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FADE | N
EXT. DRI VEWAY -- AFTERNOON (1977)

Om nous gray clouds flow across the | ate afternoon sky.
Slivers of blue appear faintly in the distance.

BROM W KSTROM 24, shoul der | ength greasy hair, scraggly
beard, shivers in a hand-powered wheel chair, perched at the
top of a sloped driveway. He stares blankly at the enpty
street bel ow

A few GGAEING children play in a yard across the street.

A vast railroad yard loons in the distance. The sounds of
BOXCARS CONNECTI NG conpetes with the children's PLAYFUL
LAUGHTER

A car turns the corner, cruises down the street toward Brom s
dri veway.

Brom bows his head, nurnurs quietly.
A driving, howing rain begins as Brom | urches his body
forward causing the wheelchair to roll down the driveway.

As the chair careens down the pavenent the car speeds up
nmoving closer to the driveway, on a certain collision course.

EXT. STREET -- CONTI NUOUS

The wheel chair, wobbling wildly, hits the street just as the
car arrives.

The driver slanms on the brakes as the wheel chair hits a
pothol e, flips over, catapulting Brominto the side of the
now st opped car.

The horrified driver |eaps out of his car, crouches over
Brom

Brom GROANS in extrene pain, blood gushing fromhis forehead.

The curious children dash over, stop dead in their tracks,
stare at Brom

DRI VER
Have your nom call an anbul ance!

The kids hurry off as Brom gazes at the driver, his eyes
filled wth deep sorrow. A distant railroad horn BLARES.



2.
FLASHBACK TO.
| NT. OPEN BOXCAR -- LATE AFTERNOON (1975)
A continuation of the sanme RAI LROAD HORN, | NCREASI NGLY LOUDER

Brom cigarette between his |ips, huddl es near the open door
of the boxcar, knees squeezed into his chest, bundled in an
arny surplus coat. To the side of himsits a tattered
backpack and a large artists portfolio.

To Brom's left sits, MCHAEL "M LO" M LOVICH, |ong straight
hair fram ng a round, red cheeked, pleasant face. He struggles
to light a snoke, one match after another extingui shed
instantly in the bitter, cold w nd.

M LO
Brom

Bromlazily turns his head toward M o.

M LO ( CONT' D)
Qutta mat ches man.

Brom arnms folded tightly, leans over to MIlo, noving his
face cl ose enough so that the two cigarettes cone together,
successfully lighting MIlo's.

Ml o | eans back, takes a satisfying drag off of the snoke.

M LO ( CONT' D)
New Ol eans gonna be a whol e | ot
war nmer than this.

BROM
Better be.

M1l o takes another hit off of his snoke.

M LO
This is gonna be one outrageous party
man.

BROM
One of these days |I'm gonna get ny
shit together... but I'll work on
that after Mardi G as.



EXT. M DWEST -- AFTERNOON

The train cruises full-speed down the tracks through the
wheat fields and cattle ranches of the great Anerican
heart| and.

| NT. BOXCAR -- DUSK

A SCREECHI NG of the boxcar wheels jar Bromand M1 o, waking
them froma sound sleep. The train sits still, perched on a
bri dge spanning the M ssissippi River. The New Ol eans
skyline fills the background.

MIlo | ooks in awe as Brom excitedly whips out his sketch
pad, captures the scene in pencil.

M LO
Where we gonna stay tonight?

BROM
VWherever the vi be | eads us.

M LO
Far out.

| NT. FLOPHOUSE HOTEL LOBBY -- N GHT

Cranped, shabby | obby couldn't be nore contrasted than it is
with the appearance of CELIA, a gorgeous young woman with
perfect skin, wavy blonde hair, and the smle of a Mss
Aneri ca.

Celia | ooks up at the boys, her smle turning into a slight
frown.

CELI A
The owner's not overly fond of
hi ppi es.

BROM

|'"'man artist not a hippie.

CELI A
That particul ar nuance m ght be | ost,
even on him

Brom reaches into his pocket, whips out a small wad of bills.

BROM
W have enough cash for two weeks.



Celia slaps a room key down on the counter.

CELI A
U.S. currency trunps hippie every
tine.

| NT. HOTEL ROOM -- NI GHT

Two singl e beds, barely enough floor space to put their
bel ongi ngs down. Bromnotices a small picture franme near
the wi ndow, picks it up

| NSERT: Pl CTURE FRAME

An i mage of Jesus Christ holding H's Sacred Heart. At the
bottomit reads: "Watsoever is prayed for in My nane shal
be granted.”

Brom bl ows the dust off of the frame, finds a nail sticking
out, carefully hangs it on the otherwi se enpty and tattered
wal | .

Ml o glances at the franme, frowns.

M LO
Take that thing dowmn man. Chicks
won't dig that.

BROM
|'ve been real lucky in that
departnent |ately.

M LO
This is New Ol eans nan. There are
tons of babes are out there just
waitin' for us.

EXT. BOURBON STREET -- N GHT

No place like this on the planet. Narrow streets jam packed
with drunken revelers, lined with two and three story
bui |l di ngs. Wought-iron bal coni es dangerously over-1| oaded
with celebrating tourists.

Live JAZZ flows fromevery drinking establishnment on the
street, producing an odd discord that matches the diverse
crowd.

Bromand Ml o energe froma bar, plastic cups in hand, bounce
in their step, grinning fromear-to-ear.



M| o becones nonentarily distracted, nmesnerized by a
charismatic, colorfully dressed street preacher

PREACHER
Have a good ol' tine, luxuriate in
w ne, wonen and song. .

He shakes a snmall netal can, coins JI NGLE

PREACHER ( CONT' D)
... but give alittle of that hard-
earned cash for our brothers and
sisters that are stuck out on these
angry streets.

MIlo grabs a few coins fromhis pocket, pauses for a nonent,
stuffs them back into his pocket, hurries to catch up with
Brom

Bromand M| o, beam ng wth excitenent, nmake their way through
the cromd. They stroll over to a group of coll ege-age kids,
seanl essly joining in.

A young woman casually passes MIlo a joint. He takes a huge
hit, holds it in, finally exhales.

Qut of nowhere appears Celia. She strolls over to Brom as
if he's the only person on Bourbon Street.

CELI A
Were wll you be headi ng when al
of this debauchery conmes to an end?

BROM
" m stayin'.
Celia sizes up the crowd, then produces a joint, fires it
up, takes a hit, passes it to Brom who does the sane.

Celia grabs Bromi s hand and they blend in with the others,
boogi eing to the nusic, slopping |iquor out of their cups,
gazing into each others eyes, totally enanored.

Brom dances fluidly, gracefully, drawng a few admring

gl ances fromothers in the cromd. Bromloves to dance, he
| oves pretty girls, and it shows.

EXT. NEW ORLEANS STREET -- NI GHT

Music faint in the distance, Bromand Celia stroll armin-
arm stopping to passionately nmake out.



| NT. HOTEL ROOM -- MORNI NG

Celia lies asleep on the tiny bed while Bromsits scrunched
agai nst the wall sketching her.

Celia opens her eyes, yawns, smles at Brom

CELI A
Do you want to draw ne or do you
want to have your way with nme?

Brom drops his pad, dives under the sheets, and they begin
to make | ove. Youthful, energetic, acrobatic, passionate
and NO SY | ove.

EXT. SI DEWALK CAFE -- AFTERNOON

Brom and Celia sip coffee, munch on beignets, bask in the
i ntense New Ol eans heat.

CELI A
Brom Wkstrom you are one naughty
boy.

Brom fl ashes a sheepi sh grin.

BROM
"1l try to fix that.

CELI A
Not too hard | hope.

A RUCKUS in the near distance. A group of [ ate-night
stragglers stunble armin-arm BLARI NG out bar songs. M
| eads the group, stops when he spots Bromat table. He |
at Celia then back to Brom

| o
ooks

Ml o, obviously wasted, gawks at Celi a.

M LO
You're by far the best |ooking babe
Brom s ever been wth.

CELI A
Well aren't you a silver-tongued
honbr e?

The group wanders off |eaving M| o behind.



M LO
Party's novin' over to sonme dudes
pad.

BROM

We're going to the Warhol exhibit.
MIlo rolls his eyes.

M LO
Lat er.

MIlo trots off to catch up with the group.

CELI A
We're going to an Andy Warhol
exhi bit?
BROM
You wanna?
Cel i a nods.
CELI A
Am | really the best | ooking babe
ever?
BROM

| don't even renenber who's in second.
| NT. NEW CRLEANS ART MUSEUM - - AFTERNOON
Bromand Celia stroll past painting after painting.

They wander into a roommrked with a sign that sinply reads,
"WARHCL EXHI BIT. "

EXT. CTY PARK -- AFTERNOON
Brom and Celia wal k hand-in-hand through Cty Park, surrounded

by oak trees with |inbs that reach the ground, ponds, and
| ush, green, well manicured | awns.

BROM
| had a job painting signs for a
drug store. It was cool. Made sone
good dough.

Celia | eans agai nst an oak tree.



BROM ( CONT' D)
Al I want to do is be a comerci al
artist. Signs, illustrations. That's
how Warhol started you know.

Brom one pencil in hand, a thicker one in his nouth,
transfers her radiance to the sketch pad.

| NSERT:  SKETCH PAD

The drawi ng | ooks remarkably like Celia, beautifully drawn.
He beans with pride, turns it toward her.

BROM ( CONT' D)
What do you think?

She breaks into a smle, blushes a bit.
EXT. BUSY CI TY STREET -- MORN NG

Brom wearing a clean, thrift-store suit, portfolio in hand,
wal ks into the "I NDUSTRI AL ELECTRI C' bui | di ng.

EXT. G TY PARK -- AFTERNCON

Bromand Celia lie on their backs on a tattered bl anket, her
head resting on his chest.

BROM
"Il be transferring designs onto
| arge sheets of asbestos but when
there's an opening | can switch to
the art departnent.

CELI A
W need to celebrate but | have to
wor k toni ght.

BROM
Bunmmer .

Celia gazes lovingly into Bronml s eyes.
CELI A
| absolutely adore the draw ng of
ne.

Brom sm | es proudly.



EXT. BOURBON STREET -- N GHT

Musi c, crowds, neon lights. Bromand MI|o stagger down the
street, drinks in hand.

M LO
That chick in there wanted you man.

Bromignores M|l o, stunbles to a phone booth, slides a quarter
into the slot, dials. BUSY S| GNAL.

He turns head back, sees M| o nosey into a club, arm around
a young wonman. Bromsmles, teeters off into the crowd.

| NT. HOTEL ROOM -- AFTERNOON

Brom wakes up, MOANS in excruciating pain. MIlo enters from
t he bat hroom

BROM
Kill me please. Put me out of ny
m sery.

Ml o reaches into his pocket, offers Brompart of a joint.

M LO
Take a toke man. Cures the hangover,
every tine.

Brom waves hi m of f.

BROM
| can't party like this anynore. |
gotta get ny act together.

M LO
Lenme know how t hat goes. |'m gonna
go soak up sone rays.

MIlo turns, |eaves.

Brom covers his nmouth, dashes into the bathroom The dreadfu
sounds of RETCHI NG and PUKING filter through the air.

Brom conmes through the door, drenched in sweat, towel wapped
around his face. He spots the franmed picture of Christ,
pauses for a nmonment, contenplates it. He picks up the draw ng
of Celia, speaks directly to the picture of Christ.



10.

BROM
Pl ease give nme the strength to trust
you and put ny future in your hands.
| give you ny best draw ng ever as
an offering of ny faith.

Wth that Brom places the drawing into a waste basket, puts
a match toit, watches it burn, perforns a SIGN CF THE CRCSS.
After the flanme is out he pulls on a pair of shorts, tee-
shirt, bolts out the door.

EXT. M SSI SSI PPI RI VER BANK -- AFTERNCON

Ml o |l ounges on a towel, thunmbing through a tattered nmagazi ne.
Bromflies past him SCREAM NG |i ke Tarzan, peeling off his
shirt as he runs.

Brom |l eaps forward in a graceful, athletic dive into the
muddy river.

Ml o | ooks up just as the water SPLASHES.

Bron1dpes not resurface. Mlo waits a nonent, concern washes
over his face.

M| o charges down to the river, sees nothing in the nurky
wat er .

He finally spots a notionless Bromjust beneath the surface,
reaches in, yanks himout of the river, drags himashore.

As Bronmls face breaks the plane he GASPS, fighting for air,
spitting water, COUGH NG CHOKI NG GAGAE NG

M LO
What's wong man?
BROM
| can't nove. Nothing noves. Nothing

wor ks.
M| o | ooks around, frantic, no one in sight.

M LO
Don't go anywhere. |I'll get help.

Mlo sprints away from Brom up the bank toward the road.

Bromlies notionless, face filled with anguish. He struggles
to nmove his arnms and | egs. Not hing.



	1	EXT. DRIVEWAY -- AFTERNOON (1977)
	2	EXT. STREET -- CONTINUOUS
	3	INT. OPEN BOXCAR -- LATE AFTERNOON (1975)
	4	EXT. MIDWEST -- AFTERNOON
	5	INT. BOXCAR -- DUSK
	6	INT. FLOPHOUSE HOTEL LOBBY -- NIGHT
	7	INT. HOTEL ROOM -- NIGHT
	8	EXT. BOURBON STREET -- NIGHT
	9	EXT. NEW ORLEANS STREET -- NIGHT
	10	INT. HOTEL ROOM -- MORNING
	11	EXT. SIDEWALK CAFE -- AFTERNOON
	12	INT. NEW ORLEANS ART MUSEUM -- AFTERNOON
	13	EXT. CITY PARK -- AFTERNOON
	14	EXT. BUSY CITY STREET -- MORNING
	15	EXT. CITY PARK -- AFTERNOON
	16	EXT. BOURBON STREET -- NIGHT
	17	INT. HOTEL ROOM -- AFTERNOON
	18	EXT. MISSISSIPPI RIVER BANK -- AFTERNOON

