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| NT. SUBURBAN HOMVE — MONTAGE - DAY

Mor ni ng. Sacranent o, suburbia; PAUL, 35, is shaving in
front of the bathroommrror. He w pes the steam away from
his reflection and rinses the razor.

Fromthe closet he selects a shirt and sonme pants. He puts
on his shoes while sitting on the bed.

Downstairs in the kitchen, HEATHER, 33, is squeezing fresh
orange juice and making toast for MAGA E, the cute 2-year-
old sitting patiently at the table.

It’s evident fromthe stacks of cardboard boxes and general
disarray that this famly has either recently noved in or
are getting ready to nove out. Paul enters.

MAGG E
Mummea’ s maki ng toast, Dadda.

PAUL
Me too, ne too.

HEATHER
If you like it crispy.

Paul gives Maggie a kiss and grabs sone toast.

HEATHER ( CONT’ D)
Hey. You gonna be alright today?

PAUL
"1l be fine. | just hope he
r emenber ed.

HEATHER
Vell give ne a call if you need to.

Paul |eans over to kiss his wife Heather. She tugs at his
suit jacket and fixes his hair. They Kkiss.

PAUL
Hey, sweetie, Daddy’'s gotta go. Kisses.

Maggi e snmooches her dad on the cheek |eaving a snmall jelly
mar k. He doesn’t notice.

PAUL ( CONT’ D)
Hel p your nmom cl ean up, okay?
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Maggi e nods and smiles. Paul grabs his car keys and | eaves
t hrough the front door.

I NT. CAR - SACRAMENTO - DAY

Driving headlong into early norning traffic, Paul scans the
si dewal ks | ooki ng at pedestrians. Sonme wonen joggers run
by. He turns to look at themin the rear view mrror and
notices Maggie’'s jelly snmooch on his cheek. He smles then
rubs it off with his hands.

|/ E. DOWNTOMNN SACRAMENTO - DAY

Paul is sitting in his parked car sipping a coffee. He
stares at a man curled up in dirty blankets |aying about 20
yards away near a short concrete wall. Paul checks his

wat ch and t akes anot her sip.

EXT. PARK - DAY

Paul slowy approaches the sleeping man. After | ooking
around the park, he kneels down to get closer.

PAUL
Wakey, wakey.

Paul nudges the man. He doesn’t nove.

PAUL (cont’d)
Hey. Dad. Get up. Cone on.

Stuart, 60, with deep winkles and a rough conpl exi on,
wriggles around a bit, pulling the blanket fromhis eyes.
Hs face is dirty with creases; eyes puffy and red. He
stares up at Paul, dazed.

STUART
(coughi ng, spitting)
VWhat the hell’s today?

PAUL
Thur sday.

STUART
Shit. | thought you said Friday.

PAUL
Nope. Thursday.
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STUART
VWll, it'’s too | ate now.

Stuart turns to go back to sleep. Paul nudges him again
whi | e checking his watch

PAUL

It’s not even 7:30. We have all day.
STUART

l"msorry. I'm.. | forgot... | thought

it was Friday...

PAUL
Ckay. Just... get together what you
need and we can go get breakfast or
somet hi ng.
STUART
(coughi ng)

| know, but | coulda sworn you said
Friday. Last night got |ate.

Paul hel ps Stuart up fromthe ground; his frame is heavy
and he walks with a cane. His clothes are tattered and his
| eat her work boots are extrenely worn.

PAUL
VWhere to?

STUART
Don't matter. If it’s hot, |I’'m hungry.

| NT. DI NER - DAY

A waitress tops off Stuart’s coffee cup. The two are in
m d- conversation eating breakfast.

PAUL
How many tines do | have to explain
nysel f?

STUART
Al I'"masking is why Seattle? That’s

like living in a car wash

PAUL
There really wasn’t a choice. Heather’s
conpany i s relocating.
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STUART
You gonna keep teaching or what?

PAUL
| have a few things |ined up, yeah.

STUART
You' re gonna mss the sun. It’s not
i ke here.

PAUL
Dad. | know. | think I'll manage.

STUART
| " mjust saying.

Stuart sips sone coffee.

PAUL
You know you're invited to cone. Maggie
woul d | ove to have you around- -

STUART
(interrupting, agitated)
| told you before... I’mnot interested
-- | told you before. My life is here.
It’s not with you-- | nean, it’'s ny
decision-- | don’t ask you for--
PAUL
(annoyed)

Deci si on? What, you decided to go on
nmopi ng around the streets, drinking
yourself into the grave--

STUART
Don't start with that shit-- Don’'t even
start with me—

PAUL
Vell it’s the only tine you seemto
l[isten to me--

STUART
(1 oudly)
| said shut up about it!!
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Stuart’s words expl ode throughout the diner as his hand
slans the tabletop. Custoners turn and look in their
direction. Paul calnms down, staring at his plate.

Stuart reaches into his jacket pocket and pulls out a
cigarette. He | ooks for sonme matches.

PAUL
What are you doi ng?
STUART
Taki ng ny nedi ci ne.
PAUL
You can’'t smoke in here. It's illegal.
STUART
Fine. I won’t light it. Fucking |aw.

Stuart is jittery and noticeably irked with Paul.

PAUL
You know... 1’ve tried to help. It’s
not as if people can’'t get on track.
You're not the only one who has to--

Stuart rolls his eyes and tries to avoid the conversation.

STUART
If I gave a shit | would gladly hand it
over, but | really could care |ess.

A wai tress approaches the table and | eans over to Stuart.

WAl TRESS
|"msorry, sir. Snoking is not allowed
i nside the restaurant.

Stuart takes an imaginary puff fromthe unlit cigarette and
blows it into the air.

STUART
Thanks for caring, babe, except ny butt
aint burning at the nonent.

The waitress glares at Stuart then turns away.

PAUL
Can’t you just go along to get along?
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Stuart hastily grabs the nenu.

STUART
Christ. | need a beer. What’s on tap?

Paul rips it away and puts it back on the table.

PAUL
O course they don't sell beer. It's a
fucking diner. Jesus... | gotta use the
restroom Think you can sit here and be
a nice boy until | get back?

STUART

Fuck off.
EXT. PAUL'S CAR - DAY

Paul is inching through traffic. Stuart sits in the front
passenger’s seat conpl aining.

STUART
| woul d’ve taken a left back there, but
that’ s just ne.

PAUL
You see this? This is the wheel. And
who's behind it? Me, that’'s right. I'm

behind the wheel. So if you’d rather
wal k, you can wal k. But if you want a
ride then let nme do the driving.

STUART
Fine. Be an asshole. See if it gets us
t here any faster.

Stuart reaches for the radio.

PAUL
Don't bother. It’'s broken.

STUART
No radi 0? How can you stand it? That
woul d drive nme crazy.

PAUL
You're driving ne crazy.



WORN -- Jeff Pal mer

STUART
| can’t live without nusic. How can ny
son live w thout nusic?

PAUL
Because your son listens to public
radi o. You should try it once in a
whi | e. Makes you t hi nk.

STUART
Thi nking is overrated.

Stuart pulls out a cigarette and pushes in the car lighter.

PAUL
That’ s broken, too.
STUART
(si ghing)

Does anything work in this shit-box?

PAUL
Yeah. See? See? Things work. Happy now?

Frustrated, Paul proves his point and turns on the w pers,
sprays wi ndshield fluid, cranks on the fan, hits the
bl i nkers, and honks the horn wildly.

STUART
Now you’ re gonna get us killed. Just
drive normal, would ya? Christ, I'd

feel safer on the bus.

PAUL
You want me to pull over? I'Il let you
out and you can take the bus.

STUART
Go ahead. Can’t snpke on the bus, can’'t
snoke in here. And your conpany sure
aint worth a damm.

Paul continues to drive, infuriated. Both are silent.
| NT. GOLDEN STATE MUSEUM - DAY

Paul and Stuart are wandering around the nuseum exhibits.
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PAUL

Rem nd ne again why we’re here.
STUART

| want you to remenber California.
PAUL

|’ mnoving to Seattle not Singapore.
STUART

You shoul dn’t forget your roots.
PAUL

(finding hunor)
Yeah. My roots. |’m sure Mom woul d have

been conforted by the gesture.

STUART
(sternly)
Don’t disrespect her. Don't ever
di srespect her. She was your nother and
she | oved you —-

PAUL
And | was 15-nonths old when she died
so, in case you forgot, we really
didn’t have nuch time to bond.

STUART
FIl esh and blood is the bond. How can
you di srespect |ike that?

PAUL
Vel |l maybe if you played it smart she
woul d have stood a chance.

STUART
Can’t you just be thankful you're
alive? Can’t you appreciate that?

PAUL
Thanks to foster parents and soci al
services... | turned out okay.

Stuart stares back at Paul with a hurtful glare. He wal ks
off into another area of the museum Paul stands and
wat ches the old man Iinp away wth his cane.
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| NT. MJUSEUM - DAY

Stuart is standing near an illum nated display of
hi storical inmages. Paul approaches.

PAUL
| didn’t nmean that. You did what you
did and I’ msorry about what happened.

STUART
(reflecting, choked up)
When the state turned you over to
foster care, | prayed to God, please,
give ne the strength to change, to fix
what | broke so that someday | m ght

get you back and show you... how
much... Wth you gone, | never felt so
alone... lost. But | knew | couldn’t

give you the life you deserved. Alife
away fromdrunks, a life off the
streets... so you could becone the man
you are today.

Both men stand in silence during a | ong pause.

STUART ( CONT’ D)
You wanna carve punpkins?

This tangent throws off Paul.

PAUL
Punpki ns? Are you serious?
STUART
Yeah |’ m serious. | wouldn't have

mentioned it if | ain't serious.

PAUL

If that’s what you feel |ike doing.
STUART

It’ 1l be like old tines.
PAUL

What are you tal ki ng about? We never
carved punpki ns before.
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STUART
Then it’ |1 be like new tinmes. Come on.
I"mtrying to lighten things up a bit.

EXT. G TY PARK — PICNI C BENCH - DAY

Paul and Stuart are carving punpkins with knives and spoons
t hey bought.

STUART
VWhat | can’'t believe is that after al
these years you're still in touch with

me. Doesn’t seemlike it’s worth it.

PAUL
For me or for you?

STUART
Ei t her one of us

PAUL
What are you tal king about? You know
how long it took nme to track you down.
If you weren’t at that processing plant
| m ght not have found you.

STUART
There’ s sonet hi ng good about
enpl oynent .

PAUL
Have you tried that job service you
used before?

STUART
Hel | no. They got this little
stinmulation for drunks with police
records and a bum| eg.

PAUL
You nean stipul ation.

STUART
VWhat ever you call it. And | hate the
goddamm curfews those homes put on you.

10
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PAUL
(warm y)
Then come with us. W' ve extended the
invite all this tine here in Sac. Wy
not take us up on it now?

STUART

Because | do have a home and it’s
cal l ed Anystreet, Sacranento. |[’'I|l be
dammed if |’ m gonna keep stepping up to
the plate and striking out. I’'msick of
it. People always bitch about getting
away fromit all, noving into the woods
and surviving off the land, living free

fromthe bullshit--

PAUL
Yeah, it’s called Survivor.
STUART
You try living on the streets. 1’d give

you two days - three tops.

PAUL
C mon, don’t fucking glanorize it. You
know you’ d rather have a job and... and

an apartnment. You had that once before.
Didn't seemto bother you then

Stuart changes the topic and shows his punpkin to Paul.

STUART
What do you think?

PAUL
| m scar ed?

STUART
Guess what we forgot.

Stuart lifts the lid and | ooks in.

PAUL
Shit.

| NT. DRUG STORE - DAY

Paul is thunbing through a rack of Hawaiian shirts.

11
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PAUL
Can | at |east buy you a new shirt?

STUART
(1 ooking at the shirts)
One of thenf? Them are cheap.

PAUL
Yeah... but they don't snell.

STUART
| try to wear clothes made in the U S
of A, not overseas by sonme corporate
congl oner ati on.

PAUL
There’s sonething | didn’t know you
had.

STUART

What, taste?

PAUL
A noral consci ence.

STUART
| like to think of it as a patriotic
fashi on sense.

PAUL
Still. 1"”mgonna buy you a shirt for
Hal | oneen and you can dress up as an
unpatriotic CEO of an overseas cheap

clothing corporation... then throw it
out afterwards. | don’t care.
STUART
Then get the blue one. Red makes ne
| ook fat.

EXT. DOMNTOM SACRAMENTO PARK - EVEN NG

Stuart and Paul are sitting on a short brick wall
at their it punpkins on the ground.

PAUL
What ever happened to Edith?

staring

12



WORN -- Jeff Pal mer

STUART
You nean that bitch, Evie?

PAUL
My mistake. | didn't know she was a...
bi t ch.

STUART

We'd only drink, fight, then try to
screw, but we're both too old and tired
to get it on any good.

PAUL
So | take it you're not seeing her?

STUART
Now and t hen. ..

PAUL
(consi deri ng)
You can bring her along, if you want.

STUART
(1 aughi ng)
Man. You are a glutton for punishnent,
aren’t you? Teacher, husband, father,
humani tarian... you can’'t eat a bigger
shit sandw ch than that.

PAUL
At least I'’mtrying. Some people just
take one bite and throw it away.

STUART
(still | aughing)
As any sane man shoul d do.

PAUL
You're right. | shouldn’t be so
generous. Quess |I’'Il just have to keep
both of these King’s tickets to nyself.

Stuart stops |aughing. Pause.

STUART
Bull shit. You ain't serious.

PAUL
Heat her’ s conpany gives ‘emout, but |
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didn’t think you' d be interested.

STUART
Bul Il shit. Show ‘emto ne.

PAUL
What’s the point? You don’t care.

STUART
Are you crazy? |’m not gonna pass up a
Ki ng’ s gane.

Paul takes out the two gane tickets and checks the seats.

PAUL
Let’'s see... row 17 center court--

Stuart snatches the tickets out of Paul’s hands.

STUART
Jesus. Wiy the hell are we sitting here
carving punpkins like a couple of
asshol es? These are killer seats.

PAUL
| figured you d rather go drinking.

STUART
We can drink at the gane, right?

PAUL
You can wear your new shirt, right?

Stuart stands up and yow s.

STUART
Then it’s fucking ganme tine!

INT. KING S GAME — MONTAGE - NI GHT

Stuart and Paul are yelling at the teans on the court as a
nont age of the basketball ganme follows. The father and son
are clearly enjoying thenmsel ves, drinking beers, eating
nachos and cheering on their hone team

EXT. KING S GAME — NI GHT

Stuart hobbles along with his cane while Paul sways and
feigns shooting i magi nary basketballs as they meander down

14
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t he sidewal k. They continue to replay the ganme out | oud.

STUART
Man, that was a danmm good gane!

PAUL
Webber to Christie, back to Webber for
the three -— score!

STUART

St oj akovi ¢ over and under — score!

PAUL
Draws the foul and rebounds for two!
That’ s gane, folks!

STUART
Time for drinks!

PAUL
| thought we just did that?

STUART
The night is young and | ong, Paul .
Young like the girls in nmy dreans and
long Ii ke the pickerel in nmy pants.

PAUL
Then | ead the way, Dreanmer. And be
careful not to trip.

The two ranbl e down the sidewal k passing an inagi nary
basket bal | back and forth, |aughing and whooping it up.

| NT. BAR — NI GHT

Shot gl asses clink together followed by Stuart and Pau
gul ping their whiskeys. Paul w nces. Stuart bel ches and
exhal es with gusto.

STUART
Wew | al nost forgot how t he good
stuff tastes.

PAUL
So this was one of your old haunts, eh?

STUART
Many a ni ght and day spent right here
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on the stool with a view A n't that

right, Geg?
Stuart notions to GREG the bartender filling a gl ass.
GREG

Ri ght on, Stuey.

STUART
Best damm shit hole in Sac Town.

GREG
W aimto please. How the hell are you?

Stuart and Greg | ock hands, trading a firm shake.

STUART
(rmotioning to Paul)
My son here’s novin' to Seattle.

GREG
Hope you like it wet.

Greg extends a handshake to Paul.

PAUL
Guess I’ find out.

STUART
Hey, you seen Evie around?

GREG
Back in the sumer. Yeah. She was in
rough shape. Haven't seen her since.

Stuart reflects on Geg’s news; Paul |ooks on with
curiosity.

GREG ( CONT’ D)
If you felt like entertaining the
troops | can hit the lights for ya.

STUART
Fuck that. Last tinme they kept me on
stage ‘til last call.

Paul |ooks at Stuart then to G eg.
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PAUL

Whadda ya nmean, entertain the troops?
GREG

You don’t know about Billy Joel here?
PAUL

Tel | nme.
GREG

He’s a regular Piano Man this guy.

STUART
Billy Joel’s a faggot. Jerry Lee Lew s
coul d have kicked his ass sideways.

PAUL
You play piano?

GREG
And sings |Iike Joe Fucking Cocker.

PAUL
Bul |l shit.

Stuart throws a napkin at G eg.

STUART
Remind ne to kick your ass sideways.

Greg hits the stage |ights and nakes an announcenent over
t he house speakers.

GREG
Ladi es and gentl| ewonen, we have sone
unexpected entertai nnent for you this
evening. Gve it up for our favorite
house drunk — | nean, special guest —
Stuart Lancaster.

The crowd breaks into an unexpected appl ause as the house
lights dim Paul is thrown off by the random situation

Stuart shakes his head, trying to dismss the audience. He
glares at Greg before nmaking his way to the stage area.

STUART
(to GreQ)
Drinks on you.

17
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GREG
(pointing to Stuart)
Don’t break your other leg up there.

Greg slides another drink in front of Paul.

GREG ( CONT’ D)
Don't et himfool you. He'll wusually
cl ose the place on a good night.

Per pl exed by Geg’s comment, Paul takes hold of his drink
and turns to watch Stuart on stage.

STUART
How s everyone doi ng tonight?

The crowd jeers a bit with raucous comments.

STUART ( CONT’ D)
Sorry | have to go ruin it for you

A handful of barflies |augh and whistle.

STUART ( CONT’ D)
This song is for a certain someone
who's noving up north to the Land of
the Latté. Happy trails, kid. Send
post cards when you can.

Stuart breaks into a bluesy nelody that sets a md-tenpo
nmood; his deep thick voice perneates the bar. Stuart’s
fingers nove over the piano keys with grace. Paul can’'t
take his eyes off the bizarre scene.

When it seenms as if the song is slowing to a close, Stuart
hammers the keys, breaking into an upbeat tune that gets
the crowd cheering himon.

Qul ping down his drink and ordering another, Paul |eans
back and | ets the surreal nmonment wash over him

EXT. PARK — NI GHT

Stuart and Paul are slowy naking their way through a city
park. Both nmen are drunk and maudlin.

PAUL
| can’'t believe you can play like that.
That’' s amazi ng!
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STUART
Horseshit. |I’ma | ousy hack.

PAUL
No, really. That was unbelievabl e back
t here. You got the whole crowd going.

Man. | can’t get over it.
STUART

Try.
PAUL

No. You should play nore often. You
really should. You could record sone
tracks or sonething. Maybe find a

pr onot er —

STUART
| said stop it. That’s crap.

PAUL
Real |y Dad. You' re good. Not everyone
can play like that. | have a few
friends in the nusic scene and they
coul d maybe get you some shows---

Stuart slans his cane against a | anppost to punctuate his
frustration then verbally tears into Paul

STUART

(bar ki ng)
Wuld you listen to me? | don't give a
shit about any recording deals and |
don’t give a shit about your friends or
that fucking crowd or nothing. If they
weren’'t feeding nme the booze, |I’'d ve
toldemto go screw thenselves. It’s
not like you think it is. Christ. You
just figure it’s like sonme rock star
fantasy, like I can just hamit up,
night after night playing like that. If
| didn’t give a rat’s ass about
wat chi ng out for ny own son, what nekes
you think I give a damm about nysel f?

Paul stares at his father, searching for the right words.

19
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PAUL
Don’t say that. You know you care. |
don’t believe it for one second--

Stuart pulls Paul in, face to face; both are near tears.

STUART
Are you that nunb? Can’t you just admt
your father’s a selfish bastard | ooking
for a cheap drink and the easy way out?
Huh? Ain’t that the sad truth? Wl
aint it? I’mnot a man. I'ma
heartl ess ghost waiting to disappear.
Let ne go, Paul. Just |let ne go.

Paul breaks into tears and hugs his father. Stuart
hesitates before reciprocating Paul’s grip.

STUART ( CONT’ D)
|’msorry, Paul. |'’msorry.

|/E. PAUL’S CAR - SIDEVWALK — NI GHT
Paul and Stuart are finishing up a conversation.

PAUL
Well, | know you won’t take nme up on
it, but I want you to have this anyway.

Paul reaches for the glove box and pulls out a bus ticket,
handing it to Stuart.

STUART
Ni ce. More King' s tickets.
PAUL
Greyhound. One-way.
STUART
You know | won’t. But if it nakes you
happy 1’1l sell it for beer noney.
PAUL

Can’t say | didn’'t try.

STAURT
Can't say | didn’t warn you

Paul shakes his head at his father’s stubbornness.

20
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PAUL
Take care of yourself. 1'Il give Maggi e
a hug for you.

STUART
Don't forget your wife, neither. She’'s
a good woman. Pretty girl.

PAUL
She is.

Stuart | ooks out the wi ndow towards the dark enpty park
where their day started together.

STUART
Vell... tine for sone shuteye, kid.
Hey. Looks |i ke Louie kept his prom se.
My shit’s still there. He's a nunb
spic, but ya gotta |ove the guy.

Stuart opens his door and steps onto the sidewal k.

PAUL
Hey. Thanks for today. It was fun.

STUART
Next tinme it’s on ne, eh?

PAUL
Sure, Dad. Sounds |ike a plan.

Both hold a glance. Stuart goes to say sonething, but
changes his mnd and turns to | eave, whistling on the way
back to his blankets and cardboard hovel .

Paul stares at his father until his figure is swall owed by
the dark shade of night. He starts the car and drives off.

TI ME LAPSE - MONTAGE OF FALL TO W NTER

The punpkins Paul and Stuart carved are now rotten with
nol d and caved in. Brown | eaves pepper the ground and the
sky is overcast. Thanksgi ving and Christmas decorations are
in store wi ndows and restaurants.

EXT. SI DEWALK MONTAGE - DAY

Stuart is talking to other honel ess fol ks, aski ng about
Evie. They only shrug and point in different directions.

21
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Sonme swap a cigarette for a light; others are lifeless and
sickly | ooking. Stuart seens to know quite a few of them

Stuart continues to roam around the back streets of
Sacranento in the dirti est and npst desol ate | ocati ons.

After a full day of searching, Stuart nmakes his way to an
overgrown hedge near a cluster of abandoned buildings. It’s
apparent he’'s famliar with this |ocation, as he knows
exactly where the entrance is.

STUART
Evie? You in there? You dunb bitch,
where the hell are you?

Stuart leans in and shades his eyes with his hand. He can
see a pile of blankets and sonme boxes. Before giving up, he
hunches down and fights through the gnarled branches using
hi s cane, noving towards the cranped living area.

Waving away a rank smell and flies, he kneels down next to
the figure under the blankets. Reaching forward with his
cane, Stuart rolls the blankets back to reveal Evie's face.

Stuart stares into her gray eyes and open nouth. Looking
around at the collection of trinkets, enpty |iquor bottles,
and dirty clothes, he inmagines her terrible fate.

EXT. SI DEWALK — DAY

Stuart wal ks along a street towards downtown. He stops
outside a Korean grocery store where an OLD WOVAN i s
sweepi ng the front stoop.

He approaches the smling |ady and points in the direction
he just came from The O d Wnan |istens intently then goes
inside. She quickly returns wwth a portabl e phone, but
Stuart is gone. She calls the police.

EXT. PARK BENCH — DAY

Sitting, dazed, Stuart’'s stare becones frozen. He pulls out
sonme broken cigarettes fromhis jacket pocket and finds the
crunpl ed bus ticket Paul gave him This triggers a flood of
enotions. Stuart starts to sob, his body shaking.

LONG DI SSOLVE
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|/ E. BUS — DAY

| mmges of passing fields and hi ghways race by the bus

w ndow. Stuart’s head is propped agai nst the gl ass,
eyes fixed on the disappearing California scenery,
past |ike ghosts vanishing into nenory.

hi s
darting
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