)
| mean -- | know this sounds crazy
but tonight ... it was like the

pi ano was pl ayi ng ne!

(Honeybear sm | es)

and the people and the whol e
room...!

HONEYBEAR
Like the nusic was creating it all!
And you were just gettin' swept up
init like everyone el se!

Frankie smles. A shared understandi ng of how nusic
transforns ...

HONEYBEAR ( CONT' D)
Wel come to the club
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ANGLE ON HELEN AND PI DA E

Pl DG E
Look at those two! Smlin'" |ike the
two cats that ate the canary!

HELEN
You turn away for just a nonent
and your baby has grown up!
(pause)
| don't know what woul d have happened
if M. Powell hadn't cone al ong.

Pl DA E
And the Lord shall provide.

ANGLE BACK ON FRANKI E AND HONEYBEAR

FRANKI E
She wants ne to cone hone.

HONEYBEAR
' Cour se she does!
(Franki e nods)
Spent her whole [ife worryin' about
you. Don't take the nonment away
when she sees how it all turns out.

FRANKI E
| was hoping | could maybe stay around
here for a little |onger.

HONEYBEAR
Life gives you just one chance to
make things right ...
(a glance toward Pidgie)
: two if you' re lucky. Just be
dam sure the choice you nake is the
ri ght one.

FRANKI E
How can you be sure?

HONEYBEAR
You can't. Just throw everything up
against the wall. See what sticks.

CAB DRI VER (0. S.)
(breaking the quiet)
Soneone call a cab?
CUT TO
EXT. BUSTER S JAM JO NT -- MOVENTS LATER

The cab is parked at the curb. Honeybear helps Helen into
t he back seat. Frankie and Pidgie stand up on the curb.
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CLOSE ON HELEN AND HONEYBEAR

HELEN
Thank you ... you've ... you' ve done
so nuch.

HONEYBEAR

Your boy did nost of the doin'.
Pause. Helen takes a |long | ook at Honeybear.

HELEN

He heard sonething in your nusic. |
think it had sonething to do with
Franki e seeing how far things really
are inthis world fromthe way they
shoul d be.

(pause)
And your nusic gave hima glinpse at
all the beautiful possibilities.
And it al nost broke his heart

HONEYBEAR
Your boy's gonna be just fine.

Franki e crosses to Honeybear. The two exchange a | ook.
Beat .

FRANKI E
You still haven't told ne how nuch
you charge for |essons. | guess
"Il have to owe it to you
HONEYBEAR
Pass it on. Tell "emit's from
Honeybear .
Frankie starts to get in the cab -- stops. Pidgie crosses
in with a bag of sandw ches.
PI DA E

Here's a little sonething to tide
you over on the train ride hone.

HONEYBEAR
Littl e sonething?' Good |ord, wonman!
you | eave any crunbs behind for
Honeybear ?

PI DA E
Frankie's a growi ng boy. You done
finished your grow ng.

FRANKI E
(to Honeybear)
| don't know what to say. | guess
just ... thank you.

( CONTI NUED)



125.

Honeybear grabs Frankie and pulls himin cl ose.

HONEYBEAR
Keep pl aying your song, boy. 'Cause
once you play the nusic - it's always
there. You understand what |'m
sayin'? Hangin' in the air ... on
your lips ... in your heart. That's

because it started out bein' a feeling
started out being sonebody's

life. And when that life's gone -

music's all that's left.

CLOSE ON HONEYBEAR

Still hugging Frankie. He closes his eyes tight against the
tears he hopes will not cone.

Franki e breaks away, turns and joins his nother in the back
seat of the cab.

Pl DA E
Take care, baby ...

ANGLE ON TAXICAB as it drives off

VE LOOK DOMWN on the cab - now a tiny speck - as it negoti ates
the streets of Southside Chicago, on its way to Union Station.
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FRANKI E (V. Q)

(the voice we heard

at the very begi nning -

whi ch of course was

our Frankie all along)
| never saw Honeybear Powel | agai n.
| wote hima few letters but they
were sent back unopened. Then Ceorge
told ne he'd heard that Honeybear
and Pidgie had finally noved to
Fl ori da.

(pause)
The obituary in the paper was small -
just a few paragraphs.
"Pioneer Jazz Musician Dies."
There's not a day goes by when
don't think about him About what
he taught nme. It was ... so nuch
nore than nusi c!

(pause)
| close ny eyes and | see him -
rocking the roomw th his energy ...

his "velocity" ... and one of the
greatest left hands in all
Pi ano- dom

(pause)
| think of himand I know - |ike
' ve never known anything - that I
will ove himfor the rest of ny
life ...

FADE UP Fats Waller singing | Believe in Mracles.
RCOLL END CREDI TS
THE END
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