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EXT. COURTHOUSE COURTYARD - DAY

BILLY, 19, scuffles toward the courthouse, head down, 
accompanied by a police OFFICER. 

They pass a picnic table where an INMATE sits with his *
visiting family. His little GIRL peers at Billy and smiles.

Billy manages a small wave from his cuffed hands. *

INT. COURTROOM - DAY *

Billy faces the judge, his hair over an eye. He’s angry.

The JUDGE, 50, motions to the LAWYERS to come to the stand. 
They confer, whisper, then take their opposite corners again. *

JUDGE
Today’s your lucky day, Mr. 
Brighton. I’m not a big fan of 
sending young men to prison.

Billy looks at his lawyer, who shrugs. *

JUDGE (CONT’D)
Six months probation. And community *
service at Roosevelt Hospice.

Billy slumps down onto the bench, angry. *

LAWYER
Not so bad...

EXT. ROOSEVELT HOSPICE -DAY *

A van is parked out front. The doors open. A ramp extends. 
Two male NURSES help MR. SMITHE, 80, black, in a wheelchair, 
out of the van. Mr. Smithe surveys his new “home”.

NURSE
Not so bad, Mr. Smith.

Mr. Smithe rolls his eyes.

MR. SMITHE
It’s Smithe. And you’re not the one 
being taken to the gallows.

The nurse winces as they enter.



INT. ROOSEVELT HOSPICE - DAY

Mr. Smithe surveys his room. An ATTENDANT makes his bed. He *
sees an old, cheaply-framed picture of flowers on the wall. *

EXT. ROOSEVELT HOSPICE - DAY *

Behind the building, Billy leans against the brick wall, 
smoking a cigarette. He finishes then flicks the butt. *

OLD LADY (O.S.)
I SAW THAT!

Billy looks up. An OLD LADY hangs out a second story window. 

She points to the bush. Billy walks over, finds his butt and 
places it in the ashtray by the exit door. The old lady nods.

INT. ROOSEVELT HOSPICE - DAY

Billy exits a room and empties trash into a big bag. He keeps *
his head down. He winces at the smell of the trash. 

Billy enters Mr. Smithe’s room. Mr. Smithe looks out the *
window. Billy crosses the room toward the trash can.

MR. SMITHE
Don’t touch my trash.

Billy stops, motions ‘whatever’, and turns to exit.

MR. SMITHE (CONT’D)
Hold on. 

Billy stops again. Turns back to Mr. Smithe.

MR. SMITHE (CONT’D)
Why would you assume that was *
trash? You have no idea what I 
throw away... *

Billy looks at him, takes him in. He speaks quietly. *

BILLY
You play guitar.

Mr Smithe eyes him suspiciously.

MR. SMITHE
How’d you know that?

Billy humphs, then exits. *
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EXT. ROOSEVELT HOSPICE ROOF - NIGHT

Billy gazes at the stars, humming a melody. He draws at a 
cigarette, watching the smoke drift up into the blackness. *

Billy curls up into a ball and drifts off to sleep.

EXT. ROOSEVELT HOSPICE ROOF - MORNING

The sun is coming up. Billy is still sound asleep.

MR. SMITHE *
You dead, boy? *

Billy wakes with a start. 

BILLY
What are you doing up here?

MR. SMITHE
I live here. What are YOU doing up *
here? *

Billy is embarrassed.

BILLY
Don’t tell anyone. *

MR. SMITHE
Likewise. *

Billy nods. *

MR. SMITHE (CONT’D)
I came up here to smoke. You got 
one on you?

Billy gives him a strange look, handing him a cigarette. *

MR. SMITHE (CONT’D)
Thanks, kid.

Billy watches him smoke.

BILLY
I guess you’re not worried about 
that killing you, huh?

Mr. Smithe looks at the cigarette, then at Billy.

MR. SMITHE
Are you?
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Billy walks toward the roof exit. Mr. Smithe laughs. *

BILLY
You owe me.

INT. HOSPICE - LATER *

A NURSE spies a note under Mr. Smithe’s door. He picks it up, *
and reads aloud to the other NURSES. *

NURSE *
“Mr. Smithe, I know you play guitar *
because I’ve listened to your 
records since I was a kid. I know 
you feel like you don’t belong 
here. You don’t. -B.” *

EXT. MAISON BOURBON BLUES BAR - NIGHT *

Mr. Smithe and Billy stare at the sign. Billy is nervous, *
Smithe looks at the facade with reverence.

BILLY
We’re here, now what?

MR. SMITHE
What do you mean, now what?

BILLY
Why did I bring you here?

MR. SMITHE
I brought YOU here, sonny. *

Mr. Smithe pushes them through the door, into the club.

INT. MAISON BOURBON - NIGHT

They sit at the bar. Smithe hands Billy a bottle of beer.

BILLY
But--

MR. SMITHE
Don’t drink it, then. Just hold it. 
There’s someone I want you to meet.

Mr. Smithe walks to the stage, where a blues band is playing. 
Billy follows, confused.

He points to the guitarist on the stage.
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MR. SMITHE (TO BILLY) (CONT’D)
That’s Corina.

BILLY
That guy’s name is Corina? *

MR. SMITHE
No! The guitar.

Billy looks at the hollow-bodied guitar, fascinated. *

MR. SMITHE (CONT’D)
She used to be mine... Ever had 
something in your life like that?

BILLY
I’ve had my shit stolen, yeah.

MR. SMITHE
I gave her away.

BILLY
Why?

Mr. Smithe shakes his head. *

MR. SMITHE
To buy a ring...

He trails off, watching the man play Corina, skillfully. *

MR. SMITHE (CONT’D)
Doesn’t matter. You play? *

BILLY
Uh, yeah. Yes, sir.

MR. SMITHE
Show me.

Reluctantly, Billy gets up on the stage. The man hands him 
‘Corina’ as Mr. Smithe watches, smiling.

The blues song starts up. Billy looks to Mr. Smithe, nervous.

Mr. Smithe manages a small wave.

INT. HOSPICE LOBBY - TIME LAPSE

The sun rises and falls, creating shadows and lifting them, 
on patients in wheelchairs, nurses and doctors. They move so 
fast they are almost a blur.
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Then, the sun goes down, and stays down.

INT. HOSPICE - NIGHT

Mr. Smithe is motionless in his bed. Two NURSES are nearby. 

NURSE 1
Coma. It won’t be long...

INT. COURTROOM - DAY

Billy is again in front of the judge. 

JUDGE
Mr. Brighton. You know why you’re 
here, do you not?

BILLY
Yes. I violated my probation, sir.

JUDGE
The nurses found your note, son.

BILLY
I know.

JUDGE
What do you say for yourself?

Billy squints in concentration, gathers his composure.

BILLY
Your honor? You only live once... 
I’d do it again in a heartbeat.

That’s not what the judge was expecting.

BILLY (CONT’D)
We had fun at that bar. I met 
Corina. And Mr. Smithe needed to *
see her.

INT. HOSPICE - DAY

Mr. Smithe lays in bed. Two NURSES speak softly. Mr. Smithe’s *
eyes flutter open. The nurses rush to the bed. *

NURSE 2
Mr. Smithe! How are you? *
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MR. SMITHE
Tired.

Nurse 2 laughs, sadly.

NURSE 2
You’ve been in a coma. *

MR. SMITHE
How long?

NURSE 2
A couple weeks.

MR. SMITHE
Where is Billy?

The nurses are confused.

NURSE 1
Is that your son?

MR. SMITHE
No! He works here. Probation-kid.

NURSE 2
You have to be a nurse to work in 
hospice, Mr. Smithe.

Mr. Smithe, slightly bewildered, looks around the room.

MR. SMITHE
But... I wanted to say goodbye...

His sees an old framed picture on the dresser. It’s black and 
white, faded, and torn on one edge.

It’s a young man with a hollow-bodied guitar slung around his 
shoulder. Blond hair, hanging down over one eye.

FADE TO BLACK. *

*
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