FADE | N:
EXT. DRI VEWAY -- AFTERNOON
A sunny, gorgeous Seattle afternoon.

BROM W KSTROM 24, flow ng shoul der length hair, |ean but
muscul ar upper body, atrophied legs, sits in a hand-powered
wheel chair, perched at the top of a sloped driveway. He
gazes absently at the quiet street bel ow.

A few 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, proceeds down the street toward Brom s
driveway. Brom bows his head, murnurs quietly.

BROM
| beg of you Lord to accept at the
moment of ny death ny sincere renorse
and sorrow for ny sins.

Brom | urches his body forward causi ng the wheel chair to begin
rolling down the driveway. As the chair careens down the
pavenent the car speeds up, noving closer to the driveway.

The wheel chair, wobbling wildly, hits the street just as the
car arrives. The driver makes a | ast m nute maneuver as the
wheel chair hits a pot hole and flips over, catapulting Brom
into the side of the now stopped car.

The horrified driver |eaps out of his car to find a crunpl ed,
notionl ess Brom GROANING i n extrenme pain.

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

DRI VER
Go have your nom call an anbul ance!

The chil dren scanper off as Bromstares at the driver, his
eyes filled with deep sorrow. A railroad horn BLARES.

| NT. OPEN BOXCAR -- LATE AFTERNOON
A continuation of the sane railroad horn, |ouder than before.

Brom cigarette hanging out of his nouth, scrunched agai nst
the wall, near the open door of the boxcar, knees pulled
into his chest, bundled in an arny surplus coat, shivering
cold. To the side of himsits a tattered backpack and a

| arge artists portfolio.
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To Broms left, PAUL HARPER, long hair framng a round, red
cheeked, pleasant face, struggles to light his snoke. Each
mat ch extingui shed inmmediately in the bitter, cold w nd.
The unlit cigarette hangs from Paul's I|ips.

PAUL
Brom

Bromlazily turns his head toward Paul.

PAUL ( CONT' D)
Qut of matches.

Brom arns bundl ed, | eans over to Paul, noving his face cl ose
enough so that the two cigarettes conme together, successfully
[ ighting Paul's.

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

PAUL ( CONT' D)
New Ol eans gotta be a whole | ot
fuckin' hotter than this.

BROM
If we don't get our asses bunped
we'll be there by Mardi G as.

Paul takes another hit off of his snoke, eyeballs Brons
backpack

PAUL
G me sone nore of the ham

BROM
C nmon Paul, we've got to make it
last. We could be out here for days.

PAUL
" m hungry. | just want my half.

Brom grabs the backpack, slides it over within Paul's reach
Paul grabs a hunk of ham out of a bag, chows down on it.

PAUL ( CONT' D)
You think we'll get bunped?

EXT. RAI LVWAY YARD -- MORNI NG

Brom and Paul | ean agai nst a weat hered shack, barren snow
covered | andscape in the distance. A small bonfire CRACKLES
in front of them

Paul fidgets, tries to sleep. Brom sketch pad in hand,
skillfully draws the scenery in front of him In the near
di stance the BLAST of a railroad horn sets themin notion
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Brom stuffs the pad into the portfolio, grabs his backpack,
whi | e Paul gathers his bel ongi ngs.

As the train slows down they toss their stuff into a box
car, deftly junp aboard.

| NT. BOXCAR -- MORNI NG

A SCREECHI NG of the boxcar wheels jar Brom and Paul, waking
them froma sound sleep. The train sits still, perched on a
bridge crossing the Mssissippi River, wwth the New Ol eans
skyline filling the background.

Paul | ooks in awe as Bromexcitedly whips out his sketch
pad, captures the majestic scene in pencil. Bromgrins from
ear to ear, truly excited.

PAUL
Where we gonna stay tonight?

BROM
VWherever the nusic | eads us nan.

Paul sm | es, nods.

PAUL
Far fucking out.

| NT. FLOPHOUSE HOTEL LOBBY -- AFTERNOON

D ngy, shabby |obby. CLAYTON, 60's, slunped behind the
counter either asleep or passed out. Paul hesitates, then
hits the bell, startling C ayton.

Cl ayton stares at the boys, his face displays profound
di sapproval .

CLAYTON
"' mnot overly fond of hippies.

BROM
|'"'man artist not a hippie.

CLAYTON
That particular nuance is a little
subtle for ne.

Bromreaches into his pocket, pulls out a small wad of bills.

BROM
| have enough bucks for two weeks.

Cl ayton slaps a room key down on the counter.
CLAYTON

Come to think of it I amfond of
hi ppi es... excuse ne, artists.



| NT. HOTEL ROOM -- MOMENTS LATER

Paul jans the two beds together, making enough room for them
to put their belongings on the floor. Bromnotices a snal
pi cture frame near the wi ndow, grabs it.

| 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 | .

Paul gl ances at the frame, frowns.
PAUL
Man, chicks are gonna think we're
"Jesus Freaks" with that thing hangin
t here.
Brom cracks up | aughi ng.

PAUL ( CONT' D)

What ?

BROM
If I'"mlucky enough to get a girl up
here I'll worry about the picture.

PAUL
This is New Ol eans nan. Babes are
fuckin' waitin' for us man.

EXT. BOURBON STREET -- N GHT

No place like this on the planet. Narrow street jam packed
with inebriated revelers, lined with two and three story
buil di ngs with wought-iron bal conies, dangerously over-1|oaded
with party ani mal s.

Live jazz nusic flows fromevery drinking establishnment on
the street, producing an odd discord that seens to pl ease
everyone.

Brom and Paul, two kids in a candy store, plastic cups in
hand, make their way through the crowd. They work their way
over to a group of long-hairs, seanm essly joining in.

Wthin nmonents Paul has nade friends with a | ovely young
woman who gives hima hit off of her joint.

Brom stares toward Paul with a ook of mld jeal ousy.



Qut of nowhere appears CELIA a gorgeous hippie princess
wi th perfect skin, wavy blonde hair, and the wy smle of a
smart al eck.

She strolls over to Bromas if he is the only person on
Bourbon Street. She speaks with a refined, Southern accent.

CELI A
VWhat town will you be headin' off to
when all this debauchery ends?

BROM
Who says it has to end?

CELI A
Everyt hi ng ends.

BROM
Art doesn't end.

Celia flashes a faintly puzzl ed | ook.

BROM ( CONT' D)
Pi casso died two years ago but his
paintings will love on for eternity.

CELI A
The Nazi's destroyed dozens of
Pi cassos. Wat about those?

Brom | aughs, a hearty | augh.

BROM
Are we the only people on Bourbon
Street discussing Picasso and Nazi's?

Celia smles, sizes up the crowd.

CELI A
We're the only ones not dancing.

Wth that Celia takes Bromis hand and they blend in with the
others, swaying to the nusic, slopping liquor out of their
cups, gazing into each others eyes, falling in |ove.

| NT. HOTEL ROOM -- MORNI NG

Bromand Celia |ie asleep, scrunched together on the snal

bed, conpletely naked. Paul nowhere to be found. The franed
pi cture of Christ hangs over them

EXT. SI DEWALK CAFE -- MORNI NG

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



CELI A
Brom Wkstrom you are a naughty
boy.

Brom fl ashes a sheepi sh grin.

BROM
" m wor ki ng on overcom ng that.

CELI A
Don't work too hard.

A ruckus in the near distance. A group of [ ate-night
stragglers stunble armin-arm blaring out bar songs. Pau

| eads the group, stops when he spots Bromat table. He |ooks
at Celia then back to Brom

PAUL
Man, she's cute.

Paul extends his hand to Celi a.
PAUL ( CONT' D)

| " m Paul Harper and you're the best
| ooki ng chick Bromis ever been wth.

CELI A
I'"'mCelia and | bet you say that to
all of his... chicks.

The group starts to | eave w thout Paul.

PAUL
Hey c' non, the party's just starting.

BROM
W're going to the Art Museum
Gaugui n exhibit.

Paul rolls his eyes.

PAUL
Plenty of time for Gauguin. Catch
ya all later

Paul trots off to catch up with the group

CELI A
We're going to a Gauguin exhibit?

BROM
| knew it would scare himoff. Are
you ny girlfriend?

CELI A
Am 1l really the cutest chick ever?



BROM
| haven't had a | ot of experience
but if I'd had a hundred you' d be
the cutest... by far.

| NT. NEW ORLEANS ART MJSEUM - - AFTERNOON

Bromand Celia stroll past painting after painting. Brom
stops at one titled, "STREET SHADOAS', by Jacob Law ence.
This colorful, abstract painting depicting life in Harlem
captivates Brom

BROM
Hey | ook, Jacob Lawence. He's a
professor at the U W Cool.

EXT. CTY PARK -- AFTERNOCON
Bromand Celia stroll hand in hand, through Cty Park,

surrounded by oak trees wwth [inbs that reach the ground,
ponds, and lush, green, well manicured | awns.

BROM
| had a job painting signs for a
drug store. That was cool. Now I

wanna get any kind of commercial art
job that will make ne sone bucks
while | paint.

CELI A

Do you want to paint |ike Gauguin?
BROMV

O Jacob Lawr ence. If | could create

one painting in ny life that even
slightly nmeasured up to "Street
Shadows" | woul d never have the need
to paint again.

CELI A
But you woul d.

Brom sm | es, nods.

CELI A ( CONT' D)
What woul d you do if you couldn't

paint? Sell life insurance nmaybe?
BROM

My dad taught nme that art can be a

profession... can be your professional

life. | have no Plan B

EXT. G TY PARK -- LATER

Celia | eans agai nst an oak tree, the sun flattering her nearly
fl aw ess beauty.
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Brom one pencil in his hand and a thicker one in his nouth,
pai nstakingly transfers her radiance to the sketch pad.

| NSERT:  SKETCH PAD

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

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. BUSY CITY STREET -- LATER

Bromexits the building, |ooks toward the sky, huge smle on
his face.

BROM
Thank you.

EXT. G TY PARK -- AFTERNOCON

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

BROM
"Il be transferring designs onto
| arge sheets of asbestos but after a
few nonths | can switch to the art

depart nent.

CELI A
Oh, | can't go to the Maple Leaf
tonight. | have to baby sit ny
sister.

BROM

Bunmer. The Meters are so groovy.
Total |y funky.

CELI A
Guess you'll have to go wth Paul .
BROM
He's not as good of a kisser.
CELI A
You better not find a better Kkisser
t han ne.
BROM

| "' m never gonna | ook.

They kiss, gently at first, then with intense passion.



| NT. FLOPHOUSE HOTEL LOBBY -- EVEN NG

Brom | eans over the counter, chats with C ayton

BROM
You wanna go have sone brews with
us?

CLAYTON

Going on three nonths w thout tipping
the ale and while | enjoy your conpany
imensely, I'mafraid that ny wll
power is no match for the decadent

| ure of Bourbon Street.

BROM
More for us then.

Paul bounds down the stairs, into the | obby.

PAUL
I' m broke ass broke. Can you spot
me til Friday?

EXT. BOURBON STREET -- N GHT

Musi c, crowds, neon |lights. Brom and Paul stagger down the
street, drinks in hand.

PAUL
That chick in there wanted you man.

BROM
| have a girlfriend.

PAUL
So where is she?

Bromignores the question, dashes to a phone booth. He puts
a couple of coins in the phone, dials a nunber... busy signal.

As he turns and heads back he sees Paul wal king into a club
with a young woman. He smles, wanders off into the crowd.

| NT. HOTEL ROOM -- MORNI NG
Brom wakes up, glances at a clock which reads 11:10. He

groans in obvious pain as he stunbles out of bed. The door
SW ngs open, Paul thunders into the room

PAUL
|"mgoin'" to catch some rays. Wanna
cone?

BROM

Don't think it's gonna help.
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Brom wal ks into the bathroom closes the door. In a noment
the awful sounds of RETCHI NG AND PUKI NG filter through the
door.

Brom conmes through the door, drenched in sweat, towel wapped
around his face. He spots the franmed picture of Christ and
stops for a nonent to contenplate it. He clasps his hands.

BROM ( CONT' D)
Gve ne the strength to trust you
and put the present and future in
your hands. Anen.

Brom perforns a "Sign of the Cross”, pulls on a pair of
shorts, bolts out the door.

EXT. M SSI SSI PPI Rl VER BANK -- LATER

Paul | ounges on a towel, reading a nagazine. Bromruns past
him peeling off his shirt as he goes. Just as he reaches
the river's edge he leaps forward in a graceful, athletic
dive into the nurky water.

Paul | ooks up just as the water spl ashes.

PAUL

(yells)
Howis it man? How s the water?

Brom has not resurfaced. Paul waits a nonent, concern washes
over his face. Paul charges down to the river, sees nothing
in the nmurky water.

He spots a notionless Bromjust beneath the surface, reaches
in and pulls Bromout of the river. Wen Broms face breaks
t he pl ane he gasps, fighting for air, spitting water,

coughi ng, choking, gagging. Paul drags Bromonto the beach.

PAUL ( CONT' D)
What's wong man?

BROM
| couldn't nove. Nothing works.

Paul | ooks around, frantic, no one on the beach to hel p.

PAUL
Stay here. [I'll go get help.

Paul tears out of there, runs up the bank toward a road.
Bromlies notionless, boyish, innocent, sweet, handsone face

filled wth fear and anguish. He tries to nove his arns,
his legs. He can't w ggle an inch.
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